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1: Claire comes in

I bent low under the solitary cone of my desk lamp and pressed my nose into the space bar. It was my roommate Reed again. I could hear his shrieking laugh as he tromped up the driveway past the narrow slit of a window at the top of the basement wall behind me.
I gave it a beat or two. If he was laughing like that, he’d have been to the campus pub all night — a typical post-game ritual with him and the other jocks. And if he’d been to the pub, the odds were greater than even that he was bringing a girl home.
And there it was — the high-pitched return laughter. I groaned. I had almost finished drafting out my history essay, too.
He got the big, decent, and actual bedroom in the basement of the house near campus we rented together. I got the glorified storage closet bisected by the staircase up. My concession was that one end of the long living room was for me and my office space.
It wasn’t a bad set-up for me — he was hardly ever home. But it meant that, until he got the girl into his bedroom out the far end of the living room, I was on display for them at my end of the long living room like some zoo animal.
I could hear his key rattle against the door at the top of the stairs, and her voice, too, curious, excited, but wary, as well. She’d have had to trust him, going with him up a long, dark and narrow driveway, through a pitch-black back yard, and down cement steps into the nearly hidden bunker of an entrance. So she must have been drinking too, I concluded — nobody with normal, healthy inhibitions would willingly follow a guy through that gauntlet of warning flags.
Earlier in the year I might have hid in my room and read on my bed. But I found that that only encouraged Reed to turn the living room into an extension of his bedroom. If I stayed put in my “office,” he had incentive to move things along and through to his bedroom sooner.
I must have made his girls uncomfortable, hunched over there in the corner quietly typing and reading in the dark end of the room like some anti-social monster.
They burst into the kitchen and swerved around the corner and into the living room laughing and holding onto each other with their hands around the other’s waist barely staying upright. The girl caught herself and stiffened at the sight of me in the corner. I made my typical cursory wave, but I barely looked up. I may not have hung a “Do Not Disturb the Animals” sign on the front of my desk, but my body language conveyed that message to all but the most oblivious.
“What’s wrong with him?” I heard the girl murmur to Reed as he pulled her by the hips to the other end of the living room outside his bedroom where our couch and the big screen were.
“He’s nothing to worry about,” he said. He nodded back at her and pushed her down into the couch under him. “Right Calum?” he shouted across the room to me and he chuckled.
“Huh?” I lifted my face with my well-practiced “annoyed” look.
“Nothing, buddy,” he laughed, and he plopped down beside the girl, throwing his arm around her shoulder and finding something on Netflix not so interesting she’d want to watch it.
I peered out the top of my eyes toward that end of the living room. I was always amazed at how casually familiar he could be with girls he just met. It was as though, while being all uniquely wrapped, they were exactly the same inside, the way he brought them in, sat them down, got a show on: everything played out exactly the same way every time. They all responded the same way, too.
I could put I timer on it. After 15 minutes of necking, he’d invite her through the door into his bedroom. After about 15 minutes of silence, I’d hear her soft cries and deep moans. Then there would follow about 15 minutes of his bed banging the wall between the rooms and her louder shrieks and squeals. Finally, there’d be 15 more minutes of laughter, murmuring, and shuffling sounds. Then the door would open, the girl would hang her head with shame and hurry through the living room, and out they would go for him to walk her home. One hour, tops, each time.
“I hate when they want to sleep in my bed,” he sneered, and he chuckled at me when he came back home and went through the living to his bedroom, this time to sleep.
“Yeah, I know what you mean,” I murmured to myself. “Must really suck.”
This time, Reed and the girl didn’t get straight to the necking on the couch, however. She slapped his arm and bent forward as though interested in the show. When Reed pushed his face under her hair and into her neck, she laughed and squealed, but she pushed him away.
She looked over at me buried in the far end. “What are you working on over there?” she called out to me. She continued to wrestle Reed’s hands off her body behind her back, trying to show me a steady, serious face.
I heard Reed chuckle and murmur something in her ear and I heard her respond to him. “I just want to know,” she said in a low voice to him.
“History,” I barked without looking up. It wasn’t the first time one of his girls, awkward with the other guy, me, in the dark down the other end of the room, made passing attempts at decency and tried to make small-talk conversation. My one-word answers usually put a quick enough end to it.
“History of what?” she said, pursuing me down my rabbit warren.
“Uh,” I stammered, caught off guard by her. I looked up at Reed, but he just glared at the screen with a pissed-off expression. He was counting the seconds before getting the “dud,” as he called this type, out of there. “13th century?” I offered.
She twisted her face half away at me as though doubtful, but kept her eyes — glowing and glinting in the light of the screen — on mine.
“Europe?” I added. She only kept staring. “Science?” I piled on top. Surely that was enough to turn her away. 13th Century European Science history was not a broadly interesting topic in contemporary campus society.
But it wasn’t enough to dissuade her. She pushed Reed’s hands off her body and stood up. She pulled her short, crop-cut sweater down as far over her bare midriff as it would stretch, which wasn’t far, and she came over to my desk. She turned my stapler around, took a pencil out of my holder and turned it around like all the others, point up, and she dragged her fingertip along the binding of a book, to finally come around behind my desk where she half-crouched and caught her praying hands between her thighs.
“What are you writing about?” she said, lifting her face to the light of my screen. She might have come from a bar invaded by a team of jocks earlier in the night, but the cinnamon and maple scent I picked up from her chest where her top billowed out near my chin made me exhale and struggle to keep my eyes from fluttering.
I reached forward and turned the pencil she touched tip-end down again. “Sharp ones up,” I pointed to the others, “dulled ones down,” I said, and I tapped the butt end of the guilty pencil.
She chuckled like my order amused her. “I’m in biology,” she said, pushing herself up to sit on the low metal file behind me. She thought nothing of pushing out of her way the carefully stacked books there. She pulled her knees up and leaned her elbows over her legs sitting cross-legged. She pulled her sleeves down over most of her hands and sampled the fabric between her thumb and finger. “It’s mostly science courses — anatomy, even medicine, history, too.”
I pivoted in my swivel chair and slumped further down in it to face up to her. I shot a glance over my shoulder at Reed, left alone on the couch watching a show. It was like he didn’t even notice she left him. Maybe he expected her to visit with me for a while and come back to him, so he could carry on with his interrupted plan, taking her through to his bedroom.
I looked up at her and squinted my gaze. She looked down and snickered but regained her composure before lifting her face back up to mine, struggling to straighten her grin and clear strands of her hair from her face, tucking them carefully behind her ear. If it wasn’t so dark, I could have sworn she blushed.
“Anatomy was a mystery back then, of course,” I said, “a mystery they solved by cutting them open to look,” I said. “Cadavers, of course, usually,” I deadpanned.
“Oh yeah?” she grinned at me with what I took as an over-the-top faked interest.
I figured she was mocking me, and I chuckled. But she only frowned and drew a strand of hair through her lips thoughtfully. I looked over at Reed again but he doused the blue flame of the screen, pushed himself up with groans like athletes always do, and made an exaggerated gesture of opening his bedroom door.
He looked over his shoulder and shrugged with confused exasperation at the girl.
“Ok!” she said. He kept standing there staring. She finally added, “I’ll be there in a minute,” she said, and she waved him along and laughed with a noted nervousness. She turned back to me, she chuckled to herself, and she shrugged with sheepish guilt. Within minutes, we both heard Reed’s snoring.
She chuckled again and pursed her lips at me. She leaned back against the wall under the high narrow window and let her legs fall loosely over the edge of the file. She was wearing gleaming white tights with loops around the bottoms of her feet. Her fingernails were glossy pink. She examined the corners of the low ceiling as though figuring the measurements. “So you and Reed live here together?” she said.
“It’s Calum,” I said. I extended my hand to her because I didn’t know what one did in these situations.
She tittered and pulled herself forward enough with one hand wrapped around the front edge of the file to shake my hand with her other “Claire,” she nodded to me overly formally. She slumped back on the file and against the wall and drew strands of her caramel-brown hair through her lips again, considering me through her narrowed eyes.
“Claire,” I said. The intensity of our mutual gaze in the dark of the room was more interaction with a girl than I had had all year so far. I didn’t want to blow it, but I didn’t even know what “it” was. She said to Reed she’d be along “in a minute,” but she also tittered at me when she heard his snoring.
I followed what she did, rolling my head around to the corners of the ceiling. “Yeah, for better or worse,” I said quietly enough for Reed not to hear, even though he wouldn’t be listening if he really was asleep. But he wouldn’t be faking it. Guys like him, they aren’t enough aware of other people to come up with the idea of faking something for them, unless it’s a deke on the gridiron. I half grinned at Claire. She seemed observant enough to probably notice that the two friends who grew up together had become, by freshmen year at college, badly mismatched.
“Seems like a big enough place,” she nodded at me — one of those statements that you make to mean the exact opposite.
I shrugged. “It works.” I didn’t need to go into the financial details of how it was going to have to work.
“Why don’t you show me around,” she said, still pulling strands of that smooth, glossy confection through her lips, but now glinting at me through more narrow eyes with a grin that spread out from the corners of her mouth.
I moved my eyes around their sockets in a jerky movement. There was the kitchen, seen already, the bathroom, already visited, the living room we were in, Reed’s bedroom, which I would be disinclined to show her, and my closet-slash-bedroom under the low overhang of the stairs. When my eyes got back to hers, she remained staring at me through those narrowed slits, she continued to drag strands of blonde through her frosty lips, and she held still that near-grin of hers that drew my eyes to her mouth and would not let me go.
I gestured widely around me with my arm. “My office,” I nodded.
She erupted with a giggle and covered her mouth and leaned deeply down over her legs. She twisted her head up toward my face so that her hair obscured her eyes and mouth, but not enough I didn’t see them wide and glowing. She pushed herself down from my file and seized my hand with her cool hand, entangling her long, elegant fingers with mine, and she squeezed me. She pulled me up. “Show me,” she said from the side of my shoulder. She pulled her extended sleeve out from between our palms so that we came together all the more completely, palm to palm.
My heart skipped and my throat constricted. There was only one room I could show her that she hadn’t already seen — my bedroom. I walked to the door that was at the opposite end of the long living room to Reed’s door and twisted the knob. She dropped my hand and brushed past me, striding directly into my tiny room.
I stood behind her in the doorway. “My bedroom,” I announced, gesturing around myself as though it was a vast space inside.
When I came back from a full turn around, I found her so close up in front of me, our bodies brushed against each other. She pushed herself up on her toes and draped her arms around my neck. Her scent filled me with a blood-draining delirium and her body, still pressing against mine, sent bolts of electrical pulses through my body.
She puffed a light wisp of air out her nose and pulled her mouth up in a curious, kind of confused, smile, before wrapping her cool, pressing fingers around the back of my neck, fluttering her eyelids barely closed at me, and bringing her soft, full lips up to, and against, my mouth, hung open and stunned.
She pulled away after a couple of seconds, raised her shoulders, and squeezed the tip of her tongue between her widely grinning teeth. She scratched her scrunching nails into the skin at the back of my neck. She emitted an amused chirp, and then kissed me again, more fully, a lot longer, and with her tongue probing my mouth and feeling my teeth.
I shivered head to toe and took tiny steps backwards and felt behind my back, crouching and searching for the edge of my bed. There was nothing else to sit on in there — there wasn’t space for anything else. She followed me in with tiny footsteps with her arms still hanging around my neck, giggling and craning her neck to maintain the kiss, our bodies bumping, our breaths mingling. It was closer to another human than I had been in a long time.
She was playful. She was teasing me. She was pushing me.
I fell backward when my knees bumped the edge of the bed and she pushed my chest down as she toppled down over on top of me. I ended up on my back with my legs over the edge of the side of my bed and she came to kneel on the edge of the bed between my legs and over top of me.
She lowered herself slowly and sat on my thighs. “You’re so not a jock, are you,” she said with her face twisting sideways in the dark, studying the new surroundings.
I had to snicker. “About the exact opposite, probably,” I said.
“Guys like you,” she shook her head and slid her eyes closely all around my face. “You’re harder to meet because you never go out,” she said as though scolding me. She casually began to undo my belt in front of her spread thighs, tugging at the tail and feeding it thought to drop the pin out of the hole.
“I think we should close the door,” I said.
She snickered again and jumped up. Backing out the door, she wagged her finger at me like a teacher warning a kid. “Stay right where you are!” she glowered at me.
She skipped out of the room and I heard the bathroom door close. I stayed stock still lying on my back on the bed staring at my low sloping underside stairs ceiling, wondering if it was real, or had I fallen asleep again with my face pressed into my keyboard at my desk, dreaming strange and lucid dreams.
But Clare came back a few moments later and shut my bedroom door behind her. She quietly and carefully let go of the knob she had twisted and she leaned back against it. I looked down my reposed body at her.
“Don’t you ever wonder what you’re missing out on when other people go out?” she said. She tilted her head slightly. “Like Reed for example?”
I lied. “Not really,” I said, and I shrugged.
She began to sway her hips side to side against the back of the door, keeping her eyes on mine and lowering her grin to a more serious expression. With her long, folding fingers, she found the bottom edge of her sweater and began to slide it side to side against the flow of her hips, raising it little by little each time, showing me more and more of her bare stomach.
“Are you sure?” she said in such a soft voice, it was nearly a whisper. She began to grin widely over her face and she turned away with her eyes staying on mine tight to their corners. She continued to pull her sweater side to side over her body high enough now to show me glimpses of the underside of her gleaming white lace bra.
“Okay,” I said. “I lied.” I swallowed hard. “And you’re driving me crazy right now.”
She curled her shoulders forward and caught herself bending over with a deep, jiggling laugh, before covering her mouth and raising her eyebrows at me. She twisted her waist sideways, crossed her arms over her body, and in one motion, pulled her sweater up and inside out over her body and over her head, stretching her arms high up until all her hair came tumbling down messily from the sweater, and it settled around her bare shoulders and chest and back. She looked around, and seeing nowhere to toss her sweater, she dropped it on the end of my bed.
I felt a girl’s breasts so far at college, under her top but over her bra. I also kissed two girls so far. But outside of those three incidences, it had been the opposite of what I had been told college would be like.
I stared at Claire’s chest. In the dim streetlight that came from above and down through the high basement window, her bra glowed like something radioactive against her darkened skin. She snapped her head forward and jutted her chin at me. Her hair whipped over her face and her shoulders thrusted back. She pressed her arms straight down her sides and curled her wrists out at her hips. She stepped towards me by snapping her heels up sharply against her ass. Then she ducked her face, covered her mouth with her cupped hands, and laughed with a squeal loud enough for Reed to hear. She quickly tugged down the waist of her tights and peeled them  off without ceremony or delay, and she flung them aside with her sweater.
“Shove over!” she ordered me, and she pushed me with her hands. I “shh’d” her in case Reed could hear. She plopped heavily down beside me after shoving me all the way over my bed, and she sank her head into my pillow. She clasped her fingers together over her bare stomach and rolled her face over to mine close enough I could inhale her sweet breath and see the glint of light on her flossed lips.
She made a serious face and locked her big, round eyes on mine so close I could barely keep my eyes from flickering shut. “Do you think he’d even mind?” she said in mock seriousness, and she landed her hand directly onto my crotch under the sheets and she squeezed me hard and squealed.
She laughed and popped up and threw her leg over my hips so that she knelt over me again, only now dressed in only her lace bra and matching panties. She punched her fists down harshly into the pillow on either side of my face and arched her back to stretch her toned, slim stomach out at me. “Tough titties for him if he does,” she sneered. “I’m sure he has lots of other girls.” She slowly leaned her head down and gathered her hair in her hand to twist it and pull it from between our faces. She came to rest on her elbows down low and close over my face, and she kissed me lightly on my mouth. “You don’t, though, do you,” she said low and softly with her lips still touching mine.
I swallowed and tried to count to keep my heart from exploding out of my chest.
She bit the side of her bottom lip, shot herself back up straight and high over me, and she reached behind her back with her arms twisting up like chicken wings. She blew wisps of her blonde hair from her forehead with her bottom lip jutting out and she rolled her eyes with impatience before I saw the straps of her bra slacken from her shoulders and the cups droop from the front of her chest. She twisted around on top of me searching for where her sweater and pants had landed with her arm over her bare breasts, and she aimed and tossed her bra to land on there behind her. I looked up at her bare chest bulging out in the dim silver light from her arm pushing against her breasts and I determined, in that fleeting moment, that I now understood the complete history  of Renaissance painting.
She grinned and slowly lowered herself down over me, but instead of aiming for my mouth with her mouth, she pushed her elbows up around my ears and lowered her bare breast to my face. She hung one nipple above my mouth so close it dragged over my lips and popped a moment into my mouth. I flicked it with my tongue and caught it with my lips. She shifted her torso and pushed more firmly down with her other breast so that it filled my mouth, and I sucked on it.
She tittered and rolled off of me. When I rolled onto my side to face her, she rolled onto her back. I reached tentatively over to lay my hand flat on her equally flat stomach. She rolled her face to mine and smiled and she wriggled a bit in her chest. I moved my hand up her body and felt the bottom of her ribs. She continued to stare with her eyes flaring like fire at my eyes, and she continued to open and shut her mouth without saying anything. I could hear her breathe and feel her chest rising and falling under my hand.
In that silence and darkness, I pushed my hand further up her body and felt the soft, yielding curve of the underside of her breast. She shivered and made a light, high-pitched cry from deep inside her throat. When I moved my hand over the top of her smooth, warm breast, her eyes fluttered shut and she inhaled sharply. I could feel her fingers at my side twist and pull in the sheet.
She shut her eyes and breathed unevenly. I moved my hand up her chest to her shoulder. It felt so perfectly round and smooth, it was like cupping a billiard ball. I pulled my hand over her collar bone and found the outline of the muscles of her neck. I dragged my fingertips up over her throat and out under her chin. She stretched out her jaw and whimpered when I came up around her chin and touched her lips. She snipped at me and bit me. I kept moving over her cheek to her neck and below her ear and she shivered and pulled her knees up and shot her legs back down.
She grabbed my hand and stopped me from touching her there. She spun her face to me, and over the glowing white of the pillow she said, “How did you know about that spot?”
I didn’t answer, I only pushed up and leaned over her and tried to kiss her there. But she pressed my face away and said, “If you do that, it’s going to be game over for me.”
She suddenly popped up and, kneeling beside me, she tugged at the waist of my pants. She pulled them down like I was a cadaver on her examining table, and then she pulled my underwear down too, and off me just as determinedly. “Science students, I guess,” I thought.
She leaned on one arm and folded her legs up under her. With her free arm, she wrapped her hand around my completely exposed and very hard cock. I nearly passed out. She ignored my reaction. She lightly pulled up and pushed down and she bent her thumb over the head and rubbed me there, too.
I died. I flew to the moon and back and I groaned like a man run through with a sword. She considered my reactions to her touches with mild interest before leaning down and closing her hot, wet mouth around the head of my cock. My mind exploded.
She moaned loudly with my shaft deep in her mouth, and then she pushed down further, slowly and tightly. I peeled my head up off the pillow to watch her full, soft lips move down the shaft of my cock. I could feel her tongue swirl inside her mouth like some snake writhing in a cup.
When she came back up, I could see my cock glisten in the light from her saliva spilled over it. She kept me in her mouth even as she squirmed and writhed and worked her panties down her thighs and off her legs. We were both completely naked. I sank my head back into my pillow and tried to memorize what was happening because I knew I would be reliving the moment the rest of my life.
She pulled up and off me and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She gripped my cock and stroked me slowly, just keeping me below the level of losing it in her palm. I was barely able to breath.
“What do you picture yourself doing in ten years?” she asked me in the most stunning casual voice. As I seriously thought about it, she sank her mouth down over my cock again and took me far enough inside her mouth, her lips kissed the base of my cock.
She pulled back up and off me and stroked me again looking at me with serious but relaxed eyes as though we were merely chatting in a cafe.
“I’m not really able to think like that if you’re going to be doing that to me,” I managed to squeeze out.
“Oh no?” she replied with the same relaxed expression. She suddenly swung her leg out and knelt over me, straddling my hips again. Crouching down over me, she reached between our bodies and between her legs and wrapped that cool, firm hand of hers around my cock. She steered it so that the head drew down over the lips of her pussy.
I stopped breathing. I shot a glance down between us disbelieving it was actually happening. But she gave me no time to examine the visual evidence. She lifted her hips, shimmied on her knees, and held me still as she lowered her wet, succulent lips down over the head of my cock. Pressing her hands hard into my stomach, she rolled her head back far enough that I could feel her hair grace my legs behind her back, and she lowered herself down inch by inch taking me inside her.
Where her mouth sucked and her tongue swirled, inside her down below, it felt like a thousand fingers pulled at me and massaged and squeezed me. She pulled up and nearly pulled my life out of my cock, before she released herself and plunged back down heavily with her hips smashing into my hips.
She crouched down with her elbows beside my face and laid her head sideways beside mine on the pillow. As her body rode on me, pumping and thrusting against my hips, she murmured so close into my hear it sounded like she was inside my head. “Is this better for thinking?” she asked me in that playful, innocent, fake-serious voice.
I pushed my hands between us and I squeezed her breasts and rubbed her nipples in my fingers and thumbs. She thrusted herself back up to kneeling over rme and covered my hands with hers where they squeeezed her bare breasts. She pushed her head back to face the ceiling and cried with a gasp so loud there was no more reason to hide our sounds from anyone else in the place, or even upstairs, for that matter.
I felt her all over her nude body, running my hands over her biceps, down one her ribs and narrow waist, out over her flaring hips, nand when I reached her ass, I squeezed her there hard. She collapsed forward onto me and we drove our bodies against each other harder, but slower, grindingly, and we kissed and breathed together and moaned and cried in each other’s ears.
With my cock buried deep inside her, she twisted her hips on me and planted her head beside me again on the pillow. “Why does this feel so good?” she asked me.
I wondered if she meant fucking generally or with me specifically. “Well,” I groaned, “in my psych 101 text, it says . . . “ I started.
She tittered and kissed me quiet. She knelt up again over me and stopped moving with my cock buried all the way inside her pussy. She absorbed some of her weight with her hands pressed into my chest. Her hair fell down and fanned around our faces making a private tent for us. She began moving again, but barely. We remained quiet and nearly still like this for a long time, barely fucking at all.
Finally, startling me out of a deepening trance with her whisper, she said, “Do you like it?”
I could only nod.
“Me too,” she breathed. Her mouth hung open and her eyes stayed closed. She crept her fingers down my chest and rolled her head back to the ceiling as she came up taller over me. I could see her back arch sharply in the light and her breasts stick out. She rocked her pelvis into mine with little shivers and catches. She stopped moving entirely at one point and shook throughout her body and gasped in high pitches.
She whispered more to herself than to me, “Oh my god, what you do to me!” Her pelvis started moving again, but only very slowly and very slightly.
I fell into a strange state. I was tired and it was late and dark in the room, and quiet. My senses dimmed and my eyes, like her’s, closed lightly. I could hear my ears turning sound off and on as consciousness receded. My mind took on a wandering feel, as though I had become untethered from my body. I could sense my awareness of Claire, of her body, of the pillow and the bed, as I drifted into and out of reality. I felt her slight motion on me and then not, her deep waves only emerging into my consciousness in bits and pieces as though awareness itself was disintegrating, or was it reality?
One part of my consciousness, though, remained focused and in a heightened state. It wasn’t the feel of my cock squeezed and stroked in her wet pussy, but rather the abstracted and pure sensation of pleasure itself. I felt like I was slipping into a different kind of sleep, and the further down I drifted, the higher rose the intensity of the pure essence of ecstasy.
I snapped out of the reverie for a moment when I realized I might have been falling asleep with a girl on me, fucking me. But I looked up at her over me, and on her face and in her undulating shoulders and heaving chest, I saw her surely experiencing the same thing I had been feeling. She rocked on me ever so slightly at the height of our mutual sexual intensity, and her quiet private moans were deep, slow, and rhythmic — l ike mine.
She suddenly opened her eyes right onto mine, big, dark and piercing. Her mouth formed an “O” shape like she was surprised by something, and her thighs squeezed against my ribs hard. She inhaled sharply and her body shook with violent tremors. Inside her pussy, it felt like hands were pulling me and gripping me harder, but covered in oil and slipping over me. I erupted into her with my entire existence flooding out of my cock and up into her pussy.
I made a mess of the bed and her.
She fell off of me and flopped down beside me, her limbs falling loosely all over me. “Mmm,” she groaned long and deeply. “I think I’m in danger of you,” she moaned.
She pulled the blanket up over us both and laid on her side pressed against me where I laid on my back. “Is this okay?” she groaned, but she was asleep before I answered. She reached up suddenly and pulled at my face and kissed me sloppily without opening her eyes. “It would be so easy to fall . . . . for you,” she whispered privately. We both quickly fell asleep.
In the morning, Reed startled us both awake. Without knocking, he flung my door open. “You getting up? I’m driving if you want a ride,” he barked.
That’s when he saw the lump in my bed. Claire lifted her head with a confused look, scratching and squinting against the sudden light.
“Oh shit!” he said, and he squealed with that annoying laugh of his and swung the door shut.
“Uhh,” she groaned, pushing herself up with her hand pressing heavily into my ribs. She rubbed her palm hard into her eye. “I think I had too much last night,” she moaned.
“Want to go for breakfast?” I tried.
She patted my chest with just her fingers. “I think I just need to get home, but thanks,” she smiled weakly. She dressed quickly. “Sorry,” she said over her shoulder and she left my room, closed my door, and found her own way out. I saw the light and shadows of her legs going past the narrow window as she went down the driveway and out through the morning shafts of sunlight.
I texted Reed when I finally got up. “Where did you run into Claire?” I asked him.
“I forgot I came home with a girl!” he wrote back. “Claire was her name?” he asked. As I stared at that, he wrote again. “Glad one of us got to fuck that bitch,” he wrote, and then he asked me if she was any good.
I ignored him and asked again where he ran into her, but he had no recollection. He couldn’t recall where he was the previous night — a party? A house? A dorm? A pub? Nothing.
I searched for her everywhere, but I couldn’t find her. I had no leads to go on.
A weeks later, back in my bunker office late at night and working on a paper, I heard Reed come up the driveway and laugh, and then I heard the laughter of yet another girl. I squinted at the light of my lamp and waited and sighed. It wasn’t Claire and I didn’t know if I was happy about that, or not. 




2: Jessica arrives

I scrunched down at my table and made myself small over my keyboard. I heard the female voice squeal, I heard it laugh. I heard the keys rattle in the door. I heard the murmur of Reed’s voice, the staggering and stumbling pair of footfalls coming down the stairs behind my head. I even heard the clomping stop halfway, the moans and squeals start up again, muffled this time, and then the resumption of the steps — his soft shoes, her pumps or heels or platforms. All clickity-clacky down the steps in any case, approaching me closer and closer.
I leaned closer into my screen. If I could crawl through it, I would have. 
I didn’t know Reed would be bringing girls down into our shared basement apartment so often, or that he’d “hang-out” with them in our living room so much. I thought that when he laid claim to the much bigger of the two bedrooms by noting that he’d likely be using it more than I would use mine, snicker snicker, that giving me a corner of the living room for my office meant the shared space would be more respected. My bedroom barely fit my narrow single bed, much less a desk for school work.
To be fair, he likely didn’t expect his roommate to work on papers every Saturday night. I didn’t fully expect that of me, either. I was swept up in excitement just like Reed promised me I would be when we took an apartment together in our first year at the college we both went off to. But it was the excitement of the mind, not the body.
It turns out, if you grew up awkward around girls and don’t do small talk well or learn to flirt any good, nothing is going to change that by itself. The truth was, I did get excited that year, only not in the way I expected, and I’m sure not in the way Reed expected, either. I found out about history, about history of science, and about medieval science in particular. That’s what got me excited. But it seems there aren’t as many wild parties for people into medieval science as there are for people into college football.
Girls at college scared me. They weren’t flowering so much as erupting. Their eyes were sexual. Their hair was sexual. The way their mouths moved when they talked, or didn’t, when they were thinking, was sexual.
“Hi!” the girl’s voice cried out. She peeped around the corner at me. She came out in front of me and clapped her hands like she was delighted to find such a pretty puppy cowering in the kennel cage in the basement. “You must be Calum!” she said.
I looked slowly up through the tops of my eyes over to Reed.
He snickered. “Say hi to Jessica,” he said, and he snorted and slipped his hand around her waist from behind and dragged her backward and away from me.
She tilted her head sideways, pouted with exaggeration across her full lips, and she drew tears coming down her cheeks with her long fingers and painted nails. She waved goodbye to me. Reed pulled her backward harder and she stumbled on her spike-heel brown boots and clamped her hands around his huge gym-pumped forearm where it wrenched around her stomach.
“Hey, careful!” she cried out over her shoulder at him.  She was wearing a long-tailed untucked white shirt, sleeves rolled up her forearms, and tight faded jeans tucked into the tops of her suede boots. She was carrying her crop-cut black leather motorcycle jacket. Short bob-cut black hair, straight, shiny, and perfect. Eyes smokey and smouldering, dark lined and shadowed. Frosted and full crimson-shaded lips.
She dropped her chin down to her chest and pulled her eyes up through their tops and she peered at me under the swishing hang of her black bangs. She dropped her eyelids half down. I had to look away. She looked like a woman already doing it. She chuckled with a sultriness that made me swallow hard.
I don’t know how Reed does it. I know beauty is subjective. I realize what passes as “hot” for one time or place would not be noticed at another. And I know the sample is large at a huge mid-west college.
But god almighty does he not pull down those stairs and across my visual field every single Saturday night a virtual parade of the most dazzling and exquisite visions my eyes had ever seen, stumbling, staggering, grinning and lip-biting.
And yet they were somehow all the same for all the variety of hair styles and colors and make-up and clothes and shoes: squealing, laughing, playful — primed for it. You could smell the pheromones. They were ready. They were urgent. Lithe bodies contorting, grasping hands snaking around limbs, their own or his, mouths dropping open, eyes glazing over.
Ready. Oozing with readiness.
I ignored Reed and Jessica and Reed ignored me. But Jessica kept glancing over her shoulder at me where I hunkered deeper into my corner. I wasn’t glancing back at her, but I could monitor her in the corner of my vision, writhing all over the couch with Reed.
They talked in murmurs and put a show on. Reed pulled her chin away from my direction and back to him several times. She moaned for him inside their kisses. He opened her jeans and she squealed and chuckled. I pushed my face closer into my screen. She got up and laughed like a sprite and made him pull her boots off her extended legs. And then she turned around to give him a view of her ass while she bent at her waist and knees and peeled her tight jeans down her legs. With her perfect bangs hanging over the tops of her eyes, I could see the glassiness of them glinting below — she was peeking at me the whole time.
Stripped so soon to her shirt and panties already, she knelt on the edge of the cushions of our couch outside Reed’s knees on her own knees. He slumped deeper down into the back crease of the couch and stretched his legs straight out under her. She pulled herself closer up to him on his lap and pushed her hands up under his t-shirt. She rubbed his torso with her flat palms. She pushed her chest into his face and she laughed. She wrapped her arms around the back of his head and hugged his face to her cleavage.
And then she looked over at me again.
Reed had opened her shirt a few buttons and had pushed her black lace full-cup bra up over her breasts to her neck. He sank his face into her bare bosom and he sucked her nipples into his mouth noisily, sloppily. She gasped and she moaned and she dropped her mouth open wide and she arched her back in deep. He went from boob to boob and back again. She looked down at the top of his head and drove her fingers through his hair and tugged on his neck.
And then she rolled her face over her shoulder and back to me again.
I cleared my throat. I readjusted my screen.  I pushed my nose right up to its glow. I started again on the same sentence for the tenth or twelfth time.
I glanced over when I heard Jessica inhale sharply through her clenched teeth. It was dark, but the screen from the show lit them up enough for me to see her panties stretch and pull between her thighs spread around his lap. I could tell from his elbows and shoulders that Reed has plunged his hand down the front of her panties, that he was touching her down there, rubbing her, probably even entering her with his fingers. She moaned like he was.
But still she glared at me with half-lidded eyes. She rubbed his head, she pushed her chest in his face, she thrusted her hips and rotated them in circles around his grasping hand, but she stared at me the whole time, pushing his face down, diverting his eyes, hiding her gaze from him.
Reed’s phone buzzed. “Foods ready,” he barked, and he rolled her off his lap and pulled his t-shirt back down over his body. We had a place only half a block up for take-out. “No fucking looking, perv,” he said to me as he jogged past the front of my table. He laughed, too. “But you can jerk off later if you want,” he said loud enough for Jessica to hear, and he laughed at his own joke. I listened to him thump up the stairs and slam the back door behind him.
I glanced through the tops of my eyes and around my screen to the couch.
Jessica was staring at me without hiding it now, sprawled where Reed had tossed her off his lap. She remained splayed on the couch, appearing as though frozen in mid-fall and mid-roll. She laughed strikingly shyly and she covered her face and turned away from me. “What!?” she said into her hand.
I looked around behind me half expecting Reed to be pulling one of his stunts and standing behind me. But he wasn’t there.
Jessica pushed herself up from the couch, she turned around to pull her bra back down over her breasts and to adjust it, and she turned around again to face me. She tugged her mostly open shirt down over her body, stretching it to cover her belly and hips, barely.
She padded on her toes over the middle of the room and toward my table, tugging her fingers down together behind her back, down the end of her arms pulled straight, straining her shoulders back. Her half-exposed chest jutted out toward me. She curled her bottom lip in between her teeth. She flared her eyes at me momentarily. She grinned for a second — it was an apologizing, sheepish kind of grin.
“Whatcha working on so hard?” she said.
“Just . . . “ I paused. I gestured to my screen and my books and I shrugged. “ . . . the usual,” I said. “Just stuff.”
“Let me see,” she said, and she helped herself around to the back of my table. She bent over at her waist and hung her chin so close over my shoulder, I could smell her scent. Her cheek grazed my ear. Her breast touched my back. I shut my eyes and tried to regulate my breathing and steady my heartbeat.
“14th century, huh?” she said in a low, breathy voice too close to my ear. “I’m doing a paper on Chaucer,” she said in what came into my ear as a moan over a pillow.
I twisted around in my swivel chair and frowned at her.
“I’m an English major, what are you?” she said. She stepped around me and leaned against the edge of my table directly between me and my screen. She pushed the heels of her hands down into the edge and locked her elbows straight, pushing her round shoulders up to her ears and her chest out toward my face.
I tried not to stare. I tried to put my eyes somewhere else. But her body filled my entire field of vision. She was all white shirt, black hair, and bare legs. She lifted one foot and hung her pink-painted toes on the edge of my chair between my legs and she rotated me back and forth and snickered.
“History,” I said. I cleared my throat and tried to say again more clearly without my voice breaking.
She snorted and pulled her bottom lip out with her finger and thumb, still rocking me side to side. “You’re not like him, are you?” she said.
“Who Reed you mean?” I said.
“The guy who brought me here?” she said. She looked down at her foot as though studying how it moved, and she lifted it slowly and planted the sole down on the top of my lap. She curled her toes in. She lifted her other knee and planted her other foot down on my other thigh the same way. She still rocked me side to side in my swivel chair, still gripping the edge of the desk, still pushing her shoulders up and her chest out with her arms locked straight down.
“We’ve been friends since whenever,” I said and I shrugged.
“I was wondering how you and him ended up in this place together,” she said, lifting her face to the wall behind me and twisting her head around both ways scanning the corners of our ceiling out to their extremities.
She suddenly pushed herself forward and eased her body down from the edge of my table and onto my lap. Her legs fit down my sides. She at on my knees and hung her forearms over my shoulders. Her hair brushed my forehead. Her white shirt billowed out under my chin. Her black lace bra was fully visible to me. But my eyes locked instead on her lips. They moved and curled and tightened and formed themselves into a circle and then a grin and then an “O” shape. It was like she was communicating but saying nothing.
“I’m not that kind of guy,” I said in a low quiet and private voice.
“You’re not like any kind of guy, are you,” she said.
I flinched but she only snickered lightly and hung her face closer over mine. She rocked her forehead into my forehead and moved her open mouth close to mine. We could hear Reed come back in and clomp down the stairs. He was already down before she snorted and grinned and pushed herself up and off my lap.
“You gonna have some?” Reed shouted as he rounded the corner.
Jessica turned and pulled away, but not without dragging her limp fingers behind her down my body, over my groin, and down my thighs. “What did you get?” she said, stepping up to him and pulling open a bag he held.
“Where you doing something, you guys?” he said, and he snorted and laughed. “Blow my fucking mind if you did!” he said to me and he laughed out loud. “I’m starving, get over here,” he said to Jessica, and he flopped down on the middle of the couch.
Jessica joined him there, sitting on one folded leg and sampling his food.
“Feed me,” he said.
Jessica tittered and said “No!” and she glanced over her shoulder at me.
“Get back on top of me,” he said.
“Not when we’re still eating,” she murmured back to him, and she glanced at me again.
“Don’t you want some?” she said to me.
When I finally looked up from my screen and over the room to them, she stared back at me with Reed behind her, not seeing her face. She made her eyes flare. She curled the corners of her mouth up. She dangled her tongue out her mouth and lashed and poked it at the strip of chicken she held in front of her lips. And then she closed her lips around it and glared at me as she sucked her cheeks in and made the morsel disappear inside her mouth.
“You guys go ahead,” I said, “I’m heading to bed.” I turned myself back to my screen, hiding my face behind it.
Jessica pushed up from the couch in a huff. “Not when we’re eating!” she said in a private scold to Reed, and she sighed and got up and off the couch. She padded past the front of my table and bumped her swinging arm against the side of my screen, rocking it on its base. She pretended not to notice. She didn’t look at me. She held her chin up and her lips pursed closed. “Bathroom?” she called out as she got to the corner.
“Can’t miss it,” Reed said, not taking his eyes from the show. “Next to Cal’s room.”
Reed shoved the food away from him and settled back into the couch, folding his hands over his stomach and making noise with his mouth, poking at his teeth with his tongue and smacking his lips.
Jessica came back and again passed too close by my table, again rocking my screen on it’s base, and again, not looking, not apologizing, not seeming to notice. She tittered when she folded her legs under herself pushing up next to Reed on the couch.
Immediately she hung her face around his head where he stared at the show and she made out with him, necking with him, making louder lip and tongue sounds than even he had been making with the food. His arm stretched around her body and he pulled on her waist. She laughed and made nasally squealing sounds up close against him. I could see her elbow move out and in. Her back was to me. She was facing Reed’s side. Her hand was up between his legs. She licked his neck and cooed in his hear and pushed her chest up against his huge shoulder.
I jutted my jaw and raised my eyes to the ceiling. I always had to be the one to leave, when Reed and his girls got started on the couch. But why, I said to myself. Why should I leave? I pushed my face into my screen and furrowed my brow and focused my attention on that same paragraph I’d been struggling with the whole time.
I had to glance around the side of the screen. Jessica, still with her back to me, was bent down low over Reed’s lap. Reed’s head had fallen back over the top of the couch behind him, his mouth open, his eyes shut. His hand pushed into the back of Jessica’s head. Her straight black and perfect hair wavered around her neck like a breeze blown curtain. Her head bobbed above his groin. Wet, sloshy vacuum sounds rose from his lap under her face.
I shut my eyes and pursed my lips.
Jessica pulled up and off him and tittered and murmured and cooed to him and pulled her knees under herself to crouch at his side. She glanced around her shoulder at me and pushed her ass up toward me. Reed dropped his arm over her back and curled his hand around her butt. She twisted her face back down into his lap. Her head bobbed with renewed enthusiasm. His hand slipped down inside the back of her black lace panties. I could tell from the undulations beneath them that his fingers were probing the cleft of her pussy lips, perhaps entering her. She groaned in a muffled way in his lap and I knew he was touching her like that.
“C’mon,” Reed suddenly said, and he pushed her head away from his groin and got up. He dragged her by the hand through the door to his bedroom.
Jessica squealed and laughed. Just before Reed shut the door behind her, she glanced out from the darkness inside. Her eyes glinted at me. She pulled her bottom lip in her finger and thumb. Her shirt came down off her perfectly round shoulders — Reed was tugging it off her from behind. She tilted her head until the door shut closed on her eyes alone, big, glassy and dilated, and staring at mine.
I packed up and shut down. When I finished in the bathroom and made the quick loop around to my bedroom door, I heard her squeals and laughter. I paused and listened. He was tickling her. They were play-fighting. She was pretending to resist.
I shut my door and laid down and stared at my ceiling. The squealing and laughing subsided. I could only imagine why.
A little later, I heard his door open and I heard bare footsteps sliding over the floor of the living room. I heard the bathroom door close, the fan come on, the water come on full, and I heard Jessica spit and swish water in her mouth and flush it out, and more spitting.
A long few moments later, I heard the fan go off, the door open, and then nothing. I squinted at my ceiling in the pitch black windowless room straining with my ears. And then I heard the knob of my door twist.
I shivered and shut my eyes and slowed my breathing. The door swung open and shut again, just as quickly. I gave it several seconds before I creaked open one eye. I couldn’t see or hear anything. That was, until Jessica’s voice broke the silence.
“Didn’t get to say goodnight to you,” she said in a low murmur.
I cleared my throat. I tried to say, “That’s ok,” but I choked and only made gurgling sounds.
She snorted. I felt the side of my bed dip down. “Did you have to hear us?” she said. Her voice was much closer than it was a moment earlier. “Did it make you jealous?” she said. I felt the bed dip down more. “Shove over,” she said.
I wriggled sideways and made room. She curled down on her back beside me, tugging the sheets from my hands and pulling them over herself. “We didn’t do it, if that’s what you’re wondering,” she said. I could feel but not see that she put her head down on half my pillow and rolled her face over toward mine. “Unless you think a little blow job is doing it,” she said.
Her hand slid over my thigh. She scrunched her fingers down and cut her nails into my skin. She scratched me. “Is it okay if I sleep in here with you?” she said. “I actually need to get some sleep tonight.”
“Is, um, Reed . . . ?” I started, not sure how or what I was asking.
“He’s already deep asleep. He sleeps deeply, I bet, doesn’t he?” she said. She slid her cupped palm over the front of my shorts.
I swallowed hard and my breath went jagged. I dropped my chin down and clamped my eyes tightly shut. She could tell how hard I was. She curled her fingers around my erection through my shorts.
I didn’t move. I barely breathed. I curled my hands into fists and formed an “O” with my mouth and raised my eyebrows.
She rolled onto her side against me and pushed her hand under the waist of my shorts. “Is this okay?” she half whispered and half moaned as she tugged at the waist of my shorts and drew them down across my thighs. She groaned against my ear and breathed against my neck. Her cool hand wrapped around my fully erect cock. She pushed her face into my neck and kissed me there. She pulled her other arm up under her and crooked her finger around my chin, making me turn my face toward her, and she moaned inside the kiss she filled my mouth with.
“You’re so bad,” she whispered. She shivered and squeezed my cock and made tiny, quiet, high-pitched squeals in my ear.
I clenched my teeth shut and my body stiffened up all over.
She rolled away from me onto her back and pulled her knees up to her chest. She hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties and drew them down and off her legs, stretching her feet and poking her toes to lift them away from her. She jolted up in bed and unbuttoned her shirt and tossed it like a descending cloud across the room. She stretched her arms behind her back and unclasped her bra and flung it, too, like her shirt and panties, across the room. She pulled my shorts the rest of the way off me, too, and she came back down on her side against me, still on my back.
“Better, right?” she said, and she poked the stiff tip of her tongue into and around my ear. She wrapped her hand around my cock and slowly, tightly, stroked me in no rush. “We probably shouldn’t, should we,” she said. She groaned against my ear and breathed.
I cleared my throat again and swallowed and rubbed my forehead. “Probably not,” I said.
“I wasn’t going to do it tonight,” she said in a low voice. “I told myself not to.”
“Uh-huh?” I said.
“And then you’re just sitting over there, driving a girl crazy,” she moaned, and she pushed the palm of her hand over the head of my cock and whimpered against my ear. She squeezed and shook it. “I might have to break my rule tonight all because of you,” she said and she lashed at my jaw and cheek with her wide, flat tongue.
“Just gonna check, stay right here,” she said, and she dove out of my bed, flung my door open, and raced on her toes away through our living room.
She came back a moment later. “Out like a light — I grabbed my things so he thinks I went home!” she said, and she tittered and shut my door all the way behind her. “But you have to be quiet, okay?” she said. She climbed up onto my bed and nestled on her elbows and knees between my legs and pulled my cock up in front of her face. “I’m not a slut,” she said, and she closed her soft, wet lips down over the head of my cock.
My world went warm, wet, and wild. I pushed my head so deep back into my pillow, I was facing the headboard upside down. I clenched my fists into the sheets. My thighs went hard as pipes and my chest heaved up. My bottom jaw shivered and I stopped breathing.
She pulled up and off me with a pop and everything that I was got sucked out my cock. My hips lifted off the bed following her mouth. She tittered and blinked her eyes at me and wrapped her hand around my cock and stroked me lightly, gracefully, and slowly. “Nice?” she said.
I collapsed back down onto the bed and rolled my head to one side and then the other. “Jesus,” I murmured.
She bit her lip, grunted to herself, looked down to watch the head of my cock emerge through her fist, and sank her mouth down over the head again, this time pushing it so far down, her lips closed around the base of my cock and her nose pressed into my abdomen.
If I wasn’t dying, I was ready to. She pumped herself up and down on me with hand and mouth together, making high-pitched whines the whole time, muffled by my cock filling her mouth. She swirled her tongue around my cock inside her mouth like a water snake drowning and squeezing its prey. She came up and off me and huffed and puffed herself.
“Getting carried away with you,” she said, and she chuckled. “Can’t have that, can we,” she said, and she fell back down on me and moaned louder with my cock even deeper in her mouth. When she came up the next time, she said, “Do you want to?” She didn’t wait for an answer before she pushed herself up over me and turned around. Her knees sank down outside my ears. Her mouth sank down over my cock. And her pussy sank down over my mouth.
She was sticky she was so wet. She was oozing, she was oiled, she was covered in lubrication. I touched my tongue to her pussy lips all swollen and hot, and she moaned too loud and pumped my cock in her mouth too ferociously. I touched her pussy and sank a finger inside and she corkscrewed her body over my body, her hips vibrating and thrusting. She pulled off my cock, pressed it against their face, and breathed like someone who had been drowning.
She went back down on me with high-pitched cries coming from deep in her throat, and I spread her pussy lips and touched her all over with my tongue. I sucked her nib between my lips and she screamed, but for my cock muffling her. I wrapped my hands up and around her hips and pulled her down and steadied her, and she sucked and kissed my cock and licked it all over and shook like a leaf.
When I pushed my tongue down through her lips, she clenched up all over. When I pulled my tongue up and circled it around her nib, she gasped like someone falling from a cliff, her glisten pumping out of her and spreading over my lips and chin all warm and flowing. She gasped like she didn’t believe it. And then she collapsed on me like a blanket thrown over a lap.
She pulled herself around and laid on top of me, kissing me wherever she could reach with her lips. I rubbed her back and her ass and she pushed her hands under my shoulders and hung on. She spread her knees outside my waist and pushed her body up to bite my ear.
“We can’t do it, okay?” she said.
I squeezed the cheeks of her butt and she arched in her back, curled her hips in, and pressed her wet, hot lips down over my cock that lay up against my stomach.
“Don’t let me,” she groaned into my ear. “I don’t want to,” she said.
I felt the head of my cock become scalded by a hot and wet pure sensation. “Stop me,” she groaned, and she chewed on my ear. I felt her pussy close around the head of my cock. I felt it slide down my shaft. I shivered and stretched flat out under her. She pushed her hands palm-first into the headboard over my head, and shoved her pussy down my cock until our pelvises mashed together.
She sat up on me and stuck her chest out and rolled her head back. She stared up at the ceiling and pressed her hands into my chest. She curled her spine in and out and thrusted her hips forward and back, sliding my cock in and out of her so deeply I could feel the end of her with the tip of the head of my cock. She scrunched her hands into the skin of my chest and dropped her chin wide open.
“I told you to stop me!”she groaned at the ceiling.
I reached up and squeezed her bare breasts. She collapsed on me and covered my mouth with sloppy kisses. “I told you,” she groaned in my ear.
I rolled her over and climbed on top of her. She pulled at my cock with both hands and dug her heels into my bed to push her pelvis up. She chased my cock where it hung between my legs, trying with desperation and frustration to capture the head in her sopping lips. When she did, I sank down on her. She screamed into my shoulder, she bit my neck, and she locked her ankles around my back.
I fucked her like that. She let go of me and spread her arms far to her sides and pulled her knees up to let them fall open, spreading herself wider for me, letting me pump myself between them. She thrashed in body and head, her mouth open, her eyes closed, a big smile over her face. Her hair shimmered as it whipped over her face. She arched high in her back. “You’re going to make me cum again!” she said like she was more surprised than me, even.
She laughed at herself and grew coy. She suddenly hopped up and pushed me down on my back. She mounted me again, but this time facing my feet. She arched in her back even deeper than before and plunged her pussy down over my cock and writhed in her back.
I”m going to cum!” I groaned.
She would’t let me pull out of her, though. I tapped her hips and tried pushing her ass. But she dug in and rode me deeper and faster and harder. I slapped her ass and she yelped and gasped and moaned louder. I looked down and saw my cum gushing from the sides of her pussy before I realized I was cumming. When I did, everything went black, my life went out through my cock, and I was instantly drained of all energy.
When I finally stopped tossing her on my hips and nailing her deeply in her pussy, she pulled off and and turned around and kissed me. “Be right back,” she whispered and she skipped off on her toes. She came back from the bathroom with a towel wet with hot water, and she wiped me down and herself, too.
We fell asleep in each other’s arms. At some point, without fully waking, I fucked her again from behind, lying on our sides. She reached behind herself and pulled me at my hips. She twisted around and kissed me as I came. She scrunched her eyes and shook and pushed her hands and feet into the wall in front of her — she came too, at the same time.
We came out of my room in the morning, having decided to dash off together out of there and grab breakfast in the street. Reed was in the middle of the living room making his own way out, but he stopped mid-stride. Putting it together in one second, he tilted his face, dropped his jaw open, and rolled his eyes.
“Fuck sakes, Calum,” he said, pushing on and past us and around the wall to the stairs. “Can you stop fucking all my girls?” he said, and he stomped up and out the door, slamming it behind him as he left.
“All his girls?” she said, spinning around and frowning at me. She narrowed her eyes at me and shook her head.
“It’s not like that,” I said.
“Sure,” she said, and she went up the stairs stomping more heavily than Reed did, even. She slammed the door harder than he did.
“Nah, I didn’t even care, I was just joking,” he said when Reed saw him later that day. “Way to go, though, buddy!” he said, throwing his arm around my shoulder. We crossed campus for the coffee shop. “Big party next weekend, by the way,” he said.”Up at Joseph Lake,” he said. “You gotta come.”
“Yeah, I don’t know,” I said. “Don’t really get off on parties like that.”
“Yeah right,” he said and he laughed. “Overnight — we have to bring food,” he said. “These parties are wild, you’re going to love it!”
“Is Jessica going to be there?” I said.
“Who?” he said.
“The girl, you know?” I said, hooking my thumb over my shoulder.
He laughed. “I don’t even know her!” he said and he shrugged and laughed. We went into the cafe together.
“You ever find that Claire chick again?” he said.
Oh yeah, I thought. Claire. “No,” I said.
“If you do, invite her up. We can both do her!” he said. ”Chicks love that shit. Maybe she’ll fuck this time.”
People in the cafe glanced at us and I looked down at the floor and hurried to the counter. I couldn’t believe I’d forgotten all about Claire. 




3: Kiera joins the party

“Party’s in full swing already!” Reed shouted, and he punched the dashboard. We’d been winding our way too fast through curling dirt roads that wound around huge tree trunks and massive ferns and fast running streams in deep banks off the sides. It was “the” long weekend — time for the Bash at the Bish, as the jocks like Reed called it, a big wild party at someone’s family compound up in cottage country on Lake Bishop. A very wealthy family, evidently, too.
Music pounded the deck outside the array of two-story-high windows that formed the entire back of the “cottage” — a mansion by any other metric, outfitted in cedar and pine motifs.
“There she is!” Reed said to me over his shoulder through his crooked, grimacing mouth. We were making our way through the kitchen and through the massive living room that wound around the entire rear side of the place. He elbowed me, too — which, he being a football player and me being not so much, took the wind out of my lungs. “Fucking Kiera! Just look at that fucking babe!” he moaned to me. “Built to fuck or what,” he said. “She is my fucking mission this weekend, one way or another.”
He’d been gloating about her meeting him up there with her friends the whole drive up.
“Oh my god!” the girl I learned was Kiera squealed as she spun around. She threw her arms around Reed’s neck and pushed herself up on her toes to press her body into his.
She was dressed in white sneakers, tight black cycling shorts, and a white crop-cut t-shirt that flared around her body with every move of her torso. Her mid-length, brass-toned hair parted like tied-back curtains around her almond-shaped face giving her huge tear-drop olive eyes centre-stage. They were darkly lined. They were deep. They were arresting. I felt pinned to cork the second she lifted them up to my eyes over Reed’s shoulder.
“Who’s your friend, Reed?” she said, twisting to bite with exaggeration on his big football player’s neck.
“That’s Callum. I’ve got him out for his weekend pass,” he said and he snorted.
She rolled her eyes and chuckled and lightly slapped his cheek. “That’s rude!” she murmured privately to him. “He can hear you, you know.”
He pushed his hand down the back of her body and gripped his fingers around her ass and squeezed her hard enough to make her flinch and yelp. “Don’t you worry about Callum,” he said, dragging her through the massive living room and out through the open wall of windows to the crowded, bopping deck out the back. “He’s none of your concern.”
She glanced over his shoulder but he yanked her harder against his hip with his hand around her waist. She looked up at him, she dropped her jaw open, and she popped her eyes wide. She pinched the skin on his stomach through his t-shirt and narrowed her glaring eyes at his.
I carried his and my stuff to the RV trailer that was up on blocks at the side of the “cottage.” A girl inside told me that was ours, gesturing with her head how to find it.
I decided on beds — by which I mean, I decided what bed Reed would claim, because if I had it wrong, he’d just take mine anyway. I could see through the narrow slatted window the party on the deck. The music was pounding. Rounds of shots were going around. People were dancing in one big undulating group, whooping and shouting. On the lake around the deck, people were falling off wake boards, they were paddle-boarding, floating on tubes, or just splashing and playing in the water. There was a lot of yelling. A lot of shrieking.
I spotted a trail that ducked quickly down under the shadows of the broadly-spreading trees that lined this end of the lake. I skirted around the quiet front of the property to find the head of the trail on the other side without crossing through the party or through the house.
I didn’t make it.
“Hey, Callum!” I heard a voice call me. “I got yours!”
I spun around. It was Kiera. She was holding a green liquid-filled shot glass over the railing of the deck where it pushed around the side of the house.
I chewed my cheek staring back at her. She wiggled it from the ends of her fingers, dangling it like she was going to drop it over the side. “Come on,” she said over the lawn to me. “Not going to bite you.”
I snorted, I glanced back at the trailhead, and back again at her softly rounded, almond face and I stepped up to the railing from below. She had to stand on the first rung of the railing to lean her body low enough over the top to reach down to hand me the shot glass. I looked up at her face framed by the top-lit fluorescent green of the leaves of the bough that reached over her, and took the drink from her fingers.
“Why don’t you come up here?” she said.
I hooked my thumb over my shoulder and glanced around behind me. “Just going to hike up there a bit, see where I am,” I said, and I snorted. I knew I sounded weird. I knew I was different. I was used to the feeling. I never wanted to go to this big party.
She suddenly pulled her head back from over the railing and spun around. I saw Reed’s arm wrap around her stomach from behind. “Okay then, see ya later!” he said to me over the side and he laughed and twisted Kiera around on his arm and pulled her away from the railing.
Once inside the canopy of trees, I had to scramble up flat grey rocks to find the trail again. I looked back from the top of the rock to the cottage through the low branches. Kiera was dancing with her back to Reed who held her tightly, but was staring at me again, or at least at the shaded hole I had disappeared into.
I made it all the around the lake and found myself re-ermerging from the cover of trees on the other side of the sprawling property. The sun had just gone down by then and a massive bonfire flared up from that side of the property and it thew a wide, flickering light against the walls of trees surrounding it. But no one was sitting in any of the chairs arrayed around it. I could hear something going on inside — a birthday cake, maybe? I took a chair and fell mesmerized into the roaring tall flames licking up against the twilight purple sky.
A throng of people came back out to the fire laughing and shouting and staggering and swaying. Kiera was among them. I looked hard at the base of the fire. She was turned away from me, laughing and talking to other people and walking backward, but she fell into the chair right next to me. She had a grey hoody on now. I swallowed hard.
She spun in her chair and shifted it and kicked her legs out and shrieked and laughed. Her hair brushed over my arm. When she leaned further back to laugh at the sky at something extraordinary funny some guy said, the back of her shoulder bumped my shoulder.
She twisted around and reached her arm across to squeeze my shoulder. “Are you okay?” she said.
I looked up at her through the tops of my eyes and she snorted and smiled. She also squeezed my shoulder and left her hand resting on the back of my neck for a few moments, before drawing it over my back and down my arm like the waft of a breeze brushing over my skin.
She spun around in her chair and dangled her legs over the arm. She poked my thigh with the toe of her shoe, swinging her legs and staring at me and grinning.
“So find anything interesting out there?” she said.
I could hear Reed’s loud voice yelling and laughing from behind her up on the deck.
“It’s a very deep lake, I think,” I said.
“What makes you say that?” she said.
“You can see the seam all the way up the side of a cliff where it comes out of the far end of the lake.”
“Show me?” she said.
“Getting dark.”
“Nearly full moon — no clouds,” she said, leaning her face back to scan around the sky above us in the clearing of the property.
We both heard Reed’s voice say from 50 feet away, “Anybody seen Kiera?”
She snorted at me and leapt up and snatched my hand in hers. She pulled me under the deck and out the other side, and we hurried with our heads down to the dark entrance to the trail. She tittered and squeezed my hand in hers all the way.
We scrambled up over the flat, tilted rock and down the other side of the slight rise. In moments the party dropped away, down over the other side behind us. The trail was lit by the moonlight. The lake shimmered under it. The trail rose and fell, twisted and turned, and made us duck under low branches and help each other over wind-fallen logs.
We got to a clearing where the cliffs that line the right side of the lake rose up starkly and moonlit against the dark sky.
“Look,” I said, stopping her. Someone had made a bench of logs where the clearing gave a broad view of the far reach of the lake. “See where the lake comes to a point at the end?” I said, leaning my head over and pointing with my outstretched arm.
She held my arm cradled in her hand and leaned her head over my bicep to follow my pointing finger like the finder on the end of a rifle, and she chuckled quietly.
“Can you see the line that continues up through the trees and up through the rocks in the cliff?” I said. “All the way up over the top?”
“I can!” she said. “It’s like two pieces that came together here,” she said, turning her face to me but keeping it close to my shoulder. Our faces were inches apart.
“But not quite together — they left a space for the lake,” I said. “Probably cuts deeply down.”
She tittered softly. Her eyes fluttered closed. Her mouth parted. She extended her face forward over her neck.
I looked at her mouth. And then I simply kissed her. She let me. She was asking me to. We kissed a second time and came away.
“How did you become friends with Reed, anyway?” she said. “He’s the one who invited me up here, me and my friends,” she said. “He’s been trying to get in my pants all year!”
“We go back to pre-school,” I said.
“But you’re not like him, are you,” she said.
I snorted. “I don’t actually know what I’m doing here, no,” I said, and I gazed out over the still water.
“He thinks he’s got the right to get with me just because he invited me, but I already know he put the moves on my two roommates, and we don’t take too kindly to that kind of player,” she said.
“No,” I said, nodding like I understood.
“You’re not like that, are you,” she said, and she kissed me on the mouth again. We stepped backwards together, kissing longer, and fell into the rudimentary bench.
“You’re maybe the only nice guy here,” she said and she snorted. “You’re pretty observant, aren’t you,” she said, and she combed my hair back from my forehead with her nails and wrapped her cool fingers around the back of my neck, pulling my face close to hers to kiss again.
“Why do you say that?” I said.
She breathed against my neck and sucked an inhalation through her clamped teeth. Her hand squeezed my waist. It fell down limply in my lap. “Geology major,” she moaned against my ear. “Not many would notice the line in the rocks,” she nearly whispered, before she covered my mouth with her mouth, and penetrated my lips with her tongue.
We necked more. She pushed her hand into my groin. She looked up at me and bit her lip and stared at my mouth. Her hand twisted the button in my jeans and her fingers pulled down the tag of my zipper.
“What do you think you’re doing,” she said to me. “I’m not like that,” she said, and she pushed her hand down inside my pants and under my shorts. Her fingers stretched and closed around my cock. “I’m not supposed to,” she said, and she bent at her waist, drew her arms and body and face down my body, and took the head of my cock between her lips. She came back up and off me, but only to say, as though to my cock, “We promised each other,” and she went back down on me deeper into her mouth.
I leaned back harder into the back of the wooden bench and looked down in my lap. I raised my arms up over her back, unsure to touch her, to rub her, or do anything at all to her. Her head came up and dropped back down in my lap. I scrunched my eyes and clenched my teeth. I felt her hot, wet mouth envelope my cock a quarter way down, half way down, and then all the way down to the base.
I looked left and right up and down the trail, but it was dark and quiet. We could barely hear the distant laughing and shouting of the party carrying over the mirror-still lake. I looked down in my lap and watched Kiera’s head rise and fall slowly and rhythmically over my lap. I felt her tongue like a snake wrap around my shaft deep inside her undulating mouth.
I dropped my mouth open so far my chin came to my chest. Kiera moaned out loud, her throaty groan muffled by my cock deep in her mouth. She wrapped her hand around my cock and she pumped slowly up and down with both her mouth and fist. I lifted my gaze to the silver shimmering black lake. She sounded needful on me, she whined, she writhed.
I shut my eyes and draped my arms out sideways over the top of the back of the bench. Kiera kept steady and methodical on me. Even when I tapped her shoulder and stiffened in my legs, she only whimpered and changed nothing. I gasped and held my breath, but still she rose and fell on me at pace. I could feel her warm saliva drip down my groin.
I crunched in my abs and I clenched in my eyes. She pulled up and pushed down and wrapped her hands around and under my thighs, locking herself onto me. I curled my toes and threw my head back. I screamed without breath, without sound, at the black starry sky above. My whole body rose off the bench. I was suspended by my heels dug into the dirt and my hands pressed down into the rough wood of the back of the bench. She cried out loud and pumped herself on me relentlessly and steadily.
When the release came, I bellowed out loud enough to project my cry over the lake, and it bounced back in an echo from the far side. She moaned warmly when my cum filled her mouth. She swallowed and sucked and swallowed more. She continued to suck me until I completely subsided and sank back into the bench like a jellyfish with no bones. She tucked my spent limp cock away, carefully pulled up my fly, and she re-buttoned my jeans. She murmured and tittered and sat up to lean against me and wait for me to re-animate.
“No telling anybody, okay?” she said, when I stirred and opened my eyes. “And not Reed especially,” she said.
I nodded. I was still without voice.
We walked back down the trail to the property. The party was still on. Reed found us before we got to the deck.
“What the fuck, Kiera?” he said, and he threw his huge arm around her neck and pushed his face into hers. She let him kiss her on the mouth, but barely, before she turned her face one way and then the other and away from his.
I followed behind them as we went up the steps to the top of the deck. There were couches arranged around the perimeter. He pulled her down beside him and pushed his hand all over her body. She sat down with him, and pushed his hand away from her wherever he landed. But she squealed and laughed and rolled her eyes and tittered all the same.
Reed suddenly stood up and pulled her up behind him. She shrieked and shot a glance over her shoulder. “Save me!” she said and she laughed. Reed chuckled and dragged her through the glass doors into the main cottage. 
I sat on the couch on the deck and looked around at everybody having conversations, laughing, teasing, and at the couples making out. There were other people around the fire in the yard, yelling and laughing and throwing enough logs on to light up the lake. People inside were doing rounds of shots and squealing and laughing.
I slipped down the stairs, under the deck, and along the side of the house to the RV trailer up on blocks. It was time for bed for me.
The door to the trailer was in the middle. Behind it was a bunk built into the forward wall it shared with the tiny bathroom. Down the other end of the trailer was the kitchen, the table, and the much bigger bed, taking up the entire wall along the back of the trailer, with a window long and narrow looking out the back and across the lake.
I saw before I heard. I blinked my eyes trying to adjust them. At first it looked like branches of a tree silhouetted against the narrow back window, but I didn’t recall branches hanging that low over the back of the trailer earlier in the day. Then I heard Kiera — her voice, but not making words, making high-pitched, surprised-sounding moans.
It was her body that was silhouetted against the back window, her legs pointing up, her knees bent and up to her chest, her feet pressed into the low metal ceiling overhead. She was cramped against the left side of the bed, her shoulders and head curled up against it. Between her legs was Reed’s head, moving, pushing, lapping. His hands were around her hips. His knees were bent, too, and his feet stuck up to the ceiling as well. He was lying on his stomach, eating her out.
I caught them at the critical moment — it was why neither of them heard me come in or saw me. Kiera was climaxing. She was grunting and groaning and shaking and tugging at his hair in her hands.
I stumbled backward and braced myself in the doorway, wavering on the precipice of the trailer and holding myself from falling backward and out. I caught myself falling and slapped the aluminum side of the trailer. Kiera’s eyes popped open wide. I could see the whites of them, open, alarmed, and piercing through the dark between us. We met gazes and I slipped backward down the steps and away.
There was a boatshed on the lake and tucked up into the trees through a tiny, overgrown trail, I’d found on my earlier walk a tiny hidden shack. Inside was a small, deep pool, clean and clear. It steamed, it was so hot. Hot springs would be rare in that area, but if what Kiera said was right, that two chunks of plates came together here, that would explain the deep-running and pressurized stream erupting up through a crack here, and filling the pool. It looked forgotten, the way it was overgrown and neglected.
I sat on a bench built into its side and stared out at the lake. I heard some noises and peered around the corner. I could see Kiera dashing over the property, returning to her cabin where her and her friends were staying the night. I leaned against the rough cedar wall behind me and shut my eyes. I could, I thought, sleep here. It was so peaceful. So hidden. So quiet.
Twenty minutes later, I heard noises again. I peered around the corner. It was Kiera. She was alone, standing and turning all the way around, taking a few steps, turning all the way around again. She even covered her brow with her flat hand, though there was no glare to block with her hand. She was looking for something — or someone. I watched her come nearer, turn and go further away, scan along the dock, look under the deck. When she moped back toward her cabin, I stepped out from behind the shed and walked into the clearing.
She stopped and stared a while as though assessing who it was. I motioned with my arm for her to come over. I heard her laugh to herself and she put her head down and shuffled on her feet faster over the ground between us.
“There’s a hot springs pool up here,” I said, when she got close enough.
“Sh,” she said, “my roomies are still up!”
I boldly took her hand in mine and pulled her behind me through the veil of branches and leaves that obscured that end of the trail and I took her up and around to the hot spring shed hidden amidst the trunks.
We found a kerosene lantern hanging from the low ceiling. It was dry, but Kiera found an old red metal fuel can under a bench and shook it. It had enough in it to fill the lantern’s belly. We found matches inside a curled up plastic baggie. When we turned the flame down and lowered the glass over it, the tiny space lit up in soft golden light.
The pool had a flow to it. “Very high in dissolved minerals,” Kiera said.
“How do you know?”
“No algae, no nothing, look how clear it is,” she said. She peeled her hoody back from her shoulders. I watched her with too much of a leer. But the light, the silence, the enclosed space, the steaming, clear pool — everything was too beautiful, all at once.
She gestured to an old, nearly gone with rust sign nailed on the wall over a bench. “No clothes in pool,” it said. She smirked at me. “You don’t want this water on your clothes anyway,” she said. She proceeded to drop her hoody on the bench. She bent at her waist and jutted her chest out and bent her knees to peel her tight shorts inside out down her legs. She continued to stare at me even as she crossed her arms over her body, found the bottom of her top with her grasping fingers, and closed her eyes to pull it up and over her head.
She fluffed her hair to settle it back down over her shoulders, and she reached behind her back with both arms. I saw the tension in her bra straps slacken. She shook her shoulders and the straps collapsed down her arms. She held the cups to her breasts a moment, but pulled them away and twisted around to toss her bra onto her top and hoody on the bench. She’d closed an arm over the front of her breasts, but when she twisted back to face me, she dropped it like her other hand to her side, twisted slightly, the palm half facing forward.
She paused a moment. Our eyes hung on each other’s. Her head tilted a few degrees to the side. A tiny smile rose in the corners of her mouth. She bit her bottom lip, and then she squatted in front of me, hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties, and drew them down her legs. She stepped out of them where they had floated down to crumple around her ankles, and she lifted them behind her tush with her toes, picking them up with her fingers and thumb, and giggling as she tossed them on top of her other clothes.
“Come on, your turn,” she said. She even drew her eyes down my body and back up, slowly, savoringly.
I had no choice. There was nothing I could do. I undid my pants and pushed them down. I pulled my t-shirt up and over my head. And then I pushed my shorts down, too. I put them on the bench as casually as I could muster. I did my very best to appear as though stripping in front of a girl was a perfectly normal, everyday thing to do. But my cock was fully erect and gave me away.
She snorted and grinned and reached for my hand. She turned and pulled me behind her as she stepped down the steps and into the clear, steaming water. We laughed and tumbled around and teased and tickled each other. We found it was so mineralized, it was difficult to hold ourselves down under the surface. She floated on her stomach with her legs stretched out to the other side of the pool, and she wrapped her arms around the back of my neck. We kissed like that.
She pulled her body down and nestled her knees against my hips where I sat slumped on the ledge with the water up to my chin. My cock, hard, poked her tummy. She laughed and lashed her tongue at my face and reached under the water to rub her palm and thumb over the head of my cock and to squeeze it and stroke it.
“I didn’t want to do that, you know,” she said when we paused kissing.
“Do what?”
“What you saw, in the RV,” she said. “But that boy is persistent,” she said and she snorted and rolled her eyes and shook her head. “You’re different, though, aren’t you,” she groaned, and she tilted her head sideways and pushed her mouth against my mouth. She drove her hips forward to push her pussy against my cock.
She shivered and clenched her teeth at me. “Mustn’t do that though,” she said. “Even though I really want to . . . “ she groaned. She kissed me and pushed her tongue around my mouth all over. She raised and lowered her body over my lap. I could feel her pussy lips rub up and down the underside of my cock. “So close!” she said, and she pursed her lips and rolled her eyes at me. “It would be so easy, wouldn’t it, though,” she said, and she kissed me all over my neck and ear and over my shoulder and down my arm.
She grunted and winced at the low ceiling. “It’s hard though, isn’t it!” she said, and she snorted. “We better get out of here or we’ll end up doing it,” she said.
She threw herself off my body and turned and went quickly up the steps and out of the pool. I got out, too. I found on a shelf behind a cupboard door a blanket. It seemed clean enough. Kiera had thrusted the door open and stood in it filling her lungs and raising her hands to the silver lake in front of us.
I gazed at her nude backside, outlined by the silver light in front and above her, and lit from behind by the golden kerosene lantern. Her shape, from her wide shoulders, down her tapered back to her waist, over the flare of her hips, and down the mirroring taper of her thighs, was to me, art. I stared without breathing.
I came out behind her and saw a flat smooth rock ledge that hung out from the trail and over a small cliff that rose out of the lake. I stepped around her and flung the blanket up and settled it down over the rock. It was cool outside — we were overheated. The air felt invigorating. I sat down on the blanket and looked over my shoulder at her.
She came down to sit with me. We both pulled our knees up to our chests and wrapped our arms around them. She leaned her head over my shoulder. “It’s amazing, it’s so beautiful here,” she said.
I looked at her but I had no words. We kissed again. She pushed gently on my chest and I fell back onto my elbows and onto my back. She rolled onto her side, and then over on top of me. Her knees came down over my body outside my hips. Her back arched down and her breasts pushed into my chest. She wrapped her hands around my face and curled her spine in and out over my lap. My erect cock poked at her abdomen, poked at her butt, and then pushed through the steaming hot and soaking wet lips of her pussy.
She gasped sharply and shut her eyes and scrunched her fingers into the skin of my cheeks. She came back up and lowered herself down over just the head of my cock at first. “It’s wrong, though,” she whispered in my ear so quietly I wasn’t even sure it was for me to hear. Every time she sank shivering and stiffly down on my cock, she took me deeper inside her. She bit her lip and chirped high and full of breath. She gasped and dropped her mouth wide open and took me deeper inside her. She dropped her mouth to my ear and bit me. “What are you doing to me?” she groaned as she curled her spine in and drove her hips down, taking me all the way inside her.
She was slippery and slick. She pushed her hands into my shoulders and straightened her arms, lifting her arching back high over me. She dropped her head down from her high-poking shoulders, letting her hair swish over my face from above. She lifted her face to the sky and moved on me, slow, deep, and writhing. “Oh fuck!” she groaned with a wavering voice. Her fingers curled into fists and her nails scratched the skin of my chest. “We promised we weren’t going to fuck anybody up here!” she said, and she dropped her head down and crouched over my body and humped herself on me, hard and fast and deep.
I dropped my hands over her shoulders and down her back. She groaned in my ear. I squeezed her ass and she cried and lost her breath. I began to push myself up into her from below and she dropped her chin wide open and pulled on my hair. “So good!” she groaned. “Don’t stop!” she shouted in a whisper.
The wet slapping sound our bodies made as we rammed them together on the blanket over the rock under the silver moon lighting up the lake filled the forest. She stopped breathing and winced. I arched up in my back under her. I felt the twitching in the soles of my feet. It was already too late.
When I shot inside of her, she groaned in a loud guttural almost gurgling voice up into the forest above and behind us. I could feel her pussy milk my cock. I gushed from her and she convulsed over me.
She rolled off me and flopped gangly and spent over the blanket, staring up into the stars beside me. “Holy shit, Callum,” she finally said. “That was a big one!”
I remained without words. I could only nod. She looked over and laughed and bent her arm up and over to touch my neck and chin. “You too, huh?” she said and she snorted.
I could only nod.
We both slumbered there on our backs, half alert, half asleep, our eyes barely slitted at the dark sky and moon above. I’d never known so much peace. We held hands and communicated nothing with slight squeezes back and forth, tittering like we knew morse code.
We were both startled and we both yelped with shock when we heard a voice close behind us. “Oh my god! Kiera!” it said.
Kiera bolted up and covered her naked body with her arm and spun around. “Oh my god, Claire, do you mind!?” she said half yelling, half laughing.
I pulled the blanket up from the rock and around my naked body. I blinked my eyes and rubbed them. It was Claire, the girl who came to my room that night in Reed’s and my shared apartment back in town.
“Callum?” she said, her mouth dropping wide open, her eyes even wider.
“What, you know each other?” Kiera said, shooting her gaze back and forth between Claire and I, frowning, but grinning, too.
I looked down.
“What are you doing here?” Kiera said.
“You said to track your phone! In case the boy was an ax murderer! You didn’t say it was fucking Callum!” She shook her scolding face at Kiera. “I came out looking for you when you didn’t reply to like a hundred texts or phone calls!,” she said. “I thought he murdered you!”
“Well go get my clothes for me, at least,” Kiera said, and she gestured with her hand toward the dimly lit open door of the pool shed.
“Get Kiera’s stuff!” Claire shouted.
There was another body in the doorway, gazing around inside it.
“What is this place?” the other person said said. She turned around and faced the rest of us. It was Jessica, the other girl from Reed’s and my place. I hung my head down between my knees.
“Are you the one who found this place, Callum?” Jessica said.
“You all know each other?” I said.
“We live together, dummy, these are my best friends for ever!” Kiera said to me. “How do you know them?” she said more quietly to me.
She twisted around and looked up at Claire and Jessica behind us. “How do you guys know him?” she said to them.
They both smirked but remained silent. Jessica handed Kiera her clothes and she pushed up and stood facing the lake to pull her panties on, pull her shorts up, and put her bra and top on, and finally her hoody.
When nobody said anything for a full fifteen seconds, I lifted my face from my knees and peered out from over my elbow. Clair, Jessica, and Kiera all started shrieking and laughing at the same time.
“How did you know about this place?” Jessica said to Kiera.
“I didn’t, Callum showed me,” she said, and she gestured to me with her chin.
“How’d you find it?” she said to me.
“I think our little Callum here is one of those quiet and sneaky and curious types, aren’t you Callum?” Claire said.
“I just found it when I was hiking around the lake earlier,” I said. I pulled the blanket more tightly around my nude body and crossed my legs to push myself up to standing.
“You have to try it,” Kiera said. “It’s amazing, isn’t it Callum?” she said, pushing her knee into my back.
“It says no clothes,” Jessica said.
“So?” Kiera said. “It’s just Callum here. And I get the distinct impression he’s already seen all of us naked,” Kiera said. She shook her face and narrowed her eyes at Claire.
Claire snorted and rolled her eyes and pushed her top up and over her head. She turned and went inside the pool shed. In the lit doorway, she stripped her panties off and unclasped her bra and shook it down her arms. “He’s definitely one of us,” she said. I watched her twist sideways and drop her clothes onto the bench there. The golden light of the lantern lit up her body.
When she squealed and dipped herself into the pool, Jessica dashed up and into the door as well. She also stepped down into the pool naked and golden inside the frame of the old wooden doorway. They both sank down up to their chins and squealed.
“Come on,” Kiera said softly to me, and she extended her hand to me.
I shed the blanket from my shoulders and carried it under my arm and into the shed. Kiera snorted and shook her head at me and stepped down into the pool, too, after dropping all her clothes off her body again.
I folded the blanket and put it back on the shelf inside the cupboard where I found it. When I straightened up and turned around, I looked into the tiny gold-glowing wooden room, the steaming blue pool at my feet, and the three glistening nubile and ripe bodies nearly floating in it, all of them gently splashing each other and tittering and rolling around in it, curling their fingers and beckoning me to come in, sliding around on tenth ledges, making space for me, all their eyes wide and glistening at me.
“Good find, Callum,” Jessica said. She pinched her tongue between her teeth and grinned.
I stepped down the steps and into the hot pool and I sat down on the ledge between Jessica and Claire, with Kiera directly opposite me. She stretched her legs out and rested her heels on my knees and laughed. Jessica leaned against my side. Claire sank down and rested her arm over my thigh below the water.
“No telling Reed,” Jessica said to Kiera.
“No telling nobody,” Kiera said, and all three nodded at each other firmly.
Claire turned to me and raised her face up to me from below. “Are you good at keeping secrets too?” she said.
“I get the feeling Callum is very good at keeping secrets,” Kiera said, and she chuckled low and deeply. “Guys like him,” she said. “Observant types.”
“This can be our little secret,” Claire said. She turned to me. “You’re not going to kiss and tell, are you?” she said. She reached over my lap and found my cock under the water.
I was still spent from Kiera. She lashed her tongue at my ear and tittered. “I don’t think he’ll tell,” she said to Jessica and Kiera, and she pulled my face around to hers, and sank her tongue deeply into my mouth.
I thought she meant the hot springs pool. But they might have meant something else. “Anyway,” Claire said, closing her hand around my cock, “Callum doesn’t really count.” She kissed my mouth and moaned and squealed privately. “He’s one of us, aren’t you Callum?” she said.
I sank down in the water, draped my arms around the two nude bodies to my sides, and gazed at the third nude body in the dim golden light across the pool from me. Jessica tittered, flashed her eyes widely a moment, and turned her face shyly away from me. She splashed water at me and bit her lip. 




4: All together now

The party over, the fire died down, I snuck quietly into the RV trailer up on blocks at the side of the cottage-themed mansion. My college roommate Reed was up the far end on the big bed, sleeping soundly in the dark. And this time, he was alone, too, thank god — my chances for sleep skyrocketed.
There was an elaborate breakfast spread in the morning in the kitchen of the main cottage. Kiera, the girl I laid on the rocks with under the cool night sky the evening before, pushed up beside me as I filled my plate with scrambled eggs and bacon.
“We’re all going back after breakfast,” she said to me in a private murmur out the side of her mouth.
“Back to town?” I said.
“Uh-huh,” she said, pushing her eyes into their corners and up at me. “Me and the girls are finding this whole weekend party Bash at the Bish thing a little too testosterone-fuelled, to be honest,” she said. “Too many manly men, if you know what I mean — it’s kind of suffocating.”
I shifted sideways and scooped some pan fried potatoes onto my plate. “You got room in the back set for one more?” I said toward the potatoes. I was dragged up against my will by Reed. It was his football buds who threw the party each year.
She grinned and snorted lightly. I got the feeling that that might have been why she was telling me. “Probably,” she said, and she grinned privately at a slice of bacon she dangled in front of her mouth, before snaking her tongue out and around it, and inhaling in her mouth like a string of spaghetti. She snorted — she knew I was watching her manoeuvre.
She turned away and went back out to the deck. I twisted around and watched her plop down on the couch between Jessica and Claire, her friends and roommates with whom she came up. They both grinned through the corners of their eyes at me and gave me tiny, secretive waves.
I joined Reed in lawn chairs down by the still-smoking heap of ashen logs that was the fire the previous night. “So, I’ve thinking I might get a ride back with some people this morning,” I said. “Got a paper.”
“Buddy!” Reed said, and he slapped my thigh hard. He looked up at me through his wrap-around shades and grinned crookedly. “You got to meet some girls at some point, you got to get you some poon!” he said. “Don’t go now — I know a girl you’d like. I’ll find her for you. She’s like you — all morose and up in her head too much.”
“Yeah, no,” I said, and I forced a laugh. “Just not feeling into it,” I said. “A paper, too.”
“You need to get out some, my friend!” he said. “Life is passing you by!”
“Yeah, just going to pack up then,” I said.
“Don’t say I didn’t try!” he shouted, and he slapped my back so hard I choked on my eggs. “Girls aren’t just going to come find you, you know,” he went on and he shrugged. “I’m willing to show you some moves, but you got to show me the effort. I’m not seeing the try, my friend,” he kept calling as I receded backward. I gestured deeply at him over and over with low-bowing shrugs.
“Another time,” I said. “Feeling tired — not much sleep last night. Got that paper.”
“Your loss,” he said. “Hey, did you see where that hottie Kiera got off to?” he piped up louder. “Couldn’t find her all night.”
“No idea,” I shrugged and spun around.
I spied through the open door of the trailer Claire, Jessica, and Kiera in Claire’s car, backing up and turning around in the long shaded driveway. I put my head down and marched like I was under helicopter propeller blades. The trunk popped up when I got close, and I heaved my bag in, slammed it shut, and scurried around the far side. Jessica was in the back. She flung the door open for me.
“Get in, get in! Hurry up!” she shrieked. She reached over my ducking back to help shut my door. She stayed lying over me as though hiding a refugee.
“Get down!” Kiera shouted from the front passenger seat. She was laughing nearly too hard to talk.
Claire was squealing, too. She put her car in drive and we spun in the gravel taking off down the narrow winding driveway.
I looked over my shoulder and out the back window. Reed had appeared from around the side of the main cottage, stopped, put his hands on his hips, and watched me and the girls take off together. He gave a knowing nod and a shake of his head. He pulled a crooked smile and shot his finger gun at me, even blowing the imaginary smoke from the fingertip for emphasis.
They all shrieked and laughed and high-fived and pumped their fists out the windows. When we got to the main road out, Claire wrapped her hands around her steering wheel and dropped her sunglasses down from her forehead and over her eyes.
“Ladies,” she said, clearing her throat and tucking her blonde hair behind her ear. “We do need to talk.”
Kiera spun around in her passenger seat and leaned against her door, letting her mid-length brass-toned hair fly out the window behind her. “What about, girlfriend?” she said with a grin. She stuck her tongue out at her friend, too.
Jessica glanced over the backseat at me beside her and shook her head to settle her black bob bangs down over her forehead. “We always need to talk,” she said privately to me, and she rolled her eyes and pursed her lips with guilt.
“So did you guys actually do it last night or what?” Claire said quietly to Kiera beside her, but loud enough for Jessica and me to hear. She glanced from the road over to Kiera and dropped her grinning mouth wide open.
“Oh my god!” Kiera shrieked and she covered her face in her hands and turned back toward the front window. “I can’t believe you just said that!”
“Well did you?” Claire said, pressing her. She looked sideways out the corners of her eyes at her.
Kiera still didn’t answer but she looked through the corners of her eyes back at Claire. Her guilty smile was obvious behind her hands.
“She did!” Jessica shouted from behind her in the back seat, and she reached over the front seat headrest and tugged at Kiera’s flying brass hair. “I told you, Claire. Such a slut!” she said.
Kiera spun around and gripped her seat behind her like she was holding a boulder. “Oh my god, says the biggest slut in the history of sluts!” she shrieked. “You did too! I know you did!”
Jessica crossed her arms over her chest and darted her gaze sideways and away out her back window. “I’m not the only one,” she said.
“Jessi-CA!” Claire screeched from the driver’s seat. She gripped her steering wheel and pushed her heels down to lift herself up and out of her seat to find Jessica in her rear view mirror. “I told you that in strictest confidence!”
“You both did it? Oh my god,” Kiera moaned and she twisted around to face forward and sank her face down and brought her shoulders in. “Maybe we’re all just a bunch of sluts . . . “ she groaned.
“Being awfully quiet back there, Callum,” Claire said, grinning through the rearview mirror. “So, confirm for me: Did you actually do it with all three of us?” she said.
“Oh my god!” Kiera shouted louder, and she slinked further down in her seat and twisted further sideways.
Jessica kicked my leg with her shoe across the floor of the backseat. “Well did you? Answer the lady!” She flared her eyes at me and dropped her mouth open silently.
“Yeah, Callum, answer for yourself. Did you?” Claire said.
Claire was in faded denim shorts and a crop-cut white t-shirt. Kiera was in tight dark jeans and a shorter crop-cut white t-shirt. Jessica, beside me in the backseat, was in dark blue denim shorts and a white t-shirt tied in a knot under her breasts.
“You all dress the same, how could I tell you apart?” I said, and I shrugged feebly.
“As if!” Jessica shouted, and she slapped my chest.
“Cop out!” Claire shouted from the front seat. “Such a bullshitter!”
Kiera twisted around and found me with her dark, smouldering eyes between the front seats. I shrugged at her. She rolled her eyes and shook her head. But she grinned too. “You’re so bad!” she moaned. “He’s sneaky bad!” she said with a sideways grin to Claire.
“Cover your ears, Callum,” Claire said from the front seat.
“Why?” I said.
“Oh my god, just cover them! The girls have to talk!” she said.
“I’ll cover them,” Jessica said, and she reached over and cupped her hands over the sides of my head. She laughed and stuck her tongue out at me. “Can you hear?” she said.
“No,” I said.
She snorted and shook her head.
“So I don’t think this is going to work, ladies,” Claire said. “We all can’t keep doing it with him.”
“We can’t just let one of us do him, though,” Kiera said. “That’s not fair either.”
“If we want to keep staying friends . . . ” Jessica said, pressing her hands harder down over my ears. “ . . . the only way is nobody gets to.” She leaned over in front of my face and squinted at my eyes, one and then the other, as though checking on me. I looked blankly out my window, trying hard to look like someone who couldn’t hear anything.
“I agree,” Claire said. “I value our friendship over any boy, and always will,” she said. “Even if he is a lot of fun,” she said, and she ducked her chin down and squealed at the road out her front window.
“He is fun,” Kiera said softly with a grin and she glanced over her seat at me.
I shrugged back at her.
“He makes you want to pamper him,” Jessica said, and she tittered and pressed her hands down harder over my ears.
“Who’s going to tell him?” Kiera said.
Jessica lifted her hands off my ears. “I’m sorry, Callum,” she said, dropping her hand down onto my thigh. “The committee has spoken. You don’t get to enjoy any of us ever again. Period. End of story.”
Claire pushed herself up from her driver’s seat and arched her chest up. She pushed her hand over her breasts and down over her stomach to her groin. ”No more of this for you,” she said, and she shrieked and laughed.
Kiera covered her face, but then she twisted around, pulled her crop-cut t-shirt up over her bra and wriggled her chest at me. “And no more of this either!” she said, and she shrieked. The others laughed hysterically.
“Oh my god!” Jessica squealed in the back seat. She laughed the hardest. She sat forward, twisted toward me, and pulled her t-shirt up over her chest, too. “Are you going to miss these?” she said, and she shrieked. They all laughed another round.
“No,” I said, but I smirked. I pretended to be miffed.
“Yeah right!” Claire cried out from the front seat. “You never had such fine ladies, admit it!” she said.
Kiera stretched her hand behind herself and through the two front seats. She pulled at the denim over my thigh and pinched my skin beneath. She twisted around over her shoulder. “Well did you?” she said softly to me as though privately. She looked over the top of her sunglasses at me.
“Tell us,” Jessica said. She leaned back against the back seat door and pushed her t-shirt up to her neck and massaged her breasts through her bra at me, pushing them together and pinching her nipples through the fabric of her bra.
Kiera spun further around and gasped at Jessica in the seat behind her. “Oh my god, Jess, can you be any more obvious about it?”
“What’s the matter, we all know he can’t do it with any of us anymore,” she said. “Doesn’t mean we can’t merciless tease him, though,” she said, and she squealed. “He loves it,” she said. “You love it, don’t you,” she said to me. She bit her lip and closed her eyes and rubbed her fingertips around her nipples through her bra.
I looked away and out my side window. “I’m just hoping to get home,” I said, “get some rest, make some food, settle down,” I said. “Got a paper.”
“Such a bullshitter,” Claire said, and she shook her head.
“Pretends to be all uninterested and not chasing girls or anything,” Kiera said. She looked over her shoulder at me and shook her head. “The worst kind,” she said. “Makes you chase him!”
Jessica pulled her t-shirt back down and bit on her finger sideways, grinned, and pushed the sole of her foot up and across the back seat and into my thigh. She rocked me sideways. “You’re just playing 4-d chess aren’t you,” she said.
I leaned over and looked between the two front seats to the road ahead and I made a show of checking the time on my phone.
Just then there was a loud bang. Claire tugged on the steering wheel, we heard a horrible scraping sound under us, and I saw sparks flying out behind us. Claire managed to keep control and pulled the car over to the side. We all got out and I looked underneath. The front left side wheel was leaning at a terrible angle. Beneath the car, a rod was laying half on the ground.
I crawled back out and stood up. “Better call a mechanic,” I said. “That ain’t no ordinary flat tire.”
The tow truck driver from the garage in the next town up the road said he’d wait for a cab for us, but that he wasn’t going to be able to fix it till the next day. “Got to order a new tie rod,” he said and he shrugged.
“Is there a motel or something out here?” Claire said to him.
“Right next door to my garage, matter of fact,” he said, gazing off into the distance. “Cept, long weekend — gonna be hard to find  rooms.”
We rode back to the motel and got the cabbie to wait for us. “You’re damned lucky,” the woman behind the check-in desk said, staring at her computer. “Got a cancellation just called in, one room,” she said, looking up and across at the four of us. “Two king beds . . . “ she said.
Claire, Jessica, and Kiera all looked at each other and they all looked at me.
I shrugged. “Maybe I can sleep in the car, it’s just over the fence,” I said.
“Don’t be stupid,” Kiera said. “We’ll take it of course,” she said to the lady.
Claire tugged at her t-shirt. “Kiera!” she groaned.
“We’ll figure it out,” Kiera groaned back at her through the corner of her mouth, and she chuckled at the lady.
We followed the number on the doors with Claire holding the key with the number out in front of us like we couldn’t remember “28.” It was the last room on the ground floor, and it faced the pool.
Jessica shrugged and looked down into the crystal clear water. “Could be worse,” she said.
We went inside the room, but nobody wanted to close the door. It was too intimate too soon. It was a standard double king motel room.
“You’re on the floor,” Claire said to me.
“No he’s not,” Jessica said, “that’s dumb. I don’t mind sharing. Do you mind sharing?” She said to me.
“Of course he doesn’t mind sharing a bed with you!” Claire said. “The biggest slut of us all or what!”
“We can play a game later to decide,” Kiera said. “But I for one am going into that pool, I’m dying of heat,” she said. “Be a dear and get my bag?” she said to me, and she lifted herself on her toes, she held my arm and shoulder in her hands, and she pressed her lips lightly to my cheek.
“Get all our bags,” Claire said.
“But only because we all kissed you,” Jessica said, and she did exactly what Kiera did, lifting her self on her toes, holding my shoulder and arm, and kissing my other cheek.
“You guys are incredible,” Claire said. “Didn’t we just decide an hour ago?” She shook her head and stepped up directly in front of me, held both of my cheeks in both her hands, and pressed her lips directly to my lips for a long kiss. “Get my bag first?” she said softly to me.
“No fair!” Jessica squealed, and she pushed Claire aside and tugged on my face and sank her tongue into my mouth. That kiss ended with her shoulders getting tugged back by Kiera. She wrapped her arms around my waist, dug her fingers into my ass, and kissed me fully on the mouth, tongue and all. “Get all our bags,” she said, “and there’ll more of that for you.”
“No there won’t be!” Claire said with a shriek. “Would you just let him do his job?” she said, and she pointed out the open door to where our bags sat, where the cab driver left them.
I brought them all in and shut the door behind me with my foot.
“Turn around,” Jessica said to me and she turned around, too. She pulled her t-shirt up and over her head before I had a chance to look away. But when I did turn around, I was looking right at Kiera, who turned around too, and had already had her shirt off and was twisting the button in her shorts. She grinned over her shoulder at me and pushed them down her legs. “Stop peeking,” she said, but softly and with a grin.
“I think he’s seen it all already,” Claire siad, and she shook her head, threw her t-shirt off and pushed down her shorts without making me look away or even turning around. “You too, or are you just going to get off on staring?” she said.
I changed too. I peeked, but I tried not to. The girls changed with the semi-discreetness of those who share a place together. They moved on from the fact of the presence of me in their room to simply accepting it. Claire pulled at Jessica’s bikini top to straighten her boobs. Kiera spun around and tugged her bikini bottoms down and asked the others if she looked good in it.
“Take a picture of us!” Jessica said, pulling Claire and Kiera against both of her shoulders. I took one picture, they all blew a kiss and I took another. They laughed and pushed each other and they all turned around and bent over and I took another one. Kiera then pushed her puckered lips against Claire’s cheek and Jessica cupped Kiera’s boob in her hand. They all shrieked and I took more pictures.
Claire darted forward and snatched my phone from my hand. Jessica and Kiera both hugged my shoulder and pushed their lips against my cheeks, and Claire took more pictures. Jessica turned me toward her and wrapped her hands around my waist and squeezed my butt. Kiera hung herself on my back behind me and draped her hands down the front of my body. There were many more pictures taken.
We finally came out of the room, everybody with arms over the other’s shoulders in a row four wide, and we came onto the pool deck together, tittering and jostling and hip checking each other.
Not being a sun worshipper, I went inside shortly after to get some sleep while Claire, Jessica, and Kiera lounged poolside sipping drinks.
I was awakened by Jessica. I found her crawling over my body where I laid on my back on one of the beds. I peered up over my body to the door — it was closed. “Shh!” she said, holding a finger to her lips. She carefully and quietly knelt up over my face and tugged the front of her bikini bottoms aside. We could hear people laughing and playing in the pool. She quivered in her hips and spread her knees on the bedsheet to lower her bared pussy down to my mouth.
I pulled the pillow under my head for better leverage and I sank my mouth over her pussy lips. She leaned into the wall over my head with her elbows and gasped up to the ceiling. I used my fingers to spread her lips and I touched her all around her clit with the tip of my tongue. She reached down and scrunched her fingers into the hair on the top of my head.
I licked down one side and up the other and she rotated her hips, she shook, and she thrusted them forward. I reached around her hips and sank my fingers into her butt and held her tightly. She groaned at the ceiling and dropped her jaw wide open. Her breath became jagged and her back arched in deeply. I sucked on her pussy lips, pulling them out and letting them snap back, and I kissed her clit. She cried out loud at the wall and clamped her eyes shut.
I kept licking.
She held her breath, and in quick, short exhalations, she expelled it and sucked it back in again to the tops of her lungs. She clenched her teeth and gasped with tiny, chirping sounds.
I didn’t stop, even when I felt her glisten drain out her pussy to cover my lips and chin in warm wetness. She collapsed down over me and rolled over onto her back on the bed beside me and pulled her knees up and covered her pussy with her cupped hands.
“Jessi-CA!” Claire screamed from the suddenly open motel room door. Kiera pushed past her shoulder and they both crashed into the room together, stumbling forward.
“Oh my god, Jessica!” Kiera said, closing the door behind her. And locking it. “We just said!”
Jessica rolled over onto her side, tucked her knees up higher, and pulled the sheet over her body. “I know,” she winced from under the sheet that she pulled over her head. “I couldn’t help it.”
“And you too!” Claire gasped at me. She shook her head and rolled her eyes and huffed with grave disappointment at me. She also reached up behind her neck and under her hair, and with both hands, she untied the lace of her bikini top.
“I get the shower first!” she said, dropping her bikini top on a chair and stumbling and nearly falling as she hopped on one foot and then the other to pull her bikini bottoms off. “You can just stew in your guilt!” she said to Jessica over her shoulder, and she covered her bare pussy in her hands and glared at me over her shoulder as she turned and passed into the bathroom.
Me and Kiera sat on the bed in our bathing suits and watched TV. When she heard the water stop, Jessica groaned and pushed herself up. “I’m next,” she murmured, still full of guilt, and as she passed between us and the TV, she dropped her bottoms on the floor and shook her bikini top down her arms in front of us.
Me and Kiera could hear Claire and Jessica  yelp and squeal in the bathroom, and we could hear the water come back on, as well as the hair dryer.
Without saying anything and with no warning, Kiera leaned forward, glanced through the slightly cracked open bathroom door, and satisfied, she brushed her arm up over her face, cleared her hair up over her head, and shoved her crouching body down between my legs. If I didn’t spread them, she would have crushed them.
She laughed and tugged the front of my bathing shorts down, and she kissed and tittered all over the top of my arching-up cock. She looked again to the door before she tugged at the waist of my shorts and pulled them down between my thighs. She stood my cock up in front of her face and plunged her mouth down over it all the way. She reached up with her free hand and cupped it over my mouth, even though I wasn’t saying anything.
We heard Claire and Jessica chatting in the bathroom behind the wall as Kiera bobbed in my lap and swirled her tongue around my shaft. She bent up at me and sucked air between her clenched teeth and squeezed and shook my cock. She moaned and let her eyes flutter closed and she dropped her head back down between her high shoulders and devoured me.
I stroked her hair and she purred in a muffled way and pumped me with both her hand and mouth together. We heard Jessica and Claire putting things away in the bathroom.
Kiera shot up over my body and pushed her mouth into my ear. “Cum in my mouth, hurry!” she said, and she dropped back down in my lap and sucked harder on me and squeezed me in her hand.
I arched in my back and pulled her hair. I stretched backward and grunted. She laughed with my cock in her mouth and covered my mouth harder with her hand. She sucked me faster and deeper.
I grunted and erupted into her mouth with my body straight out and suspended up under her on just my heels and my head. She swallowed me entirely and licked me up cleanly.
The bathroom door swung open and Jessica and Claire came out wrapped in towels. Kiera dove off the side of the bed onto the floor between the beds. Claire and Jessica stood still and stared. Kiera got up holding her hand up, waving her phone in it. “Found it!” she said, and she got up on her feet, put her phone down on the table, and brushed past Jessica and Claire toward the bathroom.
I had just had time to yank my shorts back up, though unevenly. I was still huffing and puffing from the quick and dirty blowjob she gave me.
“You guys okay?” Claire said, resuming her walking, though her suspicions remained.
“You look guilty of something, Callum!” Jessica said with a smirk. “Doesn’t he look guilty?” she said to Claire.
“Kiera is the one who looks guilty!” Claire said to Jessica, but intentionally loud enough for Kiera to hear in the bathroom.
“Suck it!” Kiera called back, and we could hear the water go on.
“You’re going to shower too, I hope,” Claire said to me. “We’re going out to find dinner.”
She faced me as she dropped her towel from her body and pulled fresh panties on, wiggling in her hips and letting the waist snap. She pulled the straps of her bra over her arms and turned her back to me. “Be useful,” she said, and she stepped back to the edge of the bed.
I sat up and clasped her bra for her.
She spun around, ducked down low, held my face in her hands and kissed my lips. “You’re fun to have around,” she said, and she laughed. “Useful too, which is good.”
Jessica got dressed in front of me too. “Does this look nice?” she said to me, straightening her boobs in her bra. It was a satin pale blue bra. She stepped up to me where I had swung my legs over the side of the bed, and she jutted her hips at my face. “No touching!” she said and she tittered. She pushed her hips out. She was still naked down below.
“You’re so mean to him!” Claire said, and she laughed. She leaned over the dresser and put some nude tone lipstick on her lips.
Jessica spun around and pulled her panties on, being sure to stick her butt in my face.”I bet Kiera sucked him off,” she siad. She turned back to me and pulled a shirt on. “Did Kiera suck you off just now?” she said.
“Not going to say,” I said.
“She sucked him off,” both Claire and Jessica said to each other together, looking at each other with rolling eyes. “You’re such a slut, Kiera!” Jessica shouted loud enough for her to hear in the bathroom.
“You should talk, Jess,” Claire siad, pulling on a short jacket over her t-shirt and flicking her hair out behind her back. “Sitting on the guy’s face  — we caught you, too!” she said.
“What, I had to!” Jessica groaned. They leaned shoulder to shoulder into the mirror to touch up their eyes and lips. “I’ve been feeling raunchy all day,” she groaned privately to her and she bent at her waist and scrunched her hand into her groin. She furrowed her brow at her friend.
“Me too!” Claire gasped back to her, also privately. “I feel like I’m going to fuck his brains out if I’m not careful!”
“If you don’t, I’m going to have to do it for you!” Jessica said.
They both laughed and then they both slowly rotated their faces over their shoulders and stared at me. “Not you,” Claire said. “Just another boy we’re talking about.”
Jessica flicked her hair back and raised her face to the ceiling. “Yeah,” she said, “and not some man who sticks his thing into any skank’s open mouth, either!” she said.
“Who are you calling a skank!” Kiera shouted. She had come out of the bathroom and snuggled in between Claire and Jessica to push her face into the mirror as well.
The other two were mostly dressed, but Kiera was stark naked.
“You’re the biggest skank out there, oh my god!” Claire shrieked at her. “You need to give your pussy a rest, girl, oh my god. Air it out some!”
“I know you are,” she said, and she wiggled her hips side to side. “But what am I?”
Claire stepped back and leaned her elbow on the dresser. “And who just sucked Callum off after we just said, nobody gets to fuck him anymore?”
“Well who shoved her big flopping pussy into his face while we’re out by the pool being decent?” Kiera shouted back at her.
They both turned to look at Jessica. “I didn’t mean to do it!” Jessica said sheepishly, and she hung her head with exaggerated shame. “It was just Callum, anyway,” she said. “And my pussy it’s floppy, is it?” she said and she looked down.
“Go get showered and dressed, gigolo boy,” Claire said. “And don’t you dare fuck any of my friends anymore!” she said. She hooked her arm through their arms and the three of them stood side by side by side each with their hands on their hips, staring at me.
“How come she’s naked?” I said, gesturing to Kiera.
“Cause she’s always naked at home, now take your bathing suit off,” Claire said. “And clean you up some!”
I stood up, faced them square on, and let my trunks fall around my ankles. I lifted one foot out and then the other and I strutted through the room as natural as anything, and into the bathroom.
“You are so not getting laid tonight with that attitude,” Claire said to me.
“Hurry up too,” Jessica called out. “I’m hungry!”
We ate but then noticed a band traipsing through the diner. We all swung our faces to the door they went through. It was a bar in the back — and a sign taped to the wall said “Live Music!”
We all hung our heads and snorted.
“We’re going to have to,” Claire said.
Jessica threw her arm over my shoulder and pulled me over the bench seat up against her body. “We have a man to look after us, after all!” she said, and she kissed my cheek with a loud smooch.
Back at the motel, I didn’t have many choices about what to wear — just my jeans and white t-shirt. I sat on the bed and crossed my legs and watched the TV.
The three girls chatted noisily and got dressed in panties, bras, and tight skirts and tiny dresses. They teased me and taunted me and winked at me and kissed each other in front of me.
“Such a stupid male fantasy,” Kiera said. “Why do all guys get off on girls making out?” she said to me.
Jessica held her face in her hands and kissed her deeply on the mouth.
“Search me,” I said.
Claire crawled over the bed from the foot on her hands and knees, her tight red tube dress riding up her thighs. She leaned her face low over my face and spoke nearly directly against my lips. “Are you going to be able to handle us three tonight?”  she said in a low groaning murmur. She touched her top lip with the tip of her tongue and cupped her hand around my crotch.
Jessica crawled up on the bed beside her and also leaned low over my body. “Yeah,” she said, licking my neck and sucking on my ear. “Can you handle us?” she said.
Kiera crawled up between them and pushed until she emerged in front of my face. “Are we going to be too much for you?” she said. She licked my cheek and groaned. Jessica pushed her face into my neck and whimpered. Claire squeezed my balls and bit my other ear. “Or are we too much for you?” she groaned.
I swallowed hard and made like I was trying to see over and around them to the TV. They all laughed and rolled off the bed.
“You better not try and fuck him tonight, Jess,” Claire said.
“You should talk, Claire!” she said.
“Girls,” Kiera said, making her way to the door. “Nobody is fucking Callum, can we at least make it one night before we break our own rule!?” she said. She pulled the door open and Jessica, Claire, and I pushed up and off the bed and came out of the room.
The band was pretty good, for a place out in the sticks with nothing but pick-up trucks in rows out the door. We all danced with each other, under the low glaring eyes of all the men in there at the tables around the periphery, when their wives and girlfriends weren’t catching them glancing at the girls and their tight dresses.
When I danced with Claire, she looked over her shoulder at Jessica and Kiera, deep in some conversation at our table, and she wrapped her hand around my wrist and charged off down the dark hallway to the ladies room, dragging me behind her.
She pulled me into a stall and locked it. She sat on the toilet seat, pulled my pants open and my fly down, and without a pause, she took my cock deeply in her mouth.
She caught me by surprise and I wavered on my feet and caught myself with my hands pressed out to the beige metal walls of the stall. Claire didn’t look up, she didn’t say anything, and she didn’t slow down. I tapped her shoulder, but she brushed my hand away and forced my cock to the back of her throat.
When she did come off me, she looked up with saliva dripping from her bottom lip and her eyes glassy and deep. “Fuck my mouth,” she said.
I held her face between my hands and she dropped her jaw open. I thrusted myself at her roughly and she groaned and braced her hands against the walls of the stall. I tensed up and shook and she tapped my bare ass from behind. I erupted and filled her mouth and she gurgled and moaned and nearly swallowed all of me. A dribble came out the corners of her mouth and she wiped it with the back of her hand and tittered. She pushed me back and stood up and kissed me on the mouth. “No telling!” she said, wagging her finger at me and glaring with her eyes wide open.
She pulled me out and back to the crowded dance floor. She made me dance with her for about ten seconds before she pulled me back to the table.
“Where did you two go?” Kiera said, looking up with big wide eyes.
“What do you mean, we were dancing the whole time — didn’t you see us just now?” Claire said.
Kiera and Jessica glanced at each other with their eyes in their corners.
Later, Kiera said to Jessica and Claire, “I’m hot from dancing, going outside for some air, taking Callum for back-up!” she said.
She dragged me outside behind her and into the narrow alley beside the diner. She pushed me against the wall and kissed me deeply on the mouth. She looked out and up and down the sidewalk and then pushed my hand up under her skirt and down inside her panties. We made out in the dark against the rough red bricks, and she moaned and moved her hips in and out and side to side as I rubbed her.
She leaned her face down into my neck and groaned. Her breath came short and sharp and she emitted tiny, high-pitched chirps. “Callum!” she whispered, and her legs wobbled and her hips shook. She fell against me and I held her up. She breathed against my ear and said as though to herself, “Oh my god, what you do to me.”
She dragged me back inside and pushed me down in the bench seat beside Jessica. “Please keep that man away from me,” she said to the other two. She flashed her eyes at Claire and grinned and snorted and looked down.
Jessica was beside me. “Would you two just!” she said to Kiera and Claire over the table. But under it, she pushed her hand inside my pants and under my shorts. She squeezed my cock and rubbed her folded thumb over the head.
We made our way back across the road to the motel room. The girls got into shorts and t-shirts, or panties and loose halter tops. They played a three-way game of Rock-Paper-Scissors to decide bed assignments. Kiera won, and hopped into my bed squealing and laughing.
We talked a while about Reed, the guys at the party, things that were going on there, how glad we all were to get out of there, and then we put the lights out. I laid on my side facing Kiera. She laid on her side facing the other two girls in their bed. But she started to slowly, quietly, shift on the bed closer back toward me.
She reached carefully over and behind her hip and scrambled her fingers in the groin of my shorts until she found my cock and eased it out. I lifted my head to look over her shoulder at the other two, but she went “shh” to me. She lifted her leg up and behind her and draped it over my hip. She curled in her spine and pushed her hips back. She drew the head of my cock up and down through the cleft of her moist pussy, and then she pushed her hips further back and I felt my cock become enveloped inside her.
She pressed her hands into the sheets in front of her and rocked her body back against mine, working my cock deeper into her. She gasped and I reached around and covered her mouth with my hand. She grimaced and moaned in a high pitch and I pulled my hand harder over her mouth.
The light on the table between the beds flicked on. Kiera froze and Claire pushed herself up in her bed. “Kiera, pull those sheets away this instant!” she said.
Kiera emitted a tiny, sheepish, “No!”
Claire got up and tugged she sheet out of her grip. She discovered me buried in Kiera’s pussy from behind.
“My bed, now!” she said.
Kiera obeyed and slipped out, crossed the floor, and covered her face in the sheets where Claire had been trying to sleep. I covered my slick erection in my hands.
But no sooner had the lights gone off but Claire began to push her butt up against my groin. She pulled the sheets over her head and rolled over on top of me, hiding under the sheets as she drew her knees up my sides. She contorted in her hips until she caught the head of my cock in the lips of her pussy, and she sank down on me in one long, slow stroke.
“I can tell you’re fucking him!” we suddenly heard Jessica’s voice.
“I am not!” Claire shouted back, but she tittered and squealed.
Jessica got up in a huff and strode around her bed and between the two beds. She yanked the sheet off and Claire shrieked and rolled off me and onto her back with her knees up and her hands cupped over her face.
“I’m sorry,” she said into her hands.
Jessica seemed angry though. She got on her knees spread around my hips, and without hiding it, without turning the lights off or pulling the sheet up, she reached down between our bodies and held my cock up to sink her pussy down over it.
She fucked me vigorously, her short black hair sweeping over my face.
Kiera pushed her off me and she screamed but Kiera climbed on me facing the other way, and she pushed her hips down over my cock and rocked herself on me. Jessica tried to push back but they flung their arms and hands at each other and squealed and struggled.
Claire got up on her feet and pulled Kiera up and off me, and sank down over me, taking me deeply and forcefully. Jessica and Kiera made show of trying to push her off me, but they were all laughing too much to manage much force. I tried to warn her that I was getting close, but the three girls were having too much fun play fighting. The movements of Claire on me, defending herself from the pillows Jessica and Kiera wielded were too much for me and I slammed my fists into the bed and erupted hard and deep into her.
I surprised Claire who didn’t sense it coming, and she gasped in shock when she felt it. Jessica and Kiera killed themselves laughing, and pointed at my cum dribbling down her leg when she got off and ran to the bathroom.
“I get to sleep with him, though,” Kiera said.
“Why do you get to?” Jessica said.
Claire came back from the bathroom. “I had to take his load, I should get first dibs!”she said.
“Make him pick!” Kiera said.
“No fucking way!” I said. “But let me move this table.”
I got up and pulled the table out from between the beds. I made the girls help me push the beds together. And then I spun the two mattresses sideways to there was no seam between them. We laughed and scattered the blankets all over the massive double king bed we made, and we all got in. We fell asleep like that, all our bodies naked and entangled, kissing and sucking and stroking and touching.
We slept late. There was a pounding on the door. Kiera was the one who struggled up and answered it. It was Reed, and he burst through the cracked-open door and into the room. Jessica, Claire, and I were still naked and entangled on the bed, and Kiera, with a sheet around her nude body, hopped back in with us. I pushed my head up and rested against the headboard behind me and rubbed my eyes.
“I saw your car at the garage!” he said to Claire. “Guy told me you were all staying here!”
“We had a breakdown,” Claire said.
“That is so fucked of you, Callum!” he shouted. “You even hear of the bro code!?” he shouted. “Your junk is in the driveway, don’t even bother coming inside when you get back. You’re out of there, buddy,” he said. “Tired of carrying you!” He slammed the door. We heard the tires of his car spin in the gravel out front.
I shrugged. Jessica and Claire lowered their heads back down to my chest on either side, and Kiera wrapped her arms around Claire from behind and reached up to stroke my face with the backs of her fingers. “You going to be okay?” she said.
“His family gives him tons of money. He told me not to pay for rent. It’s a business loss for his dad or something,” I said.
Claire drew circles on my chest with her nail. ”Still, what are you going to do?” she said.
“What are we going to do, you mean,” Jessica said. She pushed her hand under the sheet and over my stomach, and lower, too, over my abdomen. She scrunched and released her fingers in my pubic hair. “It’s partly our fault, too, we all fucked him last night.”
“We only have three bedrooms in our townhouse,” Kiera said. “Where’s he supposed to sleep?”
Claire pushed herself up and kissed me on my mouth. “Let’s grab your stuff when we get back and you come over and we’ll figure it out,” she said.
“Poor thing,” Jessica moaned. She slipped her hand further down and wrapped it around my stirring cock.
Kiera got up and strolled naked to the bathroom. “You girls can’t control yourself,” she said. “He can’t live with us, nobody will get any sleep at all.”
Claire rolled onto her back and gasped. “Oh my god, you were the one who started it last night!” she said. “We were sleeping in our bed, you were the one who started fucking him!”
Jessica snorted and pushed her body over mine and pulled the sheet up over her. She kissed me and licked my neck. She reached between our bodies and stroked my cock before poking it inside her and sinking down on me.
“Oh my god, Kiera!” Claire shrieked. “Jess is fucking him again!”
Kiera leaned out of the bathroom and laughed. “Jessica, let the poor guy recover, oh my god!”
Claire shook her head and got up and traipsed to the bathroom. “I’m with Kiera, this could be a shit-show,” she said.
Jessica tittered as she rode me and moaned loudly against my ear. “You don’t mind, do you,” she said, but she didn’t wait for an answer before she lifted her face, dropped her mouth open, and grunted at the headboard behind us.
I seized her butt in my hands and rolled her over and under me and I jolted her body until I erupted into her. I crawled off, left her splayed on the bed huffing and puffing, and went to the bathroom to reach behind the nude bodies of Kiera and Clair, doing their washing and moisturizing, to grab a towel and wipe myself off.
Sure enough, in the driveway at home was all my stufff. I didn’t have much. It all fit in a couple of boxes and a garbage bag for clothes. I pushed it all into the trunk of Claire’s car, and we rolled through the neighbourhoods and over to their townhouse.
“Just until he finds a place, right girls?” Claire said, as she pushed the key in and flung the front door open. Kiera and Jessica didn’t answer, they only glanced at each other.
I looked around as they put their things away and settled in. I found in a closet a plank in the ceiling. When I reached up inside, I found a ladder. It hooked on the edge, and I went half way up.
“You guys ever look up here?” I called over ray shoulder. But no one was around to hear me.
I stood up inside the attic. It had round windows inside decorative risers, a plywood floor solid enough, and was otherwise unfinished with bare wood rafters and sloped ceiling. It was huge and quiet and beautiful.
I found the girls in the kitchen.
“I can use the attic, maybe,” I said.
“Attic?” they all said, turning to me. 




5: The arrangement

I got a text from Reed Saturday evening. I had tucked myself safely away — finally — up in my attic grotto behind the locked closet door at the bottom of the ladder. I needed time to myself. Claire, Jessica, and Kiera were killing me.
“Got one last box of your stuff, driving it over for you,” he wrote. “I know you don’t have my car to use anymore.”
He had kicked me out of our shared basement apartment the week before when he found out I left the weekend party at the cottage early with the girls downstairs, each of whom had been his alpha-man target at one time or another that year. He had the right to kick me out, I guess. He — or more accurately, his parents — were paying for the apartment.
I went downstairs. “Hey you!” Claire shouted from the kitchen. I put my head down and skirted along the wall through the kitchen, speeding up to the hallway and not looking up.
“Get in here!” Jessica shouted. “We need you!”
They all tittered and shrieked and elbowed each other over the double entendre of the need they had of me. I glanced over my shoulder at the steaming pot they all crowded around stirring. All that was missing was some incantation.
I rushed through the hallway and stepped out onto the porch, squeezing through the door and shutting it behind me quickly and securely. Downstairs had become a danger zone for me. I worried that so much could be too much.
Reed handed the box to me. It was light. I peeked inside. It had only a few things that I’d actually meant to throw away. I thought I had thrown them away, to be honest.
“Just wanted to apologize,” he said. “I overreacted — putting your stuff out in the driveway like that. Leaving you out in the world, all cold and alone,” he joked, and he shrugged and snorted.
I shrugged back at him. “I deserved it,” I lied. “I guess.”
“You got a new place to stay yet?” he said. “You can probably move back if you wanted.”
“Using the attic here,” I said, gesturing over my shoulder with my hooked thumb. “For now.”
“You’re actually gonna stay here?” he said, and he popped his eyes wide open and screwed up his face. “With the girls?”
“It’s a bit . . . “ I started, but I thought better of telling him anything about how it was going since I moved in with them. The fact was, I was hardly getting any sleep and my body felt like a prize fighter taking too many punches in too many bouts.
“Show me!” he said, and he tried to push past me.
“Just an attic, but it locks,” I said, biting my lip for offering that strange fact as though it was the key feature. “Which is good,” I murmured to myself.
“I got to see this!” he said with a smirk, and he pushed his much larger frame harder past me and got into the hallway.
“Girls!” he shouted from the old-fashioned arched kitchen entrance. “Your dreams have come true!” he said, and he held his arms out widely, hands palms up.
Claire, Jessica, and Kiera were getting ready for what they called a “three-way date at home!” they told me earlier. It involved getting made-up and dressed up like a real date, doing their hair and make-up and dressing as though they were going clubbing, but the night was going to be making a fun dinner for themselves and piling onto the couch to watch rom-coms all night.
“You have to join us!” Kiera said, pulling at my wrist. Her brass-toned mid-length hair flew around her almond face.
“Yeah!” Claire moaned sensually at me, and she flung her long blonde hair around her face and clenched her teeth at me. She dug her nails into my waist.
“We’re going to be want to be served,” Jessica murmured at me, playing her fingers through her black bob-cut hair. They all laughed and threw their heads back and stuck their tongues out at me. That’s when I booted it up to my attic and locked the door.
When Reed came through the hallway, they all looked up together from the huddle they formed around the large steaming pot, poking at their Chinese dumplings and trying to decide when to take them out. “Oh hi Reed,” Jessica said, and she turned back to the pot.
“I make girls nervous,” Reed said to me dropping his arms back down. He used the back of his hand to block the side of his mouth in the manner of a coach giving secret instructions to his quarterback.
I pushed him through the kitchen  making sure not to make eye contact with the girls. They use their eyes to ensnare you. They use them to arrest you. To overcome you. They like to bring them close to your eyes, especially when they’re on top of you, holding you down, pressing you into the couch or their bed. I had quickly learned their tricks. But I wasn’t able to warn Reed about them.
“Callum!” Kiera shouted. “Test one for us!”
I glanced through the corner of my eye. Kiera stepped toward me cupping her hand under the wooden spoon on which wiggled a glistening white mound. She blew on it to cool it with her pink frosted lips. “Taste me,” she said, imitating the voice the dumpling might have. She tittered at her joke.
I pushed Reed harder and put my head down.
“Oh, come on Callum!” Jessica called from behind Kiera’s back. Her black pleated skirt flared out wider than Kiera’s white skirt and her heels were higher. She pushed her face against the side of Kiera’s face from behind and lashed her tongue out at me and half-lidded her eyes. “Taste it, you know you want to,” she groaned at me.
But it was Claire, in high platform pumps and a green-and-red schoolgirl skirt, that made me stop and stare. “Don’t you want something warm and wet in your mouth?” she said, stepping out separately and curling her fingers up around the bottom of her skirt as though ready to fling it up at me. She bit her lip and tilted her head and pouted. They loved doing that to me, flashing me and killing themselves laughing.
They all laughed when Claire threatened to do it with Reed in the hallway. Kiera drew locks of her hair through her lips. Jessica scrunched her fist in her groin and twisted on her knees and ankles like she was in pain.
I ducked out the other side of the kitchen and sped Reed to the closet door. I gestured for him to go up the ladder ahead of me and I nodded my reassurance to him. I shut the closet door behind me and locked it and went up behind him.
He stood in the middle of my new triangular peaked space with his hands on his hips, turning slowly around, taking it in. “I guess it’s okay,” he said. “But I’d be downstairs getting it on with the girls to be honest. But you’re not like that, I get it,” he said. 
“It works for me,” I said. “More or less,” I wavered.
“Invite Reed to stay for dinner!” I heard  Jessica’s voice cry out from below the floorboards.
“Fuck,” I muttered, and I sat on the edge of my bed and buried my face in my hands. All I wanted was sleep.
“Fucking excellent!” Reed said. “Party at the henhouse!”
“No,” I quickly said. “Quiet night at home.”
“Buddy,” he said. “You got to strike when the iron is hot. I’m going to give you some advice on this,” he said.
“I’m fine, really,” I said, and I waved him off and shook my head and popped my eyes wide open at the floor.
“I’m going to show you how to talk to them, okay?” he said, and he nodded sympathetically at me. “You just follow my lead, say what I say,” he said. “Which one you want? I get Kiera.”
I looked up into the bare wood rafters of my sloping ceiling and puffed my cheeks out. “No,” I finally said. “Just going to . . . “ I trailed off, and I gestured with my face at my desk, lit dimly under my lamp. “Early night,” I said. “For a change,” I added under my breath.
“You shouldn’t be afraid of them,” he said. “Just come down with me. I’ll look after you,” he said. “Just like at the cottage.”
I hadn’t told him or anyone what actually happened at the cottage. “I’m probably not hungry,” I said. “Maybe you should just leave now.” To be honest, I wouldn’t have minded if the girls were distracted by a different target for at least one night. But the safest thing was to get out while there was still a chance.
“And leave that bevy of beauties all alone?” he laughed. “They need a real man to tell them what to do with all their make-up and skirts,” he said, and he raised his eyebrows at me. “You got to get in there. I can’t believe you’re just hiding out up here the whole time.”
I turned away to evade his eyes to not show him the wide-eyed and drop-jawed face I was making. “You haven’t found someone to rent my room out to yet, have you?” I said. “It’s kind of hard living here, to be honest.”
“Living here with those three wild chicks right downstairs?” he said, popping his eyes out. “Someone’s got to teach you what to do!” he said. “No way I’m letting you move back. This is just what the doctor ordered to get you out of your shell, my man!” he said.
I groaned. “I feel I’m man enough, lately,” I murmured. “Could use a break, just saying,” I said.
“You don’t know what a goldmine it is that you fell down into over here!” he said.
“Believe me . . . ” I said, and I nodded, but I didn’t finish the sentence.
“Get down here!” we both heard Jessica’s voice call up from outside the locked closet door. We heard the other two girls laugh, too. The handle jiggled violently.
I took a big breath and stared over my shoulder at the ladder going down. There was nothing for it. We came down together and I slinked into the kitchen with my hands buried deep in my pockets and my shoulders up high around my ears.
“There he is!” Claire groaned to Kiera. They all flashed their dark-lined eyes at me.
“The back deck,” I said to Reed, and I flung the back door open and gestured outside with my arm. He stepped past me and stood in the middle of the deck with his hands on his hips, turning slowly around, taking it all in like he does.
Kiera caught me by surprise and pushed me behind the open back door and against the wall. She cupped her delicate hand around my balls and pushed her body up against me on her toes. She licked my neck and poked the tip of her tongue into my ear. “So horny, baby,” she groaned. She pushed her hand down the front of my pants and under my shorts. “Fuck me tonight?” she whispered in my ear and she tittered. Her fingers were cool around my cock. “ I want to try new tricks on you,” she whispered in my ear.
I pushed her back from me and slipped out from between her pressing body and the wall behind me and went out on the deck after Reed.
“It’s pretty sweet here,” he said, nodding and scanning around the enclosed yard.
I wiped  Kiera’s lipstick off my neck with the back of my hand. “Living room is okay, too,” I said, when he went back in through the door. I was struggling to avoid the kitchen.
“Oh yeah!” Reed said, when he came to stand in the middle of that room too with his hands on his hips. The TV was on with no volume. Music was playing for the girls in the kitchen. He found the remote on the coffee table and switched the channel to a football game. There was a loud chorus of boos from the kitchen.
“Fuck, bro,” he said over his shoulder, “you got to show them who’s boss and watch whatever football you want,” he said.
I hadn’t seen or heard a second of football in the week since he kicked me out, and it was still too much.
But I wasn’t behind him in the living room. Jessica had pulled me backward and out of there and pushed me against the wall in the dark hallway. While Reed droned on about how watching football would make me a man while he stared lock-eyed on the big screen, Jessica pulled her skirt up around her thighs, slid her body down hard over mine and fell to her knees. She yanked my pants down enough to fish my cock out over top of the stretched waist.
She was hurried and frantic about it. She moaned and breathed through her nose noisily. She lapped at the head of my cock with her messy and flicking tongue and she pushed her tightened and natural-toned lips down over my shaft. She pumped me fast and loose into her mouth with her hand.
I rolled my shoulders into the wall and spun myself away from her, though she tugged hard on my hips to stop me. I eased her face from my hips and she groaned and snorted with frustration. Reed came out into the hallway still droning on about football. Jessica quickly spun around and stuck her head inside the hall closet behind her and came back out with a can of mushroom soup. “There it is!” she said, and she hopped up and giggled and high-stepped back into the kitchen with the other two.
I pulled Reed further away down the hallway, struggling to avoid the girls. Claire  came down the hallway and grabbed my wrist in her hand. “Callum, see if you can fix my door,” she said, dragging me into her bedroom.
I tried to pull my hand out of her grip but she pulled me through and shut the door on Reed where he grinned in the hallway, staring at the back of her legs under her skirt he bent over sideways to see up under.
“What’s wrong with your door?” I said to her, knowing full well there was nothing wrong with it.
She leaned against the back of it and pushed her hands down hard on my shoulders. “It sticks at the bottom,” she said. “Have a look — something’s making it stick,” she said.
I jutted my jaw sideways at her and glared with my eyes. She bit her lip and grinned sheepishly, but she pushed harder down on my shoulders, too. “Just look?” she said in a softer voice.
We both heard Reed on the other side, down low. “I don’t see anything on this side,” he said through the closed door.
I dropped down to my knees. Claire pulled up her skirt and held it around her waist. She pulled the fabric of her shining thong silk panties aside and pressed her shoulders into the door behind her as she jutted her hips forward and into my face.
“I think something’s stuck in there,” she said in a tiny voice and she tittered and wiggled on her hips side to side.
I held her bare thighs in my hands like a prisoner grasping the bars of his cell. She pushed her straining fingers down through my hair and cupped the back of my head in her palm. She pulled my head as she pushed her hips out from the door further.  I pushed my mouth against the lips of her pussy, all glistening and wet and sticky and hot.
“What do you see on your side, Callum?” Reed said through the door.
“Can’t see anything,” I said, when I pulled my face away from Claire’s pussy.
She squirmed and moaned and chased my mouth with her groin. I licked her up through the cleft of her pussy lips.
“Something hard down there?” she said and she giggled.
“I’m not getting anything,” Reed said.
I licked her up over her clit and she shook and grunted. I pushed back from her body and stood up. She glared through narrowed eyes at me and tightened her lips. “You’re no fun at all!” she said.
I turned the door knob and Reed came tumbling through the doorway on his knees. Claire barely noticed him as she stepped over him in her loud clacking pumps and she left her bedroom. “You can look again later tonight, and you better fix it this time!” she said scoldingly to me.
“You just take that shit?” Reed said as he pulled himself up. He swung the door both ways. “I don’t even see what she’s talking about, door opens just fine,” he said.
“It’s not about the door,” I said, and I rolled my eyes and went out.
He stayed a moment behind me examining it closer. “Girls don’t know anything,” he concluded, and he followed behind me.
“Make your special dressing?” Kiera said to me, when she passed me by and went into the dining room. Jessica had already been setting things around the small table. We didn’t usually eat so formally, but it was a special date night and they wanted to ham it up not just with make-up and clothes, but with the whole dinner, too.
Kiera gestured with her face toward a big bowl of salad they’d made. I stood in front of the passthrough to keep an eye on things as Claire grabbed wine from the fridge, snuck a slap on my ass as she passed, and joined Reed and Jessica at the table. Her eyes were on fire over her shoulder at me. I had no idea what she was thinking.
I started to mince garlic and stir olive oil with cider vinegar. Kiera came back into the kitchen. She peeked at Jessica and Claire animated in conversation with Reed at the table.
Reed glanced over his shoulder and through the passthrough at me. “I’ve been trying to get this guy a girlfriend since forever,” he said, and he laughed. “It’s a challenging mission,” he said, and he laughed harder. “Just kidding, right, Callum?” he siad. “Got to get the guy laid,” he went on to them. They both nodded with serious and innocent expressions on their faces, their eyes wide, their chins resting on the backs of their hands, the both of them.
Kiera slid down between me and the counter I worked at. I rolled my head back and sighed at the ceiling. She pulled my pants and shorts down. “Yeah, something like that,” I said to Reed, and I scooped the crushed salt into my hand and dusted my palms into the oil.
“To getting that man laid!” he said again louder, and he held his wine glass out to the other two girls to clink with him.
Jessica peered over her shoulder at me and grinned. “Do you think he ever gets any?” she said to Reed as though privately,  but with her narrowed and grinning eyes on mine. She said it loud enough for me to hear.
Kiera eased my cock out over the waist of my shorts and closed her warm, wet mouth lightly around it. I could feel rather than hear her moan.
“He just needs confidence,” Reed said privately to Jessica and Claire. “Am I right?” he added louder, chuckling over his shoulder at me. “He’s my work in progress,” he said. “It’s my mission to get him laid at some point this year,” he said and he laughed loudly. It was his theory — I know because he told it to me over and over — that if you talk with girls using language laced with words like “laid” and “screw,” you’ll prime their minds psychologically into thinking about having sex with you.
Kiera moaned too loud as she sank her mouth more deeply down my raging hard shaft. She adjusted herself between the cupboards below the counter and my body pressed into the edge of the counter above her head and she looked up at me with desperation in her eyes, pulling on my cock that she poked into her neck. She drew the head around the cleavage of her breasts. She tugged her top down and dabbed the tip of the head of my cock at her nipples and tittered.
“Don’t need or want help, thanks,” I said to Reed at half volume. Kiera buried me deep in her mouth and pushed hard enough to drive me into the top of her throat. I winced at the sensation.
“You don’t have to be afraid of girls,” Reed said. “Right girls?” he said with a sideways grin to them.
“Do you think he’s afraid of us?” Jessica said with a crooked grin right back at him. “Is that what his problem is?”
“He just doesn’t know how to handle girls, or what to say or do to them,” Reed said. He oozed confidence. It came out of him like a ruptured tar pipeline.
“Do you really not know how to handle girls like us?” Claire said up to me with a grin on her face.
I pulled my hips back from Kiera’s face. She groaned angrily and lashed at my saliva-wet cock with her protruding tongue. But I twisted away from her and tucked it back inside my pants. I poured my frothy semi-transparent white dressing over the salad and carried it out to the dining room.
“Where’s Kiera?” Jessica said. “Kiera!” she called. “Dinner is on, girl!” she cried out louder.
Kiera popped up from behind the counter where I’d just been standing. “Just getting salad forks!” she said.
Claire and Jessica frowned with suspicion at her. Reed twisted his face and squinted one eye at me. I put the salad down in the middle of the table. “You guys look terrific,” I said. “You seriously do. Those outfits are hot,” I said.
Reed sneered and shook his head and grabbed for the salad bowl.
“Aw!” Claire said, and she leaned over to smooch my cheek when I sat in the chair next to her. She looked over the table toward Reed. “See? He knows what do with girls like us!” She kissed me again and dropped her hand under the edge of the table to secretly squeeze her grip around my cock through my pants. “Don’t you,” she said, not looking up at me beside her.
I served salad into the stack of bowls and passed them around to the girls without answering her. While we ate and talked and laughed, Claire eased my cock out of my pants and secretly, slowly and lightly, stroked me in her hand. I just as secretly, slowly and lightly, tried to push her hand away from my lap. But she stiffened herself in her shoulder and bicep and resisted me.  She even dropped her napkin ring on the floor and slid down her chair and onto her knees under the table, and pushed her mouth, hot, smooth, and wet, over my cock, and swirled her tongue maddeningly around my shaft like a water snake twisting and turning.
After dinner, Claire, Jessica, and Kiera pushed Reed and me out of the kitchen and into the living room, telling us they had to discuss private things. “Get a show ready!” Jessica called out and they all laughed.
I puffed out through my inflated cheeks and began flipping around with the remote. Behind me, Reed found “The Journal.”
There had been a conflict of sorts earlier that week. I had complained to the three girls, while we were all on the couch together in our underwear and under the same blanket huffing and puffing from a bout of tickling and teasing, that I was getting worn out by them. They each blamed each other for taking advantage of me too much.
The solution — it was a joke at first, but they had a lot of fun with it — was to write in a notebook when they’d each last “had” me. One of them added a few details with an asterisk. The others tittered and snatched the book around between them, adding details to each entry after that, using increasingly ribald and explicit language. By the end of it, they were all squealing and shrieking and kicking and laughing about it.
This  was “The Journal.” It had since been added to voluminously since that first night.
“Just what the fuck . . . “ Reed said, flipping through the pages, his eyes bulging, his mouth hanging.
I grabbed at it but he turned away, blocking me with his shoulder.
“Creative writing exercise,” I said. “We started doing a co-writing project. They’re dumb, they got carried away,” I said, and I tried again to snatch it back from his clutching grip.
“For fuck sakes,” he said,  glaring at the pages. It did go on at ridiculous length, I had to shrug and agree with him.
Claire, Jessica, and Kiera had come into the room with their glasses of wine and knew what Reed had found. “Creative writing,” Jessica said to him, and she used her eyes to arrest him and relieve him of the notebook. She sat down on the couch and Kiera and Claire sat down tight against her. They all stretched their legs out straight and rested their heels on the coffee table in a neat line of six upward-pointing feet. They laid their arms around each other’s shoulders and sipped their glasses.
“Like this,” Jessica said. She pretended to be looking up to a corner of the ceiling to think up a scenario. “While his friend droned on about how watching football would make him a man, I pulled my skirt up around my thighs, slid my body hard against his and down onto my knees.  I yanked his pants down enough to fish his cock out over the top of the stretched waist of his pants.”
I gulped and drank the glass of wine Claire had earlier given to me. She had handed Reed a can of beer. She widened her eyes at Jessica and slowly rotated her face back to the screen on the wall and squelched a titter.
Kiera was texting on her phone and my phone suddenly pinged. I pulled it up but Reed snatched it from me. In doing so, he opened my browser. I tried to grab it back, but he was like that, always grabbing things, turning his shoulders, not giving back.
“Why the fuck are you looking up the meaning of ‘harem’ on your phone?” he shouted.
I grabbed it back. “Story takes place in ancient Egypt,” I said to him. I stuffed my phone in my pocket. Reed stared at me with narrowed eyes. I looked through the corners of my eyes down the couch. All three of Kiera, Jessica, and Claire were staring at me gaping in their mouths and bulging in their eyes.
“A harem?” Claire said. She dropped her jaw further open at me.
“It’s a study,” I said, trying to shrug it off.
“You think this is your harem?!” Jessica said just as shocked-looking as Claire.
I shrugged one shoulder up high. “Our story,” I said, and I glared back at her, “might be in ancient Egypt, I thought. I was just getting the context right,” I said.
Claire sank back and smirked and sipped her wing. “I guess it might be,” she said, and she shrugged.
“What’s going on here?” Reed said.
All three girls at once waved him off, shook their heads, and rolled their eyes. “Watch the show,” Jessica said, and she pointed at a chair for him to sit in. I sat in the other chair and stared at the screen. Nobody talked, nobody stirred, and nobody brought the issue up again. When the movie just hinted that it might be over, all three girls started yawning and stretching with exaggeration and looking at the time and exclaimed and acted shocked that it was so late. They kept doing that until Reed was out the front door.
I saw him out and we chatted briefly on the porch. “You can move back, you know,” he said. “I wasn’t serious.”
I shrugged. “Might try it here a bit longer. Kind of settling in okay,” I said.
“You’re being seriously friend-zoned, you realize that, don’t you?” he said. “Chicks are going to cock-block you all year.”
I shrugged and looked off into the darkened distance. “I’ll be okay,” I said.
“Seriously bro,” he said. “They’re going to turn you into a eunuch.”
I sipped the last of my wine. “I’m pretty sure that’s not happening,” I said.
“You’re never going to get laid living in a henhouse,” he said, and he laughed and shook his head.
“Try telling them that,” I said.
“What did you say?” he said.
“Nothing,” I said, and I turned to go back inside.
When I closed the door and turned around, all three girls shrieked and laughed and ran in circles.
“Oh my god, I thought I was going to lose it!” Kiera shouted. They had, while I was on the porch talking with Reed, each changed into their pjs.
Jessica stepped up to me in her crop-cut pale pink satin cami top and shorts and reached her arms out to dangle her wrists over my shoulders. “So we’re your harem, are we?” she said low and gravely. She bit her lip and shook her hair over her face.
“Yeah,” Claire said, and she tittered. She stepped around behind me and draped her arms over my shoulders and down my chest, scrunching her fingers into my ribs and pressing her body against my back. “Is that what you really think?” she said.
Kiera pulled my arms out by the wrists and pulled me, stepping backward. “Come on then, master of the harem,” she said and she snorted. “Your harem needs your attention,” she said and she whipped the tip of her tongue out between her lips.
I stumbled forward from Kiera pulling me and Jessica and Claire clung to my front and back. Like a clump of silky humanity, we moved together down the hallway. From behind me, Claire opened my pants and pulled them down my legs. From in front of me, Jessica tugged at the bottom of my t-shirt and drew it up over my head. Kiera pushed her hands flat against my chest and kissed my exposed neck and shoulders. I had to step out of my pants or I would have tripped where they crumpled around my ankles. Naked, I exhaled and looked with trepidation at the couch they were all mewling and pawing me toward.
“I got to be honest,” I said from inside the pool of blonde, black, and brass hair that flowed around my neck and face. “You guys are seriously wearing me out.”
“You’re the one who wanted a harem,” Kiera said, and she knelt on the couch behind her and pulled me up to the edge. She took my cock in her mouth and moaned on me.
“What’s the matter?” Jessica said and she pushed the hard tip of her tongue in my ear. She pulled my hand over her pussy and pressed my middle finger down under her cami shorts and into the cleft of her wet lips below. “Can’t handle three single and hot young girls?” she said, and they all laughed lasciviously.
I twisted around and tried to get away, but they all pushed and pulled and tugged and yanked on my limbs and neck and hair and hips and I fell back into a deep slouch in the couch, spread out and defeated. Claire, Jessica, and Kiera kissed and touched and rubbed and tugged on me all over. I was becoming buried alive under a writhing mass of silk-covered soft skin and wet, warm touches.
“I was trying to look up how those harem masters survived,” I said from beneath the waves that flowed over and under and all around me, threatening to subsume me entirely.
Jessica, who continued to slowly, lightly, pump my cock in her fist, spoke first. “Do you guys think maybe we are being a little too greedy?” she said and she dove down over my lap and took me deeply in her mouth.
Claire  stroked her hair and pulled it back from her face. She tugged it and whined and pushed her cheek against Jessica’s cheek. They laughed, but they also pushed against each other. They fought with their faces trying to get their mouths over my cock.
“Poor thing,” Kiera said, and she held my cheeks and sank a kiss deeply over my mouth. I protested, but managed only grunts and groans inside the kiss.
“I have an idea,” Claire said, and she laughed and yanked with exaggerated effort on Jessica’s wrist, pulling her from my lap where she grunted and pushed her mouth one last time deeply down over my cock. They huddled together away from me and peaked over their shoulders and laughed.
“Go clean up the kitchen for us,” Claire said. “And we’ll have a surprise for you.” She squealed and held hands with Jessica and Kiera and they all three ran off.
We had an agreement that in lieu of paying any rent, I’d do chores around the place, which suited me fine. I liked cleaning and tidying and vacuuming. It’s when I did my best thinking.
I heard steps up and down repeatedly to my attic, and laughing, and stomps over the ceiling. A full half-hour later, I heard Jessica’s voice calling out loud for me to come up.
I wiped my hands off and opened the closet door. I heard tittering and shushing at the top of the stairs. I slowly, suspiciously, crept up until my eyes crested the surface of the attic floor.
There were strings of tiny point-lights hung from the rafters. There were thin, nearly transparent fabrics hung down around the bed. There was soft, distant Arabic oasis music playing. I crept higher up through the floor. Kiera, Claire, and Jessica were on my bed, but not entirely naked. They were wrapped in every piece of jewelry and chains they could find. It was around their necks, their wrists, on all their fingers, around their stomachs, around their ankles, and on their toes. The most dramatic part was the headdresses and veils they had fashioned from scarfs and other fabrics. They had all lined their eyes as though with charcoal.
I stepped up onto the floor of my attic. The three of them chuckled and curled their fingers and hands and arms at me and beckoned me to the veil-surrounded, point-light lit bed. They writhed there together. They kissed each other and rolled around and touched themselves. “If you wanted a harem,” Claire said, “all you had to do was ask.” They all laughed.
I spread the side and climbed in. They surprised me with plates of grapes, glasses of wine, and fruits like strawberries and blueberries. They made me lie propped up against pillows and laughed and licked their lips and dangled grapes and sips of wine at my lips.
I flopped my limbs flat and widely about me. Someone took my cock in her mouth. Someone else did next, and then a distinctly third mouth took over. I peeked out one eye and watched as the three bodies contorted and writhed all over the bed, uncertain where one ended and another began. They kissed each other and me on the mouth, the neck, the chest, the stomach, up the thighs, everywhere, everyone all at once, each other and me indiscriminately.
Fingers entered passages. Breaths grew short. Bodies trembled and moans high-pitched and catching, erupted from all over. If it began as a joke and a tease to make fun of me, it turned real soon enough. The sound of female orgasms that erupted at different places and at different times were real and authentic. Something different was happening that night. The girls delighted in making each other cum. They played and laughed and sank their pussies down on my cock in turns. They laughed and all got on their elbows and knees side by side and wagged their asses at me, all pushed together, all with their fingers poking through between their legs, massaging themselves, opening themselves, beckoning me, wiggling at me. 
I knelt behind the row of them and   sank myself into one sopping, undulating pussy after another. It was too much, and I began to ram myself with abandon into the third one. It was Kiera, but I hardly could tell. Jessica laid on my back and squeezed her finger around the base of my cock where I thrusted myself into Kiera’s pussy. Claire knelt in front of Kiera facing me and kissed me on the mouth. When I squinted and grimaced and ejaculated into Kiera, all three girls moaned out loud and squirmed in their hips, Kiera most especially. It was like a group-shared orgasm, all four of us at the same time.
We heard the voice all at the same time, too. It was Reed. We all spun around and found his head as though cut off at the neck suspended in the floor where he had come up the ladder. He had left his phone in my attic. The front door was left unlocked. He came in when no one answered. He followed the music and sounds, and came up the ladder in the closet. He had been watching us for at least the last five minutes.
“Holy fuck,” he groaned. His eyes were popping out of his face. I fell back into my pillows. The girls scrambled their bodies under the sheets beside me, tugging it up to their chins. Reed held up his phone that was lying on the floor just inside the ladder’s hole and he waved it at me and sank back down, his expression unchanging the whole time. We heard the front door close.
“He was probably wondering why you weren’t listening to any of his advice about girls,” Claire said, and they all started laughing uproariously.
In the morning, we had breakfast together at the same table where we had the dinner the previous night. It was Sunday. We were all in our robes, me included. “Maybe a harem isn’t such a bad idea,” Kiera said. “We can share him that way.”
“Usually the harem master decides who he’s going to take, though,” Jessica said.
“We can do it the other way around,” Claire said with a shrug. They talked like I wasn’t even there. “We decide.”
They all ate and thought in silence about Claire’s suggestion.
“We have to take it easy on poor Callum, though,” Kiera said. She tussled her hand in my hair the way you would a pet, without looking behind her. “Maybe he’s right — we could be wearing him out.”
“But getting semi-regular sex is good for me,” Jessica moaned. “I just hate dating men though!”
“Me too!” Claire said. “That’s why I like him so much — he’s just . . . “ she paused looking for the word.
“He’s just there,” Kiera said, and they all  enthusiastically agreed with her that that was it.
“I like not having to worry about going on dates,” Kiera said. “He’s fun!” She tittered and turned to me and mussed my hair up more. Aren’t you!” she said.
“I just hate creepy guys,” Jessica said. “Plus I’m too busy! I don’t have time to date, check them out, look them up, be respectable . . . ” she said.
“ . .  . and wait at least until the second date to fuck their brains out!” Claire shouted, and they all laughed hysterically. “Plus don’t forget the alpha-males,” she said, and she pointed two fingers into her mouth and imitated the convulsions of induced vomiting.
“Like you know who!” Kiera shouted out loud, and they all laughed in shrieks. She turned to me and kissed me gently on the cheek with her soft lips. “Not like Mr. Decent Nice Guy,” she said.
Jessica and Claire both turned to me and all three tussled my hair, kissed my cheeks, and widened their eyes at me.
“Having him around sure avoids a lot of problems,” Claire said.
“We have to look after him better, though,” Kiera said.
“I think we look after him well enough!” Jessica joked.
But Claire cut her off. “You know what she means,” she said. “He said it himself — we’re wearing him out. It’s not fair to him.”
They all looked at me lost in deep thought.
“What if we had a quota,” Jessica said, her eyes on mine, but she was talking to Claire and Kiera. “Like, only once a week.” She squinted like she was imagining me in bed.
Kiera ducked her face down and grinned sheepishly.
‘What’s wrong with that?” Jessica said.
“What if you need him, like, again in the same week?” she said. “I get like that sometimes,” she shrugged.
“Four times a month, then,” Claire nodded.
“Scheduled like, though?” Jessica said, and she scrunched her nose up.
“Needs to be more spontaneous,” Kiera said. “Scheduling makes it feel too much like a clinic.”
“I got it!” Claire said. She ran away and came back moments later with a big stuffed lion. “You put this guy in front of the attic door when you go up to the lair of the harem master!” she said and she nodded sharply.
“Oh!” Jessica cried out, and she took off next. She came back with a big box and opened it on the floor. “From that party last year!” she said, and she pulled out a green lei and hung it around the lion’s neck.
“Are there four of each color?” Kiera shouted, and she scrambled into the box and pulled them out: four green, four yellow, and four blue.
“And!” Claire siad, pushing the green ones over to Jessica and the blue ones over to Kiera. She gathered the yellow ones to herself. “Our harem master gets to say he’s occupied with himself, too, and he gets four times each month to himself,” she said, and she pushed the red ones to me.
We hung our leis on hooks in the closet. The lion fit snugly on the floor beside the ladder. The plan was, when you want to, put one of your leis around the lion’s neck and put him in front of the door. You get four times a month, until all your leis are around the lion’s neck.
“That . . . “ Jessica said, looking up and counting on her fingers.
“ . . . is 12 visits per month,” Kiera said, doing the math for her. “Is that okay with you?” she said softly to me.
“And he gets 4 times to get some peace when he really needs it,” Claire said.
“I love it!” Kiera said. “I’m already all hot and bothered wondering when to use mine!”
“Me too!” shouted Jessica. “Have to be strategic!”
Claire continued to stare at me. “Do you like it?” she said. “Be honest.” She squeezed my hand over the table.
I looked up and around the table and could not stop the smirk spreading over my face. “I guess I can work with that,” I finally said. They all laughed and punched my shoulders and shook their heads at me.
“What are you going to tell Reed when you see him?” Jessica said, as we all pushed up and cleared the table off and walked together to the kitchen with our plates.
“His whole theory of life got exploded last night, I think,” I said.
We all laughed together. Claire slipped her arm through my elbow and tugged me toward her room. Jessica wrapped her hand through my other arm, and tugged me toward her room. I got tugged apart and stopped walking. They both leaned over and looked at each other across my body.
“Rock-paper-scissors?” I suggested.
Jessica won and she squealed and shrieked and pushed me toward the closet door.
“That’s one!” Kiera shouted, and she plopped the lion down on the floor outside the door and threw one of the green leis around it’s neck.
“He looks cute there, guarding the door,” Claire said.
Jessica shut the door behind her and pushed me from under my butt up the ladder and into my attic. “No listening!” she cried out over her shoulder at the back of the closed closet door. 




6: An untimely visit

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. 




7: A camping adventure

I exhaled down to the deepest of my lungs up into the infinite abyss of the silent and star-speckled sky, before pulling my entwined fingers hard into the back of my head to redirect my panning gaze slowly downward cinematic camera-like past the fire-glinting bows projecting from the spires of pines and cedars that surrounded our privately-enclosed clearing, down to our brand-new, internally-lit tent in front of me, inside which, my three young and stridently single college roommates, Claire, Jessica, and Kiera, were getting ready for bed.
It was a big tent — the girls insisted on calling our outing “glamping” — and had three privately-zipped rooms leading off the larger main room that arched high between them like a hub.
They laughed and tittered and pushed and tickled each other. Their silhouettes imprinted clearly against the wall of the tent facing me. One stretched deeply in her arching back and pulled her top up and over her head, sticking her ribs and chest out. Another twisted her arms up behind her back and I watched the shadow-play of her bikini top’s straps slide down her arms and away from her bare chest, side-profiled. The third body rolled onto her back on the floor like a stuck beetle and stuck her legs up and rocked her hips forward and back to peel her shorts up and off her legs, her toes pointed, her body nude already from the waist up.
They murmured to each other and flicked their hair and pranced around folding their clothes and crawling on their hands and knees into their separate pods, their backs arched down, their asses sticking up, laughing and telling secrets all the way.
“Hurry up and come to bed!” Kiera finally called through the tent walls to me slumped in my chair by the dying embers of our fire.
“Yeah!” Jessica called out and she snickered. “Get your ass in here and protect us!”
“You know we can’t sleep without you,” Claire said more quietly.
“It’s so true, though,” I heard Kiera’s voice say softly, almost to herself.
“Coming,” I said to the wall of the tent, and I puffed my cheeks out full.
I’d never seen a tent with separate rooms before we came across one in the outdoor store. But that didn’t stop me from pointing out sardonically that “There’s four of us.”
“You get the room in the middle — the biggest room!” Claire said, and she chirped and chuckled and kissed me on the cheek and reached behind me to squeeze my butt.
A big, broad, and bearded man browsing the speciality store frowned at me from down the aisle. He had earlier glimpsed out the corners of his eyes Kiera in the sleeping bag aisle clutch her hand into my groin and whisper something lascivious into my ear with her distinctive light titter. He also saw Jessica holding my hand with fingers entwined in the manner of a girlfriend in both instances.
He looked like a man who thought of himself as one of those who “knew how to handle the ladies,” as they like to say. He was confused by what he saw, though, I could tell, and he looked also like the type who got angry when he got confused.
I felt sheepish. I wanted to apologize to him. I wanted to assure him that he was right, it shouldn’t be like that — a meek and mild and, frankly, weak guy like me getting that kind of attention from three girls like those three. They embarrassed me the way they carried on with me in public. Guys of any kind aren’t supposed to have three girlfriends, and especially not three from the very top of the charts.
Jessica noticed him too, and she slipped out of my grasp, chuckled privately just loud enough for me to hear, and ambled up the aisle toward him. She waved her hand at me behind her back, shooing me away, telling me not to stare. She wanted to have some fun.
“Do you know if this brand is good?” she said to the big, hard man. He was buff and ripped and built and rippling, and every other adjective there is for the alpha. A girl like Jessica approaching him in a store is exactly what he imagined happening with each curl of the dumbbell in the gym.
She had dressed in her “outdoor chic” outfit: sturdy hiking boots, thick grey socks with red stripes half way up her calves, torn and frayed and faded bluejean cutoffs, a light cotton tank top that hung in stretched waves from the peaks of her “perky breasts,” as she liked to call them in front of me, the bottom rising up in front of her as though ill-fitting and showing her flat, toned stomach. She looked striking. She looked arresting. Her straight, black bob-cut hair hung across the tops of her dark eyes like an enticing curtain.
“Tents, yeah,” the man said, clearing his throat. “But that one’s fairly complicated to put up, I would say, and pretty heavy too,” he added, nodding. He glanced at the front of her clingy top every chance she gave him, like when she studied the back of the tag, looked up at the shelf for other offers, or looked over her shoulder and away from him, back down the aisle. She was teasing him. She was taunting him. I knew, because she made crazy eyes and rolled her tongue in the corner of her mouth at me behind her back where I was trying to appear equally distracted by tags.
“I can see a girl like you managing with a tent like this,” he said, forcing his voice lower and projecting it louder, fuller, more manly-like. He oriented her toward a less expensive shelf with his legs spread wide, his feet pointing off at ten and two, his chest filled up and his shoulders pressed back. He was posing. He was preening. Inside, he was grinning two times around his face, though on the outside, he was as stoic as a Spartan, which he no doubt identified as.
I should know. My previous roommate was him, exactly, ten years ago.
Jessica made things worse, though, as she loved to do. She squatted as though to examine a tent on the lower shelf and then, as though it were easier, she knelt on the floor, facing him. She fingered a tag and raised her angelic, black-bob-framed face slowly up to his waist, pausing, and then up to his face looming high above her, and she held her mouth slightly open as innocently as a catholic girl ready for her first communion.
“Is this good?” she said to him in a soft, quiet voice from below his waist.
He stared down at her on her knees in front of his groin before cleaning his throat again and jutting his chin. He swallowed so hard I could see his Adam’s apple from 30 feet away. “It’s ah . . .  yeah, it’s . . . “ he stammered. It was cruel. It was mean. She was feeding every single one of his Pornhub step-this or step-that fantasies.
She blinked like a doe. “Could a girl like me set it up — maybe with a man helping me?” she grinned up at him sideways.
“If that man knew what he was doing,” the guy said, squinting one eye and dropping his chin with a single firm nod.
“K, thanks!” Jessica suddenly said cheerily, and she spun around, she hopped back up on her toes, and tugged her elbow behind her back with her other hand reaching around it. She actually skipped up to me, before wrapping both her bare arms around my one arm and tittering into my ear and hip-checking me and laughing. “Big alpha males in hardware stores turn me on so much!” she groaned into my ear.
“It’s an outdoor store,” I said.
“Even more!” she groaned, and she dug her nails into the skin of my arm she hugged hard to the front of her body. We found Claire at the end of the aisle studying tiny flashlights.
“Don’t big bearded he-men turn you on in stores like this?” she said to Claire.
“Like that guy?” she grinned to Jessica.
“Callum doesn’t get it,” she said.
Claire took my other arm in both her hands and hugged it to the front of her body just like Jessica did with my first arm, and they both pushed me down the aisle looking for Kiera. “Girls like to fantasize about alpha men fantasizing about them,” she said through the corner of her mouth, and she licked and kissed my neck.
Jessica pushed her face into my neck from the other side and bit my ear hard enough to make me flinch. “But they like to fuck boys like you,” she whispered, before she squealed, dropped my arm, and ran high on her big boot’s toes to Kiera she found coming out of an aisle in front of us carrying food packets.
I glanced over my shoulder as I took them from Kiera and put them back on the shelf. The bearded guy was tall enough to see over the tops of the aisles. He was confused again. He was angry. I shrugged my shoulders and twisted my mouth crookedly at him. I didn’t get it either, I wanted to tell him. I couldn’t have made this happen if I tried, if I could even have conceived of it.
We threw everything in the back of the truck and piled into the cab. Kiera fit, barely, in the narrow back seat if she sat sideways with her legs stretched out. Jessica sat in the middle beside me and Claire got the passenger seat.
We were lucky to book a site. It was completely enshrouded from the campsite road and a thick forest separated us from neighbouring sites. It was peaceful, quiet, and perfect. We set up the enormous tent and decided to dip in the lake first before running back into town to get food supplies to cook.
I changed behind the truck and pulled my shorts and t-shirt back on over my bathing suit. Claire, Jessica and Kiera laughed and squealed and played inside the tent and took forever changing. They stepped out, finally, each in shorts, tank tops, and flip flops. We carried our towels down the dirt road to the lake beach at the end.
I whipped off my t-shirt and shorts and quickly got into the water up to my neck. Behind me taking their time were the three girls, laughing and snickering as they stretched and twisted taking their tops and shorts off.
Kiera was wearing a high-hip blue one-piece that had a choker-style neck and showed too much side-boob. Jessica was in a gleaming white bikini, low hipster style on the bottom with a big metal hoop up top barely holding the two cups together. Claire was in a blue and white-striped bikini that looked like something off a beach in Monaco.
I blinked and turned away and made a screwed-up face to the far end of the lake. Every man for a mile each way up and down the beach stared with saliva-dribbling open mouths, even those with partners. For the next 90 minutes, they went in the water, they splashed each other, they came out together and laid in the sun, they rolled over and back and over again, and they sunscreened each other up. They didn’t go 90 seconds in a row without buff guys saying something walking by, ripped guys trying to sit down with them, built guys trying to get their numbers, cut guys trying out their best pick-up lines, or steroid guys just trying to steal a closer look.
They laughed, they pretended shyness and bashfulness, they widened their eyes, they smiled, and they combed their fingers through their hair. Kiera yelped and hid her wide, embarrassed grin in Claire’s neck. Jessica rolled her eyes and bit her lip and touched the bottom of her top lip with the firm tip of her tongue. Claire boldly let her eyes float down their bodies and back up again, making eyes at them.
I came up out of the lake I was floating blissfully in, gestured with my chin to the shade-enshrouded campsite road, and the girls picked up their towels, shook them out, and held both my hands for balance as they stepped through the thick, sifting sand in bare feet until we got back to the grass where they slipped their flip-flops back on. Kiera entwined her fingers with mine on my left side, and Jessica entwined her fingers with mine on my right side. Claire hopped on my back to ride piggy-back she was so tired, and she rested her chin on my shoulder and said rude things in my ear and tittered. We all carried our clothes and walked back in our bathing suits.
We made a shopping list and piled together back into the truck to get what we needed to eat the rest of the time there. With our food in the iced coolers in the back of the truck, we headed back into the forest and up the road that began to wind through the forest up to the lake on top. That’s when we passed an old-world log-cabin style bar hidden behind huge pine trunks and encircled with pick-up trucks much bigger and wider than mine.
“Let’s go in!” Kiera said.
“I don’t know,” I said.
“It’ll be fun!” Jessica said, clapping her hands and spinning around to catch sight of the place out our back window. “Come on!”
“Claire?” I said.
She pushed herself up against me and licked my face before sucking my ear in her mouth. “Come in after us and don’t sit with us,” she said. “You can watch us that way,” she said, and she squealed and pushed the hard tip of her tongue into my ear. “Perv,” she groaned.
I turned around and rolled back into the gravel parking lot and nestled my small and meek old truck in between the broad, high and angular shoulders of the big men’s trucks.
Jessica flashed me the entire front of her body just before they went in through the saloon-painted doors, and Kiera and Claire shrieked and laughed. Jessica was wearing her hiking boots with her denim shorts and white tank-top, Kiera had put on ass-kicking cowboy boots she brought up for no good reason, with her white shorts and blue halter top, and Claire was in her gleaming white runners and tight black biker shorts and cold-shoulder, thumbhole top. They looked like every beer commercial ever made, only better. I pressed my forehead into the top of the steering wheel, rocked it side to side, shut my eyes, and counted to 100.
I came into the bar in my mind like Clint Eastwood tossing my wool poncho over one shoulder and spitting out the side of my mouth. In reality, I probably looked like a lab mouse dropped into the middle of a fluorescent-lit maze with ten cameras aimed at me. I pushed my shoulders up to my ears and dropped my chin down to my chest and shuffled into the corner where the long bar ended at the wall.
There was a country band playing behind a mesh curtain. Men in big boots and hats and tight t-shirts and jeans, with big beards and brush cuts stood in roughly a circle around the small dance floor with their arms crossed over their chests, their fists bulging their biceps up even bigger than they already were. To be honest, I couldn’t tell if it was a gay bar from downtown Portland we wandered into or a prison exercise yard at San Quentin.
The men grunted and hee-hawed and growled and roared. They brushed up against each other and said things in each other’s ears low and secret. Bulging shoulders tight with thin t-shirts and narrow denim hips jostled against each other, twisting and bumping. Men were clutching at their groins and jutting their jaws crookedly with tight, grimaced grins pulling across their faces. Pain and pleasure appeared intensified. They might have been all standing and they certainly all had clothes on. But otherwise, it was a mass male homoerotic orgy. It was an alpha-fest.
When the song ended and the circle jerk of muscle-strapped men parted, who should appear streaming through the double phalanx of upright testosterone but Jessica, Claire, and Kiera, hand-in-hand in single file, tittering, throwing their hair back, and flashing their bright eyes and smiling their white teeth all around them.
Jessica tugged my arm. Claire laughed with her head thrown back and cried out, “Start the car, start the car!” Kiera grabbed me by the wrist and dragged me out behind them. They ran squealing to the truck, laughing and shrieking. I walked — until I glanced over my shoulder and saw four, then five, then six of the men step outside the doors frowning with confusion — angry with it, in fact.
I hustled quicker to the truck and we took off down the road and up into the dark hills back to our campsite. We sat in our camping chairs around the fire the girls made and we had beers and laughed and talked.
“If it was just us, it would be different,” Jessica said.
“Yeah. Why is that?” Claire said and she poured her beer back.
“It’s chemistry,” Kiera said in a droning voice thoughtfully looking up into the sky.
“Here she goes again,” Jessica groaned and she chuckled.
“No, really, think about it,” Kiera said and she lowered her face to us. “Nitrogen, for example,” she said. “Completely essential to all life, right? But on its own, it’s highly unstable. It almost always pairs up with another nitrogen to become stable. But!” she said, and she held her finger up and chuckled and paused to drink her beer.
“Two nitrogen together is far too stable to be useful for life. But one nitrogen with three oxygen,” she said, “is perfect for life and is the reason we can all be here today.” She nodded with firm assurance.
“Meaning?” Jessica said with a confused frown.
“One with three other kind is better than two alike in a pair!” she said with emphasis, leaning forward, shaking her hair over her face. “Stable enough to exist, but not so stable it doesn’t fertilize life. Callum is the one nitrogen and we’re the three oxygen bonded to him! NO3?” she said, dropping her mouth open and widening her eyes, looking around at each of us in turn. “Nitrate? The food of all life?”
Claire, Jessica, and I all nodded slowly like we understood and we all sipped our beers at the same time, too.
That’s about when they decided to call it a night and filed into the massive tent and put on the lantern-like light inside, hung from the apex of the hub. That’s about when I shifted my chair around to the other side of the fire, slumped down in it, lifted my face to the purity of the black night sky, and lowered my gaze movie-camera-like down to the wall of the tent and to the shadow play of the three girls inside undressing and balancing each other and laughing and murmuring to each other, their naked outlines, their hair, their necks, their shoulders and their chests, the curve of their ribs, the slide of their stomaches and the dip of their abdomens, the rise of their hips, the taper of their thighs, and the curve of their heels as they tip-toed around inside arranging themselves and moving around and against each other, all of it perfectly focused onto the side of the tent with the light behind them.
“You still out there, Callum?” I heard Kiera’s voice, soft and wanting.
“Just putting the fire down,” I said.
“Don’t be long,” Jessica said.
I poured the remainder of my beer over the fire and it sizzled and spit angrily in its final death throes. I never could drink much. I came inside the tent, undressed, and put out the light. The three pods that lead off the hub all had their flaps down, but all were left unzipped. I didn’t use a sleeping bag — I preferred a loose duvet and a queen-sized air mattress. I wasn’t much of an outdoorsy kind of guy. I’d never survive in the wild.
Kiera’s head poked out from the flap over her pod. She held her finger up to her lips and silently went “shhh!” and covered her mouth with her fingers and scrunched her eyes to keep from laughing.
I was lying on my back  staring up at the top of the tent grateful for the peace and quiet. It was so dark inside, there was barely any light at all. She moved like a stalking panther, silently and stealthily. She lifted the side of my duvet and closed it back down over her back. She slid her hand down my arm from my neck, over my shoulder, down my bicep, and around my elbow, her nails lightly scratching all the way.
She slowly, nimbly, found my middle finger in her finger and thumb, and she lifted it. She pulled it from where it clasped with the fingers of my other hand, and she edged it over my hip, over her hip snug up against mine, over the top of her smooth thigh, and between her legs. Silently, slowly, and gently, she parted her legs and pulled the tip of my middle finger down through the lips of her pussy. She was soaking wet. She was burning hot. She inhaled sharply through gritted teeth at the first moment of contact.
She rolled her head slowly sideways over my pillow and pushed her mouth up to my ear. I could feel her warm breath on my neck. She emitted short, jagged, nearly silent gasps. I found her clit — it wasn’t difficult. It was pronounced and hard, unsheathed and hot.
“Fuck me?” she whispered in my ear.
I thought about it a moment. Her hips lifted off the bed and her breath caught. “No one will know,” she whispered with a voice that shook with anticipation.
I eased myself over onto my side and then I dropped my knees down between her legs. I pushed my body up on my locked-straight arms and I sank my hips down against hers. Her hands trembled when she wrapped them both around my cock. She clawed at the skin with her nails. She pulled her knees up and arched deeply in her back. I lowered my mouth to her mouth and she leapt under me, her body roiling and straining. She pushed her head up on her taut neck and bit my ear.
“Now!” she groaned as though in pain.
I sank my hips down and the head of my cock pushed between the wet, hot, and grasping lips of her full, ripe pussy. She was tight, but she was so lubricated, my cock stretched into her to the hilt in one long, slow and smooth thrust.
She vibrated and bit me even though I stopped moving when I got all the way inside her. Her breath stopped and her head thrusted backward. I could feel inside her, when her pussy walls contracted around my cock, grabbing and stroking me so much like a wet warm hand I had to look down between our bodies to check.
She arched impossibly deeply in her back and I felt the gush of her so hot I thought I might burn, and her pussy convulsed and undulated. She rose up against me as though levitating under me and she grimaced deeply into my neck and grunted against my ear, muffling her sounds.
When her body deflated, she sank down from me and disengaged from me below. She rolled onto her side and pulled her legs up to her chest. “Holy fuck,” she groaned barely audibly, and she hauled herself up on her hands and knees, she leaned over my face, and she kissed my mouth and smiled deeply down to me. “Thank you!” she whispered, and she crawled back through her flap and into her pod.
We didn’t even fuck, not really. The whole time I was inside her, I remained perfectly still. I wondered about the female body and psychology and I stared at the black ceiling and folded my arms under my head. I hadn’t pulled the duvet up over me — I still needed to cool down.
That’s when Jessica surprised me, crawling right up to me on her hands and knees before I even knew she had come out of her pod. She hung her face over mine upside down — she’d come out of the pod that was behind my head.
She continued to crawl on her hands and knees down over my body. I didn’t move my arms from where they were folded under my head. She brought her knees down to outside my shoulders, and her elbows down to outside my hips. I was still erect from Kiera’s actions.
Jessica spread her knees on my bed and lowered her trembling hips over my face. Just as the lips of her swollen pussy kissed my mouth shakily, her own mouth went down over the head of my cock. No hands were involved. She slithered her tongue around me inside her mouth and curled her spine in and out to drag her pussy lips up and back over my mouth. I pushed my tongue inside her and she shook and gasped. I suckled on her clit and she sucked harder on my cock.
I ran my hands up and down her legs, long, smooth, and toned. Her hips danced and jerked over my face and I squeezed her ass and slapped her. She moaned with my cock pumping into her mouth, whimpering and whining. Her finger tightened around the base of my cock and her cheeks indented, she sucked me so hard.
She quickly spun her body around on me and dropped her head down between her shoulders so her hair fell around my face on the pillow, and she kissed me sloppily, greedily. She chased my rigid upright cock with her hips and giggled. When she caught the head of my cock in the lips of her pussy, she gasped and arched deeply enough to lift her face up to the ceiling of the tent. She stretched in her back and cupped her hands over her bare breasts and sank her pussy down the length of my cock until our hips mashed together.
I tickled her stretched stomach with my fingertips and pinched and twisted and pulled on her nipples. She swayed on me and twerked her hips and engulfed my slick, gleaming cock with her full and soaking pussy lips. She was so wet we both foamed from her leakage.
Like Kiera before her, she lasted as long as a boy on a first time. On only the fourth or fifth thrust, her stomach clenched and her chin dropped down. She covered her mouth to muffle her grunts but landed her hands on my shoulders hard and clenched her eyes tightly shut. Her hair whipped over my face. Her hips pounded into my hips as rapidly as a machine. The sloshing sucking sounds we made were surely too loud for the close, personal confines of the tent, no matter how big it was.
I could feel her explode on me. Her pussy contracted and her hips clenched. It felt like a thousand fingers milking me inside her pussy. “Fuck Callum!” she cried against my ear and I felt her body spike with a series of intensive spasms rippling through her. She flung herself off me and lay on my bed panting and checking her heart rate. She seized my finger — the same finger Kiera had earlier made me touch her with — and she gasped in joyful awe at me, showing me under her jaw how rapid and hard her heart rate was.
“Thank you boyfriend!” she whispered against my ear and she tittered and crawled on her hands and knees back through her flap into her pod.
I laid back huffing and puffing with my eyes searching the blackness around me wondering if this had happened to any other man and what the proper way to respond was. Was it appropriate to lay there receptively? They were so aggressive and assertive. They were demanding and bold. They did not have any issues expressing their desires. I wondered about that. Just then, I felt a warm, wet mouth close silently, slowly, and snake-like, down the length of my shaft.
Claire. I looked down my body to see her come off me, turn around, drop herself down on her elbows and knees, and stick her ass up at me, wiggling it, waving it, rotating it at me.
She laid her face on its side on her forearm at the base of my bed and twisted to find me behind her. “My turn,” she said in a light, soft whisper.
I held her swaying hips in front of me where I knelt up behind her. She began to moan before I even touched her. She bit her arm to quiet herself and pushed her back down further, and her ass up harder. I wrapped my hands around the sides of her hips and she whimpered. I pulled on her and she whined. I took my cock in my hand and drew the tip of the head up and down through the moist channel of her pussy, and she strained in he neck and cried.
What was with these girls tonight, I thought. All three of them came to me already on the precipice, already peaking, already shaking and writhing.
I put my hand flat down into the small of her back to hold her more still, and I thrusted forward with my hips and entered her, fully, deeply, and slowly. She was extraordinarily tight and smooth and wet. Unlike her two roomies, though, I didn’t even fill her completely, not even with one thrust, before she creamed and shook and bit my sheets and cried out loud. She came harder, too. She could barely crawl when she came off me. She was only able to mouth the words silently over her shoulder to me, her hair over her face, her mouth hanging open. “Thank you,” she said without breath at all.
When I woke up, I peeked into Claire’s pod. She wasn’t there. I heard nothing outside, and looked into Jessica’s pod. She was up and out, too. So was Kiera. I stuck my head out the main entrance. They weren’t out there, either. I got up and started coffee and counted eggs and found the frying pan.
I could hear them all tittering and squealing from the road they came back on. They came into our secluded site all dressed in their shorts and halters and flip flops carrying their toiletry bags back from the washrooms.
“Oh my god! Callum!” Claire shrieked when they all noticed I was up. “Baby!” she said, when she came up against me, and she tugged my hand down to her groin with both her hands around my wrist. “Why didn’t you say something?”
Jessica pushed herself into my side and cupped her hand over my groin. “Because he’s such a man for the ladies, that’s why, isn’t it,” she said, and she raised herself on her toes and drove the hard tip of her tongue into my ear.
Kiera hung from my shoulders behind me and rested her face against my neck. She kissed me under my ear. “You made sure we were all looked after, but you never got to cum, did you?”
“Poor thing,” Claire said. “We’re all guilty of being greedy!” she said with a firm nod.
“Kiera most of all,” Jessica said.
Kiera gasped and slightly slapped her face. “You’re worse!” Kiera said. “Trying to smother the poor guy like that!” she said. “Was it scary, baby?” she said to me in a tiny voice and she kissed my neck. “When Jess sat on your face like that?” She grinned, trying to keep from laughing.
I snorted and rolled my eyes.
“You should have shot all over my back,” Claire said, stepping around me and checking on the boiling coffee. “I wouldn’t have minded.”
“Such a slut!” Jessica said, and she shook her head at Claire and slipped her hand around her waist and pulled her against her hip. She looked up at me and folded a piece of freshly fried bacon into her mouth. “Today is all about you, this time, Mr. Callum,” she said. “The girls have decided it.”
Kiera laughed and stepped out from behind me and joined the other two, all three with their arms around each other’s back, their hands gripping each other’s waists, their hips all pressed together. “We talked about it and decided that for the whole day, you get to pick who to fuck, where to fuck them . . . “
“ . . . not in my butt!” Claire shrieked, and she covered her mouth with her hands with embarrassment.
“ . . . I meant location, you dirty-minded slut,” Kiera said to Claire. “Where to fuck them, and also today, you get to cum inside us if you want!”
“But . . . “ I started.
“We have protection, silly,” Jessica said, and she reached up to tickle the underside of my chin and she tittered.
We had already planned a hike along the river that day. We packed sandwiches and watermelon and wine and water and a blanket. True to their word, all three fawned over me and talked in lilting voices and titters and they frolicked and scampered around me the whole way up. One by one, they removed a top, or their shorts, and then even their bras. There weren’t many people in the campsite, and there was absolutely no one out on the hiking trails. It seemed risky, but the further upstream we went, the less it seemed to matter. Eventually I was stripped down as much as the girls were, which is to nothing at all, except for our sneakers. It felt strange and good to be buck naked outside in nature like that. To watch the three nubile young bodies, ripe and toned, like that, in the air and sunshine, playing and skipping.
The forest cleared a bit and we walked through a shimmering, verdant meadow filled with all colours of wildflowers, and lime-green tall grasses that edged down to the still water of a wide shallow turn of the river dappling and glinting with the shafts of sunlight streaming down into it. They were like three playful nymphs, the way they tittered and tickled and hung on me and kissed me and fondled me, laughing and sticking their tongues out and pretending to try getting away from my grasping hands.
The smooth, broadly arching wide branch of a sycamore swept out over the river and Kiera laid her back down on it, pulling her knees up and resting her heels on the nearly horizontal bough. I stepped into the cooling river water up to my knees, walking over the branch, straddling it. She grasped at my cock and guided me into her, and then she reached over her head and held the bough of the tree for balance and arched deeply in her back the way only she does.
I held her by the tops of her thighs and fucked her smoothly and deeply. Jessica pressed her nude body against my back and whispered dirty things in my ears and reached around my hips with her hands and played with my balls as I gently, rhythmically, fucked Kiera on the smooth bough. Claire hung on my side and kissed me all over my face and neck and chest. She bit my ear and moaned deeply and long, “cum inside her.”
Jessica tittered and nibbled on my other ear. “Cum in her pussy!” she said and she grunted and moaned and smiled and panted.
I looked down at Kiera dappled in streams of sunshine, her body writhing all over the smooth bark of the sycamore bough, her hips rotating and lifting and curling down and thrusting up. Jessica choked the base of my cock with her finger and thumb and she squealed and moaned into my ear. “Cum, baby!” she groaned.
“Cum in her!” Claire groaned in my other ear.
Kiera cried out loud and arched further in her back, impaling herself deeper on my cock. She rubbed her body in front of me and squeezed her breasts. They all squeezed and massaged their breasts. A delirium came over me and I lifted my face to the green-shimmering shafts of sunlight and felt the inside arch of my feet quiver. I curled my toes and dropped my head back and grimaced at the blue sky with my eyes clenched tightly closed.
“Yes!” Jessica groaned in one ear.
“Now baby!” Claire groaned in my other ear.
Kiera whimpered below me, her body palpitating, her breath stopping. I looked down and saw her entire groin glistening with her wetness, it poured so freely out of her. My cock came up and plunged back down into her, foam from both of us squishing out the sides of her pussy.
Jessica pushed my back to make me fuck Kiera deeper. Claire squeezed and scratched my balls. Kiera reached with her straining fingers to dig her nails into the flesh of my hips. She cried out loud and sucked short, sharp inhalations back in, making gasps, moaning, whimpering.
Jessica moaned too, even louder. Her body trembled against my side. She whined against my neck. She sounded like she could hardly breathe. She rubbed her clit frantically and shoved her groin against my hip, grinding me hard.
Claire moaned and cried and sobbed. She was rubbing her clit even more ferociously than Jessica, and she rubbed her entire pelvis all over my hip and leg.
The three of them made a harmony of feminine cries and moans and whimpers that rose up to the low hanging branches and spread out over the slow, lazy river. I shuddered and my thighs clenched hard. I rammed Kiera’s body and jolted her on the branch. Jessica shivered and her knees buckled. Claire gasped and lost her breath and draped her head back. Kiera screamed and pushed her hips up off the tree and ground herself up against my hips.
I grunted and erupted inside her. My cum gushed from the sides of her pussy and flowed down over her inner thighs and over the branch of the tree. I pumped myself into her over and over, pounding my hips against her hips, driving myself harder into her, and losing my mind. All three girls cried out loud in unison as though all were stabbed, all were pushed over the cliff, and all were free-floating through the sky.
But Kiera most of all. I drained myself into her completely and I staggered backward, falling past Jessica and Claire who tried but could not hold me up. I splashed into the river on my back and Claire laughed and Jessica cooed. Kiera rolled off the branch and splashed into the water with us, and we all floated together out from under the branches and into the river under the sun.
The river washed a barely submerged beach of pure white sand and we laid in it where it washed over our bodies and left our faces just out of the surface to breathe. Jessica took my hand and lead me out into the deeper water while Kiera and Claire finally crawled out and spread the blanket on the grass and set out our food.
She kissed me and laughed and lifted her weightless body up to close her legs around my waist. I wasn’t completely hard again yet, but she pushed her pussy down over my cock and made me hard again with her kissing and grinding and purring and cooing.
With Claire and Kiera dressed again and sitting on the blanket sipping wine and relaxing with hats on watching, Jessica rode me in the water that came up to our hips, until she made me cum inside her a second, more gentle, and longer, more deeper time.
She laughed and licked my face and lead me out of the water and up the small bank. I sat with them on the blanket and they fed me bites of watermelon and cheese and sausages and torn pieces of baguette and we talked about school and careers and things to do to make our shared house nicer.
After we napped, Claire pulled me up, yanking on my wrist. “You guys stay here,” she said to Kiera and Jessica, and she entwined her fingers in mine and smiled and lead me into the cooler grass that grew shorter under the wide circle of the curtain-like branches of a huge willow. “I don’t like to be watched so much, not like those two,” she said. “Especially Jessica!”
She pulled my shorts down and sucked on my cock loosely with moans and groans. She climbed up on me after pulling her shorts and panties off, and she rested her hands into my chest and guided my hard-again cock into her. It was a slow and lazy fucking. She rocked on me like waves of a lake lapping a shore.
“Is this good?” she groaned. “Do you like it like this?” she said. “Or do you want to fuck me like you did last night?” she said. Her eyes were closed the whole time. Her body moved on me rhythmically as a slow song.
“I don’t think I have the energy left in me to do anything more than this,” I said, lying flat on my back with my arms and legs spread out in star-like formation.
“Cum inside me too?” she whispered in my ear when she crouched down low over my body.
I wrapped my hands around her butt and she squealed with delight. I bounced her body on my hips, driving up into her, and she cried with surprise and shock. When I erupted up into her, she shot her head back and dropped her chin down like it was her that was doing the ejaculating.
We came back to the other two dressed and hand in hand, the same way we left them. We slept that night all of us in the main room of the tent, after we pushed all our beds together into it. We slept like a single organism of 16 limbs twisted and entangled together. It was impossible to tell what belonged to whom, even among one’s own limbs and body. It was magical.
It was when the first of the morning light glowed outside the tent that I heard the low rumble of one of those big, hard, and mean trucks, and the wash of gravel it crushed under wheel, coming up our campsite entrance.
I unzipped the main door just enough to stick my head out, like a baby getting born. Three of those big, bearded, and bad-ass men from the country music bar the previous night stood like guards, their hands clasped over their fists clenched in front of their groins. They were spread across in front of the truck they left idling, staring, waiting for us.
“What you got going on in there, partner?” the biggest one in the middle said. They all had shades on, though it wasn’t that bright, not in our enshrouded space.
“Sorry?” I said.
“You’re wouldn’t be one of them . . . ” another one started, before pausing, and he rolled his finger around and nodded encouragingly like I was meant to finish his sentence for him.
“Queers, he means,” the third guy said, and they all chuckled deeply and manly-like.
I pulled my head inside the tent and pulled the zipper back up. Three young girls, beautiful, naked, and sexually satisfied, sat up in a circle around my bed. I narrowed my eyes at them and tilted my head sideways. Being called “queer” in that situation was not what first came to my mind.
I pulled on some clothes and stepped out of the tent, zipping it up behind me. It was 7 in the morning. But I knew their kind. My best friend used to be one of them.
I reached into the box standing up on the picnic table, pulled out three cans of beer, and tossed one to each of them, before I pulled out one more for me. I pulled the tab back to make it give up its satisfying hiss, and then I pounded that motherfucker back into my throat and finished it in one go, slamming the can down, gasping with a hot breath, and gripping the table to balance myself for the enormous burp that was coming up next. I laughed.
“Fishing any good in that motherfucking river?” I said, hooking my thumb over my shoulder. “Or is that dock down there just for pussies and posers?” I said.
“Nah, there’s fish in there,” the first guy said, taking off his glasses. He had confusion on his face, but not the angry kind.
“You shittin’ me?” I said, and I walked past them still standing in a row, and I faked a gut punch to the nearest guy and chuckled. “Bills and 49ers this year, boys!” I shouted. “Book it!”
Kiera made us buy a football back at the store in the city. I found it in the back of the truck and threw it in a perfect, high-arcing spiral to the three of them. Reed had taught me how to do that. He said it would come in handy some day.
That Reed. He was right, wasn’t he . . . .
By the time the girls crawled out of the tent, me and the three guys were laughing, shouting, and throwing the pigskin around the campsite like the best of old buddies. I used my eyes to tell Claire to get everything in the truck and to get the tent down, too, pronto. 




8: The amusement park

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. 




9: The house party

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. 




10: Thanksgiving weekend

Thanksgiving weekend loomed. I had to play the boyfriend brought home for three different girlfriends. And in each case, nobody in any of the families was to find out that I had another girlfriend besides their beloved daughter. Or that I actually had two other girlfriends. Or that all three girlfriends not only knew each other, but were living together — and with me. And not only were we all living together, but they all knew about each other being linked to me romantically — and all at the same time, too! (Often literally . . . . )
The hardest thing we’d have to explain, if we got caught, was how, accidentally or not, this had actually become our preferred arrangement. It was an accidental harem from the beginning — nothing was planned, and we went through our own shock and adjustment with how it came about, too. But we all found we liked our little secret harem — a lot. It would be too much to explain to anyone. Still, we had to figure out how to pull it off.
We sprawled on my double king bed up in the increasingly bedouin tent-like attic, pale white muslin curtains closed around the bed, a thousand pillows thrown all around it, point lights high up in the arching ceiling looking like stars above the oasis in the desert, peacefully droning arabic music playing. Claire, Jessica, and Kiera sprawled over my bed in different orientations half over each other and me, dressed in t-shirts and panties, me in shorts, all our bare limbs entangled.
Kiera rolled over onto her stomach and laid her hands, one over the other, over my crossed knees. My foot got crushed down by her groin that she pushed down harder with her curling hips, snickering. “Our houses back home aren’t too far apart,” she said. “It’s only a few miles between each of them, back home.”
Jessica crawled over on her hands and knees like some burdened pack animal and laid playfully down completely over top of Kiera. She rested her chin on Kiera’s head.
Kiera snorted. “You’re crushing me!” she groaned into my thighs with a grin.
Jessica ignored her. “It’s true — you could make it from one house to the other in just a few minutes,” she said.
Claire pushed her heels into the mattress and shoved herself backward on her back until she came close enough to lower her head down on my stomach. She crossed her ankle over her pulled up knee and clasped her hands over her stomach. “The problem is, how does he explain leaving one of our houses to go to the other? And dinner is going to be pretty much at the same time for all of them — he can only be at one.”
Jessica rolled off of Kiera’s back and walked languidly on her hands and knees over Claire’s body and up to my face where I was propped up against pillows stacked behind me against the headboard. She casually kissed my mouth and searched my teeth with her tongue. “I wish we could just stay here,” she said. “And fuck all weekend instead.” She flopped down beside me to share my pillows and wriggled her feet under Claire’s back.
Claire absent-mindedly massaged her calves and the backs of her thighs. “That’s all you ever want to do, Jess — fuck our boyfriend day and night. But that does sound pretty nice, not gonna lie,” she said.
“What if,” I said, finally peeling my eyes away from the very peak of the ceiling, “I had to attend an academic conference all weekend?”
Kiera pushed herself up toward my lap, far enough to find my bulge under her face, and she pushed her lips into the fabric to kiss me there. “It’s Thanksgiving, who would have a conference over Thanksgiving?” she said. She pretended to bare her teeth and readied to bite my cock off.
“Europeans don’t give a shit about Thanksgiving,” I said.
Claire rolled over onto her stomach and pushed her face around my chest and ribs and stomach, kissing me and licking me and biting me here and there. She casually, lazily, blew a raspberry on my stomach and laughed. “That would make you absent for all of us, which means we aren’t bringing our boyfriend home to meet mom and dad,” she said. “We already said we were, though.”
“What if it’s an online conference?” I said. “So I’m not having to travel.”
Jessica curled up beside me on the pillows, pulling her knees up to her chest and lying on her side. She kissed my shoulder and neck and buried her face in my hair. “Still too much time away,” she said. “I want to fuck you right now so badly,” she whispered into my ear privately.
I wrapped my arm around her back. “What if it’s a history association conference and I don’t have to attend every event, but I get to pick and choose?” I said.
Kiera pushed the side of her face into the crotch of my shorts and moaned lightly, rubbing herself all around my groin. “So why go to any at all, then?” she said. “Wouldn’t you spend time with your girlfriend’s family in that case?” she said.
“What if,” I said, warming up to the idea, “I was a voting member of a delegation, so that there were events I was obligated to be at, but otherwise, I could miss other things?” I said.
Claire pushed her hand under my shorts and curled her cool fingers around the shaft of my half-stirred cock. Kiera pulled the drawstring waist of my shorts down enough for Claire to stand my cock up for her, and she kissed the head and lazily sank her mouth down over it. She came back up, rubbing her cheeks and neck into it. Claire steered the head of my cock around Kiera’s face. “So why not just do your meetings at the house?” Claire said. “Why would you have to leave the house?” She gasped a moment watching from up close as Kiera took my cock deeper inside her mouth. I saw her slowly, lightly, rub herself on the front of her panties.
I snapped my finger. “Because I have colleagues at a hotel room I have to meet with for strategizing for votes that come up, and we have to meet face-to-face to hash things out quickly!”
Claire laid her face sideways on my stomach so she could get under Kiera’s face and watch even closer as Kiera’s lips closed around the head of my strengthening cock. She pushed her mouth down over my thickening and hardening shaft. “Wait a second,” she said. “What kind of history conference has votes?” She snorted and tittered. Kiera’s mouth pushed all the way down to the base of my cock before she slowly, tightly, pulled her lips  back up.
“She doesn’t even gag anymore, did you see?” Jessica said to me, and she snorted and kissed my cheek. “Is it nice?”
“Pretty good,” I said.
Kiera pulled her mouth up off my cock and stroked it against her face. “Just pretty good?” she said and she rolled her eyes knowingly at Claire. “Our man, I swear,” she said. “Does he take his harem for granted?”
“Let me try,” Claire said, and she pushed her face under Kiera’s face and closed her mouth around the head of my cock. It contrasted with Kiera’s mouth in size, warmth, and wetness. I caught my breath short and grunted lightly. Jessica snorted and smiled against my cheek. “You’re so predictable,” she groaned against my skin through her grin. “Our boyfriend is very predictable,” she said to the others and she laughed.
“You’d be surprised what we have to vote on,” I said, watching through Jessica’s hair as Claire sank her mouth down on my cock. Kiera pushed her face up into my balls to lick and tease me there. “The history association has to vote on all sorts of issues — to either end debate on some controversy, or take a position or not as an official organ of the tenured historians. Lots of stuff,” I said.
Claire pushed her mouth down my shaft deeper and pulled it back up and off with a suctioning pop. “Can you feel it press into the back of your throat?” she said to Kiera.
“Uh-huh,” Kiera said, and she kissed the side of the shaft where Claire held it upright between their faces. “It triggers me sometimes, too, when I do that,” she said.
Claire snorted and stretched forward to kiss Kiera on the mouth. “Me too,” she said. “It’s a different kind of climax, though.”
“So you guys vote on what happened in some year in some place like 16th century Italy or something?” Jessica said, and she pushed herself down my body and muscled her way between Kiera and Claire to kiss the head of my cock herself and sink her mouth down over it. The contrast between her and Claire — between all three of them — made me shiver.
“It’s not that specific,” I said. “More like the overall framework for everything in a certain period and place,” I said. “When you think about it, the moment something slides into the past, it no longer exists,” I said, watching Jessica pump her mouth up and down my cock. She held her hair out of the way. “If we say it existed, it’s only because we have to agree on that.” I watched lick the side of my cock and drag her lips along it. Both Kiera and Claire watched Jessica, too, as she sucked on me and they wrapped their hands together around my shaft under Jessica’s mouth so they could together pump me in time with her mouth. “We have to agree, for example, that there was a Europe, and that there was a Renaissance in it,” I said.
“That sounds so crazy,” Claire said. She looked up at me with a screwed up face and crawled over to insert herself under Kiera’s hips. Kiera lifted her body enough to let Claire slip her head under her groin. 
She inhaled sharply and flinched. “Fuck, Claire!” she said. “Warm a girl up, would you?” she said, and she laughed and looked down under her body at Claire pushing her mouth up against her pussy from under her.
Jessica turned around to lie on my body backward. She pushed her hips up at my face behind her. She and Kiera played together with their tongues over my cock. I pushed Jessica’s thighs apart and rubbed my thumb over the whole area of her wet groin.
“I’ll spend some time at one house, say that there’s a vote I need to get to a fellow student’s house for, and then go to the next house, and keep doing that,” I said.
I wasn’t sure they were hearing me anymore. They continued their exploits on each other’s bodies, and mine, in my bed. I stretched up in my neck and lightly kissed Jessica’s pussy. I pushed my thumb tip against her anus. She moaned on my cock, muffled and high, and wriggled her body over mine. Kiera gently sucked and licked my balls while Claire pushed her face up under her groin and lashed her tongue sloppily all over her pussy.
Jessica turned around over top of my body.  Kiera slipped down to lie on her tummy and continued to lick my balls, and now also Jessica’s anus and perineum. Claire stretched up beside me and kissed my ear. “We love you so much,” she whispered with nearly no breath at all into my ear. Jessica pushed her hands down into my chest and arched her back. She rolled her head back and dropped her mouth open. Kiera pulled on her hips and she slid her sopping and wet pussy down the shaft of my cock.
Claire pulled my face with a finger under my chin toward her on the pillows under our heads and we kissed with wrestling tongues. “Jessica loves fucking you so much,” she groaned, and she snorted and buried her tongue deep into my mouth. Jessica rode up and down as slowly as waves at midnight lapping the shore of a lake. Kiera pushed her face under Jessica and me and sucked and licked us all over. When Jessica rocked forward and my cock fell out of her pussy, Kiera took it deep in her mouth, swirled her tongue around it, and pushed it back for Jessica to take up her pussy again. Claire moaned inside our kiss. “I’m going to cum,” Claire whispered in a shaking voice. Her hand was busy inside her stretched panties.
She rolled onto her back beside me and lifted her hips and pulled her panties down to stretch between her thighs. Jessica fell down onto her elbows and stretched to the side to take Claire’s mouth with a kiss. When her pussy came up my cock, I could feel Kiera lash at the shaft with her flicking tongue.
Kiera pushed on the bottom of Jessica and she rolled off me and pushed her groin against Claire’s groin. They entangled their limbs around each other’s body beside me on the bed and curled their hips up at each other. Kiera climbed up over me and took Jessica’s place, reaching around her back to grip my cock behind her, and sink her pussy down over it.
Claire and Jessica rocked their hips together, and by their breath and moans, I knew they were going to make each other soon climax. Kiera could hear it too. She fell down over me and bit my ear and moaned. I wrapped my hands around her butt and pushed my hips up into her from below. When Jessica and Claire started gasping and stretching with spasms rippling through their bodies, I was unable to hold myself back any longer. Kiera could feel me plunge myself up into her with greater abandon and she began to scrunch her fists and toes and lose her breath.
I ejaculated into her. She stretched far back and her body shook on me. She dropped her mouth open in a silent scream. Jessica and Claire both gasped and cried out at the same time beside us. Kiera fell off and rolled her head onto the pillow to my left. Claire stretched her body flat out on her back with her head on the pillow to my right. And Jessica fell over onto Claire’s right. All in a row, all flat on our backs, we caught our breath, we laughed, and we calmed out heart rates.
I began at Claire’s house. If the ruse worked there, it would work at all of their houses. Jessica and Kiera waited in a cafe. After saying our hellos to Claire’s parents, I explained how I’d need to duck out now and then for the conference goings-on. “A couple other students are doing the same thing — we’re meeting at one of their houses. We’re taking turns,” I explained.
“Whoever heard of historians voting on what happened?” Claire’s mom said, and Claire dropped her jaw and said, “Right!?”
I pretended to get a text and said, “Ah! There we go, I’m up,” I said. I dashed out the door and into the car and sped to the cafe. Jessica hopped in and we whipped around to her house. There, we greeted her parents and her two siblings, she showed me around, I made my explanation, pretended to get a call, and I flew out of there.
I picked up Kiera and did the same thing. So far, so good, I thought, as she introduced me to her parents and brother. Stage one went off without a hitch. Now the problem would be the actual dinner. They all planned sit-down formal dinners, all around 6. The issue was, earlier in the afternoon made sense. The fake conference was seven hours ahead of us and I could claim there were late evening meetings. But dinner at 6 here would be one in the morning there.
Kiera managed to convince her parents to start eating at 5:30, and Jessica managed to convince her’s to eat at 6:30. That allowed me to start dinner three times at the three different houses. But finish at only one of them. And the time would only be later at night at the fake conference in Europe.
“It’s a raging controversy,” I explained to Kiera’s parents. “The decision will determine which articles will be accepted and which will be rejected from the journal,” I said.
“Isn’t the reason whether the article is good or not?” her mom said, frowning and slowly processing the mashed potatoes in her mouth.
“They’re all going to be good. But imagine, for instance,” I said, “a journal published by an association of historians focused on the 20th century, that receives an article that denies the holocaust,” I said and I shrugged. “Or even downplays it, or suggests it happened but for other reasons besides anti-semitism,” I said.
“Wouldn’t the editors reject it?” her father said.
“They would want to, you’d hope, but they need legal justifications to do so — getting published has major consequences for your career. Getting rejected, you could sue if it wasn’t for defensible reasons.”
“So the association puts in the rules, so that the editors can point to those rules as the reason?” her mothers said.
“That’s exactly it — it gives them cover,” I said. “And now,” I glanced at my phone, “I really must go, every vote counts!” Kiera kissed me at the front door. I hopped in the car and raced to Jessica’s.
I was just in time. When it came time to make tracks to Claire’s, the same conversation came up.
“What’s the controversy about now?” her father said. “You don’t do 20th Century,” her father said.
“Believe it or not,” I said, “it’s what constituted marriage. So, for example, it was only in the 12th Century the church and the government got involved in marriage, and that was only when it was first defined — when you had officials and witnesses, and documents you had to sign, records to file at the townhall or the church,” I said.
“So what was marriage before that?” her mother asked.
“Well that’s just it,” I said. “There are some who say that since there’s little evidence of what it was before then — no records, no documents — we’re free to speculate on it being between any two people, or even between any number of people,” I said. “You were married if you went around saying you were. And you stopped being married the same way — if you went around saying you weren’t anymore. That was all it was.”
“Sounds like chaos,” her father said.
I snorted. “Exactly what the church said!” I said. “That’s why they imposed rules on it.”
“What’s the controversy?” her mom asked.
“Well,” I said, “the conventional take is that the Church only formalized what was already in practice, and that they didn’t change it that much. But their are a group of newer historians saying that since the evidence of that kind of strict definition of marriage doesn’t exist, we should open up our view to allowing that there must have been same-sex marriages, for example, and polygamous marriages, too,” I said. “And the traditional historians think that this is just some new politicization of medieval history and they’re just trying to lay their own fights at the doors of medieval history,” I said. “And with that, I am afraid I must dash! The battle is raging!”
I got out of there before their next inevitable question: Which side am I on? I had no such luck escaping that question at Claire’s house. “Which side am I on?” I repeated Claire’s mother’s question to buy some time and think.
“Did marriage ever used to mean whatever anyone wanted it to mean, with whoever and however many people?” she said.
Claire squeezed my hand in hers under the table. The irony wasn’t lost on her: we were, her, me, Jessica and Kiera, pretty much living in a marriage-like situation back up at college all together.
“Well,” I hedged. “When we say ‘the fall of Rome,’ that’s kind of a misnomer,” I said. “Based on one biased book. Rome didn’t so much as fall, as move its capital, transform it’s look, take on different characteristics,” I said. “There’s more or less a fairly smooth way of life from, say, year 0 to year 1200,” I said, “for everyone who wasn’t in the elite.“
Claire surreptitiously pulled my hand up under her skirt and pressed my fingers into the front of her panties, all under the table. “And in Rome, marriage l ike we understand it was only for that 1% at the top. For the common folk, it really was unregulated — you were married if you said you were, and divorced if you said so, and that was it. Circumstances would dictate what you did and how you lived — everyone was just struggling to get by, after all,” I said.
Claire looked at me like she was interested, even as she pulled the waist of her panties out and pushed my middle finger down under them, guiding the fingertip to the lips of her pussy. She was, of course, wet.
“So . . . ” her mother tilted her head sideways and smirked crookedly at me. Doubt made her eyes squint and her chin recoil. “. . . there was nothing stopping a man, say, from being married to two women? Or three?” she said.
Claire squeezed me harder under the table. I had no intention of taking the conversation there. It was far too close, and way too hot a fire, for comfort. But I could not derail it, either. “It would be something for the wife, or wives, to personally object to if they wanted to or not,” I said. “But poverty, struggle, short lives, the cold, that sort of thing, meant that, if a guy had a house . . . ” I shrugged.
“ . . . it might make more sense, you’re saying,” Claire’s father broke in, “for a woman to join another woman and a man, than to try her luck finding her own guy?” he said.
“I mean,” I shrugged, “we’re talking about generations and generations over millennia of people who are strictly subsistence survivors and who are not seeing any increase in their material well-being — they are living the exact same life that their ancestors from thousands of years earlier were living. Progress in any sense of the word was just not . . . “ I paused. “ . . . invented yet.”
“So you’re saying marriage,” her mother started up again with a wry grin, “except for a few recent centuries, was just a free-for-all through all time?” She laughed like it was a hoot.
Claire looked at her and pushed my middle finger up through the cleft of her pussy lips and into the hot plasma of her pussy. She snapped a celery stick off in her bared teeth.
“Well the one-female-to-one-male idea, the legally-binding contractual nature of it,” I said, “the government filings, the Church officially presiding over it, the discrete one-family matrimonial house, the separated and sealed bedrooms,” I shrugged, “that was all new, it was all invented after the 12th century, for ordinary people, anyway,” I said. “The default human state before this sort of order was imposed on us was, yeah . . . ” I said, looking at her mother. “ . . .  a free-for-all, I guess you could say. People arranged their living situations according to what suited them, according to what they needed,” I said. “And nobody much cared. There wasn’t really much government around on that level. I mean, even the Church — the official Church, the hierarchical thing with rules from the pope on down and all that, and priests with legal authority to say who was married and when — none of that was around yet.”
“That sounds utterly chaotic,” her mother said and she shook her head.
Claire opened her legs wider, slowly, and arched her back slightly to curl her hips down and drive her pussy over my finger deeper.
I laughed. “It probably was chaotic!” I said. “But since nobody owned much of anything worth anything at all or had any money or assets or any property, it didn’t really matter — there was nothing to fight over. It’s only with the rise of widespread prosperity — it’s only with the advent of progress and gain — that there was something to divide up in a divorce. So that was really the point it started to matter if there were records saying who was married to whom and when,” I said.
I pulled my phone out pretending it buzzed in my pocket. “And with that, I must take off,” I said. “Things are afoot in Europe!” I laughed.
Claire walked me to the door. “You are a risk taker!” she said, and she slapped my butt.
“And you aren’t,” I said. We kissed and I sped out of there. I got to Kiera’s house to spend a little time there and make myself look like a boyfriend for a bit and not like someone who just scored a free meal.
She took me up to her childhood bedroom. “So far so good,” she said.
“This is where you grew up, is it?” I said, stating the obvious.
She bit her lip and stepped up to me. She cupped her hand around my crotch. “It’s where I learned how to masturbate, if that’s what you’re asking,” she said and she chuckled. She kicked her foot out behind me and caught the door with her toes just enough to swing it mostly shut. She snorted lightly, smiled, pinched the tip of her tongue between her teeth, and draped her arms around my shoulders.
“Not exactly what I was asking,” I said.
“Lay down, baby,” she said.
“Not in here,” I said.
She pushed me until the backs of my knees caught on the foot of her bed, and I fell down on my back under her. “Did Jessica or Claire look after you yet? You’ve been doing so much,” she said.
“Yeah, no, hardly,” I said. “I almost blew it at Claire’s — her mother was really probing things about my fake conference,” I said. “And Claire was pushing my finger up her pussy.”
We could hear her parents and siblings downstairs, directly under the floor of her bedroom. “Of course she was, poor thing,” she said, and she came down on her knees between my legs where they hung over the edge of her bed.
“Kiera, no,” I said. “Not in your bedroom.”
“But you’re my boyfriend,” she said, “your husband, according to you.” She snickered and pulled my fingers back from where I cupped my hands over my groin. She pulled my pants open and pulled my fly down.
“No I’m not, that was just a bunch of talk,” I said.
She ignored me. “Does that make Claire and Jess my wives, too?” she said. She pulled my cock up and out of my pants and stood it up in front of her face. She put on her big, innocent eyes, and stared up at me over my chest as she licked from the base to the head with her long, flat, lazy tongue hanging out her mouth.
I thought about it. “You know, I don’t really know what the women would have called each other if they were all married to the same guy,” I said.
“I’m going to call them my wives,” she said, and she closed her mouth around the head of my cock and moaned on me.
“Be quiet!” I said.
She snorted but pushed her mouth further down the length of my cock. She came back up and off me and pushed my glistening shaft against her cheek. She kissed it tenderly and pretended, for a moment, like she was going to bite it off. “Cum in my mouth so we don’t get any on the sheets or our clothes,” she said.
“No Kiera!” I protested. “This isn’t safe.”
She wrapped her tongue around my shaft and kissed it up and down and flicked me with her tongue. “Guys like it when it’s quick and dirty, with no lead up and foreplay and all that, don’t they,” she said.
“I don’t know,” I said.
She laughed and took the head of my cock in her mouth and lashed her tongue all around inside. “Give me a break, you used to live with Reed,” she said. She sat back on her calves and stroked my cock in both her hands. She played around with it, keeping it between our eyes as though to hide behind it, and she smirked. “Tell me the truth — does it turn you on a when a girl wants to do it fast and quick, out of the blue, like a spur of the moment thing — with no long, drawn-out, lead up?”
“No talking you mean?” I said and I fell back.
She snorted. “Exactly,” she whispered, and she pushed her mouth down the length of my shaft, wrapped both her hands around the base, and started pumping herself on me without altering her pressure or pace. Even when I gasped and kicked and pushed my fingers through her hair, she refused to alter anything. She knew what she was going to do to me. Her regularity was driving me insane. She was right — going about it quickly, methodically, had an effect on me.
I struggled to not make sounds. She came up higher on her knees and bobbed her head deeper down between her shoulders. Her whole body moved up and down on me, and her hands and mouth slid over my saliva-dripping cock. I tapped her arm to tell her, but she shook me off. My thighs went hard and my toes curled down. She made a tiny, light chirp in the back of her throat.
I arched in my back and grimaced across my face. She sucked my life out of my cock. I punched the bed and clamped my eyes shut. She only created more suction with her mouth.
When I erupted into her, my core crunched so hard, I half sat up. I erupted with enormous pent-up energy into her mouth. She struggled to keep her mouth sealed around my cock and to swallow me, with so much that I pumped into her throat. When I finally subsided and fell back down, she carefully licked me inside her mouth, before pulling off and smacking her lips. She examined my cock and licked where she found cum that leaked. And then she stood up, she yanked on my wrists, and wouldn’t let me sleep. “You have to go to Jessica’s,” she said. “She texted me.”
In a half-delirious state, I went out to my car and drove as though on auto-pilot over to Jessica’s family home. They were all intrigued by my conference details and asked too many questions for me to keep things straight in my head. Jessica took me downstairs to show me the indoor swimming pool they had down there. There were loungers by the poolside. She pushed me down under her and walked on her knees up over my legs.
“Did Kiera tell you it was an emergency?” she said and she snorted.
“She did,” I said.
“I told her to,” she said, and she reached up under her skirt and pulled down her panties from inside the ruffles.
“Jessica,” I said, “this isn’t safe.”
“What isn’t safe,” she said, “is leaving me alone so long.” She knelt over my hips and spread her skirt around my body under her. She pushed one hand into my chest on the end of her locked straight arm, and with her other hand, she reached under her skirt and pulled on my cock.
I might have only a few minutes earlier ejaculated with force into Kiera’s mouth, but Jessica never failed to bring me up again, the way she moved, the way she spoke, the way her body twisted and her eyes drew up and down and side to side. She moved on me like there was nothing ever so pleasurable as just that.
She shivered in her hard thighs and twisted in her jutting ribs to reach behind her butt and find my cock, hard and long and hot again. She lowered her hips until her pussy lips folded, stretching, around the head of my cock. The tiny gasp and breathy moan she made as she pushed down over me was stirring. I lost my resistance and dropped back into the indoor poolside lounger. 
The way Kiera made love to me, it was like she loved nothing more than knowing and feeling my pleasure. The way Claire did it, it was like the mutual pleasure between us was the key that turned her wild. With Jessica, the way she moved on me, the way she closed her eyes, the way she sank into it, it was as though it was all about her own pleasure. The funny thing about human nature is, I couldn’t say which of my different roles with each of them was more pleasurable to me — being the complete subject, being in a mixed role, or being the complete object.
It had been some time since we made love with each other separately instead of all mixed up together on one bed, or on the couch or floor or in a tent. I couldn’t recall the last time I did it with any of them in a totally different place from where the others were. It felt unusual to be allowed to focus on one at time. It was the most we’d ever been like actual, conventional boyfriend and girlfriend since we all first met.
Jessica did that to me when she rocked on me, her back contorting, her hair sweeping side to side, her breathing  short and jagged. She was so focused on her own pleasure, she allowed me to go into my own mind, too. I recalled the first time we were together, in my bedroom in the basement I shared with Reed. How she came to me from his room, how she closed the door, how in the darkness she disrobed.
Jessica grunted softly and started rubbing her abdomen harder over my pubic bone, grinding herself against me, and rolling her face further back. Her fingers curled in and her nails dug into the skin around my sides. Her jaw dropped wider open. Her hips shook. I knew that if I gripped her waist, she’d struggle against my hands to swing her hips more widely up and down, and she’d fuck me more forcefully and make herself cum on me more quickly.
We could hear her family talking loudly upstairs. Her mother called through the door down, looking for her.
“In a sec,” Jessica shouted back without stopping her hips grinding hard down into my hips. “Shit,” she groaned to herself, and I felt her pussy start to contract around my cock deep inside her. Kiera, when she climaxed on me, her hips began to slam into me and she rotated them and ground them down hard into me. It was the opposite to her personality otherwise.
Jessica climaxed opposite to her personality, too. When she came on me, she nearly stopped moving altogether. The effect was mesmerizing, the way she brought us both to the precipice where the slightest shift would make us both explode.
I could tell Jessica was on the cusp when she stopped fucking me. At that moment, I knew that all I had to do was wrap my hands around her waist, and she would vibrate in her hips, and spasm in her pussy. Her mother called again just as Jessica wavered over the edge of the cliff. I took her waist in my hands and squeezed her and pushed her down on my hips. Her climax was explosive. She buried her face in my neck to muffle her cries. I could feel the spasms inside her body rippling out through all her limbs. Her contractions made me cum, but because Kiera had so recently drained me, I didn’t make a mess of Jessica’s pussy and thighs, nor of my pants.
She rolled off and tittered languidly before she wavered on her feet, settled her skirt down around her legs, and popped her eyes wide open at me to tell me what a doozy that one was. She grabbed my hand to pull me upstairs. I was the one who noticed, and went back for, her twisted-up panties lying on the side of the pool. She laughed and I stuffed them in my pocket. Her mother was at the top of the stairs about to come down to investigate.
I made my excuse and dashed away to Claire’s house. Kiera and Jessica both already told their parents I would be sleeping at friend’s house. Their parents weren’t necessarily opposed to us sharing a bed in their house, but they were also relieved to see I wasn’t. They thought, in both cases, we were being respectful and traditional. Little did they know.
Claire’s parents showed me to her brother’s bedroom, next door to Claire’s room, upstairs. He was at his girlfriend’s house that night. It wasn’t long before Claire texted me to sneak next-door into her room.
She pulled up the sheets and I slipped silently into the bed beside her. She pinched my lips together between her finger and thumb and she covered my mouth with her mouth, all moist and warm. I didn’t have to reach between her legs to know I’d find her wet. She pulled her knees up and pulled her panties down.
Her bedroom still had posters and pink lampshades and other younger things filling it up. It gave me insight into her upbringing: she had been pampered and indulged.
“Hey,” I whispered. “You remember the first time?”
She rolled her body over the top of my body and let her legs spread and her knees fall down the sides of my hips. She ground her groin against my cock where it lay up over my stomach.
“Of course,” she said, and she invaded my mouth with her tongue. She curled her hips in and out and rubbed her pelvis up and down over the underside of my cock pinned between our bodies.
“Remember in the morning? Reed coming in my room and finding you in my bed?” I said. We had to whisper everything. Her parents were in their room on the same floor.
She used her dextrous hips to bring my cock, hardening and thicker, up enough to capture me with her pussy lips. She snorted, too. She was always oddly proud of what she could do without using hands. She gasped and arched her back as she slid her greasy and tight pussy down the shaft of my hard cock.
“I barely remember that,” she said, and she laid her head on the pillow beside me and moved on me in a slow, languid manner, kissing my cheek and neck.
“I tried so hard to find you — you left so abruptly,” I said.
She grunted and curled her hips in tighter and sank her pussy down to the base of my cock. “That’s because I knew I was in trouble with you,” she said.
“Meaning?” I said.
She lifted herself up enough to bring her mouth down over my mouth, and she kissed me fully and completely. She rocked slowly up and back over my hips, rubbing her groin into my abdomen as she did so.
“Meaning,” she said, “you were distinctly boyfriend material.” She jerked her hips harder against my hips. “Very bad.”
“How was that so bad?” I said, wrapping my hands around her waist. It was safe to do so with Claire. She didn’t climax from that.
“Why are you so smart sometimes, and so stupid some other times?” she said. She breathed harder. She jutted her chin crookedly. She grunted into my ear.
“Not getting it,” I said.
She pushed herself up high over me and sank the heels of her hands into my shoulders. She whipped her hair back over her shoulders. “I’m too busy for a real boyfriend,” she said. “I only ever wanted to go with guys like Reed — guys I could fuck and forget.”
“It felt like you fucked and forgot me,” I said, and I chuckled.
She fell over me and tittered in my ear. “Believe me, I didn’t forget you. I had to run away from you,” she said.
“So what changed when we saw each other at that huge cottage party?” I said.
“I caught you fucking Jessica,” she said, “don’t you remember?”
“And Kiera,” I said.
“Right?” she said. Her breathing quickened and shortened and her mouth dropped wider open. The thrusts of her hips into my hips became less regular and more snappy and jerky.
“How did that make it different?” I said.
“Because, dummy,” she said, falling down on me to crouch over my body. She began to grind and rotate her hips around my hips, cramming my cock deeper into her pussy. “It meant I didn’t have to look after you all by myself.”
“Guys need looking after?” I said.
She gasped and laughed so hard, she had to cover her mouth to keep from squealing out loud. She rolled off me and onto her back beside me. “Oh my god,” she said. “Have you never been with guys like Reed?”
I rolled over on top of her. She spread her legs around my waist and locked her ankles in my back. I pushed my cock down into her pussy and held myself up over her body on my elbows. “Not exactly, no,” I said.
She snorted. “Touche,” she said. “Well, take it from me, alphas are the highest maintenance creatures on the fucking planet,” she said. “Their egos are like soap bubbles — the bigger they are, the more fragile, and the more of nothing they turn into when you pop them, too,” she said.
“I didn’t know that,” I said. I drove my hips piston-like down between Claire’s spread legs. We both fucked like that often — a method short of tantric bliss, but sustained nonetheless at a heightened level of pleasure. Her and I could fuck like that for hours, and we could often talk all the way through it, while we fucked, too, Claire and I. Jessica could never talk while fucking. Kiera, on the other hand, couldn’t get enough of dirty talk, her own and mine.
“Alphas,” Claire said. “Their whole identity is wrapped up in girls — how many they have, how they do in bed, what the girl does when they fuck them. Everything in their lives is about the girl. Their job, their income, their home, their car, everything they do and have, its all about the girl — do they like them, do they reward them, do the reject them, how do they rank them.”
I thought about what she was saying, and I fucked her, too, absent-mindedly. She grunted and moaned, also absent-mindedly. I think we both liked it, how her and I did it.
“Do you realize how much pressure that puts on the girl?” she said. “Guys like you, though,” she said, and she emitted a small, short, high-pitched moan she strained to muffle in my neck. “You have a life outside what a girl thinks of you.” She contorted under my body and arched deeply in her back. “I think you’re going to make me cum, Callum,” she whispered to me by way of warning. “If you keep doing that,” she said.
“Doing what?” I said.
“Exactly!” she said.
I frowned down at her with confusion.
“Not caring so much!” she said, and her body twisted and ripples of spasms tore through her. She groaned into my shoulder.
I didn’t know I was  so close myself. Her pussy clamped around my cock. Her spasms milked me. I didn’t climax hard — I had already ejaculated in Kiera’s mouth and Jessica’s pussy only a couple hours earlier. But I came inside her nonetheless.
We laid on our backs together and caught our breath. She rolled her face toward mine and kissed my shoulder. “Alphas make you feel good because they pour all their attention over you,” she said. “Sometimes I think they even like it when you ditch them — they think some other alpha stole you, and it arouses their animal instinct for competition and winning,” she said. “It never occurs to them that you just went home — that you have a human life quite apart from sex and men,” she said.
“You, on the other hand . . . ” she said, rolling onto her stomach and pushing herself up on her elbows to lean over me and kiss my lips. “ . . . are the kind of man a girl wants to dig into a little — you got stuff going on that isn’t about just the girl,” she said.
“So dangerous, like, boyfriend material dangerous,” I said.
“Exactly!” she said and she kissed my nose.
“But because you’re I’m also boyfriend with Jessica and Kiera, I’m safe — I won’t become your sole focus, and you won’t become my sole focus?” I said.
She inhaled and smiled through her wide open mouth. “See?!” she whispered and she ducked down to kiss my nose. “You learn so fast!”
I shook my head and grinned up at her.
“Now go back to the other room,” she said. “I actually need to sleep tonight.”
I got up and went to her door.
“Come back a moment,” she whispered.
I came back to the side of her bed.
“In case you were still wondering,” she said, and she wrapped her hand around my dangling wrist and brought the back of my hand to her mouth to kiss it. “Just then — case in point. I sent you away, but you didn’t think it had anything to do with you. Your ego was not challenged. It’s not all about you, for you, and you know that,” she said. “Do you understand now?”
“I’m not sure if its because I’m so enlightened, or if it’s because Jessica fucked me in her pool room, and Kiera sucked me off in her bedroom just before I came over here,” I said.
She pulled my wrist and rolled onto her side and pulled her knees up to her chest under her blankets. I came down to her level so she could whisper. “Did Jessica fuck you the way she does, you know, like when she closes her eyes and it’s like she’s off the planet?” she said.
“She does that with you too?” I said.
Claire nodded. “I love it!” she said. “She’s so deeply into her own bodily pleasure, isn’t she,” she said, and she squeezed my hand.
“Kiera’s the opposite,” I said.
Claire gasped. “I know!” she said in a loud whisper. “They were made for each other, you can tell when they start going at it, can’t you,” she said.
“It’s beautiful,” I said.
“I love watching them fuck too,” Claire said. “Kiera told me she loves watching you and me,” she said.
“She said that?” I said.
Claire nodded and snorted. “She says when you cum in me, she can see every muscle in your body stand out all hard and straining,” she said.
“That’s like how Jessica goes when she cums,” I said.
“I know, right?” Claire said, full of excitement. “She cums harder than any of us,” she said.
“You cum the longest of all the girls,” I said.
“I do, don’t I!” she said, and she snorted and grinned.
“Kiera cums the fastest,” I said.
“She cums all the time!” Claire said.
“Kiera’s fastest, you’re longest, and Jessica’s hardest,” I said.
“What are you?” she said.
I thought about it a moment. “The most,” I said, with a nod.
She squealed and covered her mouth. “It’s true!” she whispered. “Are we too much, the three of us?” she said.
“When we’re together, at least you go at each other as much as you go at me,” I said. “Gives me a chance to just watch and relax, sometimes,” I said.
“You poor thing,” she said. She stretched her neck and pushed her lips to my cock where it dangled between my legs and she kissed it. “Is it going to fall off?”
“Not yet,” I said.
“Well go get your rest, nobody’s going to fuck you for at least 12 hours now.”
I was able to make another round in the morning and look like a dutiful boyfriend. I gathered the girls up one by one, and we started on our way back home — with great relief.
As soon as we hit the highway, it was Kiera who said it. “That was way too stressful,” she said.
“I almost cried out too loud when I was fucking Callum by our pool,” Jessica said.
“That’s because you cum too hard,” Claire said, and she nudged her in the seat in the back and grinned.
“I keep cumming just from sucking Callum off,” Kiera said.
“You cum more than anybody!” Claire said. “You’re never not climaxing!”
Kiera covered her face in her hands and spun around in her seat to find Claire behind her. “It’s not my fault,” she said. “I never used to — until Callum,” she said.
“True,” Claire said. “It’s all your fault, Callum!” she shouted from the back seat and she laughed.
“Your girlfriends demand that you stop making us orgasm so much!” Kiera said, and she made a show of crossing her arms over her chest at me.
“And making us cum so hard too!” Jessica said, and she kicked the back of my seat.
“Or for so long and deeply,” Claire said.
I looked out my window and shook my head. There was nothing I could say. “Maybe we shouldn’t go home for Christmas, but book some Mexican resort instead,” I said. “So you can all orgasm as hard and as deeply and as often as you like,” I said.
I meant it as a joke. But it didn’t go down like one.
“That’s actually not a bad idea,” said Claire. “Just the four of us. Can you imagine?” she said. 




11: Show and tell

I woke up with my legs entangled with someone else’s legs and my arms wrapped around someone’s shoulders. Someone’s hair was draped over my face.
I carefully retracted my limbs and pushed my heels into the bed to prop myself up against the headboard behind me. From there, I could survey my landscape.
We’d folded away the wall between the two bedrooms and pushed the two king-size beds together when we finally came out of the huge paradisical shower the previous night. Morning light streamed through the windows and through the overarching deep-green fronds of the grove of palms that towered around our Mexican resort bungalow. The white sheet had become twisted up and lay bunched around the three young, smooth, and creamy bodies that surrounded mine.
Claire, Jessica, and Kiera, their blonde hair, black hair, and brass-toned hair contrasting on the pure white bedsheet, sprawled in various random shapes like angels that had descended quietly as dew from the clouds above during the night. They wore bracelets bought at the market, rings on various fingers, thumbs, and toes, and anklets. They stirred and rolled over and sighed and murmured without opening their eyes. I extracted myself from their limbs, tied a thin light cotton wrap around my hips, and wondered out into the main room of our rented bungalow to step out onto the private swim-out deck and smell the morning. It was already humid out. Tropical birds cooed and warbled.
I made four cups of coffee, found a tray, and nudged my way back in through the bedroom door that I had closed to let the girls sleep. But I found them awake anyway, lined up against the headboard side by side, shoulder to shoulder, all of them pushing their hands through their messy hair, yawning, stretching, and smiling at me with sleepy eyes and waving good morning to me. The white sheet had been pulled up around their waists, but they remained topless and exposed and uncaring when I came in. They were used to being naked around each other. They were used to it around me, too, by then.
They curled around and reached and purred like three warm, waking cats, when I knelt on the end of the bed and walked carefully on my knees with my offering of cups of fresh coffee for each of them. Claire patted the space between herself and Kiera and smiled at me, inviting me to sit up against the headboard with them. I climbed in and pulled the sheet up around my waist. Kiera laid her head on my one shoulder and Claire laid her head on my other shoulder. They both reached with their free hand to scrunch their fingers down into the skin of my thighs under the sheet and they scratched me lightly.
“Was that fun for you last night?” Claire said in a tentative voice.
“I’m still processing it,” Kiera said.
Jessica pulled her knees up to her chest and tilted her mug at her lips to sip her coffee. “I wouldn’t have been that interested in it if Callum wasn’t watching,” she said.
“So true,” Kiera said. She stretched her lithe, naked body out to push her fresh mouth up to my ear. “It was you watching me that made me cum,” she said privately through a grin.
“Me too,” Claire said, and she pushed her hand under my wrap still around my waist, and she wrapped her cool smooth hand around my cock. She twisted her body to push her mouth up against my other ear. “And I came so hard because of you watching,” she said.
“I could totally hear you both cumming,” Jessica said, and she laughed. “I think that’s what put me over the edge, too.”
“I know!” Kiera said, and she gasped over her shoulder behind her at Jessica, pushed up against her other side. “I think all three of us did it at the same time!” She tapped my thigh under the sheet and turned back to me. “Did we all cum at the same time?” she said.
“I think you did, yeah,” I said, and I chuckled. “Sounded like some kind of Roman orgy all around this place.”
Claire rolled onto her side and nuzzled her face into my neck. She dragged her leg up over my thigh and stroked my awakening cock in her cool hand. The sheet fell away from our waists. “Everybody got to cum except poor little you,” she said.
“Made up for it in the shower after,” I said.
“That was my favourite part too,” Kiera cooed in my ear. She pushed her face into the side of my neck.
Jessica squealed and smirked and yanked the sheet the rest of the way off our bodies. She pushed my legs apart and laid down on her long, languid body, stomach-first, and she arched her back up, propping herself up on her elbows between my legs. Claire laughed and stroked my cock, pulling it downward and toward Jessica’s grinning mouth.
“You gave us a nice treat yesterday,” Jessica said. She kept her eyes on mine up through strands of her black hear fallen over her eyes, and she kissed the tip of the head of my cock and tittered.
“Make him cum, I love it so much when he cums in one of our mouths,” Kiera said, pushing her body harder against my side. She pushed her open hand over my hips and scrunched her fingers to scratch my skin.
Claire focused on my cock and Jessica’s mouth, dropping her own mouth open with concentration on her face. She pushed my cock further down until the head pushed between Jessica’s parted lips.
Jessica snorted and chuckled. She lashed the tip of her tongue at the head of my cock and held her mouth back from me, teasing me, before she moaned deeply and long, closed her lips around the ridge of my cock, and drove her mouth down all the way over my shaft until the head of my cock bumped into the back of her throat.
“Oh my god,” Claire groaned. She tore her eyes from where Jessica had been disappearing my cock in her mouth, and turned her mouth to my jaw and kissed me. “That’s so fucking hot,” she groaned.
Kiera squealed and jumped up and off the bed and darted out on her toes to the kitchen. Claire tugged and pushed pillows and made me lean forward to settle them behind me, and guided me back more comfortably into them. “Better, baby?” she said, and she closed her mouth around my mouth.
Jessica pumped my cock in her mouth slowly and softly. Claire kissed my mouth and neck and cheeks and hair. Kiera came back in and sat on her calves with a clump of fresh green grapes in one hand, her other hand pulling them off and feeding them to me one at at time. She had cut up papaya as well, and pineapple and other fruits, too, and laughed as she brought each piece to my mouth.
Claire held the back of my head and brought the rim of the mug of coffee to my mouth and tilted it and tittered as I swallowed. Jessica used her moans to vibrate her mouth around the shaft of my cock. “Switch!” Kiera said, and she passed the bowl of fruit to Jessica and dove down in her place between my legs. She licked my cock from the base to the head and moaned and sank her mouth down around it. It was hotter than Jessica’s mouth, and tighter around the lips.
As Claire and Jessica took turns feeding me coffee and fruit, snickering and grinning and kissing me, Kiera sucked on me, her cheeks collapsing in, her groans growing louder. I inhaled sharply and arched in my back and tensed up. She was becoming insistent.
“Is she going to make you cum, baby?” Claire said, excitement filling her eyes. Jessica snickered and put the bowl of fruit down on the table behind her. She turned my face to hers and penetrated my mouth with her tongue.
Claire reached down and pulled Kiera’s hair out of her way and caressed her head where it bobbed relentlessly over my lap.
“Oh shit!” I said. Jessica moaned inside our kiss. Claire inhaled with a gasp. Kiera slipped her fingers under my thighs and dug in. My body shook and I planked it up between my heels and my head and went stiff all over. Jessica and Claire moaned out loud and gasped and pushed their hands all over my tensed body. Kiera cried in a whimper with my cock penetrating her mouth deeply and slowly. She would not speed up or slow down.
I shuddered and jammed my head back into the headboard. I curled my fists around Claire’s and Jessica’s bodies and I erupted deeply and hard into Kiera’s throat. She moaned loudly and kept her mouth still on my cock, keeping me buried in her while I shot spurt after spurt into her. She swallowed the best she could, but my cum gushed from the corners of her mouth and ran down my cock and over her hand.
When I subsided and sank back down into the sheets, Kiera wiped the back of her hand over her mouth, she laughed, and she got up from the bed. The three girls settled the light white sheet down over me straight and smooth and, holding hands, they left the room together and nearly shut the door to let me sleep a bit.
I was awakened later to find them all dragging me out of the bed, yanking on my arms and laughing. They were ready to go, dressed already in their tight and short shorts and halter tops and sandals. I struggled up and they laughed more and dressed me and pushed and pulled me out the door. We got a table outside the breakfast spot and greedily ate bacon and eggs and toast and oranges.
“Callum? Holy shit!” we all heard at the same time.
I looked up with a mouthful of eggs on my tongue. It was Reed of all people, coming through the path with his two friends, BB and Jim.
They had just arrived that morning, they said. They didn’t join us for breakfast, they were still settling in, but they promised they would join us for lunch or dinner later, and breakfast the next day, too!
We went back to our bungalow, got changed and grabbed our stufff, and retuned to the big pools to lounge in the sun. The girls were in their complementary pink and black bikinis, and I was in my pink and black trunks. Reed and his friends found us there. The girls didn’t mind — they always had fun teasing alphas like them.
Reed sat on the side of his lounger with his head hanging down between his shoulders and a small white towel, wet and hung over the back of his head, shading him from the sun.
“These girls are cockblocking you all to hell,” he said with a smirk, “and you can’t even see it.”
“I’m fine,” I said without opening my eyes or sitting up.
“Dude, you’re in a resort in Mexico for winter break — there’s chicks all over the place, I’m sure even you could score here!” he said.
I smirked and shook my head.
“Cal? Can you help me with something back in the room?” Kiera said.
I opened one eye and looked sideways. Kiera trailed her hand behind her and started drifting away in the direction of our bungalow.
“Don’t fucking go, she’s just taking you away from the action,” Reed said.
I shrugged. What could I tell him? I went with Kiera back to the bungalow.
She went inside the door and shut it behind me, leaning through the gap as though checking if anyone was watching.
“What is is?” I said.
She sucked a short, sharp breath through her teeth and jutted her chest out at me. She untied her top and let it drop on the cool tiled floor, and she pushed her bottoms down her thighs, and let them drop too.
Her eyes were big and round. She stared at me over her shoulder as she climbed up onto the couch facing backward, and she arched her back down and pushed her ass up. She gripped her hands around the top of the back of the couch and bit her lip and grunted at me.
I shook my head and chuckled and pushed my trunks down my legs. She poked her finger into her teeth and grinned widely. “I knew you’d understand,” she said.
I came up to the couch behind her. She spread her knees wider on the edge of the cushions and hung her head down between her outstretched arms. I wrapped my hands around her waist. She was already moaning and writhing. I bent over and pushed my face between her thighs.
I surprised her. She expected me to fuck her from behind straight away. Instead I licked her and sucked on her pussy lips and hummed on her wetting flesh.
She squirmed and gyrated and vibrated in her body all over “Fuck Callum!” she groaned out loud.
I stood up and hefted my cock in my hand and aimed the head at her sopping, hanging and puffy pussy lips. She inhaled sharply and thrusted her head back like I was already inside her. When I did push the head of my cock into her folding, yielding lips, she screamed out loud. I continued to push, slowly, relentlessly, all the way into her until my hips pushed against her ass. She inhaled like someone coming up from the depths of a lake, and she groaned with a deathly volume.
I yanked on her hips and plowed her ass so hard the slap of my thighs against her flesh filled the place. She cried toward the back of the bungalow and hung her wavering head down over the back of the couch. I erupted inside of her and gushed out her pussy and down the insides of her thighs. She rolled away from me and flopped down on her back and smiled. “I so needed that,” she groaned through a grin.
We came back to the pool and settled into our loungers again. I pulled an umbrella over me. It was getting hot.
Reed had been in the pool with his friends. They wouldn’t leave us alone, but instead kept horsing around and making noise in front of my girlfriends. The girls weren’t any better. They were encouraging them, urging them on, watching them, teasing them.
Reed came out dripping and he stood over me and wiped his towel through his hair and around his neck. “You’re so pussy whipped,” he said. “You can’t even tell anymore.”
“It works out okay,” I said.
He sneered. “They’re just using you — and then they’ll toss you aside when they’re done. You’re in the friend-zone, you’re being a loser,” he said. “It’s so obvious it hurts me to see it.”
I smirked. I was so close to telling him what actually was going on. But Claire interrupted us.
“Callum,” she said, “I have to show you something — it’s back in the bungalow, a side trip for later maybe?” she said.
“Don’t go, buddy,” Reed said. “Come with us, we’re going to go and check out the chicks here — I’m sure we can find one for you too,” he said.
“I’m just gonna . . . “ I said, and I got up and followed Claire’s hand where she trailed it behind her.
She pulled me through the door of the bungalow and started necking with me against the back of the door. She undressed me with shaking hands. And she tore her bikini off too. “So needy!” she whined. She pushed me and pulled me and steered me into the bedroom and pushed me down under her on the bed. She turned around and crawled over me on her hands and knees, reversed to me, so that her hips hung above my face, and her mouth came down over my cock.
We didn’t talk, we didn’t tease, and we didn’t touch. She pushed her hips down and kissed my mouth with her trembling pussy lips, and she sank her own lips down around my cock and pumped me with hand and mouth fully and completely.
We had got like that, the four of us — always, it seemed, on the edge, always ready, always eager. Her body was shaking before she pushed her pussy lips down over my mouth. I sucked her clit though my lips and skimmed my tongue over it. She shrieked with my cock in her mouth. I pressed the flat of my tongue over the entire area of her pussy and she thrusted her head back, squeezed and shook my cock in her clenched fist, and gritted her teeth at the wall. I lapped at her and she fell down on me and she pumped her mouth down the shaft of my cock with a wild abandon.
It wasn’t long before her back arched and her thighs tensed. She gasped and held her breath. I flicked my tongue over her whole pussy and she strained throughout her body. When I sank my tongue inside her pussy, she shook violently and released her tension all over her body at once.
She fell off me and rolled on her side. “I’m sorry,” she said.
“About?” I said.
“I didn’t make you cum,” she said.
“Kiera just did a half hour ago,” I said.
She laughed and shook her head and rolled her eyes. “I knew it!” she said.
We dawdled back to the poolside hand in hand. She wavered on her feet and stumbled. “It was a doozy,” she explained to me and she laughed.
We sank back down in our loungers. I sipped my fresh drink.
“Me and the boys are going to go look around the other side,” Reed said. “Nothing going on here — too quiet.”
“Nothing at all,” I agreed with him and I smirked.
“You want to come with us — maybe score some pussy? You never know,” he said and he snorted.
“Just going to rest,” I said. “Conserve my strength.”
“You’re wasting away, my friend,” he said. “You have to get out from under these girls, they’re never going to let you get laid.”
“Well,” I said, wavering on the precipice of telling him what actually had been happening all morning. But Jessica this time interrupted me. “I need help with something,” she said, saying the exact same thing that Kiera had said. She wasn’t even trying to hide it, and she knew it, too. She snickered like it was obvious what she needed “help” with.
We went back to the bungalow. We stopped for water in the little kitchen. She pushed her bikini bottom down and pulled herself up on the edge of the counter and pulled her knees up to hook her heels on the edge. She spread her thighs and cupped her hand over her pussy. She wet her middle finger in her mouth and drew it up through the cleft of her pussy lips. “Fuck me?” she said. “Kiera told me you fucked her and it made me need it as well.”
I shook my head like a man whose work is never done. She snorted and dropped her head sideways onto her shoulder and she bit her lip. “It’s all your fault, you know,” she said. “I never used to need it this much. None of us did,” she said.
I took off my shorts and stood between her legs. “How come you need it so much now?” I said. I held my cock up in my hand and aimed the head at her pussy lips. I sank myself into her and she gasped and fell back onto her elbows, half reclined.
“It’s the others,” she said. “I think we wind each other up.” She closed her eyes and sank her head back.
I drove myself deep into her pussy. The suction sounds her pussy made grappling around my cock filled the quiet bungalow.
“Hearing each other, watching each other, you mean?” I said.
“That,” she exhaled and she settled further down onto her back. She reached her arms straight out and wrapped her hands around my waist. “And just knowing, or smelling it, or something,” she said. “I’m just always so fucking horny all the time now.”
“You all are,” I said.
She laughed languidly and half rolled her face over and bit down on her knuckle. “It’s also those guys,” she said. “Reed and them. They want us so bad, but they know they can’t have us. I tease them so badly because I know I can grab you and fuck you,” she said.
“I think they’d be shocked at what was actually going on,” I said.
She laughed out loud but stopped herself short with a gasp when I pushed myself further into her. “They wouldn’t believe it, it would make no sense to them,” she said.
“The whole time Kiera, Claire and you have been grabbing me and dragging me back here all morning,” I said, pumping myself lazily into her pussy, “Reed’s been promising me he can finally get me laid,” I said and I laughed.
“But he is,” she groaned with her eyes closing. “Him doing his alpha thing all around us at the pool — it made me need you to fuck me,” she said.
“But you’re teasing him,” I said.
“That’s what alphas are for,” she groaned. “I told you before: they’re for teasing and playing with, but betas are for fucking.”
I held her thighs tight to my chest. She wrapped her fingers around the edge of the counter and pulled her body down tighter against mine. Her back arched up and she twisted under me and sucked breath and thrashed side to side.
I came inside her. It wasn’t a big one. But it caused her to lose herself at the same time, and I felt her pussy muscles suckle at my cock inside her and grow hotter. She sagged and rolled sideways and my cock limped out of her. We cleaned up and dressed and walked back to the pool.
“We should go down to this market,” Claire said, and she held up a sheet of paper and waved it at Jessica. We put our stuff back in our bungalow and piled into an Uber and went into town looking for the outdoor market. It had a lot of clothes, apparently.
Claire, Jessica, and Kiera had fun trying on dresses for me to assess, and hats and glasses. They made me sit on a stool so they could come out and model things in front of me. Tired, we went back to the bungalow and flopped down on the couch. They stripped down to their panties and tank tops. There was a rapping at our deck window.
I got up to investigate, suspecting it was resort staff for some reason. But it was Reed and his two friends. They had pushed through the shrubs and came onto our supposedly private swim-out deck. They wanted to come inside and check out our bungalow.
I looked over my shoulder and shut the curtains on him. The three girls were napping sprawled and half naked with nothing over their bodies. I tried to rustle them awake to warn them that Reed and his friends were outside the window. “They brought food and drinks,” I said.
They looked at each other and communicated something that eluded me, and they grinned with mischievous eyes. They got dressed in their bathing suits without telling me what they were thinking.
“Party time!” Jessica said to me and she kissed my nose. She flung the curtains wide open and pushed the deck door open, too. Kiera brought music out and Claire brought glasses. The three guys plonked down in chairs around our deck, and the three girls splashed and played in our private pool. They cooed and they squealed, and they teased and flirted with the guys.
The guys were back-footed by the sexual aggression that Claire, Jessica and Kiera showed. They were caught off guard by them, unsure how to respond or what it meant. Even Kiera, who previously was the most sheepish and guarded of the three, was frolicking around and prancing and preening in front of the guys, taunting them.
Jessica stretched her arms down and planted her hands on Jim’s knees. She bent at her waist sharply and brought her face up to his, her black hair falling over her eyes.  “Do you like shows?” she said. They’d all been talking about favourite shows. Leave it to Jessica to take the conversation into a whole new area. But Jim just swallowed, unable to answer her.
Kiera bent over in front of BB, nearly shoving her ass in his face. “Oops, sorry, is that okay?” she said, twisting around to find him over her shoulder. but not moving her ass out of his face. He was as stunned and wide-eyed as Jim.
Claire pretended to trip and fall, only to land in Reed’s lap. He laughed but raised his hands up and out of the way as though frightened at the prospect of touching her nearly naked body in his lap. She laughed and kicked her feet and squirmed in his lap in her tiny bikini.
“Is this the abuse you’re subjected to on a daily basis?” Reed said to me over his shoulder. His two friends laughed like he really had me there. I scanned around the deck. All three girls were pushing their bikini-clad bodies against all three guys in a manner that could not have been more obvious. But all three guys were swallowing hard, were pulling their hands away, and were recoiling with their chins tucking down into their chests.
They were afraid of my girlfriends. I marvelled at the phenomenon. There was no doubt that Kiera, Jessica, and Claire were behaving with unusual sexual aggression. But if it resembled any behaviour at all, it mostly looked like the way Reed, Jim, and BB behaved around them, or any other girls, for that matter. They didn’t seem to know what to do with girls when the girls were being the aggressive ones. They had one mode and seemed unable to parlay.
“How do you put up with this shit?” Reed said to me and he laughed in a fake and forced manner.
“He puts up with it very well,” Claire said, sitting in his lap with her hands clasped behind his neck. She swung her legs and chuckled.
“How?” Reed said, and he laughed.
He wasn’t expecting an answer, but Jessica gave it to him. “He fucks us daily,” she said.
I glared at her and all of Reed, Jim, and BB went silent and stared at me.
“He makes us cum daily, too,” Kiera said, and she giggled and bit her lip and flashed her eyes.
“Bullshit!” Reed sneered.
Claire pushed up from his lap and dangled her fingers down at me where I sat. She took my hand in hers and pulled open the deck door. Jessica and Kiera both snickered. They also both got up and followed Claire and I inside. Kiera shut the deck door and locked it. Jessica pulled the curtains wide open. Just to make sure, Claire flicked on all the lights, including the bright track lights trained on the couch.
With my back to the outside, Kiera, Jessica and Claire crouched down around me to pull my shorts down and off. And then they stripped themselves, too. Nobody paid attention to the window. They pretended nobody was out there. But when they turned me around and made me sit on the couch facing the glass deck door, I could see all of Reed, Jim, and BB sitting on their chairs outside, their eyes wide as saucers, their chins hanging open, and their breath stopped.
The sight of three young, nubile bodies stripped naked but for colourful anklets and bracelets and rings and necklaces and earrings would have been enough to give the three guys heart attacks. But to see the three girls start to kiss my body all over, to press their nude bodies against me, and to climb up on the couch and crawl over me, touching me everywhere, all three of them together, must have killed them several times over.
The view for them was whole. We were only six feet in front of them on the couch facing the wide, floor-to-ceiling windows of the double deck doors. The lights were highlighting their bodies. Kiera crouched to one side of me on the couch and she took my cock down inside her mouth to the back of her throat. Claire pulled her hair from her face and tucked it behind her ear just to make sure the three guys outside could clearly see what Kiera was doing to me.
Jessica crouched on my other side and licked and kissed at my cock whenever Kiera grinned and took her mouth off me and offered it to her. They took turns sucking their mouths down the length of my cock. Claire kissed my mouth and then stood over my lap and spread her knees around my ears. She pushed her groin into my face and hung her head so far back, she was nearly facing the deck doors upside down behind her. I licked her pussy and sucked on her and flicked my tongue all over her.
Jessica laughed and pushed me down sideways and knelt over my face, grinding her pussy down into my mouth. Kiera faced her, kneeling over my lap and kissing her face and tits. Claire stroked my cock and held it for Kiera to kneel up and over me, and sink down onto it, taking me deeply inside her.
We rolled around and laughed and kissed and sucked and fucked like the wildest nights we’d ever enjoyed in bed at home. Nobody knew whose limb belonged to who, or whose pussy this or that was. We became one mass of writhing, undulating flesh, me and the three girls, drifting in our minds into an intoxicated state of sexual tension, stretching and yearning all over each other. Mouths and pussies and hands went down over my cock. I licked one contorting pussy and fingered two others. They cried like a dog kennel, a chorus of moans and whimpers and squeals.
At one point they laughed and lined themselves up kneeling on the couch cushions and arching their backs and shoving their hips up and back at me. I stood on the floor, my knees pressed into the front of the couch, and I rammed one and then the other and then the third pussy, up and down the row of them. They leaked down their inner thighs and wagged their groins at me, begging for my return.
Kiera laughed and she crawled on her hands and knees toward the double glass doors and the three wide-eyed and stunned guys palpitating out there. Claire and Jessica followed her, and they all knelt up against the doors and arched deeply and pressed their naked breasts into the glass, squirming and writhing in front of them. They stuck their asses out and wavered them at me, and reached behind their bodies and pulled their cheeks apart, showing me their grappling pussies.
I knelt behind them and rammed one of my girlfriends from behind facing the other guys, and then the next, and the next, all in front of and against the windows. Each girl thrusted her head back and howled to the ceiling when I entered her. I went from pussy to pussy and back again. The girls smeared their contorting bodies against the glass and they shook and cried. We eventually tumbled down on top of each other on the floor against the glass doors, fucking, sucking, groaning and writhing together. If there was one thing that was becoming obvious to Reed, Jim, and BB, it had to be that this was clearly not our first time. It wasn’t, in fact, even our first time that day.
My girls did what they always did by then: when one began to hyperventilate and start gasping with a climax, the others couldn’t last through it, and soon — as always, it seemed — all three were experiencing an orgasm together. Their three bodies writhed with spasms ripping through them, and they inhaled sharp gasps and clenched in all their muscles together. The heap of limbs and torsos and heads and hair went into a spastic fit on the floor in front of the three guys glued to their chairs outside the windows, gripping their armrests hard enough to splinter them.
I stood up and loomed over my harem where it writhed and undulated under me, desperately kissing and sucking on whatever their mouths could find of each other. I stroked my cock out and put my other hand on my hip and spread my feet. When I ejaculated on their faces and bodies, all three girls leapt and shook and contorted like they’d been electrocuted. Their orgasms were shared. It passed from one to the other and back again. They struggled against each other and fought to climb up my calves and close their mouths around my cock. I erupted again and my cum splashed their faces and chests that they held up to me, and they all laughed and moaned and climbed up my body on their knees and then their feet.
We kissed and I slapped their fun little bums and sent them to the shower together. I shut the curtains and dressed and slid the doors open enough to come out, and I closed them behind me and sat down on the one remaining chair. I crossed my legs and sank back and drained my glass of warm champagne. I looked around me. Jim, BB, and especially Reed, were looking back at me, slack jawed, silent, and wide-eyed. I didn’t gloat. I thought maybe they could benefit from some explanation of what they had just witnessed, though. 
“You boys are what is known as ‘alphas,’ is that about right?” I said. “Would you say that about yourselves?” I was feeling cocky. But who wouldn’t, after a session like that with those three girls?
“Fuckin’ rights,” BB said. “And don’t forget it, beta!”
I chuckled. But Jim and Reed smacked his shoulders with their backhands. They had real confusion etched on their faces. It was deep and genuine. They leaned in closer over their knees like it was a football huddle.
“This, what you saw,” I said, and I gestured toward the wide, tall windows behind me, “has been going on quite a while now. It’s nothing new.”
“Bullshit,” BB said. Reed and Jim slapped him again.
“Let me ask you alphas this,” I said. “Have you noticed that your type is relatively rare?” I said.
They stared silently. “Thats because there can only be one alpha,” Jim finally said, and he nodded.
“But there’s three of you here,” I said.
“We hunt in a pack,” Reed said, and all three of them bumped fists and smirked.
“And you find even more of them at parties and clubs, I bet, too,” I said.
They all squinted at me.
“Could it be that your outward displays of courage and strength, your confidence and daring,” I said, watching through my eyes squinting through the sunlight as they each grinned at my stroking words, “are for each other’s consumption only?”
They all chuckled, but it was the chuckle of uncertainty, not confidence.
“Could it be that fast, loud cars, flashing money, the way you walk, the way you talk — could that be attracting other males, other alpha males, more than anyone else?” I said. They remained silent this time. “Could it be,” I said, breaking the silence, “that you’re confusing status with mating?”
“Status is what wins mates!” Jim said, and he flung himself back in his chair and pointed at me like he got me.
“Then why . . . “ I said, leaning forward toward him with a grin, “ . . . are there so many more betas than alphas? Wouldn’t alphas throughout nature win more mating opportunities and thus create more alphas? If betas aren’t winning mates, how come way more betas are being born than alphas?”
They each squinted at me again. “It’s not a genetic trait,” Reed said.
“Well it’s either genetic or it’s cultural. Okay, so it’s cultural. So, how come so many more choose to be betas?” I let it sink in a few moments. “Has anyone checked in with the females that are supposedly the object of all the alpha male displays to see if they’re working?” I sank back in my chair. “While all you alphas are out there competing and fighting each other, winning your championships and beating your chests, maybe the betas are sneaking off with the females and mating under the stands.”
They all sank their heads. I could virtually hear the gears, slowly turning. Had they not witnessed what they were made to endure earlier, they wouldn’t have listened to a word. But what they saw was something they hadn’t even dreamed of.
“Diplomacy beats brute force every time,” I said. “It just doesn’t look as exciting. Nobody ever made a video game out of diplomacy. Persuasion beats coercion every time too, because it only has to be done once, but coercion has to be continual. Strategic planning beats tactical plotting every time as well, because a tactical mistake can be overcome, but a strategic mistake is a dead loss.”
I looked around at their fallen faces. Unsure they were getting it, I spelled it out for them.  “Alphas use brute force, they use coercion, they think tactically,” I said. They nodded like they recognized that in themselves, at least. They were proud. I had their attention, though, only because of what they saw in front of the window, me with my three girlfriends.
“Betas use diplomacy, they use persuasion, they think strategically,” I said with a nod. Unsure they were getting it plainly enough, I put it as squarely in their terms as I knew how. “Alphas may fuck more girls,” I nodded at them. They all grinned as if on cue. They liked that acknowledgement. “But betas fuck each of their girls more often.” They squinted as though running the math through their heads.
I chewed my cheek and thought about how to explain it. “Listen,” I said. “Any particular girl is only 20% likely to get pregnant from trying,” I said. “So, throughout the 200,000 year history of modern man, alphas who go wide — who go all tactic and no strategy — are continually at that 20%. Betas, though, who go with one mate, get quickly up to 80% by repeated attempts.”
There was silence. I tried one more time. “Say a theoretical quarterback attempts a long-bomb Hail Mary every down. They have a 10% chance of connecting with each throw.” I nodded to each of them. They connected with that analogy. “Another theoretical quarterback attempts to advance a short four yards with each down. Each of those plays has a 57% chance of success.” I paused. The math was too hard to do in the head. But I had already done it on my phone. “After three such plays, only 20% would have succeeded on each down. But how many yards would that 20% have advanced?” I said.
It was BB who was the fastest, but they all got it — they liked the analogy. “12 yards — first down!”
“So 20% of those quarterbacks keep the ball and get another first down. How many of the long-bomb throwers got their first down?” I said.
“10%,” Reed said, his voice quiet and thoughtful.
“Half the success. The long-bomb thrower averages 68 yards on a successful play,” I said, drawing the analogy for them out further.
“How do you know all this shit?” Reed said.
I smirked but I ignored his question. “How many plays would a strictly short-yard strategy theoretically take to cover that same ground, those same 68 yards?” I said. I already knew the answer. “17 plays,” I said, after giving them time to try it in their heads. “But it’s boring, it would take forever, nobody would want to watch that game. A 17-play scoring drive?” I laughed. “Give me a break. But,” I said and I nodded. “Such a strategy would score twice as often as an exciting, dramatic, one-off long-bomb throwing tactic,” I said. It was time to bring it home. “Fucking only one girl over a longer period of time has always created much higher success at reproduction than fucking a large number of girls once each.”
I paused for dramatic purposes. “Culturally or genetically,” I said, “you three are descendants of those who went for many girls once,” I said. “While I culturally or genetically descend from those who went for one girl many times. Or just three,” I nodded and grimaced. “The point being, by today, there are probably ten times as many like me as are like you. It makes sense why now, doesn’t it,” I said. “When you think about it that way.”
I got up and pulled open the sliding glass door. “Me and Claire and Jessica and Kiera are going out for dinner in an hour,” I said. “I can change the reservation for seven people if you guys want to join the girls and me.” I shrugged at them. “Think about it, let me know. In the meantime, you can go back out the way you came in,” I said, and I turned and shut the door on them.
Behind the curtain my three girlfriends were lounging on the couch resting and watching some show on the TV. I fell in amongst them and they wrapped themselves around me, all three, and we kissed and cuddled quietly and calmly through the lazy and long late afternoon.
“What were you guys talking about out there?” Claire said as she absently stroked my hair and watched the TV.
“Nothing important,” I said. She sank her mouth down over mine upside down. “You guys mind if they join us for dinner at the restaurant?” I said.
“They’re fun,” Jessica said. 




12: The conference

Our flight home was subdued. “Maybe we shouldn’t have done that,” Claire said. “What we did in front of Reed and his friends.” We were sitting four abreast in the middle rows of the plane. “Letting them watch like that.”
Kiera leaned over my lap from the outside seat on my right and her fingers wrapped tightly around my thigh. “They were so stunned!” she said  in a low voice to Claire sitting on my left. She poked her shoulders up and snorted. Her fingers curled in tighter and her grey-painted nails scratched into my jeans. “They couldn’t believe it,” she said to me, lifting her eyes, big and deep, close to mine. Her scent was always so fresh, so clean. She pressed her lips to my cheek. “Want you,” she whispered nearly silently into my ear. “Right now,” she growled.
“I was pretty stunned, too,” I said, trying to ignore her.
Jessica leaned over Claire’s lap from the far left side and pushed her face all the way up beside mine and she glared up at me. “It was your idea!” she said in a hushed, scolding voice, and she flared her eyes and slapped my other thigh. She curled her fingers around my leg, too, like Kiera. Her matte brown nails dug into my thigh. Her long hair draped over my lap.
“It was! It was his idea!” Kiera said to her, and I turned from Kiera to Jessica and back to Kiera again. She narrowed her eyes at me for two beats before she glanced over her shoulder and down toward the nearby airplane bathroom doors.
“Kiera, no!” Claire said to her, scolding her for even thinking it.
“I never get to have any fun,” Kiera said, and she pretended to pout and she crossed her arms over her chest and sank back hard into her chair.
“They did look stunned, though,” Jessica said, and she straightened back up and stuck her tongue out between her pinching teeth. “Serves them right. Piggy alphas.”
“What did they do to deserve that?” Claire said.
“You know,” Jessica said to her , and she narrowed her eyes.
Claire slipped her hands around my thigh high up and inside, and she brushed the tip of her nose back and forth over my cheek and she smiled against me. “We know, don’t we,” she said privately to me.
Kiera mimicked her on the other side of my face. “We all know,” Kiera said, and she nuzzled me like Claire was nuzzling me and she smiled and snorted on my other side.
It was Jessica’s turn to look over her shoulder and down the aisle to the other bathroom doors.
“No!” Claire said to her, and she flared her eyes at her and shook her head. “I swear to god,” she said, “you’re both like kids in a candy store.”
“I like to suck on my candies,” Kiera said, and she laughed abruptly at her joke.
“We better get home soon,” Claire whispered into my ear and she wrapped her arms around my neck and hung herself from my body. She looked over my shoulder before slipping her hand unseen down over my groin, and she squeezed it. “Or all three of your girlfriends are going to start losing their minds.”
We hadn’t been home for two weeks before out next trip all together came up. The annual Life Sciences Academic Conference and Internship Fair was slated for a hotel downtown in the biggest city in the state, which was only a couple of hours away. Claire was a budding brain scientist, Jessica was a budding evolutionary scientist, and Kiera was a budding early life scientist. They were all chomping at the bit to get real-world bio-lab experience. I was a struggling medieval history student and we didn’t have labs. But that only meant we were curious about everything.
“I guess I can’t go,” I said to them. “I’m not a scientist,” I said and I tilted my head side to side and rolled my eyes.
“We’ll sneak you in,” Jessica said, and she stretched up with her neck to kiss the underside of my chin. We were all sprawled on my bed chattering the way we usually did before bedtime, after everyone was washed up and in their bed-clothes — t-shirts, tank-tops, panties.
“You can’t just sneak a person into a hotel,” I said, “especially not when it’s paid by someone else.”
“We can do anything, we’re Team Callum, the scare’em harem!” Kiera said, and she shrieked at her own joke.
“We would really love it if you came with us though,” Claire said. She pushed her hand through the leg of my shorts and cupped her hand around my balls. “It’s fun for us to share our lives with you.” She kissed my cheek.
“Maybe I’ll see if I can get away,” I said. “Papers, you know.”
Kiera cheered and clapped and rolled over onto her tummy and kicked her feet up behind her. “It’ll be fun going in your truck!” She pulled her body over my body and ground her groin down into mine, trapping Claire’s hand where she was fondling my balls.
“Ow!” Claire said, playfully, and she nipped at Kiera’s ear.
“You’re hurting her!” Jessica said, and she pushed Kiera until she toppled off of me sideways. The two of them play-fought for who could ride me. Jessica pulled herself up onto my hips and cupped her hands together high over her head making a champion-like celebration. “I’m the queen of the harem!” she sang out loud and she laughed.
She reached down between her legs and pulled my cock, now hard from Claire rubbing me, out of my loose shorts and up between her legs. But before she was able to lift herself and stuff me inside her, Kiera pushed her over and squeezed herself on top of me instead. But just as she began to rub her pussy up and down over the head of my cock, she fell over sideways, too, shrieking. Claire had pushed her aside and climbed up on me.
It was Claire’s turn to push her pussy down the length of my cock. She clamped her knees around my sides and flailed her hands at Jessica who came at her, pushing and shoving. They were all laughing hysterically, fighting to ride me. Kiera and Jessica both pulled Claire back until she toppled onto her back shrieking, making my cock spring out from inside her pussy. They all pushed and shoved until Kiera pulled Jessica’s hair, not hard though, and Jessica fell over, letting Kiera jump onto my lap, and she pushed my cock all the way up inside her.
Jessica knelt behind her and draped her body over Kiera’s back. She shoved her hips against her ass hard enough to make Kiera stumble forward on her knees, and my cock fell out of her pussy, only to be swallowed up instantly inside Jessica’s even hotter pussy. Claire laughed and climbed on behind Jessica and did to her what she had done to Kiera. All three of them, pressed together hip-to-ass, hugged their bodies together and laughed and pushed their pussies down the length of my cock one after the other, fighting over it.
I tricked them though, and I quickly slid down the bed under their six spread knees, and I sank my mouth over Kiera’s pussy, I pushed down a little further and caught Jessica’s pussy in my mouth, and then I stretched further down and licked Claire’s pussy. Their laughter and shrieking became gasping and moaning. They pushed each other forward and back, each one greedily trying to mash her pussy down against my mouth. Finally, frustrated, Jessica and Claire rolled away together in a 69, and licked each other’s pussy while Kiera knelt over my face and shook in her hips and clenched in her eyes.
Just as she fell off me, groaning and curling up from having cum so hard, I felt a mouth fall down around my cock. And then another. Jessica and Claire quietly licked up and down the length of my cock and played their tongues in turn over the head until Jessica stroked me in her hand and Claire swirled her mouth over the head. I erupted onto her face and Jessica pushed her face down over my cock and took me in her mouth until I subsided.
All that was a distant memory when I curled my shoulders over my chest as I huddled in the back doorway of the hotel set scenically — but chillingly — by the river. For some reason I didn’t wear my coat. Claire, Kiera, and Jessica checked into the hotel going through the front door where I dropped them off, and once in the room, someone was supposed to sneak down to the back door and let me in.
By the time Jessica found me, I was nearly frozen stiff as a dead body left on the side of a mountain. She said they couldn’t get rid of one of the professors who turned out to get the room right next door to theirs.
“Ga-ga-ga,” I said by way of reply.
She brought me into the room. Claire leaned out to look up and down the hallway and shut the door and locked and latched it. It was an older, classic hotel — meaning the walls were thinner. What was worse, there was a door adjoining our room with the famous professor’s room. Kiera and Claire were in their panties and bras getting ready to go down to the hospitality suite for drinks and dancing. There was a live band, apparently. Jessica threw her clothes off and all three girls pushed me down into the bed and writhed their half-naked bodies all over mine under the blankets to try to warm me up.
“I’m so sorry, baby!” Kiera said. “You poor thing!”
“Come closer, get warmer,” Claire said, and she hugged me to her body.
Jessica wrapped herself around me from behind. “There there, would you like a blowjob?” she said.
“I’ll blow him,” Kiera said, and she crawled down under the blanket. I felt her mouth close around my cock, warm and wet.
“Is that better baby?” Claire said, and she kissed me. “Kiera will make you feel all better,” she said.
“Just cum in her mouth,” Jessica said from behind my head. She kissed the back of my neck. “She loves to swallow you.”
I forgot all about the cold outside. I spread myself open on the bed, flat on my back. Kiera pulled the sheets away from her and pumped her head up and down over my cock, slurping and sucking, moaning and whimpering.
Jessica caressed my face and kissed my jaw and pushed her face against the side of my face. “Cum, baby,” she whispered.
Claire was on my other side. “Feeling better?” she cooed. When I erupted into Kiera’s mouth, Claire gasped like it was her climaxing. She laughed and smiled and kissed me when my cock, spent, fell out of Kiera’s mouth. Kiera climbed up over my body and laid on top of me. “All warm now?” she said through a grin, and she laid her head down on my chest.
They dressed in their clubbing outfits and we went down the elevator together. Claire was dressed in a plunging-neck body-suit and tight tan leather pencil skirt with black strap heels. Jessica was in a white loose-tuck satin top and a red velvet wrap skirt, with cream-white pointy-toe spike heels. Kiera, usually the more formal one, was this time in a loose black silk tank top and torn denim shorts with high black ankle boots. We found a table to stand around and lean on and keep our drinks safe. Each girl took turns dancing with me.
They danced with other guys too, but they always rushed back to me and kicked their feet up behind them full of excitement and kissed my cheek or nose or ear. As the night wore on, they increasingly behaved like a girlfriend with me — which was fine, except our act started getting looks with all three doing that girlfriend thing simultaneously. It was like they were forgetting, or maybe not caring so much anymore, about hiding who and what we were. I’m not sure we ourselves knew who and what we’d become, or were ready to admit it.
Jessica took my wrist in her hand on the pretence of wanting to dance the song with me, but instead she lead me out of the room and around the carpeted hallway to the bathrooms. She pushed me into the ladies room and glanced over her shoulder up and down the hallway.
It was a private bathroom, and big, too, with a long counter, big mirror, and make-up lighting. She pushed herself up onto the counter and stuck her tongue out at me, resting her slim ankles on my hips and letting her cream pointy-toe heels hang over my butt. She laughed and then shushed me with a finger to my lips and she eased my cock out of the fly in my pants and pulled on it with both hands, stroking it and caressing it.
“Just a little?” she said. “I’m going to go crazy if I don’t get it soon!”
She pulled her panties aside and I leaned forward, pressing my thighs into the edge of the counter under her butt. She touched the head of my cock to the lips of her pussy, and dropped her head back. I pushed it the rest of the way into her and she draped her hands over the back of my shoulders.
“Do you remember,” she said, losing her breath, “the first time, in your room, in that basement, in Reed’s awful apartment?” she said.
“You held me down and rode me,” I said.
She laughed and flung her face over my neck and bit and kissed me. I held her by the waist and sank my cock deep into her. She was drenched.
“I was on autopilot,” she said. “I didn’t know what I was doing — I didn’t go to find you to do that, you know,” she said.
I moved in and out of her with a calm, smooth action, rocking our bodies together in time with the music from the main room that was pumped into the bathroom over our heads in a speaker set in the ceiling.
“What did you come to do?” I said.
“I just wanted to tell you good night,” she said, and she caught her breath short and curled her back in. My cock was poking her deep inside. “It seemed rude to leave without saying something.”
“You shut the door and took your clothes off,” I said.
“So,” she tittered. “I wanted to say goodbye properly, maybe,” she said, and she snorted.
We heard someone trying the door and Jessica snorted and buried her face in my neck. I pulled my cock out of her pussy and she gaped like I had emptied her, and when I put it back in her pussy, she strained back and pulled a wide grimace.
“Fuck, Callum!” she whispered hoarsely. “You make me fuck like a guy.”
“What the fuck, Jess!” I said. I pulled my hips back from her but she dug her heels into my legs and pulled me back  close to her.
She laughed between her high-pitched and breathy moans. I could tell she was close. “I mean, always wanting it, and always ready, and not even needing to get warmed up,” she said, out of breath. Her body tensed up. “I mean like a guy, fast and furious and anytime, drop of a hat,” she said, and she sank her mouth into my neck. “You make me always ready,” she groaned.
I smoothly, slowly, drew my cock out of her and pushed it back in steadily and relentlessly. She dug her heels into my butt and sank her nails into my neck. Her body stiffened and her back arched. Her breath pulled deeply and stopped, and her head fell back. “Fuck, Callum!” she cried with a whisper. I pulled my cock back and her body shook violently before she strained hard a moment, and then deflated.
She laughed and slid down over the edge of the counter. “Oops,” she said, and she reached for the towels. My cum erupted from her pussy and ran in a stream down the inside of her leg. She caught it and wiped it up and pushed herself up on her toes. She kissed me and tussled my hair and slapped my butt. “You always look after me, don’t you,” she said, and she spun around, opened the door, and lead me out with her hand around my wrist. There were three women in a line waiting. We didn’t know. We both dropped our faces down and rushed away through the hallway.
Having exhausted ourselves dancing — and having lost all inhibitions about carrying on like girlfriend-boyfriend in the dark crowded room, we finally decided it would be best to slip out and away. On our way back up to our room, Kiera spotted the half-private hot-tub outside, steaming and vacated. Ten minutes later, all four of us snuck down in big fluffy white hotel robes.
The air was cold, but he water was hot. We sank in to our chins. Claire found the switch and turned out the lights. The river glowed in moonlight, serpentine in its graceful curves that stretched off to the horizon in both directions. The stars twinkled. We looked up and behind us. Most of the hotel rooms’ lights were out. Besides, hardly any of them would be able to see, even if our pool lights were on.
“Did you fuck him in the bathroom?” Kiera said to Jessica.
Jessica flared her eyes and dropped her chin. “Kiera! So rude!” she said.
“Did you though?” Kiera kept on her.
Jessica looked over her shoulder at the glowing river. “Just a little, maybe,” she said.
Claire threw her head back and laughed at the black sky and stars.
“I knew it!” Kiera said. “I wanted to,” she said, and she fumbled in the water to my side. We all saw her pull from the inky black water her bikini bottoms that she draped over the side of the pool.
“Not here,” Claire said.
“Like a bathroom outside the hospitality suite was any better!” Kiera said, and she rolled over me and dropped both knees down beside my hips. “Anyway, I have to,” she said. She found my cock under the water and pulled on it until the head poked the lips of her pussy. She sank down on me, taking me into her extremely hot and greasy pussy.
“I know, right?” Jessica said. “I had to, too,” she said. “He’s turning us into guys,” she said. “Always wanting to fuck and ready to fuck, too, without any lead-up,” she said.
“It’s true,” Kiera said, and she wrapped her hands around the back of my neck and sank down on her knees, taking my cock slowly and completely inside her pussy. “I’m always ready for our boyfriend.”
“Have you ever initiated things with any of us?” Jessica said. She leaned sideways to see my eyes where they emerged through Kiera’s undulated curtain of hair and over her poking shoulders.
I laughed and I wrapped my hands around Kiera’s waist as she dropped her face down in my neck and rode me up and down, smoothly and steadily. “You know, I don’t know,” I said. “I actually don’t think so — not the first time, and not anytime after that, either,” I said.
“Kiera,” Claire said. “You always look so beautiful from behind when you’re riding him,” she said. “I just love how you move on him.”
Kiera snorted into my neck and began to gyrate in her back with more emphasis. “I always want to fuck him,” she said in a tiny voice as though apologizing. She hung back from me with her fingers locked together behind my neck. “You turned us all into guys, always trying to fuck you and not even caring if you need time or warming up or even if it’s in a not-good place,” she said.
“Maybe it’s because you don’t initiate,” Claire said.
Kiera began to hump her body harder into mine. She dropped her chin over my shoulder and bit and licked my neck. “He always makes me cum so hard and fast, too,” she said in a whimpering voice.
“Exactly!” Jessica said and she nodded at Claire beside her. “It’s like we’re the guys!”
Claire smiled at me over Kiera’s shoulder and she nodded.
Kiera seized up throughout her body and she clamped her knees harder around my hips. “Oh shit,” she cried, and she clenched her teeth and turned her face away from mine. Her hair swept over my face and her body slammed into mine violently. Her cries would surely be heard in rooms above us, if anyone’s window was open. She fell off me and sank in the water, a closed-eye grin spreading on her face like she’d been injected with something.
She rolled her head until her eyes could focus on Jessica. “I always want to fuck him,” she said. “It’s always right at the surface.”
“I know,” Jessica said. “I don’t know what he’s turning us into.”
We got out and pulled our robes on and made our way to the elevator. I was holding hands with Jessica and Claire who rolled their heads on my shoulder, and Kiera rode on my back like she often loved to do. A couple came onto the elevator on the second floor. They glanced at the four of us, glanced at each other, and looked away.
Kiera leaned around from above and behind my head and snickered and kissed my mouth. Jessica then giggled too, and she stretched up on her toes and kissed my mouth just as deeply, just as long as Kiera had. Then Claire, usually the circumspect one, followed suit, adding an audible moan to her kiss that was longer yet.
We could see the couple in front of us glance over their shoulder and struggle not to stare. We stepped off at our floor still holding hands with Kiera on my back, and we laughed and bumped into the walls all the way down the hallway to our room. If it was me and any one of them, it would have looked like a couple in love, perhaps even a newly married couple. And we were, only we weren’t a couple.
“What are we?” Kiera said when we got back in our door. “We’re not a throuple. There’s four of us.”
“A quad?” Claire said.
“A quartet?” Jessica said.
“That’s not bad,” I said. “What about a frouple?”
“Ew! What’s that?” Kiera said.
“Yeah, no good — the words four and couple, but forget it.”
They got into bed in their panties and t-shirts and tank tops. Claire patted the bed beside her. Jessica and Kiera were already sharing the first bed. I got in and we snuggled up together.
“I like quartet,” Claire said, pulling on my arms where I wrapped them around her body from behind her. We faced the other bed on our sides.
“We’re a quartet,” Kiera said. “Can we say that at a restaurant?”
“It sounds normal enough — no one would imagine what it really means,” Jessica said. She rolled onto her side to face Claire and me over the gap between the beds. Kiera wrapped herself around Jessica from behind.
“I like it,” Kiera said. “It’s nobody’s business what it really means,” she said.
Jessica pulled Kiera’s hand around her ribs and twisted around over her shoulder to nearly kiss her on her cheek behind her, and she smiled and snorted. “Look how cute Claire and Callum are,” she said to Kiera.
“You two were the first,” Kiera said. “This is exactly how it all started,” she said. “Who went for who first?”
Claire laughed. “Callum never goes for girls,” she said. “I don’t think this man has ever tried.” She pushed her hips backward into my groin under the sheets and rubbed herself against me, unseen by the others.
“Maybe that’s how he has ingeniously turned us into the sexual aggressors,” Jessica said.
“It’s because of you two always going at him that makes me so . . . “ Kiera said, and she paused. “ . . . aggressive,” she finally said.
Both Jessica and Claire gasped in disbelief. “Oh my god, Kiera! You’re the worst!”
“You are usually the one who gets things started,” Jessica said, and she snorted and kissed Kiera behind her. “You’re always climbing all over him!” She settled her face back down sideways on the pillow facing Claire and I. “This girl, I swear,” she said to us. Kiera snickered behind her head. We could tell they were struggling under the blanket pulled up tightly around their necks. “She was not like this before,” she said and she rolled her eyes at us.
Claire had arched her back slowly. She had also reached over her waist and behind her back and had wrapped her hand around my cock behind her. Making the minimal movements possible, she slid her leg behind her and up and over my legs. I snorted lightly into her hair. She said “shh” to me and curled her hips further back. The head of my cock slipped between the lips of her pussy from behind. She twisted her body further, let go of my cock, and slid her pussy up my shaft, engulfing me inside her.
“None of us were like this before,” Claire said to Jessica across the gap between the beds.
I slipped my hand over her hip under the blanket and held her as I slowly, deeply, penetrated her.
“Makes you wonder about a lot of things,” Jessica said. Her eyes and Claire’s eyes were locked on each others. I tried not to bump Claire’s body, but I think Jessica knew right away what we were doing.
“I agree with you,” Claire said. “The part about always being ready, always wanting it, always ready for it right away,” she said. “Kiera’s right, though,” Claire said and she shut her eyes and grunted with a tiny gasp. “Seeing you and Kiera go at him all the time, it makes me want to, as well.”
“That’s so true of me,” Jessica said. “I’ve had boyfriends who really turned me on before,” she said. “But this is something else.”
“What’s different?” Claire said. She sucked breath through her teeth and clenched her hand around her pillow. “I mean I agree it’s something else — but how would you describe it?”
I bumped her too hard against her butt and she half turned her head over to me and bit her lip.
“Fuck Callum,” she said. “You’re going to make me cum — again!” she said, and she gently slapped my face and rolled her head back toward Jessica and rolled her eyes. I continued to fuck her slow and gently from behind.
“It’s partly that he can’t be a boyfriend, because, like, my boyfriend is fucking another girl — right now, right in front of my eyes,” Jessica said, and she laughed. “So whatever I do with him, it doesn’t come with all the pressure of a relationship. But yet,” she said, her eyes looking off into the dark distance behind Claire and I.
I pushed the blanket off her body — we were both too hot. Claire gasped when I penetrated her harder, and she curled backward deeper and clenched her pillow tighter. Our naked bodies, uncovered, gleamed in the moonlight that streamed through our window.
Jessica waited for Claire to open her eyes to her again after her mini-climax in front of her. “But yet,” she started again, “It’s not like someone who I’m not with, either,” she said. “It’s the most open I’ve ever been about sex, and expressing myself sexually,” she said.
Claire reached out with her arm straight over the gap between the beds and she clenched and released her fingers until Jessica reached over as well to hold hands with her. “Oh my god,” Claire said. “That’s it exactly — I can be more open than even in a relationship because it is and it isn’t — it’s like being a private couple, but also like being a completely free and out there slut!” she said. She twisted round fast and hard again. “Fuck Callum!” she groaned low and deep. “That’s so good, don’t stop!” she said in a crying voice. She turned back to Jessica and squeezed her hand. “He’s going to make me cum again, he’s too good!” she whimpered to her.
“We’re such total sluts!” Jessica said and she snorted. “But all inside the little cocoon that we are,” she said. “Cum, baby,” she said to Claire and she squeezed her hand.
“He’s going to make me!” Claire whimpered. She twisted around and searched for my mouth with her tongue behind her head. “Cum inside me!” she said over her shoulder.
I began to lose it in her. I seized her hips in my hands and flung my body sideways over the bed and into her. She braced her hands into Jessica’s hand and winced and clenched her eyes. She cried out loud, and Jessica gasped and reached over to cover her mouth. Claire’s body went tense all over. I was unable to hold back and I erupted into her. She cried out hard into Jessica’s hand and her body shook. I felt the tension release in her all over, all at once, and I spurted hard into the depths of her pussy. We slammed our bodies together hard but quickly exhausted ourselves and fell apart.
I rolled onto my back. Jessica was nice enough to go get towels soaked in warm water to wipe us both up with. She was the one who noticed that Kiera had slept through the whole thing. Claire and I fell asleep entangled in the one bed, and Jessica and Kiera fell asleep in the other.
There was a breakfast buffet in one of the hotel’s restaurants and we took full advantage. Just as we tucked into it, the professor from next door leaned over Jessica’s shoulder. “I don’t recognize you,” he said looking straight at me. He smiled — it wasn’t entirely hostile.
“My boyfriend drove us up,” Claire quickly said, and she made a point of laying her hand on my shoulder. “A real sweetheart! We were able to read the slides while he drove!”
“Well that’s excellent!” he said. “Make room at your table inside for him — come into the main hall,” he said to me. “I’ll make sure to put your name on the list . . . “ he said, and he paused.
“Callum!” I said after a moment of not understanding.
“Callum it is,” he said, and he turned and left.
“You really want to go to the keynote speech?” Claire said.
I sat back and shrugged. “I’m personally invited, I believe,” I said.
The president of the society made the usual welcoming speech and recapped the events of the year. Claire turned to me. “Could you help me with something up in the room?” she said.
Both Jessica and Kiera turned away and smirked.
We made out like teens on the elevator. She yanked her panties down and off her heels in the hallway. We barely made it inside the door before she jumped up on my hips and wrapped her legs around my back. I turned her around and pinned her to the back of the hotel room door and I yanked her skirt up and slapped her ass.
She cried out loud and gasped with her face pressed sideways into the wood. I held her wrists high over her head against the door in one hand and I held my cock in my other hand. I kicked at her feet until she spread them wide enough, and I pushed my cock into her pussy.
Rushing her wasn’t a problem. What she had told Jessica the night before was true. It never mattered how quickly I took her or any of them, they were ready for it, day and night. But it was also true that I never initiated things.
I pumped my hips against her ass and she wailed with her mouth open against the door. She was climaxing in moments. The clutching and squeezing of her pussy around my cock made it hard for me to last more than a few strokes either. It was true for me as much as for them: I was always on the edge around those girls as much as they were on the edge around me. I spurted into her from behind and she screamed and her knees buckled and she collapsed on the floor.
We checked each other in the bathroom and quickly hurried back down. We got back to the table just as the professor got to the podium and nodded around the room acknowledging the warm applause.
Between the speech and the set of breakout sessions in a few different rooms around that floor, Kiera glanced around at the coffees and took my hand in hers. She glanced over her shoulder and dragged me away and into a dark, unused session room. She sat on a table and lifted her feet to drape them over my shoulders, her pointy heels digging into my back. I pulled her pink panties half way up her thighs and I pushed my cock into her pussy.
She was as ready as Claire was. She gripped the edge of the table at the sides of her hips and hung on. I leaned over her body and pushed my hands into the table surface beside her face and I came low enough to kiss her.
“Hurry,” she whispered.
I didn’t go slow or easy. I rammed her hard enough to fill the unlit space with the slapping sounds of my thighs against her upturned ass. Her body clenched all over almost immediately. Her breath caught and her voice emitted high-pitched cries. I could feel the telltale signs of her climax approaching within, it seemed, a minute of the door closing behind us.
I didn’t have much left in me, but I ejaculated with just as powerful a feeling as when I had earlier erupted inside Claire.
Kiera arched hard in her back and gasped with her mouth wide open, sounding like a woman dying. She started laughing even before she stopped clenching in her body all over. She sat up and uncertainly came to her feet. She wobbled on her platform pumps and hung her arms from my neck.
“My hero,” she said, and she kissed my mouth. “Is it too much?” she said. But she didn’t wait for an answer before turning and leading me by the hand back out the door into the hotel’s carpeted hallway.
The professor was just then passing by, going the other way to one of the breakout session rooms.
“Oh!” he said, glancing at Kiera, at me, and back at Kiera.
We could both tell he was trying to sort out in his mind who it was who claimed I was their boyfriend at breakfast.
“Did you enjoy that?” he said to me. “Did you understand any of it?” he said, and he laughed. “We tend to get extremely esoteric in this field,” he said and he took my shoulder in his hand.
It took me a beat or two to realize he was talking about his speech and not fucking Kiera in the dark room. “Faraday’s magnetic field analogy,” I said, clueing in, “was thought-provoking,” I said.
He recoiled backward and tucked his chin down. I don’t think he was expecting a reply at all, let alone one that had shown I had in fact been listening. “But what would be the equivalent of the inert magnet, do you think?” I said. “That’s what I was wondering.”
“You’re right,” he said turning with a frown. He held his chin in his finger and thumb. “Something has to move through the coils to induce the current,” he said thoughtfully, and he carried on to the next session room. He glanced over his shoulder at Kiera and I before he went through the door.
We rushed off to her next session room. She pushed herself up on her toes and kissed a peck on my chin before she waved and ducked inside. It was the early life breakout session. I found a room that was hosting the evolutionary biology group, and snuck in. Jessica was already in there, and she waved me over and patted an empty chair beside her.
I was interested in it all the way, but the moment the speakers finished, Jessica hauled me out and dragged me behind her. We found a business room down a hallway — a tiny smoke-glass enclosed cubicle. With the light left off, you’d have to press your eye to the glass to see anyone inside, though we were right up against it. She locked the door, pushed me into the black office swivel chair, and reached up between her legs to pull her black panties down and off.
I tried to ask her what she thought of the session, but she pinched my lips together, knelt over my lap in the chair, and pulled at my cock that rose up under her between her legs. She sank her mouth over mine and moaned too loud. She pushed her pussy, wet, up and over my cock, hard, disappearing me inside her.
She grabbed the back of the hair over my head and her skirt flared around my waist. She pumped herself on me, taking my cock so deep in her pussy, I felt the back of her pussy with the bumping head of my cock.
“Jess . . . “ I said, but she pressed her cupped hand over my mouth and shut her eyes and rolled her head back. She wasn’t so much as fucking me as masturbating herself, using my cock for the purpose.
Conference attendees strolled past the smoked glass within two feet of us as other sessions broke up and people spilled into the hallways. Jessica humped me like there wasn’t time. She buried her face in my neck to squelch her cry. Her pussy seized up around my cock and nearly pulled me up and out of the seat under her. The sensation was more than I could bear. Her whole body rippled with spams. I could feel her run down my thighs. I spurted up and into her and she gasped with her face thrown back to the ceiling and she shook.
She got up, she pulled her panties on and pressed her skirt down. She didn’t even look over her shoulder before she unlocked the door and darted out into the hallway. “Next session is already started!” she said, and she hauled me out behind her. She pressed me against the wall and buried her tongue into my mouth. “See you after, got to run!” she said, and she patted my butt and waved at me with a smile over her shoulder.
Sure enough, the professor passed the other way, frowning more deeply than before and glancing up the hallway over his shoulder at Jessica’s receding form.
I cleared my throat and went the other way. I could feel his eyes on the back of my head. They were the eyes of confusion.
The second night, we were invited to a private party in one of the larger rooms. Inside, it was packed with younger people — all students at the conference. It was loud, dark, and tight. Neither Kiera, Jessica, nor Claire made any attempt anymore to hide who were to each other, despite there being three of them and one of me. It was too crowded for anyone to really pay attention, but I caught a few sideways eyes and frowns — some were noticing something strange about us.
Things got more confusing for some of them when it became evident to them that I was not a science student. “I’m here with my girlfriend,” I explained. More than one of them looked over his shoulder at one of my girls, and then the other, and then the third, before looking back at me with an uncomprehending sideways grin.
As though intending to make matters worse, Kiera pulled me to the wall and buried her tongue virtually down my throat, making out with me against the wall. “That was so fucking hot in that room,” she said. She clutched her hand into my groin.
Later, as I fixed a drink, Jessica pressed herself into my back behind me and dropped her face down over my neck and kissed me. “I can’t believe we did it in a cubicle,” she said, and she licked my cheek and laughed. She pushed her hand down over the front of my pants and squeezed me.
I went onto the balcony to get some fresh air. Claire came out, too, and she pushed herself hard against me. “You rattled my bones against the hotel room door, you know,” she said. She pushed her face into my ear and seized my wrist in her hand. She pulled it up between her legs and pressed my middle fingertip down over the front of the centre of her panties. “Can’t stop thinking about it,” she said and she kissed me deeper, longer, and harder than even Kiera or Jessica did.
When we decided to leave, I looked over my shoulder going through the door, my three girlfriends already in the hallway and whining for me to get going. There were at least half a dozen guys staring at me, frowning, seemingly confused, and trying to figure things out. There were at least that many women, too. They had the same look Reed, BB and Jim had, looking through the glass doors to our room at the resort. Me, Kiera, Jessica, and Claire wrapped our hands around the back of each’s other’s waists and we walked in time with each other laughing and squealing all the way down the hallway.
We nearly walked four-abreast directly into the back of the professor where he was alone, waiting for the elevator. We dropped our arms from each other’s bodies, but it was too late. He saw. It was also too late to avoid getting on the elevator with him. We tried to stand apart, but it was a small box. The silence was overwhelming. I glanced at Jessica and her shoulders poked up and her chest heaved. She covered her mouth to avoid erupting in laughter, and she coughed.
That made Claire turn and laugh and cough, too. She turned away but only to see us through the mirror. She clenched her eyes and grimaced like someone in pain, she tried so hard to keep from laughing. Kiera widened her eyes at all three of us like she was the innocent one. “Interesting day,” the professor said, half turning over his shoulder toward us.
“You can say that again,” Kiera said, and that was too much for Jessica and Claire, who both erupted into full-on belly laughs all over again.
The professor remained stoic in his face and he looked over his shoulder at me with a bigger frown than ever.
“It’s been an intense day,” I said to him.
“The interns’ fair is tomorrow,” he said, as though confused about why anyone would be nervous the first day.
We walked behind him down the hallway. His door was next to ours. There was nothing we could do. We went in and shut our door and proceeded to fall down and roll around on the floor laughing silently, covering each other’s mouths, and clutching our guts. Every time we got ourselves halfway quiet and still, someone would erupt again and then all of us broke down. We never laughed so hard, even though we never had to keep so quiet. It hurt, we laughed so much.
Kiera started it, tearing Jessica’s skirt off her. Jessica pretended to be angry and she tore Kiera’s top off. We were delirious with squelched laughter. Before long they were in their panties and bras and I was in my shorts. The only way we could stop laughing was by kissing and embracing on one of the beds. We became naked like that, rolling around and over each other’s bodies, sucking, kissing, licking, and fucking all over.
Every time someone moaned too loud, the rest of us covered their mouth. I reamed Claire from behind. Jessica pushed her butt up at me beside Claire’s and bumped her out of the way until I pumped myself into Jessica’s pussy. Kiera snorted and pushed her butt up at me and pushed against Jessica’s butt. All three offered me their pussies with their butts up in the air, down on their elbows and knees. I did my best to look after them all, but it wasn’t easy, especially with needing to keep quiet.
“That’s what they don’t know,” I said in a hushed voice after we finished and laid on our beds and settled down.
“Who?” Claire said.
“All the guys at that party,” I said. “They think it’s easy, keeping all you three settled down.”
Kiera whipped a pillow at me and Jessica snorted and pushed me. “Oh my god, did he just say that?” Claire said.
The next day, we wondered through the intern fair together. “We all like the same one,” Kiera said. She was signing up on a sheet and noticed Claire’s and Jessica’s name above her’s.
“Why not all go work in the same lab?” the professor said from directly behind us.
“Can we do that?” Kiera said.
“It would work better for us, actually,” the professor said. “That’s my lab. Could use some fresh perspective.”
“We do work well together,” Claire said to the professor. I nearly lost it. “We live together,” she added with a shrug. 
“Even better, then,” the professor said. He turned the sheet around and highlighted Kiera’s name and got Claire’s and Jessica’s name and emails from them and highlighted them, too. “We’ll be in touch,” he said.
We walked away and went looking for lunch. “That was too easy,” Claire said.
“Everything is easy when it’s all of us together,” Jessica said.
I squinted at the shop windows we passed and caught our reflection undulating and flashing from the different sheets of glass and I wondered what the future would bring now. 




13: The lab

Claire, Jessica, Kiera and I were all nervous about our first day at “the lab.” It didn’t help that we were asked to meet up with their internship supervisor not at a building on the campus, but at what turned out to be a slip on a wharf in a predominantly fishing boat marina up north along the river.
“All aboard!” a guy called to us as he clomped in his heavy boots down the boards toward us where we stood staring at a boat and wondering if we got the directions horribly wrong. We spread our feet instinctively and steadied our footing on the dock as it wavered side to side with his walking toward us. He came to the boat, yanked back a tarp, and pulled down a plank. We shrugged at each other and followed his gesturing arm to climb up and onto the boat.
We were sped up the river a half hour before he slowed the two engines and bobbed the bow up to a simple dock that was tied with enormous ropes to a low-hanging and gnarly old tree. It was the first of his talking we could hear — the boat motors and the wind and the slap of the water on the side of the boat made the trip out an internally meandering zone of quiet contemplation.
“Uninhabited,” he said, leading the way from the dock and up the narrow trail zigzagging through shore shrubs. “Until now that is,” he said with a snort. We came over a ridge to find a shipping container with doors and windows cut into it. “The camp,” he said with a nod. “Where you’ll be living Friday to Sunday for the next ten weeks.” We all looked at each other with wide eyes and recoiled faces.
“Where exactly is the lab?” Claire said.
The guy stepped backward a few steps, stretched out his arms, hands turned up, and he gestured all around himself, turning completely around on his feet with his head back, a big smile spreading over his face. “This,” he said, “is your lab! The whole island!”
It turned out that there had been an ongoing study of the fauna on the island for the last half dozen years — its changes, its interactions with animal and insect life, its developments, the climate. We were there to carry on with observations and counts, photographing and documenting data, and updating and maintaining the equipment.
There was a bunkhouse, a kitchen, a bathroom, and a common room inside the container. Plus a room with computers, desks, containers, cases, and tools. It was all raised a foot or so off the ground on four slender blocks, so as not to damage anything on the island. 
“If you can find someone to hire to manage supplies like food, do your cooking, keep the place tidy and clean,” he said, looking over at me, “and ferry you out Friday after classes and back Sunday sometime, you can stay here the whole weekend without me having to come out back and forth to get you twice a day.” They all looked at me with him. Kiera started smirking and Jessica covered her grin with her hand. “It’s your choice, but interns do usually end up just staying out here the whole weekend,” he said, and he turned away and lead us up a narrow trail. “The good ones, anyway,” he called over his shoulder.
The girls had already been told by one of their professors that they should look for someone to hire to ferry them back and forth and manage the supplies and cooking — that it’s a far richer experience staying out there. It’s what I was doing out there already, trailing along with them. We were all checking to see if that was what I was going to do. It had power — a generator and fuel was already supplied. It had wifi too, or at least hotspots. I’d be just as able to do my own school work out there as at home. I had no reason to say no.
We were to start in a couple of weeks. In the meantime, we were to plan our supplies, work out our duties, and get familiar with some of the safety measures. We wondered around the island following the tiny trails to the different outposts where monitoring equipment was located and observation posts had been constructed, either on top of towers or behind low bunkers.
“It’s a paradise,” Claire said.
“Only with one Adam and three Eves this time,” Kiera said, and she snorted.
“Why this island?” I said. “And not those other ones over there, closer to the other shore?”
“No invasive species,” Jessica said, lifting her face from something she was reading about it that the supervisor had given her. “It’s always been protected — part of a reservation at first, then part of a nature conservation thing,” she said. “Nobody’s ever lived here.”
“So uncharted territory,” I said.
“Can’t even see it from shore, either,” Kiera said. She was shading her eyes and looking out toward the dark line that was the shore we’d come from. It was true, the river widened there into a lake by any other name. “Can’t see the details of people, anyway,” she said, and she turned around and scanned the heights of the trees behind her. “Virgin land.”
Our supervisor left us on the island overnight Friday and told us he’d be back Saturday morning to show us what exactly to do. I think it was a test they probably put every year’s new interns through, to see if they can hack living out there like that, far away from any contact.
Jessica was the first to start breaking things down. She came strolling casually through the common room stripped down to her panties and a tiny tank top. “What?” she said. “We’re alone out here, Kiera already said, nobody can see anything!” She tittered and made out as though she was suddenly interested in the fridge, and in particular, the items on the lowest shelf.
We all rolled our eyes and smirked. “You’re such a little slut!” Kiera cried out loud, but she laughed too, and whipped off her clothes as well. She attacked Claire who ran away from her and around me for protection, before she let herself get caught by Kiera and Jessica together, who attacked her from opposite sides of me. Claire screamed and pretended to struggle to hold her top down and her pants up, but of course, she lost. All three girls pushed and pulled and screamed and laughed with each other, with me scrunched in the middle between them. But it wasn’t long before they attacked me, too.
Only they weren’t so courteous as to stop with my underwear. Kiera tickled my ribs to make me let go of my shorts, and she squealed when she yanked them down. I pulled my feet clear of them rather than trip and fall over them. I backed up like I was in a horror show, the three of them, Kiera, Jessica, and Claire, creeping up to me with their arms arched over, their fingers grasping and coiling, coming at me like three monsters or three ghosts. Only they were no monsters, they were in panties and tank tops, and couldn’t stop grinning.
They cornered me between the window and fridge. The window was open and I turned to flail my arms down and out of it and to push my head out and pretend to cry for help. Inside, Kiera, Jessica, and Claire laughed and grabbed and poked and pulled on me. I looked back in from outside and over my shoulder — I was feeling more warm, naked flesh pushed around and against my body from behind than I expected. Sure enough, I found they had all stripped either themselves or each other of even their underwear.
I turned back toward the wild, undisturbed nature outside, the land supposedly never lived on, a forgotten piece of landscape forever undisturbed, unburdened by any “invasive species” as Jessica pointed out, and I hooked my armpits in the sill of the window and let my arms dangle further down, loosely out the outside of the converted steel shipping container. I lifted my face to the dying of the week’s light, the silhouettes of the looming trees seemingly growing taller and more closely surrounding us, and the glow of the river shining through their trunks, still catching the last blazing rays of the setting sun, and glinting like gold.
Inside, I felt someone’s mouth — I couldn’t tell whose — close around my cock, and a purity of warmth and wetness flooded over me. The suction she applied, whoever she was, made my eyes fall back in my head and my head fall back to the tree limbs reaching high up over our tiny camp. Six hands roamed over my nude, headless body that hung down the wall inside and under the window like an airing-out rug. Young, nude breasts and hips and asses pressed and rubbed against me everywhere. I could hear their light tittering amidst the rustle of the autumn leaves and the burbling of the river falling over rocks unseen but all around us. 
I pulled my hands inside but left my head hanging down and out. I felt blindly around, beside and behind me. I squeezed a bum and I found a breast. I heard squeals and moans all around me. I sunk my middle finger into a pussy — I couldn’t tell whose. The gasp was indeterminate. A second mouth closed around my cock, hotter and tighter than the first.
“Close your eyes,” I heard someone’s voice say close to my ear. I couldn’t tell who it was. My body was pulled backward and inside the window. A cloth — silk? Satin? A scarf? was tied around my eyes. Someone put music on. Three nude and un-talking but giggling bodies pushed, pulled and led me to the couch in the common room. There were titters and squeals as mouths kissed my body and tongues licked my neck and ears, and a multitude of uncountable hands roamed freely around me all over.
“Mouth,” I heard a voice say. I couldn’t tell who anyone was. I was touching their bodies all over and they were touching and probing me all over, too, and I only knew there were three of them and not two or four or any other number because that’s how many were ferried out to that strange and beguiling place. I opened my mouth and went “ahhh.”
A warmed slice of canned peach was slithered over my tongue and the syrup ran down my chin. Soft, short sexual grunts erupted against my neck. Humid and undulating groins pulsated and ground against my hands. My middle fingers probed and penetrated leaking pussies on both sides. Bodies snapped and shivered. Mouths wrestled with each other over the head of my cock. My head was pushed firmly, insistently, back over the top of the couch behind me and a tuft of my hair was gripped in a fist. I opened my mouth in a silent gasp of pain, but my breath was staunched by a groin mashed harshly against my lips. I lapped at the wet, running pussy but could not tell the body it belonged to. I pushed my tongue inside it and the body it came with buckled and quaked in response. A pussy, wet, tight, and pulsating, pushed down over my erection. Another body snapped and writhed against my body, caught in the vortex of an early, unexpected climax. The muscles inside the pussy contracted hard around my deeply probing finger.
That first disembodied climax inspired the second one, and my chin was flooded with warm  running glisten. Cries of sexual tension and sudden release rose up all around me. The body that rode my lap began to collapse over top of my head. Hips whipped around my hips, a pussy contracted nearly too tightly around my cock, and hands — whose, I still couldn’t tell from the others — closed tightly around the back of my neck as though to hang on for dear life. My lap was flooded the way my chin had been flooded earlier. All three voices groaned out loud in unison. I exploded up into the mystery pussy and thrashed myself against it. Whoever it was tumbled off me and a mouth closed around my sprung cock and sucked out of me all further spurts until I was entirely deflated and spent.
I fell over sideways on the cushions of the couch still blindfolded, and a blanket was thrown over me. I heard snickers and murmurs receding away from the room and I fell into a deep sleep. It had been a long day filled with mysteries and I was glad for the post-coital nap.
When I woke up, I sat up in the couch and turned my head sideways to see the three of them in bathrobes in the kitchen laughing and goofing around, knives and plates and cutting boards flying about the place. I pulled the blanket around my waist and dragged it like a king in his trailing robes into the kitchen area. “Right,” I said, and they all — stunned, startled — stepped back. “Out of my kitchen — the cook has arrived.”
The girls squealed and darted out on their toes and cheered. We all went to our rooms and got into our hang-out clothes. I went back into the kitchen to look things over and make some decisions while the girls played music and danced and found a list of shows for the evening’s entertainments.
I chose to make a simple clam alfredo on linguine, started off with baked oysters wrapped in bacon and settled on toast, and I chose a baked peach flambé to finish us off with, having discovered a half bottle of rum stashed above the fridge behind an exhaust fan.
The girls were typically too impressed with my frankly pedestrian culinary skills, but I didn’t mind the oohing and ahhing, nor the kisses on my cheeks and the pats on my rear. Had it been three guys and the one girl doing the cooking, it would have been a different situation. But there was something about that untouched island, something about its pristine land, its raw and undisturbed original state, that made every moment out there feel otherworldly, or from another time. It was just a lone island in an undistinguished river, a thin strip of black against the horizon as seen from the other shore, something glanced at everyday out the windows of thousands of passing cars flying up the freeway, and a moment later forgotten.
But it was, on weekends at least, an ad hoc self-standing society of four young people with no prior rules, no surrounding strictures or structures, a place undisturbed by human hands and unregulated by human minds. A lab, indeed, I thought.
We had our work to do, collecting samples, testing for acid and base in the soil and the rain, counting leaves, measuring heights, and entering all the data. We had our communications with the outside world, through zoom calls and emails and texts and files and document transfers — spreadsheets and photos and notes accumulated.
And then, our work for the day done, we transformed. We could have been on Mars, we got so far away from the other world on our boat trips out to that island on Fridays.
I was working in the common room on the kitchen table on a paper, as usual. The lab work for Friday was done and the three girls chattered and laughed on the couch together on the other side of the room. I always worked better with low-level noise than in silence anyway. But it was just like it was before, it occurred to me, in that basement apartment I had shared with Reed in that other life, my face aglow from my laptop screen, and the light chattering and tittering that rose up from the couch on the other side of the long room down there.
But of course, it was an entirely different situation now. I went back in my mind and tried to put myself back in my “office” in the basement I shared with Reed, perhaps to communicate with myself back then, perhaps to tell myself what it becomes in time — the annoying alpha male roommate in that oppressed basement with his string of squealing girls becomes replaced with three nubile sirens on a private island all to ourselves.
Claire — the first one, the one who first tore me out of that previous world of introverted, beta-shame and annoyance — as though reading my mind, pushed herself up from the couch, stepped over the dark floor toward me, and wrapped her hand, cool and smooth, around my wrist. Kiera and Jessica, their faces lit up by the show on the screen on someone’s laptop on the coffee table, their eyes glinting, looking over at me, smiled and tilted their heads, and looked back. They knew what was on Claire’s mind. It was fine.
She didn’t yank me — she hardly even pulled me. She merely urged me with her fingers around my wrist, and like that she lead me up out of my chair and down the hallway of the converted container to the four bedroom doors at the far end. The standard of luxury of that shipping container was about equivalent to that of the basement apartment. And my bedroom that she opened the door to was about the same size, too, with a similar level of minimalist — even zero — decoration. In that sense, I had come no distance at all since the time I shared the basement apartment with Reed.
Nor did what happen with Claire in the container accommodation differ meaningfully from that first night with her in my basement bedroom. The door was closed the same way. The lights were put out the same way, too. She pulled her loose sweater up and over her head and tossed it behind her and fluffed her blonde mane in much the same way as well. She even undressed me where I lay immobilized on my bed on my back, chuckling to herself the same way, struggling to pull my clothes away from me, fighting to undress me.
She knelt on my bed, swung a knee over my lap, and arched in her back to reach with her arms folded behind her until the tension in the cups of her bra and the tiny ribbon joining them in the middle slackened and fell forward from her chest. She collapsed her shoulders around her chest the same way as the first time, and she shrugged and shook her tosro to make the satin shoulder ribbons fall down her arms the same way, before she twisted on my lap to search behind her for a chair at which to toss her white bra, also the same way.
I reached with both hands up to her bared chest that she proudly shook at me, chuckling, and I felt her breasts fill my palms, warm and soft and smooth. She clasped her hands over my hands and pressed me to her body harder. She sighed and smiled and lifted herself on her knees, easing her groin up off my lap, and she dragged her pussy lips, hot and oozing, lightly up the underside of my cock where it strained hard under her.
We didn’t talk, just like the first time, too. She slipped her knees wider apart on my bed and she forced her pussy down over the head of my cock. She engulfed me within her, and she emitted a single, high-pitched and whining cry up to the ceiling. Her fingernails curled into the skin of my shoulders and her hair swept over my chest. She dropped down into a crouch over my body, she curled her spine in, she thrusted her hips against my hips, and she smothered my mouth with her mouth.
The bed was too close to the wall and it started to bang against it. The container was set up uncertainly on cinder blocks and the whole thing rocked. Claire either didn’t realize it or didn’t care. She rolled over and pulled me over her as she went, and she dug her nails into my ass and shoved her body up to slam into mine as I came down into her. She locked her ankles around my back and snaked her arms around my neck. Her whole body strained so hard, she lifted herself from my bed entirely, and she hung from my body on my hands and knees, so that I fucked her with a loud slapping sound as her body swung from me like a pendulum. 
She wanted to try what I was doing earlier and she dashed to my window, flung it open, and hung her entire upper body out the side of the container. It was dark outside now and the stars were out, the moon lit up the river, and the trees rustled with annoyed sleeplessness. I stood behind her body where it quivered before me, outlined thinly in sliver moonlight, her back undulating in waves, her feet spreading on the floor, pushed up on their straining toes.
“Come on!” she cried to the untouched forest around us.
I poked the head of my cock at the apex of her thighs and she rammed her body backward and slid her pussy up the length of my shaft. I fell into her and jolted her body and she cried out loud at the trees. I held her by the waist and she held onto the frame of the window. Her golden hair bounced with each jolt I threw into her pussy. I twisted her long strands into a rope and I wrapped my fist up in it and tugged on her.
She dropped her jaw wide open and bellowed out to the great outdoors. I tried to slow our pace — I wasn’t going to last — but she began to plow her hips back at me, and soon I was the one merely receptive to her aggresively fucking, standing still behind her as she drove her ass into my groin. I shivered, I held my breath, and I gritted my teeth. But her pussy squeezed me and it undulated around me. I stood no chance.
I came inside her. She gasped and fucked me all the harder, corkscrewing her pussy down the length of my cock and grinding her ass into my hips. I gushed from her and ran in glistening white rivulets down the insides of her thighs. Her pussy contacted so hard, it hurt me. Her release was full and debilitating. She slid down between me and the wall and I caught her just in time to guide what was left of her life onto my bed where we collapsed together and breathed hard and started laughing.
We came out to clean up in the bathroom. We tried to sneak across the hallway, but Kiera and Jessica were still up watching a show. “Jesus, you guys!” Kiera called to us through the dark. “You were spilling my tea!”
Claire laughed and darted through the door and straight into the shower. It wasn’t big enough for two, this one, so I wrapped a towel around my waist and went back to the common room to wait my turn.
“I’m surprised you didn’t kill her,” Jessica said.
“Never you mind,” I said to her. “Your time is coming.”
Kiera snorted tea out her nose and burst out laughing.
“You promise?” Jessica said, and she exaggerated her blinking eyes at me.
“No one’s going to get any sleep around this place, knowing the way you go at him,” Kiera said, and she shook her head and tsk’d-tsk’d her.
“You play so innocent,” Jessica said, and she pushed and rocked Kiera’s body with her bare foot pushing into her side. “But you’re the noisiest of us all.”
Kiera turned to me. “Who is the noisiest?” she said.
“You’re all the noisiest, each in your own way,” I said.
Jessica laughed. “You’ve learned how to bullshit too, since we first hooked up with you,” she said.
Saturday was hard and frustrating out in the field of “the lab.” The supervisor showed up exactly on time and took them through the routines. But the readings were hard to ascertain, the trails were overgrown since last year, and the amount of information they needed to take in and retain was too much. I felt again — and I told them this — that it had about it the sense of a test, to see if they were going to be able to hack it.
“You’re passing,” I said to them. “That’s what you need to remind yourself.”
Saturday night, after a hard day, a few tears, and a good dinner, the supervisor gone, they all plopped down on the couch and stared at the screen exhausted and watched a show with disinterest. I sat at the kitchen table that was at one end of the common room and worked on my own papers and research and notes.
Jessica, her black hair shimmering in the dark room and hugging her face with her curved bob cut, got up from the couch and slowly, waveringly, stepped over toward me. She glanced over her shoulder. Kiera and Claire didn’t seem to notice.
“Um,” she said nearly inaudibly. She bent over at the waist and cupped her hand over my ear. “Are you busy right now?” she said quietly. She didn’t wait for an answer. She bit her lip, she glanced over her shoulder again, and she pulled my hand in hers and widened her eyes. She took me to my room.
She closed the door and pressed my back into it, leaning into me. She held my wrists above my head, pinning them to the door. “I wasn’t going to,” she said, and then she shrugged. She used her free hand to push down my drawstring jogging pants, and then my shorts below. My cock was already awakened and it sprang up into her cool hand. “I tried my hardest to wait,” she said. She slipped her body down the front of my body and groaned like it was me feeling her up, not the other way around. Her mouth sank down over my cock, but it didn’t close yet around me — I could feel only her heat and breath. She knew she was teasing me, too, and she chuckled before closing her mouth around my cock.
She bobbed on me on her knees. Her black shimmering hair wavered forward and back in time with her body thrusting on her hips forward and back. She emitted what sounded like cries from deep in her throat. She got up and turned me around and pushed me backward until I stumbled over the side of my bed and crashed down on my back. I kicked off my pants and shorts and tugged my t-shirt up and over my head.
She stood with her feet spread on the floor facing me. She tugged open the button of her blue shorts with exaggerated tugging and she let them fall down her legs and crumple around her feet. She opened the buttons of her stretching, short-cut top and her bare chest popped out of its tight embrace, there being no bra. She grinned, she curled her bottom lip in between her teeth, and she bent at her knees and waist to hook her thumbs in the waist of her thong-cut panties, and she pushed them down and off her legs.
I never knew Jessica to be shy in the bedroom — unless we count the first time. Then, it was her taking the initiative too, and I remember thinking it was an odd combination, showing shyness on one’s face, and boldness in one’s body. Naked, she lifted her knees one at a time onto the edge of the bed and she walked on her knees up over my reclining body, pushing me down off my elbows as she came up over me. She planted one hand on the pillow beside my head, and with her other hand, she drew her fingertips and then only her nails up and down the soft, fragile skin of the shaft of my cock.
“Do you remember?” she said.
I narrowed my eyes. It wasn’t the first time I was struck by the apparent mind-reading they all did on me since we had come out to the island.
“You put me in a trance,” I said. “You were in a trance, too.”
“Uh-huh,” she said. She knelt up high over my hips and pulled my cock up under her, pushing and pulling the head forward and back through the dewey cleft of her pussy lips. Strings of pussy-saliva stretched between her glistening and full lips, and the head of my straining and heaving cock. “Something about that night . . . “ she intoned in a breathy groan. She sank her pussy down to fit herself over the head of my cock, and she let go to lean forward on locked elbows and spread her hands into the wall over my head.
I wrapped my hands around her waist and watched my fingers travel up over the ridges of her ribs, and spread out over the underside of her breasts. Her whole body heaved over mine like the deep slow swells of the mid-ocean. Her pussy enveloped my cock until her pelvic bone pressed down into mine, and she pitched, yawed, and surged on me rhythmically and ceaselessly.
I grunted and took her breasts in my palms and squeezed. High above me, she sucked a breath in sharply and dropped her chin down as her head fell back. I gazed from her bobbing black waves of hair down over her transcendent face and straining neck, to her heaving chest and clenching midsection, and further down and into the shadows of her abdomen and finally her trough. The lips, full and ripe and oozing, gripped the girth of my straining shaft, clasping and trailing as her hips pulled up until the ridge of the head of my cock appeared, glinting with saliva in what there was for light coming through the window, and they folded down again and in as she corkscrewed her hips down over my groin, and plunged me up into her highest hidden reaches inside. She dropped her mouth further open and gasped with what might have been heard as pain to someone with an ear pressed to the door. Except for how it was repeated over and over until both our minds were transported by it into the netherworld that encloses us when the pleasure peaks but does not subside.
She moved on me just fast enough to keep me from a relieving descent, but not one beat faster to send me over the top. I felt like a man leaning forward over a cliff in a stiff, steady wind buffeting him back enough to keep him in stasis to the point of singularity-like focus. I managed to crack one eye open enough to look up at the heaving, twisting body over me to find on Jessica’s face the same rapturous expression I must have worn. She held me in the same tenuous grip she was held in. The room, the container, the island, and the planet all seemed to fall away, and even gravity seemed to lose it’s slippery grip on our joined and lightly heaving bodies, so that we seemed to float up into the starry night sky, there being nothing in the entire universe but our breath, her high-pitched moans, and the transcendent sensation of pure, disembodied pleasure.
But there was a peak, there was a closing of the light, a gathering of the knots of muscles inside both of us that we knew meant there was a limit to how long this could be sustained, this moment. Her body clenched increasingly harder down on mine. My muscles went harder and strained more under hers, and my body pushed increasingly rougher up into hers. Something had to give. Our breaths were both becoming too rapid and our body heat too high.
Finally, she grimaced hard across her face, clenched her eyes shut, and bulged in her neck muscles. She bellowed like someone giving birth to a basketball. I was right there with her, my body hard as a beam of oak, my fingers clenching the sheets tight enough to shred them. Together we shuddered on the pointed peak of pure pleasure, and we remained still as a vertical rock balanced on a vertical rock, held in that unmoving moment, massive weights teetering over into near collapse with the slightest of breezes. She stopped moving on me, stopped breathing, stopped living. I too shimmered on the edge, locked inside a paralyzed body, every nerve in my being stuck on open, my mind flooded with electrical shorts.
We both shivered with our heads on our stiff necks only once and only slightly, but the cap had struck and the fuse had lit. She inhaled suddenly and sharply through even the tops of her already full lungs, and my shoulders shot up and my back arched high. She howled and I felt warmth flow down over my cock. Her pussy clenched my shaft and held me back a moment longer, though I had already lost my own control. She shuddered deep and hard, and I exploded under tremendous pressure up inside her. The release we both felt made us shed our bodies and explode like light filling a big banging universe.
Sound came back on, we re-inhabited our bodies, and the sensations of touch and vision returned. We humped madly at each other’s exhausted and jellied frames, thrashing each other like rugs hung on the line and beaten with sticks, crying out loud and tearing at each other’s hair and limbs. She finally fell down off of me and we both huffed and puffed on our backs, drenched in sweat and unable to move or talk. We both started laughing and we couldn’t stop.
She finally stirred herself enough to push up from my bed, and she wavered up onto her feet, steadied herself a moment and snorted, before she staggered out my door to the bathroom. I went to the bathroom after I heard her come out, washed myself, and, exhausted, collapsed back onto my bed and fell immediately into deep sleep, my mind emptied, my limbs drained.
At three in the morning or thereabouts, I rolled over and bumped into the back of a nude body. I didn’t open my eyes and only vaguely recalled that Jessica left for the bathroom, but I couldn’t remember if she came back to my bed or not. I wrapped my arms around the body and pushed myself up against it and drifted in and out of consciousness.
She slipped her leg up and back over my hip. Her hand felt around between her legs and behind her ass. My cock, stirring again, grew in her softly tugging hand. I couldn’t open my eyes if I tried. She arched in her back, curled her hips back, and slipped her pussy lips down over the head of my cock, and down the shaft.
I held her hips and started as though on autopilot to curl my hips forward and plunge my cock into her. I was still mostly asleep. Her body pushed back against mine, forcing me deeper and harder into her. She pushed so hard I fell over onto my back, and she followed me over and laid on top of me on her back. Her hair covered my face. Her body squirmed and writhed over mine. Her fingers tickled the underside of my cock where it came out of her, and she played with my balls.
My mind was swirling but my body took over. She pushed herself up and sat on me reverse cowgirl style, and pushed her legs and feet under and out from her, so that she held herself up on her knees and gripped her hands around my thighs with her arms straight down, her elbows locked. In that position she twerked her body and pounded me into the bed under her.
It was her cries that made me pop one eye open and blink it hard, trying to gain focus on the undulating mane of brass-toned hair that cascaded down over the small, round, and high-poking shoulders, and down the waving and writhing and toned back. It wasn’t Jessica at all, I suddenly realized. It was Kiera. She must have crept into my bed without me knowing.
I blinked open both eyes and raised my head up from my pillow to see Kiera’s hips and ass bend sharply and slam hard down into my groin, and to see my cock, hard and slippery from her juice, emerge and sink deeply into her again, her foaming, draining pussy lips coating me all over.
She made herself climax on me and again I came apart from my body and watched it — felt it— like it was someone else’s as it convulsed, clenched down, and exploded up into her. Kiera laughed lightly and twisted around to find me over her shoulder as she carefully lifted her body up and off mine. She kissed my cheek, whispered “sleep!” into my ear, and pranced off high on her toes and out of my room. I fell back into my pillow and slept even more deeply than I had before.
I was last up in the morning and struggled, yawning, into the kitchen. Claire made coffee for me. I plopped down in a chair at the small kitchen table. Kiera threw her arms around my neck and kissed my cheek. “Morning sleepy head,” she said, and she mussed my hair with her hand and chuckled. Jessica put toast, fresh from the toaster with a pat of butter still melting on it, in front of me. “Eat, you need your strength,” she said. I ate and drank while they pushed a laptop around the table from one to the other and discussed how to attack their day’s work and how to cover all the observation points and who should collate the notes.
“We’ll need to load up the boat right after we have lunch — say at 12:30 to get under way?” Jessica said.
I nodded. I already knew what it meant. Strip the beds, do the towel and sheets and laundry, sweep and vacuum, shut and latch all the windows, make lunch, stow everything in the kitchen away for the week, and get the bags and sample cases down to the boat. All that while my three girlfriends traipsed around the island far and wide discharging their duties and closing up the observation stations. It was easy work now, but the ten-week haul would take us into the harsh winds and rains of winter and good habits had to be built.
Claire went over the checklist at the container before I latched and locked the door. She went over the next list before I stepped off the purring boat and up onto the dock to throw the ropes off the bollards. Everything in order, I stepped one foot on the edge of the boat and pushed off with my other and picked my way climbing over their legs crowding the stern and took my place in the seat with the wheel in one hand and the throttle in the other. Hesitating as I went over my own final mental checklist, I reefed back on the throttle, the boat shimmered and sank back-end down into the water, and the wake spurt flew up behind us as we twisted around sharply in the little bay, and shot off upstream toward the wharf on the far, other shore.
With our course set, the weather fine, and the traffic on a Sunday afternoon at a late-season minimum, I twisted around and checked on the cargo stowed with straps and the three ladies spread around the bags and cases in drawstring pants and loose fluttering sweaters and jackets.
Their heads were all back, their eyes were all closed, and their hair was all set to whipping around their faces in the stiff river wind. Their expressions were all at peace — contented, I thought, was the best word. They were tired, obviously. But they were happy, and so, I was, too.
I turned back to poke my face high up enough to peer forward over the rising, crashing and splashing nose of the bow, and I wondered what the word was for being so pleasantly exhausted. But my mind inevitably wondered back in time, too, to Giordano Bruno and those stakes and fires, and their quandaries back then, of orbits and order and points of view, and I wondered if this feeling could go on forever, the feeling I had just then.
But that feeling was fleeting. I made out three tall and wide figures looming on the wharf — and arms pointing toward us as we flew toward them over the river between us. 




14: Twin islands

“Company,” I shouted over my shoulder to Claire, Jessica, and Kiera. They lifted their heads from the headrests around the boat cockpit behind me and gathered their flying hair and squinted into the wind.
“Oh my god, is that Reed and BB?” Jessica said. She always sneered and chuckled when she or anyone mentioned them.
“And Jim, looks like,” Kiera said.
“Jim,” Claire repeated after her, and she shook her head and snorted. “I thought he was going to die on that deck outside the patio doors at the resort,” she said.
I cut the motors and drifted us sideways bobbing over our own waves and I kicked overboard the three bumpers and nudged us up gently to the dock. I tossed the bow lead at Reed who caught it but stood there staring at it in his hands. “Round the bollard,” I said, “over, under, over.”
He didn’t know how, but I didn’t want to embarrass him. Jim was no better with the stern lead. I fixed the ties later when no one was on the wharf. No need to make them feel bad about themselves. It’s not like they’d ever need to help me with those things again. Or so I said to myself in my mind.
Claire stood one foot up on the side of the boat waiting for any of Reed, BB, or Jim to notice she was holding out her hand inviting one of them, any of them, to assist her and Jessica and Kiera behind her up onto the dock. Finally BB clued in and he lurched forward, grinning with pride for solving the riddle. Claire rolled her eyes, unseen.
I caught Reed’s eyes and gestured with my head tilting sideways and he clicked in too, after a few moments, and darted over to Jessica and took her hand and lead her up, too. He beamed as he took her hands in his and helped her. He was feeling useful. He was doing something helpful.
Jim shoved Reed at his shoulder and BB sneered and chuckled. BB made eyes at Reed as though to say, “round one to you, sir!” Reed and BB couldn’t stop beaming. Jim got to help Kiera up.
I handed up the first of several heavy tubs of equipment to whoever of the big, strong football playing boys was most able to first notice me and the tubs behind me. We couldn’t leave expensive things on the island — there was no security when we weren’t there. One of them finally clued in.
I understood the delayed reaction, though. All three kept glancing at the three girls, unable to tear their eyes from them. The girls were in work boots, wool socks, shorts (white, red, and blue, as it turned out), plaid flannel shirts and hoodies. They did look awfully good. Delectable, even, in their science fieldwork outfits, natural and robust.
“Too many of them, they’re running you over,” Jim said to me through the side of his mouth. “One guy alone can never control that many girls,” he said, and he took the heavy tub from me like it was a block of styrofoam, and he sneered. The tub weighed my shoulders down like it was concrete, by comparison. There was no denying the three of them were big and strong. But hadn’t they been taunting me not too long ago about not having any girlfriends at all?
“Too many?” I said, unsure I heard him correctly. I spoke surreptitiously too, keeping up the ruse of secrecy.
“They’re taking advantage of you, brother, can’t you see?” Jim said.
“I think Callum actually likes it,” Reed said, coming up beside Jim to help with the equipment tubs, keeping his voice private too — murmuring. “Getting pushed around like that by them.”
I shrugged, unsure how to respond. “I like I get pushed around by them, it’s true,” I said. I snickered to myself. I meant something else than what they meant — I meant literally.
“Told you,” BB said, nudging Reed’s shoulder harshly with his own. “You might get laid, sure,” he said, sneering down at me below him and still rocking in the boat. “Not sure who’s boss in that house of yours, though,” he said, and he chuckled with exaggeration.
“Boss of the house?” I said.
“They tell you what to do?” he said. “I saw them telling you what to do through the windows at that place,” he said. “Admit it.”
I heaved up the last of the tubs and Reed took it from me. “They do tell me what they like me to do, it’s true,” I said. “Can you bring the truck down, back it up?” I said to Jim, and I made to hand the keys up to him.
“Hut, hut!” he said, and he made to move like a short-yard receiver down the dock. I handed the keys to Reed instead.
“Go long!” Reed said, and he backed up a few yards and deked and dodged like there were blockers and tacklers arrayed in front of him, and he long-bombed the keys to Jim who was in full sprint down the dock.
He caught them, thankfully, or someone was diving for them. It was a perfect throw. They were athletic, no doubt about it. But after Jim backed the truck down the dock, the other two stood there staring at it. I had to spell it out for them that the truck was for the tubs. To put the tubs in the back of the truck. They got it, finally, and they heaved them up and over the tailgate — until I lowered it for them, to make it easier. Alpha, I thought to myself. The version of software that’s still full of all the bugs. 
I happened to have three beers left in one of the tubs. I pulled it open and handed a bottle to each of them. “Appreciate it, guys,” I said. They all beamed like hungry children at a charity Christmas dinner, maybe in a Dickens movie.
“You guys are just using him,” Reed said up over his shoulder and behind him to Claire, Jessica, and Kiera. They finished examining the tub contents and ticking off their inventory clipboards. They were up in the back of the truck looming over the three boys clustered on the tailgate below them, all of them twisted around and looking up at their bared legs and sucking long on the tilted necks of their beers.
“Of course we are,” Kiera said matter of factly. “I thought you understood that after Mexico,” she said. She let Jim help her down, wrapping his arm around her waist. Claire stepped out onto the tailgate and let BB help her down the same way, throwing her arm around his neck. Claire let Reed help her down. She kissed him on the cheek and snuck a wide-eyed dart of a peek at me. We piled into the truck and I waved out the window behind me at the three of them standing hip to hip on the dock watching, silently, sullenly, as I took those three girls away from them. I took my girls and the equipment home. I felt sorry for those guys.
We took turns using our much better, warmer, and longer showers at home, and one by one, they came up to my Bedouin attic oasis in their thick, soft, and warm robes, toweling their hair, kicking off their slippers, and lounging all over my huge bed.
“Do we use you?” Claire said, rolling over onto her stomach and propping herself up on her elbows. I was half sitting-up, leaning against the headboard behind me and half-reading a book.
“I use him for sure,” Jessica said with a crooked grin. “But pretty sure he doesn’t mind,” she added, and she snorted and pushed her hand up under my robe, and squeezed my leg. We all had robes on, but mine was thin and light. “You don’t mind, do you?” she said to me with her eyes flashing and her grin spreading crookedly. She pushed her hand up further under my robe. Nobody had anything on underneath.
“Of course he doesn’t mind,” Kiera said with a grinning murmur. She pushed herself up and crawled on her hands and knees over my stretched-out legs, and she hung her head down between her shoulders and nudged her face at mine until I lifted it from my book for her to kiss my lips. “We rescued him from those three mean bully alphas. Remember that weekend party at that lake house?”
Everybody snorted at that memory.
“Do we order you around too much, though?” Claire said. She ducked her head down and pushed her soft lips around the head of my cock. I didn’t know it had become uncovered from my robe by Jessica pulling it aside. It was slumbering and soft, but it quickly became hard inside her mouth, and she chuckled, muffled, as it filled her. She often liked to take it in her mouth before it was stirred, and feeling it grow inside her.
“Gimme,” Jessica said, and she pushed her face against the side of Claire’s face and sank her mouth down over my cock. Claire wrapped her hand around the base of my cock and watched closely with wide eyes as Jessica slowly, smoothly, pumped her mouth down over my shaft further than she did. Jessica was the one who loved taking me deepest — even into her throat.
“Do you feel ordered around too much right now?” Kiera said. She started to arch her back and lash her tongue around her lips. She dropped her mouth open close to my face. She moaned and grunted and smiled at me — she more than the others seemed to love getting sexually expressive like that with me. “Does it turn you on being ordered around by those Alphas, Mister Beta?” she said, and she sucked shivering breath through her clenched teeth and pulled my robe open from my chest.
“Look at Kiera,” Jessica said, and Claire lifted her mouth from my cock to see what she meant. They both wrapped their cool hands around my shaft and chuckled when Kiera started waddling forward on her knees and opening her robe to me.
“I think you order him around too much, Kiera,” Jessica said, “making the poor man eat you out virtually every night,” she said, and she sank her mouth all the way down my cock. I felt the vibration of her voice as she moaned deeply on me. I felt the head of my cock push against the back of her throat. More than the other two, Jessica could take it deeper like that. I think she was showing off. She liked it when her throat bulged with the head of my cock.
Kiera rolled off of me and laughed and pulled her open robe up over her hips and turned around. She got on her elbows and knees and pushed her back down to raise her ass up at me at the foot of the bed. “You can just fuck me from behind, you don’t have to eat me out,” she said over her shoulder to me. “If I make you eat me too much.”
Claire snorted and shook her head, but she also rolled onto her elbows and knees beside Kiera, and she arched her back down deeply and raised her ass up just like her, too. She pulled her robe up over her hips. “And fuck me from behind too, please,” she said. They two of them laughed and wrestled tongues and wriggled their asses at me, pushed them higher up and spreading their cheeks.
Jessica squealed and leapt over the bed to tuck herself in between them and she arched deeply down, raised her ass up like Kiera and Claire had, and with the other two, they laughed and all pushed themselves up at me.
“Fuck us all or none of us!” Jessica said. They laughed and peeked at me behind them. “We so order you!” she said.
“Yeah, Beta!” Kiera squealed. “Weakling! Hen-pecked sissy-man!” she shouted, and she grinned, and her and Jessica started to kiss deeply.
“Are you even a man?” Claire said. They all laughed and choreographed their swaying, open pussies at me, all nude, all rubbing together hip to hip to hip. Kiera reached up behind herself and spread her pussy lips with her peace-sign fingers. Jessica squealed and followed suit. Claire did the same thing.
“Come on, little boy,” Claire said. “Fuck your girls like we ordered you to!” she shouted. They all squealed.
I finally pushed myself up onto my knees and dropped my robe off my shoulders behind me. They weren’t just playing at it — all three pussies, Kiera’s, small and dark, Jessica’s, blonde and swollen, Claire’s, pink and perfect — glinted in the dim light, glisten oozing from them, wetness coating their fingers.
“We order you!” Kiera said, but it was a moan. She had dropped her face down into the bedsheets. They were all rubbing themselves.
“We’re so cruel to him, dominating him like this,” Jessica said to her. They both chuckled. “Come on, Cal,”  she said. “We’re going to use you again! Just like BB said we do!”
“Do we demand too much?” Claire said to me over her shoulder. She laughed — it wasn’t a real question. I cupped my hand around the spread of her cheeks and sank my middle finger into the pink lips of her sopping pussy. She dropped her head down and groaned long and loud.
I cupped my other hand around Kiera’s smaller and tighter spread, and pushed my middle finger into her dark and smaller pussy. It immediately squeezed around my finger. I could feel it contract. She gasped and caught her breath and squeezed her eyes shut.
“Jesus, Kiera,” Jessica said, watching Kiera’s face from up close. I poked my erection at Jessica’s spread.
She grunted as though I had already penetrated her. “Now, Cal, now!” she groaned into her arms under her hung face.
“Me first!” Kiera cried out loud, and she reached out from between her legs and grasped at me with her clutching fingers.
“No, do me first!” Claire shouted, and they all squealed and bounced their hips off each other. They all started clamoring for me to fuck them first, and they pushed their lifted and spread asses up higher at me and pushed each other away on their swaying thighs. All three pussies ran with dew, open and undulating at me, all three were spread wide and sticking up.
“I guess this is what those guys call being used,” I said. I penetrated Jessica’s pussy with the head of my cock. It folded around me like a glove fitting over a hand, sucking me in deeper. She was so wet, I was able to penetrate her tight and grasping pussy all the way up to the base of my cock, my thighs bumping her arching ass.
“Fuck yeah!” she cried out loud.
“There’s too many of us girls for one lonely guy, isn’t there,” Claire said.
I pulled out of Jessica’s grasping pussy and pushed the head of my cock, glistening from Jessica’s pussy saliva, into Claire’s vibrating pink and perfect pussy.
She grunted and dropped her head down. I took her hips in my hands and bumped her ass and jolted her body. I fucked her deep.
“We’re taking such rude advantage of him, aren’t we,” Kiera cried to Jessica. They kissed again, tongues and moans entwining.
I’d noticed that more and more lately, the two of them. They were getting closer. I pulled out of Claire’s pussy and shifted myself over to Kiera’s body, spread and contorting for me, twisting and torquing, her body begging. I teased the lips of her pussy with the wet tip of my cock, and she growled angrily at me. I pushed myself into her and she squealed and inhaled sharply — she wasn’t expecting it like that.
I loomed high over her proffered body and dug my fingers into the bones of her hips and reefed her body backward over my shaft, bumping her ass hard and making her gasp with a little bit of pain, even.
“Fuck, Callum!” she cried out in a tiny voice. “I sure like dominating you!” She made a fake chuckle or two, hiccuped by my hips bouncing on her ass. 
I pulled out of her and rammed myself back into Claire’s pussy, harder and deeper than before.
She lifted her head and dropped her mouth open and exhaled harshly. “God damn it!” she moaned with her eyes clenched. “That’s good!”
I pulled out of her and re-entered Jessica’s pussy, slow, long, and deep. “Aw, shit!” Jessica cried out loud. She had been rubbing herself watching Claire stretch and writhe beside her and wasn’t expecting me. “I see what you mean, Kiera,” she said in a groan. “We use him so badly!” she sobbed. I held her hips in my hands the way I held Kiera’s hips earlier, and I bumped her body with my groin. “Taking advantage of him like this,” she simpered. Her voice was hiccuped by my jolts the same way Kiera’s was.
I pulled out of Jessica’s pussy and she and Kiera laughed and kissed more. When I entered Claire’s pussy from behind, she dropped her head down and gasped with a deep satisfaction. “Should we stop using you?” she groaned. “Are you being bossed around too much by all us girls?”
I chuckled and pulled back before sinking myself deeper into her pussy. Her pussy contracted and squeezed me. It felt like little fingers inside, stroking me, pulling on me. Her pussy was extraordinary that way.
Kiera and Jessica giggled and rolled around and ended up on their sides in a 69, kissing and licking and sucking on each other’s pussies. I fucked Claire from behind and she pushed her fists into the sheets in front of her and rammed her body back at mine in turn.
“Are we the boss of you?” she squeezed out between breaths and moans.
Both Kiera and Jessica paused going down on each other and laughed from between each other’s legs. “Yes we are the boss of him!” Kiera shouted. Jessica laughed and pushed her over and got on her hands and knees over her body and she sank her hips down over her face and dropped her head down between her legs. Kiera laughed, but it quickly changed to moans.
I watched Kiera and Jessica eat each other out beside Claire’s body that I fucked from behind. I reached down and tugged on Jessica’s hair. Kiera’s hand pushed up my legs blindly and her fingers closed around the base of my cock. I fell down off Claire’s body and pushed Jessica off of Kiera before I sank my cock in her mouth and went down on her pussy, already soaking from Jessica’s saliva.
Claire pushed up onto her knees, and Jessica and her hugged and necked and, on their knees, pushed their nude bodies together.
I fell back into the pillows but Kiera followed me up and down, and straddled me and pushed her pussy down my cock and rode me. Jessica straddled me behind her and pushed her up until, laughing, she caught my cock with her own pussy, and she sank down on me. It was Claire, though, who, pushing Jessica off the same way she had pushed Kiera off, jumped on me and, fighting the other two off, all of them laughing and flailing, her pussy contracted too hard, too rapidly around my shaft, and I was unable to stop myself. I ejaculated by surprise into Claire’s pussy so hard, I nearly passed out.
“I win!” Claire shouted, and she pumped her fist in the air and laughed. My cum dribbled out of her pussy. All three girls laughed and got up and pulled their robes back on.
“Poor man, so used by his girlfriends,” Jessica said, and she gave me a sympathetic kiss on the cheek. I was too exhausted to react.
Everybody sank into their own world the way we often did up there, after fucking and sprawling all over the bed. Moments of silence followed. It was often like that, everyone satiated.
“That island beside our island,” Kiera said. “It’s almost the exact same size and shape, only in reverse. Funny that,” she said.
Jessica pulled it up on her phone. “Same but opposite. Look at it in satellite. Is that crap all over it?” she said.
“Oh my god,” Claire said, leaning up against the pillows piled into the headboard beside me. She showed me her phone. You could see built structures in collapse on the twin island, what could be barrels of who knows what, and spools, heaps of what appeared to be chunks of broken concrete, and even straight-up heaps of garbage erupting from old green bags.
“Invasive species all over it, too,” Kiera said. She had become the expert on deciphering the colors and patterns of invasive species.
“It’s our island in an alternate world,” Claire said. “The exact opposite of pristine and untouched.”
“Unnatural, compared to our natural island,” Claire said in a low, thoughtful tone.
“It has to be restored,” Kiera said.
“That,” Claire said, “would be way too much work for us.”
“But we have the model of what it should be, right beside it,” Kiera pointed out.
“One island is in its natural state, clean, beautiful, the other in the most unnatural state imaginable, dirty, ugly,” Jessica said.
We didn’t talk about it anymore that night. The next day, a Monday, we had our usual lunch meeting with the supervising professor to go over the weekend’s work, review the problems, and direct the mission for the next weekend. That’s when Kiera, who seemed most affected by what we discovered about the state of the twin island, mentioned her idea that it should be restored.
“There’s a grant for that,” the professor instantly said. He was casual about it, like something everyone knew.
We all recoiled back from him. We didn’t expect anything like that.
“Yeah,” he said. “A joint college, city, state, and even federal grant, but nobody’s put anything up for it for years. It’s a shame.”
“Nobody wants the grant?” I said.
He shrugged. “Too complicated to satisfy the prerequisites, I think is the general take on it, and because it’s four different authorities, nobody feels like changing it,” he said. “It’s got a lot of hoops.”
“When do applications close?” I said.
He laughed. “Actually some time around now,” he said, “if I remember.” He spun his laptop around to himself and went searching for the webpage. He frowned at his screen and snatched up his phone, checking the date. “Today!” he said and he laughed. “Too late, I guess.”
“Why too late?” I said.
“You can’t pull an application together in a day!” he said, and he laughed. He looked around at his three science students like I couldn’t understand.
“But you said nobody has applied for years — so it doesn’t have to be a great application,” I said. “There’s no competition.”
“Well, that’s technically true,” he said, squinting his eyes at me. “There are required parts, though, for sure,” he said.
We all started to call up the web page and go over the details. There were a lot of parts, like he said. But there were four of us.
“We need a department head to sign off on it,” Jessica said, reading from her phone.
“I am that department head,” the professor said. “I hereby sign off on it. So that’s one down.” 
“We need someone in Environment at State House to sign off on the budget,” Jessica next read out loud.
The professor laughed. “That’s a phone call,” he said. He turned to me. “Person in charge of environment at State House is my former PhD student,” he said.
“And we need a committee, one from city, one from state — your student, I guess — one from the college, you I guess, and one from the federal side,” Claire said.
“Does it say how often it must meet?” the professor asked her.
“Just says it must be formed.”
He chuckled again. “Pro forma. That’s a simple one-time group text, more than likely,” he said. “Like, one meeting,” he said to me.
“Oh!” Jessica said. “And it needs a crew — it needs to be a job creation thing,” she said.
The professor squinted. “A small island in the river, restoration project,” he said. “So, what is that? Physical labor, lifting, carrying, piling up shit, dragging it out, shoveling, tearing out invasives,” he paused. “Hard, manual labor — and done with care, can’t disturb things, need to know what to cut out, what to leave alone,” he said. “Like three people,  maybe?” he said. “Strong and ready to work, able to take orders,” he said. “Do you know three people like that? Who could work with a minimum of supervision? Maybe students, would be good.”
We all looked at each other and it took three full beats before we all erupted in peels of laughter. Of course we knew three guys like that!
“Invite Reed, BB, and Jim to the campus pub for lunch,” Claire said, kicking me. “Let’s go down and see.”
“I’ll make some phone calls,” their professor said. “But none of you,” he said, looking in turn at Claire, Jessica, and Kiera, “can be supervisor for the project,” he said. “Internship rules won’t allow it.”
“Does that apply to Callum?” Claire said.
He looked over at me as though my face had the answer. “No,” he said, finally, thoughtfully. “That could work out fine,” he said. “If you can manage a project like that — the interns can inspect it for plants, the work on the invasives, that sort of thing, but supervising the general work, arranging the supplies, managing the safety,” he said to me. “You can do that.”
I looked over at Claire, Jessica, and Kiera in turn and I could not keep the grin from pulling up the corners of my mouth. “I certainly can supervise them,” I said with a nod. Kiera had to duck her face to keep from bursting out laughing. Jessica kicked her, but she was also about to erupt.
We went down the quiet, carpeted hallway of the faculty office tower toward the elevators. “You guys get us a table,” Claire said to Jessica and Kiera. “We’re just going to check something,” she added, and she tugged my arm back and stopped me. “We’ll call the boys!” she said, too.
Jessica and Kiera both rolled their eyes and shook their heads at Claire, but they walked on. Claire pulled me into the private bathroom in the hallway of the office tower and locked the door behind me. She grinned up at me, she pushed me backward until I leaned into the edge of the counter, and she kissed my jaw, my neck, and then a trail down my body. She dropped to her knees.
The bathroom was pristine and “executive.” I gripped my hands around the edge of the counter and looked down at the top of Claire’s head.
“I just had to,” she said, facing the front of my jeans, and she opened the button, peeled the panel aside, and yanked down my shorts. The cool air hit my cock and she gently lifted it from where it slumbered in its lair. “It turns me on, the beta ordering the three alphas around,” she said, and she snaked her tongue around and under my cock and she looked sideways up at me and snorted gently.
I combed my fingers through her hair and clutched a fistful of it and pulled on it. She liked that, I knew. She moaned abruptly and pushed her mouth over the head of my cock. It strained to full hardness and length and girth inside her warm, wet mouth.
We heard faculty profs stroll by outside, talking the way they do, laughing the way they do. Claire moaned on my cock and whipped her tongue around the underside of it and sucked hard enough on it to collapse her cheeks. She leaned her head back and smiled and flashed her eyes up at me. “Can’t take too long,” she said. “Cum in my mouth?”
I nodded, unable to talk.
“I am so glad I get to order you around like that,” she said, and she went at me with her mouth, corkscrewing her head and lashing her tongue at me like she didn’t want me to last a second longer.
She knew my body I guess as much as I had come to know each of theirs. In moments I was on the brink. Seconds later, I was erupting into her mouth, spilling myself out her lips and down her chin. She moaned hard and sucked harder. She swallowed all I shot in her mouth, and quickly she bounded up, she wiped the back of her hand over her mouth, and tucked my spent cock back into my pants.
“Such a beta!” she said, and she chuckled, she tapped the front of my pants, and she unlocked and opened the door. She took my hand in hers and sped me behind her to the elevators. “You do let us push you around too much,” she said, and she laughed.
I phoned Reed on the elevator and told him to get Jim and BB and meet me in the pub. He was reluctant at first. “Me and Claire, Jessica, and Kiera,” I said. He instantly got off the call to get hold of his friends.
“What do we know about environment restoration?” BB said, screwing up his face and looking up from the satellite image of the island Kiera showed him.
“We’ll be supervising the work,” Claire said. “Tagging the invasives to come out, mapping the areas you can’t walk on, that sort of thing,” she said.
“And I’ll tow in a small garbage scow, get your supplies like boots and waders and stuff,” I said.
“Sounds fucking cool,” Jim said, looking up from Kiera’s phone. “Tearing shit out, throwing crap up on a barge.”
“Wet get to wear, like, hip waders?” Reed said, his eyes widening. “And get paid?”
“Easy money for you guys,” I said. “Good wholesome hard work like that.”
BB sneered. “That’s not hard work,” he said, and he chuckled and elbowed Jim. “Fucking stats is hard work.”
“And you’ll be doing something very good for the environment,” I said.
“Make up for all the times you pissed in the woods,” Jim said to BB and he elbowed him and laughed.
“Actually,” Kiera began, but I caught her eye and gave her a quick shake of my head.
“You guys in then?” I said.
“Fucking A,” Reed said. “When do we start?”
“Sign these,” I said, putting an iPad out in front of them. “Not sure how long the process will be.”
“This is,” Claire said to me, “the perfect time of year — before its too wet and cold, but before spring when animals and insects are starting to lay eggs and make nests.”
They signed up readily. It was enough just knowing the three girls were going to be around, ordering them about. We rushed back to the professor’s office. He held his hands up to the heavens and shook his head with disbelief. “Your timing was good,” he said. “Everybody up each of the chains needed something on their year end reports. There’s a meeting to formalize it, but this thing’s a go,” he said. “Amazingly,” he muttered under his breath.
Friday, I ferried the three girls to the new island, or Reid Island as we discovered it was labeled on the maps. We learned ours was called Fox Island. I went back and picked up Reed, BB, and Jim, and brought them out, too. The seven of us toured the island to get the broad outline of what we wanted to do.
“These get dismantled,” Claire said, pointing at the overgrown and collapsed wood sheds that were rotting away. “So tools?” she said to Jessica who was making a list.
“Crowbar,” I said, “sledge hammer.”
“Saw,” Reed said.
“Handsaw,” I said. “Everything by hand out here,” I said. “Less impact.”
“You’re looking inside in case there are bottles or containers,” Claire said to them. “You’re making sure there is nothing to spill, no chemicals. We have no idea what these were — but assume everything was industrial.”
“The barrels, too,” Kiera said.
“The barrels especially,” I said. “Drum wrench,” I said to Jessica. “You guys though stand back when you open them, smell for fumes. If you detect something, put the bung back in and we’ll get a testing kit before we move it.”
“Got it,” Reed said.
“How are they going to move the concrete chunks?” Claire said to me.
“Hand cart, I guess,” I said. “Stand up cart, with straps,” I said to Jessica. I turned to Reed. “And you lay down ramps with planks of wood, so you’re not laying deep grooves in the mud with the wheels,” I said.
“You serious?” he said, and he chuckled.
“The primary thing,” I said, “is gentle. Minimum disturbance. No damage to anything — no turning over rocks, no removing dead tree trunks, no cutting branches out of the way. You’re always looking for a way around. Even footprints should be minimized — planks down wherever there is soft ground.”
“It’s like some kind of gold heist movie,” BB said.
“The goal is for the island to return to a state that is the closest possible to  undisturbed,” I said.
“And we’ll start to survey the flora,” Jessica said.
“Plants,” Kiera clarified for the three frowning faces.
“But same idea — if we tag something for removal, you’re carefully digging out the roots, moving slowly, disentangling with other plants. It’s all about taking the time and moving carefully,” she said.
“The soft touch,” Kiera said.
“Spades,” I said to Jessica. “Branch cutters,” I added.
“We’re going to train you on how to remove invasive plants,” Claire said. “Power washer,” she said to Jessica. “For exposing roots without digging,” she said to me.
I nodded. “Going to be a lot of mud flying,” I said. “Goggles,” I said to Jessica. “Three.”
“And face masks,” Kiera said. “Unless you guys like eating mud,” she said to the boys.
“We play natural turf football in the winter,” Reed said. “We don’t got a problem eating mud, right boys?” he said, and they al laughed gutturally and slapped each other.
We managed in record time to get a barge tied up to a tree with a container on it already outfitted for three, and a second one ready for loading up with old concrete, abandoned barrels, garbage and organic waste from removed plants.
The boat could only carry four at a time, so I took the girls out to Fox Island first while the guys loaded their equipment down from the truck and got geared up, and then I took them out to Reid Island.
The Reid Island container didn’t have a kitchen or generators or food. I would prepare meals on Fox Island, bring the guys over for meals, and take them back to Reid after. It was Claire’s idea they had to sleep on their own island. “Don’t want them on Fox,” she said. “That’s for us. Besides, minimal disturbance, right?”
“Better for them anyway to really get to know their island, sleeping on it,” Jessica said with a shrug.
“They’re like that, anyway,” Kiera said. “They’re going to love being out there roughing it without electricity or anything,” she said.
“Batteries,” I said, and I shrugged. “We charge them up at home, hopefully they last the weekend for them,” I said. “But I think you’re right — it’ll be basically camping for them.”
“And glamping for us,” Jessica said, and she laughed.
I reviewed with the guys the plan for the weekend. We decided on two-way radios to hail each other if anything happened, if someone got hurt or a question came up. “You all good?” I said.
Reed nodded, hands on hips, and he scanned around the shoreline behind him. Jim and BB stood similarly, all of them nodding. The work that day and probably that whole weekend was going to be about the concrete chunks someone dumped on the shore. They were all in their waders, ready to get wet and dirty.
I jumped in the boat and they helped push me back and off the sand and I fired up the motor, waved at them, and curled out into the river and up to Fox Island. I could see behind me, receding into the shadows and foliage, the three guys stooping and pushing and rolling the concrete up onto the cart for haulage to the barge. They took direction well, I thought.
I came up to the shore of Fox and tied the boat to the little dock and found the three girls sitting on a log going over a plan for a new observation post they thought they could install behind a fallen tree.
“They all okay?” Claire said to me.
“All okay,” I said and I nodded. Hierarchies of power and control are funny, fluid, and multifaceted things. They ran me, I worked for them. It was their internship, their island, their work, and I was an assistant to that. On the other island, it was the reverse: I was the boss.
But the three guys there were alphas through and through. I got better work out of them making them think they ran the show on that island and that I was their assistant, their cook, their runner for supplies and tools. I let them pretend they were in charge, but I really was. And on the girls’ island, they let me pretend I was the one in charge, but they really were. And yet, were they?
Having supplied the boys with baked beans and bacon and kerosene for their lanterns where they hunched on milk crates around their gas fire outside in the cold, I motored back to Fox under cover of night and stripped in my room, showered, and came out to the common room in a towel to join the girls already naked and rolling around and laughing, waiting for me.
They climbed on me, they tugged on me, and they flopped around and kissed each other and licked and sucked on anything belonging to anyone else. We could see out our window the glow of the gas fire pit on Reid Island, and knew they could see the glow out the windows on Fox Island.
But what they couldn’t see was Kiera struggling against Jessica, and kissing and licking her at the same time, having a play fight with her over who got to plunge their pussy down my shaft, while Claire necked with me and climbed over my face, and like Kiera, pushed her bared pussy all over my mouth.
Or how Kiera pushed her pussy over my mouth full of faux jealousy, while Claire and Jessica fought and kissed and struggled to keep their pussies driven down the length of my cock. Or how Jessica ramming her pussy against my mouth while Kiera and Claire rolled around and together sucked my cock, kissing it up the length, laughing and popping it in and out of each other’s mouths until I spurted and sprayed them all over their laughing faces, their tongues shooting out to catch it and lick it up off each other’s cheeks and chins.
We kept up the pretence of going to our own rooms at night, but inevitably, first one, then two, then all three, ended up in my bed naked with me. And then in the mornings, climbing out of that bed of warm flesh and kisses, bare breasts and hot mouths, and lazy, freshly morning-fucked pussies, I made their runny eggs and buttery toast and dripping hot bacon, before I braced myself against the cold and the wind, fired up the motor, and sped off to Reid Island, to rouse the boys awake, too, banging on the outside walls of their metal container with a stick, and feeding them their stiff and hot porridge outside sitting on the cold, damp and rotting logs.
I supervised and inspected and made a list for next work, and tools needed, before it was time to boil a pot of instant coffee on the gas stove outside in a tin pot set into the damp cedar chips and pine twigs, and flying off in a spray back to Fox to fix the girls their long espressos with their latte and pumpkin spice and hearts drawn on the foam.
To be fair, I couldn’t say which experience I liked more, cold and wet, sitting on a log with hands cupped around a metal cup filled with black boiled coffee staring at the heavy work ahead around us on the one island, or warm and dry, sitting in a cozy living room, sipping expresso-machine pod coffees and staring at the laptops and cameras and spreadsheets of data spread around us on the other. And that’s a funny thing, isn’t it.
When I paid the boys in cash on the end of the dock going home, as they preferred it, they snickered like they all fucked me good. When I took the girls home, they laughed and squealed as I really did fuck them good.
“Good times?” Claire asked me as we slumbered after a particularly robust and vigorous session in bed. I snorted, but she wouldn’t have known why. It was exactly what Reed said when he shoved the cash I gave them in his pocket. “Good times!” he shouted, and he high-fived me. 
“Yeah,” I said to Clare. “Awfully good.” 




15: Storm brewing

The clouds piled up over each other to the south all day and by sunset, the sky was aflame with orange and ominous warning. I brought dinner down to Reed, BB, and Jim where they toiled on Reid Island, pulling up plastic sheets and other garbage half buried on the beach, and told them to double-check the ropes holding their container barge before the wind came to howl down the river.
“I’m sure they’re fine,” Reed said, and he snorted and grinned and waved me off.
“You should check them anyway,” I said, which I shouldn’t have. What I should have done was go out and check the lines myself. But I was tricked by his confidence. That’s the problem with the typical alpha confidence game: they get so good at convincing others, they even convince themselves.
“Storm is gonna hit hard tonight,” I said.
“You scare too easy, Beta,” Reed said, and BB and Jim, their faces in their bare and flat plastic plates of beans, smirked and snorted and slapped each other’s shoulders.
I motored the boat back to Fox Island and took the risotto and scallops off the stove that I had been preparing for Claire, Jessica, and Kiera, and served them on the bone china plates I’d wrapped in bubble wrap and brought over. “Storm coming tonight,” I said to them around the table.
“Should we be scared?” Kiera said.
“We’ll be okay,” I said. “I checked the lines.”
The wind began to sing and we could see whitecaps on the ripples in the river where it was getting whipped and thrashed. The line to the tree on shore was pulled so tight, it hummed with the wind. We pulled out the hideaway bed the couch turned into in the main room, put on a movie, and got into our flannel pjs.
Slouched along the back of the couch was Claire, Jessica, me, and Kiera, all in a row shoulder to shoulder to shoulder with the shared blanket pulled up to our necks. First Kiera and then Jessica snuck a hand over my hip and down under my pj bottoms. They found each other’s hand searching for and wrapping around my slumbering cock, and they both leaned forward over my chest and grinned and snorted at each other. Together they turned their faces back to the show and slowly, lightly, stroked my cock under the blanket in the tent my pulled-up knees formed.
Somebody said popcorn and I got up, pulled my bottoms up, and went out to the kitchen. Claire surprised me when I turned around from the stove, and she laughed and dropped down to her knees and pulled my pjs down to my thighs where they stretched between my legs. She lapped at my cock with her tongue, and with exaggerated enthusiasm, she pushed her chest up, pulled her top up, and stroked me between her squeezed breasts and poked at the head of my cock with her tongue where it emerged from between them.
When I came back to the hideaway bed, Kiera slipped under the blankets and bobbed her head in my lap, licking me like a popsicle while Jessica and Claire munched away on the popcorn.
The container we lived in rocked with a gust of wind and I re-assured the girls all was fine. They peered up from the blanket clutched around their chins and darted their alarmed gazes around, but soon settled back down more tightly around me than before. Jessica pushed the blankets off my lap and Kiera poked her head up from my cock and pushed it toward Jessica’s face. She sank her mouth down over my cock already wet from Kiera’s saliva and Kiera held it and watched her lick me and kissed her mouth when she came up from it.
Together they kissed up and down the length of my shaft, dragging their tongues down the soft, fragile skin and cupping their long, cool, and elegant fingers gently around my balls. Claire leaned over and necked with me while Kiera and Jessica played with my cock in their mouths.
Those two began to laugh and playfight, struggling against each other for access to my lap to sit in. Kiera won — or did Jessica let her? — and she lifted her hips over mine and sank down on me, rotating and undulating her body, taking me deep inside her pussy. “Mouth or pussy?” she said to me, biting her lip.
“He likes to cum in your mouth, silly,” Jessica said, and she turned to me, grinned widely, and stuck her tongue out. “I know you,” she said with squinting eyes.
Kiera began to ride me more forcefully, gripping the back of the couch behind my head and grunting over my shoulder and clenching her eyes.
“Look, Kiera’s going to cum,” Jessica said to Claire over her shoulder behind her.
Claire rolled her eyes and shook her head. She kissed her way down the front of Jessica’s body and pulled her pj bottoms out from her hips and half way down her thighs. Jessica gasped and arched in her back, surprised. She looked down her body as though it was hard to believe, and she watched Claire’s head work its way down between her thighs where she had pulled her knees up.
Jessica rolled her head over the back of the couch and toward me, and her and I kissed deeply, tongues wrestling, lips twisting, as Kiera gasped and whimpered riding me, and Claire moaned and cried, eating out Jessica.
“Cum with me!” Jessica said against my lips in a whisper. She arched deeper and grunted against my mouth. Kiera emitted high-pitched short, sharp gasps as she thrusted her hips harder into mine. She was close too. Her breasts, still obscured by her loose pj top, bounded into my face. I could feel her hard nipples through the flannel fabric of her top against my mouth. She arched deeper than Jessica. They both grimaced and strained in their necks and thighs. Everybody was losing their breath. The insole of my foot twitched and I clenched my eyes and teeth and tried my hardest to hold back. The whole couch shook from our overly-tensed bodies. A gust rocked the container on the barge and the rope howled and sang.
And then the two-way radio, our emergency connection with Reid Island and the boys downstream from us, crackled to life. “Callum! Callum! Come in Callum!” the voice came through scratchy and scared.
I eased Kiera off my hips and lifted her body high enough to extract my hard, long, and quivering cock from her grasping, sucking pussy, and I put her down beside Jessica. She cupped her hand around her pussy like a wound and simpered and sank down. Claire lifted her head from between Jessica’s legs. Jessica sucked breath and rolled her head back. Everything was interrupted right on the cusp.
I pulled myself up and dashed, nearly stumbling, to the counter in the kitchen where I had left the radio. “What’s up, boys?” I said.
“Callum!”  Reed’s voice said, filled with alarm. “Our container is moving!”
“Moving how?” I said. I thought he meant it was rocking from the wind.
“Lights are moving out the windows!” he said.
I frowned, unable to comprehend him, and I went over to our only window that looked toward the twin island. I had to squint and even open the window to see more clearly, it was so rain streaked. But sure enough, I could see the lights from inside the container as they moved through the inky blackness between us. Their barge had partially or maybe even fully come loose. The ropes had given way.
“You’re coming loose,” I said in a voice not fully grasping right away the deadly seriousness of what I was saying. “There’s a spare rope in the shed part of your container,” I said. “You need to loop it around a bollard on the barge and run up the shore and run it around the biggest tree there five or six times,” I said.
“How do we tie it around the bullocks thing?” he said.
I had showed them how to tie off so many times that even in the present emergency, I rolled my eyes. “Bollard, not  bullocks, I said, as if that mattered. “Around, then over, around again, then over and under, then tug the loose end tight. When it snugs up, it’ll tighten the rest.”
“It’s fucking windy out there!” he said.
“Then someone else runs up to a tree,” I said, ignoring his complaining, “and with the other end, run around the tree several times with it,” I said.
“We can’t run outside!” he said. “It’s crazy out there!”
I stared at the radio in my hand in disbelief. I looked again out the window up to Reid Island. Clearly one rope was gone and the other wasn’t going to hold them much longer. They might have been aces at following Xs and Os on a whiteboard and blocking a tackle blitzing from the side, but were any of those skills transferable to something in real life, and not drawn up for the gridiron game?
I looked at the hideaway bed. Claire, Jessica, and Kiera were gathered tightly together with the blankets pulled up around their chins. “You have to do something!” Claire siad.
She was right. Those boys may have been Alphas when it came to picking up ladies in the bars and clubs and talking shit on the sidelines at games and practice, but they were Omegas when it came to saving themselves in a real emergency. I told Reed to check his ropes earlier in the day. But they sneered and dismissed me as a frightened and weak Beta. And now look.
I yanked on my boots and a coat and I dashed out the door and straight into the brazen wind and lashing rain.
“Don’t leave us!” Kiera cried out loud.
“It’s dangerous out there!” Jessica shouted.
“Be careful!” Claire yelled.
I waved them off and I made my way to the boat and untied from the dock and fired up the motor. I was glad I had checked the fuel and the lines and the motor before the storm hit. I wasn’t anticipating a need for it that night, but preparation is never a wasted effort, is it.
The river current and the wind were with me, and the boat fairly flew half out of the water, skimming over the whitecaps toward Reid Island. Sure enough, the bow lead had come off and the barge, with their container on it, had swung around and out into the river. The stern lead was under heavy strain and the only thing keeping the barge, the container, and the three guys inside from mortal danger of being swept down the river into what uncontrollable hazards they might hit — bridge balustrades, rocks, wharfs? Other boats? The damage could be immense.
I found the lead coming off the stern behind them flying in the wind and caught it and tied it to a cleat on my boat. But when I tried to pull the bow of their barge around and back into place, my boat proved too weak against the wind and current to make much headway.
I got the two-way radio out of my chest pocket. “You need to get the longer rope out and tie it to the bollard!” I shouted into it. “Then toss the other end to me in the boat!” My plan was to let go the bow lead and take the longer rope back to the island and tie it to whatever tree I could reach.
“How do we tie it?” was the reply.
I clenched my eyes and steadied my breath. Then I used football play language and talked Reed into the method for tying a rope around the bollard. Just when I came up alongside them in the boat, the stern lead, under too much pressure, snapped. I ducked as it whipped over my head and flung itself like a snapping whip into the darkness beyond our lighting. Reed and BB stood staring down at me from the edge of their barge mortified at how close I came to being decapitated by it.
“Throw the rope!” I shouted. But they were both too frozen with fright. Rain stung my eyes and a gust nearly picked me up and threw me overboard.
“Throw the fucking rope now!” I shouted. They finally threw it but missed my boat, tossing it into the waves directly below them. I shoved the throttle forward and chased it. The barge was loose and floating away. Reed, BB, and Jim stood three abreast on the edge of the barge, useless, frozen, and uncomprehending about what was happening to them. It would have been a waste of time to suggest to them to gather up the rope and try to toss it to me again.
I found it in the howling darkness and pulled it up with a pike pole and tied it to a cleat on my boat. The barge was starting to make headway down the river, buffeted by the wind and carried by the current. I could see the three of them fading into the dark distance, three statues unable to think, act, or do something. Typical alphas, I thought. Of course — they live in a hierarchical universe where, if you aren’t giving orders, you’re taking them. Headstrong and forthright, they know north and south thinking. But they have no knowledge of the lateral dimensions to thought — they have no east or west thinking. Creativity is not the strong suit of Alphas. Without orders to shout or receive, they can’t move. They can brave all manner of wind, but they don’t know anything about bending with  it. I watched them face it bravely until I couldn’t see them anymore.
I motored hard to the shore and found a spot to beach the boat at speed, driving it up over the sand bar. I dashed off over the bow and dove through the thorny shrubs and stinging branches and spotted a thick-enough trunk at the top of the bank. Cutting myself to ribbons, I flew around the tree five times and tied the end off.
The rope, at once slack, suddenly sprang up and rinsed its water out as the tension on it from the departing barge made it hum like a guitar string. I got clear out of the way, not knowing if it would hold or snap. I got lucky with one snapped rope, I didn’t feel much like testing my luck again. The barge began to swing around on it. I darted through the branches and shrubs and down to the river just as the barge, held by its one rope tied to the shore of the mainland, swung alongside the bank and finally came to a stop.
I scrambled up the side of the barge, pushed the three staring and agape men out of my way, and found the other rope. I tied it to the stern bollards and jumped down to find another tree to tie that end to.
Having got it secured again both bow and stern, I shouted at them, “Come on!” and I helped them down off the side of the barge. I tested the two lines once again and decided it was secure enough for the night. The wind wasn’t too strong that close against shore and sheltered by the river bank, and the current was easier there, too. Still, I didn’t feel confident enough to trust life and limb to it. “Truck’s back that way, on the wharf,” I said to them, and I picked my way back up the shore to my boat. “Get home and come back in the morning.”
The radio crackled in my chest pocket. “Callum! Where are you!” I heard Claire’s voice on it. I found my boat and looked it over for damage before boarding it again.
“Just got the guys off the barge, sent them home in the truck,” I said.
“Thank god you’re there!” came her reply. “We were trying to get you for half an hour!”
I guess I didn’t hear them in all the rush of the storm and the emergency of the barge slipping away out of control.
“Heading back,” I said, relieved to soon be tucking back into a warm bed with the three of them. The thought of their three warm, naked bodies under the blankets on the bed contrasted with the cold, wet clothes stuck to my frame, and the lashing my face was taking from the wind and rain,  not to mention the stinging cuts in my arms and legs.
I pushed out into the river and fired up the motor. Pursuing the barge downstream with the wind was one thing. But turning into the wind and against the current to get upstream to Fox Island, especially when I got out into the main channel of the river, proved to be something else entirely. I pushed the throttle all the way down. The rooster flare of water out the back arched high. I looked over the side and saw a violent wake spreading out both sides of the boat. But when I glared through the wind and rain at the lights on shore, the lack of parallax told me I was making no headway at all. If anything, I was sliding backwards, downstream and away from Fox Island.
I lost track of the spot where I found a safe place to nose the boat on the mainland shore. All around me was inky blackness and I was losing a bead on the lights of Fox Island, besides. There was no reason to hail the boys. They couldn’t do anything for me anymore and were likely already gone and out of range. I looked behind me. The bridge, the cars on it, and the distant glow of lights of the city might have been a comfort to someone else, but for me, it only meant obstructions and hazards I needed to avoid.
No shore to get to, I pondered my choices. With the barge gone from the side of Reid Island, it had no lights to mark it. Fox Island was quickly disappearing from view as well. My radio crackled. “How much longer?” Claire asked.
I saw no good coming from alarming the girls with more bad news. “Just making my way up,” I said with false assurance. My motor screamed at full throttle and yet I continued to slide backward down the river. I was quickly becoming blind it was so dark in the harsh rain and wind. And that’s when I saw it — or rather, didn’t see it.
The lights on the far side of the river blacked out. That, I decided, must be Reid Island blocking the view. And if it was blocking the light, it might also be blocking the wind that came howling down the river the same direction as the current.
I reoriented my boat due east and gunned the throttle. There should be, I reasoned, a drop in the wind in the lee of the island, and in that lee, I should be able to make my way north again, up to the island. Then, protected by it, I could make my way around it and do the same thing in the lee of Fox Island.
And that’s just what I did. Creeping around Reid, I found the relative calm of the lee of Fox and, staying within its invisible and narrow walls, I nosed my way up to it and its brighter and warmer glowing lights.
Soaked, blasted by the wind, and worn out by the struggle, in addition to being cut on my arms and legs and lacerated on my face from the branches and sticks when I was tying the boys’ barge to shore, I struggled up the steps and came through the door to the container where the three girls waited for me.
Claire, Jessica, and Kiera ran to me. They cooed and awed and kissed me all over, and stripped me of my heavy, soaking clothes. They examined my scratches and poured me warmed brandy and they stripped naked and climbed in bed with me to warm me and soothe me.
The radio on the side table crackled again. It was Reed one more time. “We don’t have the keys to the truck!” he said. “We’re cold and wet!”
Kiera kissed my neck and Jessica took my cock in her warm, soft mouth. Claire stroked my hair.
I picked up the radio. “I guess you’re sleeping inside the back cap — shouldn’t be locked,” I said.
“There’s nothing back there,” came the reply.
“You got each other,” I said. “You have each other,” I snickered, and I put the radio down. Let them figure it out, I thought to myself. Claire slipped her leg over my lap and crouched low to my body. Kiera and Jessica pushed their warm bodies against my sides and cooed and purred in my ears. Claire took me in her pussy and slid down the length of my cock, enveloping me in her.
She and Jessica kissed at my neck. Jessica pushed Claire off me and crouched down over my body where she had been, and pushed her pussy down the length of my cock. Kiera pushed her off me in turn after a few thrusts,  and she mounted me the same way, crouching low and pressing her breasts down into my neck.
The sensations of wet rain, biting cold, and whipping wind quickly became a distant memory as the wet pussy of Claire, the grasping pussy of Jessica, and the twisting pussy of Kiera took their place. They wouldn’t let me up to fuck them, they insisted on keeping me flat on my back and doing nothing, I had already done so much. They took turns, fucking me one after the other, until I didn’t know who it was who thrusted on me. I only knew it was Claire who I came up and into when I nearly sat up, trembled, stiffened from my neck to my toes, and erupted — finally opening my eyes to find her warm smiling face taking it all in from me.
But all three girls were pleased-looking in the same way, besides. Kiera wiped up my lap with a hot cloth and Jessica and Claire cuddled up to me to fall asleep together. It was as though the storm in the bed had upstaged the storm outside, and the racket finally died down out there and the barge stopped rocking, the storm having lost to the girls.
The sun beamed brightly in the morning, waking me up. I found the girls in the kitchen making breakfast. I remembered the radio, and went back for it. I’d turned it off earlier in the night, not wanting or caring for the boys interrupting us again. When I turned it on, almost immediately I heard them calling for me with distress.
“What’s up, guys?” I finally said.
“We’re dying out here!” came Reed’s desperate reply. “It’s freezing in the back of the truck!”
I snorted and bit my tongue. “I forgot about them out there,” I said to the girls with a smirk. “I didn’t grab the truck keys when I headed out on the boat to help them.”
“They spent the night on the wharf?” Claire said.
“No choice,” I said, and I snorted again.
We still had another day on the island, but the girls packed up freshly cooked breakfast for the boys, and we flew over in the boat to the wharf to find them huddled around the back of the truck milling about trying to warm up in the early morning rays of the sun.
They ate the breakfast with the greediness of starving dogs. I tossed the truck keys to Reed. “Go get changed and showered up,” I said. “And drop the truck back here later on, so we can get home. Put the keys under the back floor mat,” I said. “But don’t lock the door!”
“Roger that,” said Reed with meek humbleness. I nodded. Maybe it was the first time for all of them, being overlooked and forgotten and left behind like that. They wouldn’t have realized, or maybe weren’t in the mood to acknowledge, that I might have saved their lives — that they were frozen with indecision the previous night, unable to help themselves in a most basic struggle of survival. They’re good to have around, I thought, alphas, but you don’t want them leading the team in a time of crisis.
We decided to take advantage of their absence to tour Reid Island and make a thorough assessment of how their work was proceeding on the restoration without them around to feel hurt and defensive by our objective and critical thoughts. While the girls went around the island inspecting, I went back to the barge on shore and decided the wind and current were calm enough to tow it back to the island and tie it more securely in place.
The girls caught the ropes and tied it well enough for me to come ashore and figure out a better couple of points to tie it to. We went inside the container and checked out the condition of things. It was as expected: three university bachelor football players lived in there on weekends, and they scrambled up and out of there when their barge broke free and floated down the river in a storm. We tidied it up enough to restore it at least to a bare livable state and closed the door.
There was still a bit of wind cutting down the river. I went around the exposed side of the island to check on the progress of their work there. I’d seen the massive willow tree when we first trampled around the edge of the island, but I didn’t recall being so impressed with it as I was now. It loomed big and round like a circus tent and I pulled aside a curtain of thin hanging branches to peer inside.
Streams of sunlight poured through the cathedral-like ceiling. An eery lime-green light filled the space, and an insulated silence enclosed it. I heard a sudden breath above me and spun around, ducked, and looked up. Two owls glared down at me from a main thick branch, one of them resettling its wings and tucking them back away.
“Move slow,” I heard a voice. I looked down and over a far-reaching and low and thick horizontal branch and found Kiera reclining on it. “They might be checking it out for their new home,” she said.
“It’s amazing in here,” I said.
“The boys did an excellent job — this was previously a tangle of invasive blackberry bushes,” she said, gazing around with the same wonder in her eyes I’m sure I had in mine. “They were killing the tree off completely.”
“So green in here,” I said.
“New growth — even at this time of year!” she said, and she curled her finger at me to beckon me over. “Slowly,” she reiterated.
I looked up and over my shoulder into the canopy that enshrouded us. The owls continued to watch me with their wide, beading eyes, but they seemed less wary the further I went. I threw one leg over the thick horizontal branch Kiera was lying on her back on, and shimmied my way out on it and up closer to her.
“It’s dreamlike in here,” she said.
The long thin branches hung down to the surface of the slowly swirling river water that back-eddied around the back of the island. The foot-thick branch swept out at least twelve feet over the water and just a foot or two above it.
“Like another world,” I said. I rocked forward on my groin with my legs wrapped around the thick branch like I was sinking myself down on a sport motorcycle, and I curled my fingers inside the waist of Kiera’s drawstring work pants.
“What do you think you’re doing?” she said. She curled her arms up and over her head to grasp the sides of the branch under her and braced herself. She pushed the heels of her workbooks into the sides of the branch and lifted her hips from it.
I eased her stretchy pants midway down her creamy, smooth thighs, and curled my fingertips around the waist of her black thong panties.
“Callum!” she groaned. “Out here?”
I didn’t answer. I pulled her panties down to stretch between her thighs that she parted with her knees half pulled up. She settled her bared ass down gently into the smooth bark of the branch, and I came down between her thighs, kissing the soft, fragile skin on the inside up to the fold in her skin between her legs and her abdomen.
She gasped a couple of breaths and smiled and closed her eyes and let out a long, louder moan of relaxing pleasure. “It smells so fresh under here,” she said.
I bent low over her groin and curled my arms under her legs so my hands came around and laid flat on her abdomen. I used my reaching middle fingers to pull and spread the pillowy flesh to the sides of the slit of her pussy, and I blew on the crease between the lips where she was already frothing.
She pushed her strained fingers through my hair and curled them up under the bottom of my skull, pulling my face down harder into her groin, and she curled her hips up and pushed herself against my face.
“You’re teasing me,” she cried in a tiny voice.
I looked up from between her legs, up over her belly and ribs and the lumps of her breasts to the underside of her chin. She was arching in her back, her chest was sticking up, and her head was rolling back on the straining muscles of her extended neck. The scent of rain and grass rose up from her pussy to snake around my face and I blew again through pursed lips with a narrow stream of breath onto the exposed inner flesh of her opened pussy.
Her body shivered. “I can’t stand it,” she groaned through clenched teeth. Her hips quaked under my hands and I pressed her down harder to keep her still. “Fucking lick me!” she cried in a hushed groan.
I used my fiddling fingers to pull her flesh open more and I pressed my lips to the sides of her pussy and poked my tongue at the creases in her skin.
She grunted with impatience and pushed her hips to one side and the other, trying to find my tongue with her pussy, all the while straining and rising and falling with her hips. I  looked down and through that bright green dappling light, and I saw her run, she was so wet. I could feel the heat coming up from her swelling lips. I knew my breath, hitting her flooding wetness, made a contrasting shot of coolness on her there. Her fingers twisted into my hair and she tugged it hard enough to hurt me. I kissed her lips with mine and she strained further back and gasped at the river behind her upside down.
I touched the tip of my pointed tongue to the bubbling saliva running out from the seam between her glistening pussy lips, and her body shivered. I touched it again and she grimaced, clenched her eyes shut, and sucked a short, sharp breath through her teeth. And then I drew the stiff tip around and around her clitoris, pronounced and uncovered and rosy pink at the top of her parting lips, and she dropped her chin, opened her mouth wide, and cried out loud to the green canopy all around and above her.
Her hips followed the tip of my tongue in the tiny arcing circles I drew between her clamping and straining thighs. She lifted her hips up off the branch under her and I pressed her back down. She strained against my grip and curled her hips down and back up. I sank the flesh of my tongue down between her undulating lips and she cried with a silent scream.
I found a rhythm and a pace that made her breath stop and start and her gasps rise in ever higher and sharper tones. Around and around I drew my tongue, and she poured down my chin and shivered with spasms of quakes under my tight hold on her. “Callum!” she cried out with muffled alarm. She gripped my ears. “Don’t stop!” she seethed through her clenched teeth without breath.
I didn’t. Even as her body went stiff and her hips shot up too hard for me to hold down, and she grunted long and animal-like with her mouth wide open, I circled and circled her. My scalp stung where she pulled my hair in clumps and my nose bruised where she bashed me with her pubic bone, thrusting up and down. I could feel the waves of tension ripple up and down her body. She kicked her heels and she punched me with her tiny, curled fists hard down my neck and back. She stopped breathing and her stomach muscles bulged up.
Still I licked. My face was flooded even before she exhaled, cried out loud, and went spastic throughout her body. Everything went still but for a tiny electrical shiver deep inside her, and her head shot side to side throwing her hair violently over her face. I felt every once of tension flow out of her so hard, she pulled herself into a sit-up and flopped over my head and back. I had just enough presence of mind to steady her on the thick branch, or she would have drained herself over the side of it and into the drink.
“Oh my god!” she cried more to herself than to me, and she cupped her hands protectively over her still-exposed and soaking pussy, and I worked with her to pull her thong panties and stretchy drawstring pants back up over her hips.
She was still shaking deep inside and I needed to guide her and hold her to help her scoot over the length of the branch under her and back down onto solid land. She pulled herself up in front of me, hung her arms over my shoulders, and lifted herself on her toes. She moaned inside the kiss she sank down over my mouth sloppy and hot, and I held her by her waist.
“That was crazy good,” she groaned. “I nearly fell in.”
I laughed and rocked her side to side, my hands gripped around the back of her waist as we leaned back from each other. “Dangerous,” I said.
“Maybe I liked the danger,” she said, and she gave it two beats before she laughed and dismissed the comment with a wave of her hand. But she glanced over her shoulder at me, too, as she parted the curtains of hanging branches and exited the willow cathedral. She bit her lip at me and raised her eyebrows. I didn’t trust the way she laughed at herself. I looked up into the branches and found the owls. They seemed to agree, judging by the alarm they registered on their wide, big circle eyes.
I followed Kiera out from the tree’s enclosing canopy and found Claire and Jessica meandering on the narrow path winding their way toward Kiera and I.
“Don’t tell them what I just said?” she said up to me with hopeful eyes.
I patted her butt. “Where were you guys? We were looking for you all over,” I said.
“Liar!” Jessica said, and she ran up to me, she kissed me on the mouth, and she hooked her arm through mine. She turned me to walk with her past Kiera’s and my secret tree fort. “I’m so horny!” she whispered in my ear, and she squealed and darted a gaze back behind us over my shoulder to Kiera and Claire coming up behind us. “I want to fuck you against a tree in the forest!” she said in my ear privately. “Just you and me.”
“We’re going to go up this hill, see what we can see up there,” Jessica said to Claire and Kiera. “You guys keep doing the perimeter!” She didn’t wait for Claire or Kiera to answer before she tugged me off the trail and pulled me up through the low branches toward the brighter light that bathed the top of the hill that formed the centre of the island.
The top was a surprise to both of us. A clearing emerged and flat, barely sloping bedrock formed the flat bald head of the hilltop. There had already been enough sunlight up there to burn off the torrential rainfall of the previous night, and we stood in the middle of it and gazed around, turning all the way.
“This would make this island a place to come to for people,” she said with a nod. “This right here.”
“It’s surprising” I said, my back to her back as we turned together. “It’s not something you can notice from the road,” I said.
“Very hidden,” she said. There was one lone pine tree, bent and twisted, old and alone, rooted in a crack and hanging on through wind and rain on the top of that outcropping of smooth, black rock, and she went to it and traced the deep grooves in its bark with her fingertips.
She arched in her back, placed her hands in the side of the tree where it lifted itself tortuously to the sky, and she looked at me through strands of her hair over her shoulder. “Come fuck me?” she said with innocence in her eyes and pouting lips.
I looked all around me. Though exposed to the sky and sunlight and fresh air, it remained hidden enough. I came up to her and put my hands on her hips.
She spread her boots on the black rock under her and dropped her head down between her high-rising shoulders.
I pushed her pants and her panties down over her hips and they fell crumpled around the ankles of her workboots. I cupped my hand under her groin. She arched harder in her back and stuck her hips up and back at me, and lifted herself on her toes. Her pussy, bare and pushed up, was hot, wet, and smooth. She glanced over her shoulder and bit her lip. Her eyes were glassy. The need on her face was deep and urgent.
I pushed my pants down around my thighs, I slapped her butt cheek maybe a bit too hard, and I stepped up behind her. She bent over further, gripped the tree trunk tighter, and stuck her hips up and back harder.
I hefted my cock in my hand and drew the swollen head up and down through the quivering and wet lips of her pussy, coating myself in her.
She dropped her mouth open and heaved her shoulders up higher.
I aimed my cock at her grasping pussy lips, I left it there, and I seized her hips in both my hands. I gave it a moment of stasis in which she shivered with anticipation, before I sank into her, deeply, slowly, and relentlessly, filling her in one long thrust all the way until my hips bumped into the cheeks of her ass in front of me.
She groaned too loud for someone trying to keep it a secret. I pulled all the way out of her again, just as slowly and just as enticingly, before I plunged back into her, bumping her body and making her cry out loud. I gripped the bones of her hips harder and I pulled back before slamming my body into hers, slapping my thighs into her butt cheeks, and sending a loud clap through the surrounding forest.
Jessica grunted and cried and I pummeled her from behind. Her pussy, slick and tight, grasped at my cock and slithered up and down my shaft. She fucked me back as hard and as vigorously as I fucked her into the trunk of the tree. Sunlight hit our faces and bared bodies and fresh river breezes buffeted our bare hips.
I stopped pumping myself into her because I was rising up too fast, too soon. But she took over completely, slamming her body back into mine harder and faster, and I stood there looking down, watching her hips and pussy engulf me and twist on me. There was nothing I could do to hold myself off, but nor did I need to. Jessica’s body started to strain and ripple and her pussy sucked hard internally on my cock. Like tiny hands, it stroked me inside her. She came to the precipice quicker than even I did. It was her clenching and quivering groin, her flooding pussy, and her gasps and cries of relief that triggered me, and I soon followed her over the side.
I nearly fell over and I instead wavered on my feet and fell forward against her. I pressed her flaccid body into the tree and humped myself against her ass until I came inside her and gushed out her tight, enveloping lips, and ran down the insides of her legs.
I fell heavier into her, humped her with violence, rattled her body hung on the end of my cock and pinned her with my thrusts to the trunk of the tree, and we collapsed together, grunting, crying, and breathing like marathoners. We both rolled onto our backs, shut our eyes to the sun, and sprawled spread-eagled on the flat rocks where we nearly dozed off entangled and messed up.
We finally picked ourselves up, cleaned ourselves off as best we could, and helped each other on shivering and weak legs back down the side of the hill and onto the trail around the periphery of the island.
We found Claire and Kiera discussing the far side of the island and the plan of attack they’d devise for the boys to carry out when they were ready to get back to work.
“See anything up there?” Claire said to us.
Jessica twisted her lips and staunched a grin and giggled and shook her head silently at Claire.
“I can see for miles and miles,” I sang to her and I snorted and grinned and went down to the small beach they were looking over to get a eye on what garbage was down there.
Claire scrambled down to join me. She took my hand in hers and glanced back up at Kiera and Jessica. “When do I get my turn?” she said, and she snorted and reached with her straining neck to kiss my cheek. “I think I’ve been more than patient.”
“You’ve been a very good girl,” I said, and I grinned down at her.
“Don’t treat me like one, though,” she said. She dropped her arms around my neck and pulled me down to her. She kissed me on the mouth. “Treat me like a bad girl?” she said, and she moaned when she kissed me more deeply and searched my mouth with her tongue. 
I thought about what that entailed in her mind, Claire being treated like a bad girl. 




16: Rue Mouffetard

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