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1

“That’s heavy,” the pretty girl said. “I think.”
It wasn’t though, her living room chair. I rolled it up onto my lifted knee and over onto its side and navigated carefully through the narrow hallway and out her apartment door.
“Don’t you need someone to help you with that?” she said, now looking like a golfer trying to will a ball into its hole. She grimaced as though a bump on the wall would hurt her more than the chair. She followed me down the hallway close enough behind my back her scent invaded me, on top of the rest of it.
“Should be able to manage from here,” I said, and I got it on the elevator, twisted the service key, and gave her a reassuring nod as the doors swished closed between us, and blocked her out. I smiled and waved, but when the rubber door stoppers met, I dropped my head and exhaled.
It was all I could take of her at the moment, her loosely bouncing waves of long blonde hair, her blue eyes, her long black sleeveless tee, all white shorts and white tennis shoes. It was the purity of her, the freshness in her, that spun me around inside. She was a creature from a whole other planet, the kind of thing they keep behind glass, lock and key, types like me come moseying in looking around.
“Oh yeah,” I groaned to myself, pressing my forehead into my shoulder to soak the sweat out of my eyes. Downtown is where this one belongs, girl like her, out clubbing every night skirt shorter than a hand, and out jogging the seawall every morning, pony tail bouncing out the back of her too-cool-for-school baseball cap. What was she, 24? Just starting to make half-real money now and getting herself a nice place closer to the action, maybe a boyfriend or two here and there, girls like her. The avocado and arugula set, Cray said, made me laugh.
She must have dashed down the stairs because there she was again in front of the opening elevator doors, just in case I needed her input on wrestling her stuff off the elevator and onto the back of the truck out front. Cray was just coming back in the building having got his elevator load curbside for me to stack inside the truck.
“Careful with the chair,” I said to him, giving him the side-eye that told him the client was anxious about that piece in particular.
“Roger that,” he said. “But oh to be the cushion,” he added in a low grumble with a smirk as we passed each other.
I stopped him, put my finger up to his face. “What I tell you on the truck?” I said.
He rolled his eyes and sang to himself, “R-e-s-p-e-c-t.”
She didn’t see or hear that. She was already standing outside the back of the truck, arms folded over her chest and watching each piece of her life go together like a puzzle in there. “How long did you say you’ve been doing this?” she said when I got to the base of the ramp, her shading her eyes with her hand, hip crooked, one knee straight, the other cocked. She looked like a fashion shoot. She looked like a magazine cover. I’d never been that close to one of them before.
I wrapped a side table in a blanket and carefully fit it into the hole I’d been saving for it. “I didn’t say,” I said, studiously not stealing back, one peak of a side-eye at her the way they say don’t look at the sun, or a nuclear blast.
There followed a long pause before she followed up with her supplementary question, she again making no effort to conceal the fact her eyes traveled up and down and all around, and taking her time on me, too. “So how long did you say you’ve been doing this?” she said, and she puffed air out her nose and rolled her eyes. Half a smile pulled up one side of her face. She was by contrast to me reckless and endangering with her eyes, letting them go wherever they wanted. Her smile wasn’t helping.
I came down the ramp and surveyed the pieces for something light to go up on top. I had to pack it carefully, the truck we got for that day made the move a tight fit. Her distractions were interfering with my focus. Would you just look at those thighs, so creamy smooth you want to just kiss them, one up each side of your face, Christ on a cross.
“Long enough I don’t damage the client’s furniture,” I said, and I reached past her — she barely moving — to snatch up a couple of kitchen chairs that I fit together, wrapped them, and fit them in the hole precisely.
“I didn’t say I doubted your abilities,” she said. “I’m actually admiring how you do it like that.”
“Make it fit you mean?” I said, and I chuckled. “It’s just all spatial relationships.” Kitchen table now, I thought to myself. The rest should — should — fit around that with just enough room to stand her mattress and boxspring up against the back doors when we shut them.
“Well you seem quite the expert at it, is all,” she said.
“Can’t have things jostling around,” I said, and I waited for her to clue in that I was about to fling the table up such that the legs would hit her if she didn’t move. That too was just simple spatial relationships, as most injuries are.
“You could just ask me to move, you know,” she said.
“Ma’am, could you step aside a moment,” I said.
“I’m not a ma’am, I’m Callie,” she replied.
I was going to say something about the irony of it, feeling invisible to half the human race like that, but it’s not my circus and these sure weren’t my monkeys she set loose running all around my head.
“Callie,” I said, and I used my hand to indicate to her to shift sideways a foot or two.
She bulged her eyes out the side and stepped a single foot aside. “Please?” she said to herself.
But that was already more words than ever passed between me and the likes of a girl like her, whether I was 24 like her or 38 now, the main difference in those years between us being I no longer hoped and prayed and coughed and stammered with them. There’s a freedom in giving up. “Now I just do my job.”
“And you do it well, is all I’m trying to say,” she said, and I realized with a start that I said that out loud. “It’s just . . . “ she paused before turning away. “ . . . interesting.”
I was right about her coming into real money, whatever job she had. The place she was leaving deep down in the shit side of town, compared to the glass-and-steel downtown high-rise tower she was moving into, was a big step up in the world for her.
“You win the lottery or something?” I said, setting her mattress down against the boxspring already propped up against the bedroom wall. I’d let Cray get the rest of the stuff up and put her bed together instead.
“Not luck at all. Hard work, a strong plan, and good execution,” she said leaning back against the bedroom door where it opened all the way against the wall behind it. Her hands were trapped behind her back so that her chest pushed up and out enough to get even more of my attention, me struggling to not stare.
I got down on my knees and blew dust and shavings out of the hole in the headboard post the rail needed to fit into. “That all,” I said, and I used my pliers to bend the metal tab a little.
“My boyfriend made that straight when he was putting my bed together,” she said. “My ex boyfriend.”
“And your bed creaked,” I stated. I stopped myself from finishing the sentence that was already half up my throat.
“It’s supposed to be bent?”
“How it bites tight,” I said, and I looked up just as I fit the tab in the hole and punched the back of the post in to drive it home.
“How are you supposed to know that?” she said.
I fixed the other rail into the other post and set up the footboard. “Experience,” I said and I closed an eye to get a bead on the rail.
“You have a lot of experience,” she said and she snorted some and pulled a grin up half her face.
Cray came into the room just then and she kicked herself off the door and went out.
“Just about got everything up, you want me to put the legs on the couch?” he said.
That would have been the idea, but I said to him, “No, why don’t you go down the truck, put the ramp away, fold the blankets,” I said.
No sooner he left but Callie came back in, now offering me a tall glass of cool water. “Don’t you take breaks?” she said.
“Not on the client’s dime,” I said.
“Company is paying for my move,” she said.
“Still a client there somewhere,” I said, and I set the bed down and unwrapped the boxspring.
“You sure that’s going to hold up?” she said.
“Four bolts in the foot, four bolts in the head,” I said, pointing down at the construction. “Should hold you up even if you bring the roof down.”
“Good to know,” she said, and she smirked into her own glass of water.
The bedroom set up, I went out to the living room to set the couch. “This where you want it then?”
“Well what do you think? Is this the right wall for it?” she said.
“Up to you,” I said with a shrug. As long as we talked about my end of things, I had no problem talking to her, so long as I kept my eyes off her directly, which I wish she would have done with me.
“I want your opinion though,” she said.
“Depends on what you’re going to do on it mostly,” I said.
She smirked again and turned away. “Just the usual,” she said. “What do you think?”
“Well if you’re watching a screen, it has to go here, you’ll get too much reflection on the screen over there. But if you’re reading mostly, maybe you’re going to want natural light coming over your shoulder.”
“See, I knew you were pretty smart about this kind of thing,” she said.
I couldn’t do anything but stand there and nod and wait for her to say where. The clean lines and the cool blue glass and metallic window frames of the place suited her. “Natural light,” I said for no reason. 
“You say that like someone who reads a lot of books,” she said.
I shrugged, still waiting for her to say. “Got a lot of time I guess,” I said.
“I highly doubt that’s the only reason. Anyway, I like it better against that wall. Do you need your friend to help you?”
“Nope,” I said, and I walked the couch over to its new home and pulled it onto its knees to get in under it with the legs to screw back in.
She sidled over to watch me fit the legs in and screw them up tight. “Do you show this kind of care and attention to all your . . . “ she paused. “ . . . clients?”
“It’s their home,” I said. “Moving is one of the big stressors in life, right?”
“I don’t know,” she said. “I found this move pretty easy going myself.”
I set the couch down on its feet. “Glad to hear it,” I said. “I hope we did something to bring that about.” I winced at how corporate I sounded, how fake.
She sat down on the couch, crossed her legs, relaxed back into it as she spread an arm out over the back. She watched me out the corners of her eyes, followed me with them like she was thinking something about me, planning something.
I rolled up my tools and got out my phone to go over final details and paperwork.
“So how old are you supposed to be anyway?” she said.
I thought about how to not tell her, but she put it out there so bluntly, there was nowhere to run. “38,” I said like I had to think about it.
She nodded, grinned to herself. “I don’t know anybody like you, do you know that?” she finally said.
Now there were a lot of things I could have said back to her about that. But what came out was, “Pretty sure I don’t know many girls like you, either.”
She laughed that kind of laugh I was accustomed to hearing thrown back at me back when I used to approach them, which is pretty much the reason why I didn’t go there anymore.
“I could tell right away you don’t feel very comfortable around me,” she said. She continued watching me closely as I rolled up our entry mat and pulled the plastic covers off my shoes.
“No,” I said, and I chuckled. “I never know what I’m supposed to say, I guess.”
“You’re doing pretty good so far.”
“Yeah, no,” I said, and I chuckled some more, put stuff outside her door. “This is just me trying to get the hell out of here before I blow it.” 
“You’re not like most guys I meet, but maybe that’s because you’re a bit older,” she said.
I pulled up on my phone the forms for her to sign. “Just use your finger,” I said, handing my phone to her. “A couple there to scroll through.”
“Use my finger,” she said with a smirk.
“Well,” I said, as she went through the forms. “You’re not so bad to talk to yourself either,” I said, and I immediately regretted talking like that. It wasn’t me.
She stood up, turned the phone around to hand it back to me, and came a half-step too close. There was that scent of a meadow in the sun again. “You’re not so bad either, you know,” she said, and she chirped with a tiny laugh. “Once a girl traps you into it.”
I handed her my card, ignored what she said. “So if you find anything scraped or damaged, or if you need things moved around, just give a call,” I said. “We aim to please.”
“Do you now,” she said and she smirked.
I opened her apartment door behind me but had to step closer to her to swing it past my butt. “Okay, well, you take care,” I said, squeezing my way out. She was not helping.
“Bye-bye,” she said in that high sing-song voice.
I could feel her eyes on me all the way down the hallway before I finally, thankfully, heard her door close, and I finally let my breath out and pressed the elevator button ten times the quicker to bounce out of there. Girls like her don’t know, I thought to myself, staring down the hallway where she had been.
“Cute as a motherfucker though,” Cray said when I climbed in the truck where he was already waiting and relaxing, and I twisted the key and fired it up. “I would definitely hit that.”
“Don’t even think about it,” I told him. “Nothing but a world of hurt them, just stay in your lane.” He was mid-20s, so of course he’d be still looking like maybe he thought he really was in the market.
“That what you done, stop thinking? End up a sad sorry fuck moving furniture to make your rent? Staying in your lane?” he said.
“Least I’m not up there drooling down my fucking chin staring at them like they’re some slab of meat on a plate,” I said, and I jammed the clutch in and yanked the stick down into 2nd. The engine roared and the cab torqued.
“But I’d fuck that meat,” he said, and he laughed.
“Even cold and dead, you sick fuck,” I said, and we both laughed.
Three days went by before my phone buzzed on my coffee table drawing me out of my kitchen where I was trying something new. A number I didn’t recognize, but that was normal.
“Brent here,” I said.
There was a pause, a faint breath, one you could tell was pulled through a smile. “So Brent is it?” the voice finally said. It was Callie.
“At your service,” I said, and I looked back into the kitchen at my steaming sauce pan and chewed my cheek.
“I’m calling because I think you put my bed together wrong,” she said.
“How’s that?” I said.
“It rocks, like the feet aren’t even on the floor.”
“Could be the floor that’s not even.”
“It adjusts, doesn’t it?”
“The bolts in the footboard slide up and down through a slot, yeah,” I said.
“You know I don’t know how to do that, I don’t have the tools,” she said.
I went into the kitchen and stirred the pot. “Yep,” I said. “Really just a wrench.”
“You have all the tools,” she said.
“What do you mean all of them?” I tasted my sauce.
“Are you eating while you’re talking to a client?” she said.
“It is after hours, you know, but I’m not eating, just tasting.”
“Tasting what?”
I paused. I realized I was talking to a girl like her — it started without me noticing. “A chimichurri,” I finally said.
She laughed. I could hear rustling noises over the phone like someone getting more comfortable. “And what is that?”
I snorted. I didn’t mean to be putting on airs. “It’s an Argentinian thing, really just a bunch of chopped up herbs with oil and vinegar,” I said. “But I like to heat it up. Blend it.”
“Sounds wonderful. What’s it put on?”
“Skewers of meat,” I said.
“And did you make those too?”
“I made some, yeah,” I said.
“So you evidently cook too, do you?”
I paused again. “I guess I do,” I said. “If by cook, you mean I can sort of keep myself alive, feed myself,” I said. “Sort of a basic skill.”
She laughed. “I am sure you can do much more than the basic necessities.”
“It’s just a lot of chopping,” I said.
“So you’re not just a furniture mover, but you also build things and you cook, so what else do you do?” she said.
“How do you know I build things?”
“You told me you have tools. Don’t you build things?”
“I do, but I didn’t tell you that.”
“I guess maybe you’re not the only one with unique skills — I happen to read people very well, don’t you know that about me by now?”
“I got the feeling,” I said. Again, I was forgetting who and what I was talking to, I was forgetting how to talk to them.
She laughed. “So what do you build, oh intriguing handyman?”
“I mostly repair and restore old furniture, if it’s worthwhile that is,” I said.
“What makes them worthwhile?”
“Usually the maker label burned into the bottom.”
“How do you know all this stuff?”
“I interact with furniture a lot,” I said.
She laughed. There was that, at least. I made her laugh and not at me this time. At least I didn’t think so.
“So you haven’t eaten yet, is that what that means?”
I looked back into my kitchen. “I guess.”
“You live alone?” she said.
“Currently,” I said.
“So do I.”
“I know, I could tell.”
“I forgot that — you would be able to tell a lot about a person, going through all their drawers.”
“I don’t do that,” I said.
She laughed again. “I wasn’t accusing you. But you can tell things, can’t you.”
“I just try to get the job done, not really my business, their business.”
“But you noticed I live alone.”
“Doesn’t mean anything.”
“Do you have a girlfriend?” she said.
This time I shuddered and swallowed hard. It was more how she asked than what she asked, lower, softer. I stalled out.
She laughed. “Am I making you nervous?”
I sank back into my couch, looked at my ceiling. Go for broke, Brent, I thought to myself. Fuck it. Just say what comes to mind, no more supposed to or not supposed to. Why be someone you’re not and then get all bent out of shape cause you can’t do it?
“Going to be honest with you,” I said. “Girls like you always make guys like me nervous. But you already know that.”
She screamed now, she laughed so hard. “Oh my god, why would you even say that?!”
I waited for her to get herself under control again. “I learned long ago not to even try talking to girls that look like you. No point to it.” 
“You’re talking to me now,” she said.
“This is different.”
“How is it different?”
I couldn’t immediately say how it was different. It was a feeling, the kind of thing that doesn’t have words yet, at least no words I knew. “It’s professional, you’re a client of the firm,” I said, but I was stalling.
“Oh the firm now is it?” she snorted back. I seemed to be entertaining her at least. “But that’s right, isn’t it,” she said. “And I am requesting that you come back here and fix what you didn’t do right the first time.”
“That bed was set up level when I was done with it,” I said.
“Now you’re calling me a liar.”
“No, I’m just wondering what you did to bring it out of level.”
She laughed. “Wouldn’t you like to know. But alas, I’m single too. I already told you that.”
“Well I could come over probably tomorrow like in the PM,” I said. “Got a move probably take me to 2.”
“You could come over tonight,” she said. “Bring your Jimmy-Johnnny sauce or whatever you call it, I haven’t eaten either.”
“That wouldn’t be professional,” I said.
“Well the bed isn’t really wobbly, either,” she said.
It felt like a whole minute of silence passed between us before I spoke again. She stayed quiet too, hanging me out like that. “Okay, well, I guess I could,” I said. “I already know where you live.”
“Don’t be creepy,” she said.
“You’re not fucking with me, are you?” I said. There was so much that could go wrong.
“No, Brent,” she said. “I don’t do that, believe it or not.”
I paused before I texted her at the front doors of her new building, looked up at the facade of glass and wondered whether I’d been hallucinating, whether I was making a horrible mistake, going to get myself arrested or fired, going up to a client’s apartment at night after moving her in.
But she was real and the invite was real, however strange it felt to me, a girl moreover 14 years or so younger than me. She stood behind her door when she opened it like she was embarrassed by it too, and she pulled my wrist to hurry me inside, and shut the door behind me, laughing, sounding just as nervous as me.
I showed her the pot with the skewers of beef and lamb and the bowl of sauce like it was my entry fee.
“It smells incredible,” she said, and she went in front of me up her hallway to her kitchen. “Like my new space? A very charming older man helped me decide where to put everything,” she said.
It took me three beats to realize she was talking about me. Slow on the uptake sometimes, you might say. I went into her kitchen and set things down. “You sure the bed’s fine then?” I said, and I showed her my tools just in case.
She snorted and rolled her eyes. “You can go test it yourself,” she said.
“Yeah, no,” I said. “I’ll take your word.”
“So feed me then,” she said, and she spun around in front of me — too close again — and took the lid off the pot of skewers.
“You bathe the meat in the chimichurri,” I said.
“Show me,” she said.
I was in too deep to back out now. Trapped, really. I picked up a skewer and rolled the piece on the end in the bowl of sauce, tapped it to drop its drips of oil and vinegar, and lifted it up to her parted lips. Her two hands wrapped lightly around my wrist, cool and smooth. She lifted her eyes up to mine from nearly directly below me, deep as space, blue as sky. You felt like you were on top of Everest looking into them.
Her tongue, wet pink and wide, laid out over her bottom lip. Her mouth fell open with a yielding submission that made me lose the strength in my knees.
“Like this?” she said as softly as a dream inside your head, and she curled her tongue around the green-bathed braised lamb and closed her lips on it.
I pulled the stick sideways and she closed her eyes, chewed down on the meat, moaned inside her mouth, all muffled. Her hands gripped harder around my wrist. She leaned forward more closely into me, wavered on her ankles nearly brushing against me, chest to chest. My mouth fell open to watch her swallow and I accidentally grunted.
Her eyes opened like sunrise, her lips parted like a church choir, and her shoulders came up, her face tilted sideways, and she slowly as torture ran the tip of her stiffened tongue all the way around the circle of her pink lips.
“Oh Brent,” she breathed. “That was incredible.”
“It’s a recipe . . . “ I began to say, but she snatched at another skewer, dipped it into the sauce, and brought it up to my lips. I tried to keep talking, but she laughed, cupped her hand under my chin to catch the drips, and pushed the meat against my lips until I shut up and opened wide.
“There you go, just like that,” she said, and she watched carefully as she placed the chunk of meat in my mouth and drew the stick out sideways just as I had done for her.
“Yeah, came out pretty good this time,” I said when I swallowed most of it.
We took the food to her couch. She sat on her leg tucked under her and made it like a rule that we fed each other and not ourselves.
“I told Jun about you,” she said.
“Jun?”
“One of my friends, we tell each other everything.”
“It’s a nice name,” I said.
“I think you’d really like her, you both would,” she said. “I want you to meet her.”
“What did you tell her about me?”
“I told her you were the guy they sent to move me, that you made my bed, that you seem able to do a lot of things, and that you didn’t make any moves on me.”
She smiled when she said the last thing.
“I was on the job,” I said.
“Not now you’re not, and you still haven’t made a move on me,” she said.
“Just not what I do, I guess,” I said.
“You must know, though.”
“Know what?”
She narrowed her eyes at me. “Sometimes I think you’re making fun of me, and other times I think you really are this dense.”
“I am dense, I tried telling you that already.”
“I wish you would make a move on me,” she said, “so I could at least put you in your place and we can move past that and be done with it.”
“I don’t understand.”
“No,” she said, and she bit off a chunk of meat and chewed it defiantly at me. “Because you’re dense, right?”
“But if you only want me to so you can push me back, I don’t get it, I’m already back.”
“Jun thinks you’re full of shit,” she said.
“She hasn’t even met me,” I said.
“And already she can tell. She’s even better than me at reading people.” She bit off the rest of the chunk and only with obvious annoyance did she lean over enough to put the next one up to my mouth. “Open, idiot,” she said softly.
“I just don’t see the point,” I said.
She sat back now more lowly slumped into the back of her couch and she lifted her leg enough to jam her heel into my thigh, press me there, leave it there. “I’m too busy with my life anyway, I don’t have the time or mental space for a boyfriend, so you can just forget about that,” she said. “I told you already, I work hard, I have a strong plan, and I am dedicated to its execution.”
“What do you do anyway?” I said, trying to change the topic.
“You’re quite annoying, do you know that?” she said.
“Do you want me to go?”
She rolled her eyes. “Now I am positive I’ve never met any guy like you ever,” she said. “Jun says you’re faking it, you’re just manipulative, one of those guys who thinks he knows the secret to women or some bullshit.”
“Jun seems to know a lot,” I said.
“I want you two to meet, I want to see what she thinks of you, it would be funny,” she said, and she laughed. “Eat the last one, that was incredible, I want you to make it again for me.”
I ate the last of the meat and set the bowls on the table and leaned back, spread my arms over the top of the couch, began to feel a bit more relaxed.
“You talk a lot about Jun,” I said. “Is she real, or is she just an imaginary friend?”
Callie burst out laughing and kicked my thigh hard enough with her heel to hurt. “Can you imagine?” she said, and she abruptly shot forward, leaned up close to me, tilted her face back from nearly under my chin, and she drew her finger across my neck. “And then I cut you even while yelling at Jun to stop.”
I remained in my relaxed mode, but she had startled me. “You do that with just a bit too much convincing,” I said.
She dropped back to lean her shoulders into the arm of the couch behind her and she stretched her legs out straight to lay them down over my lap. “I always wanted to be an actor. I wanted to be the stupid girl who goes down the basement and screams..” She laughed to herself.
“Have you acted?” I said.
She shook her head and snorted. “As if.”
“Why not?”
She narrowed her eyes at me again and grinned with disbelief. “Because I’m not going to do something that makes me die with nervousness maybe?”
“But the nervousness is only telling you it really matters to you,” I said.
“So says the guy who is too nervous to make a move on a girl who’s giving him every signal known to man.”
“But you already told me you would only push me back.”
“Yes, but you don’t know that,” she said with wide eyes and she got up from the couch, carried the bowls into the kitchen, came back with a bottle of wine, two glasses. “Look, another signal clear as day!” she said and she wiggled the bottle at me and sat down again.
“I got to be honest with you,” I said. “With girls like you, I don’t even know what a move would be.”
“We’re all the same, don’t be silly.”
“Okay, I don’t know what a move would be with anyone,” I said.
She tsk’d and inhaled, shook her head sympathetically at me. “Are you . . . “ she started, but she didn’t finish, half I think because that was the joke, but also half because she realized through the first half of her sentence that what she was going to say might actually be true.
I laughed out loud. “You actually think it’s possible, don’t you,” I said.
She smirked. “It could be,” she said. “Way you keep talking about how you don’t know anything about girls.”
“I don’t know anything about girls that look like you,” I said, “to clarify.”
“What makes you think we’re so different?”
“Believe me, you are,” I said and I chuckled knowingly.
“Yet here you are drinking wine, eating, talking and laughing with a girl like that,” she said.
“Don’t remind me,” I said.
We sank into the couch both of us quiet a while. Music was on.
“I meant it when I said I don’t have time for a boyfriend, or the mental bandwidth either.”
“You make it sound like a college degree,” I said.
She snorted and widened her eyes and shook her head. “You would not believe,” she said.
“Try me.”
She stared at me, folded her arms over her chest, rocked my leg with her heels pushing and releasing against me.
“Where do I start,” she said.
“You had a boyfriend when you bought your bed,” I said.
“The guy who didn’t know how to put it together?”
“I’m sure he was good at other things.”
“Not really, if you must know.”
“Still.”
“Still. Sure. But they take up bandwidth, if you’re going for the full boyfriend experience.”
“I guess like a girlfriend,” I said.
“Probably,” she said. “Wouldn’t it be great to get all the benefits but not have to deal with any of the costs?”
“There’s a phrase for that,” I said.
She snickered and rocked me with her heels again. “Jun and I were saying, I mean, not forever, but for now? Except, if you don’t commit like seriously deep down commit, then they can’t be expected to either, and we don’t want to be exposed to diseases, if you know what I mean.”
“I probably do?” I said, but I wasn’t sure.
“Anyway, Jun says it way better than I can, I really want you two to meet.”
“You keep saying that,” I said,
She laughed. “I know I do. I don’t know why.”
We both fell into thought at that before she broke the silent spell.
“I read this book — yes, I read books!” she said and she kicked my thigh hard with her heel. “Where this girl says that if sharing a man meant sharing the burden of all the obligations, then it wouldn’t be so bad.”
“You read that, or is that just you saying that?” I said.
“You keep thinking I’m some evil villain!” she said. “I’m just telling you what Jun said.”
“What did Jun say?”
“Well,” she said, and she pulled herself up from the couch by pushing her hands down into my thigh and made her way to the kitchen. “Ice cream?” she called over her shoulder and she got it out and two spoons before I could answer. She came back in, handed me a spoon, sat close beside me with her leg under her. “Jun said the ideal would be sharing the burden, that it would actually be a pretty sweet deal.”
She reached forward without asking and put a lump of ice cream at my mouth, which I opened for, and she put it inside, dropped it on my tongue.
“I mean . . . ” she said, and she dug into the carton. “ . . . if you get past the jealousies and the petty competitions, why couldn’t two girls share the same man?”
She moved her ice cream around her mouth and dug out another spoonful for me, brought it to my lips, waited for me to open. She watched the spoon carefully as she moved it inside my mouth. “I’m sure a man like you wouldn’t mind that, especially after you see what Jun looks like.”
“And what does Jun look like?” I said when I took my time with the ice cream melting in my mouth, stalling for a chance to speak without losing my shit.
“She’s Asian, need I say more?” she said and she shook her head like I was already guilty. “She’s every guy’s perfect wet dream.”
“That so,” I said.
“See? Look at you, already salivating over her.”
“It’s your fault, though,” I said.
“It kind of is, isn’t it,” she said and she laughed. “I told her you probably wouldn’t even try anything when I got you over here, and she was like, what’s wrong with him?”
“What did you tell her?”
“I told her you might be a eunuch,” she said, and she laughed out loud and wriggled where she sat, so proud of her joke. “But seriously, why don’t you?”
“Well for one thing, you’ve drawn so much attention to it now, that if I did try anything, we’d just start laughing,” I said.
“Yeah probably,” she said. “You missed your chance. You should have thrown me down on my bed when you had me in my bedroom already.”
“Sure, get fired, get charged, the whole shebang.”
“True, I would have been horrified if you did that, but at least I’d be satisfied knowing you really are just like the rest of them.”
“What if I’m playing the long game?” I said.
She wriggled her toes and pushed them under my thigh. “You play a good long game then, I’d say.”
“I mean, already just holding off for an hour, and you’re already talking about a threesome with your friend Jun,” I said.
“See? I knew you’d love that idea, you can’t get your mind off it now, can you.”
“I think it’s you who can’t get your mind off it,” I said.
She leaned forward and fed me another spoon of ice cream. “Dream on,” she said in a quiet voice. She got up to put the ice cream back in her freezer. “Anyway, we already tried something, her and I, and it didn’t click,” she called back from the kitchen.
“Why not?” I said.
She came back in, sat down on the floor, pushed herself between my legs to lean back, and she patted her shoulder, dropped her head forward, exposed her neck.
I understood she wanted me to rub her neck, and I did.
“We needed a man to be with us, to be between us, I think,” she said.
“So you two have talked about this?”
“Uh-huh,” she said dreamily. I worked her muscles. She breathed in deeply and moaned. “So good,” she whispered.
“What’s stopping you?”
“Can’t find a man who can handle it,” she said.
I moved her top over her shoulder, bared her neck to my hand, felt her skin under my touch. Squeezed her, worked her.
“I find that hard to believe.”
“I’m not saying it’s a bad thing, and I’m not saying its only men that are like this, but they tend to get too clingy, they start to get too much,” she said. “They start to take it too seriously.” She gasped when I drove my thumb deep into her muscle.
“So you want to find a man who can take it or leave it,” I said, and I squeezed her too hard, made her wince, made her grunt.
“That’s it exactly,” she said. She inhaled deeply in jerking breaths and sank when she released it.
“And did you ever find such a man?” I said.
“Not yet,” she said down into her chest. “Jun was saying maybe you’re the man.”
“You talked about this already?” I said. I pushed her top off her other shoulder, exposed her upper back and shoulders to my hands, felt her, squeezed her, rubbed her.
“God damn, Brent,” she intoned. “Is there anything you don’t do perfectly?”
“Feels good?”
“Feels incredible,” she squeezed out. I was handling her borderline roughly.
“What did you say to Jun?”
“About you?”
“About finding such a man.”
“Why do you think I got you over here tonight?” she said.
“You’re test driving me?”
She curled her face around and smirked at me. “You only wish,” she said.
“So you’re not test driving me.”
She twisted her body around, pulled her top back up over one of her shoulders, leaned over my lap, her hair falling around my hips when she lifted her face up to mine. “Didn’t say that either,” she said.
“What are you saying?”
“I’m trying to say . . . ” she said, and she looked down where her hands worked the button out of the waist of my jeans. “ . . . that you can drive a girl crazy the way you don’t fucking do anything!” she said, and she glowered at me with her chin jutting.
“I don’t do anything because I don’t stand a chance with any girl that looks like you.”
“Well I told you that it leaves me not knowing what to do with you. All I know is guys pawing me and trying to get into my fucking pants all the time, and I know how to push them off, but you’re not doing anything like that!” She opened my pants, yanked down my fly, spread the panels. “And it’s not fair!” She cupped her hand around the lump in my shorts.
“So not trying anything is making you get like this?” I said.
“What do you think?” she nearly cried at me.
Just then, her phone buzzed. “Oh!” she burst out. “Jun’s here!”
“What? Jun?” I cried out. She pushed herself up from the floor and I quickly pulled my fly up.
“I told her to get over here,” Callie yelped, laughing as she grabbed her phone and went to her door to flick the lock open.
“When did you do that?”
“When I got the ice cream, silly.”
“She’s coming up now?”
“She is!”
“And you were just about to . . . “
She laughed. “Can you imagine if she came in when I was?”
“I don’t know if I can handle this,” I said.
“Just relax. We’re not going to suck your blood. She’s cool, you’ll like her, I guarantee it.”
“But . . . “ I said.
She leaned over me, sank her hands into the back of the couch on either side of my head, dropped her head down between her shoulders, brought her face close up to my face, close enough all I could see were her eyes. “She gets turned on even more than I do with a man who doesn’t try to paw her,” she said, and she sank her tongue into my mouth, sealed her lips around my lips, and moaned against me, inside me, a little chirp of a gasp emitting from inside her.
“Oh, Callie!” we both heard a voice call from the front hallway, and the door closed.
Callie looked down at me. “Hurry!” she said, and she reached down to do the button in my jeans up. “I told her we weren’t doing anything.”
“I thought you told her everything.”
“I lied!” she said and Jun came into the living room. 
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It was a strange kind of seeing double for me, Jun floating around the corner like that and appearing in the living room of Callie’s new place.
Compact and tight where Callie was long and languid, East Asian where Callie was blonde and bouncy, severe and watchful where Callie was loose and teasing, the two nonetheless appeared as a kind of carbon copy of each other where it came to the effect their visage had on me. I’d just got past the stammering and flustered stage with the one when the other turned my world over again.
Two girls of the kind I never talk to, two of the kind I even stopped letting myself look at. I felt light-headed, weightless, launched into orbit.
I got up from the couch, which probably appeared to them both as overly formal politeness, but was in fact my involuntary preparation for flight. There’s good luck, and then there’s dangerously over-playing a run of aces.
I put my hand out to shake the new girl’s hand just as she turned away to drop her bag on a chair, so I continued up with my hand and made as though to massage my shoulder, then showed pain on my face after the fact to justify it. I turned toward the large patio doors and made a face. I felt trapped, ganged-up on. Some elaborate joke was being played, I knew it, and I was somehow going to end up the butt.
“You must be Brent,” Jun said to the back of my head.
“Well duh,” Callie said, and she jostled her with her shoulder.
“I am,” I said slowly turning. I studiously avoided extending my hand a second time lest I get hung out one more time.
“We going out? I’m starving,” Jun said to Callie.
“Oh!” Callie sparked up. “There’s still some . . . “ she paused and looked at me with expectation.
“Chimichurri and skewers,” I said. “But not much.”
“What’s . . . “ Jun began, but she didn’t try repeating the word.
“Just taste it, you’ll be blown away,” Callie said, and she grabbed her wrist and dragged her into the kitchen.
“It’s a bit cold now,” I said.
“Shush, it’s fine,” Callie said, and she brought a skewer down into the bowl where there was some remaining sauce, rolled it, and brought it up to Jun’s mouth.
Jun held her wrist to control her, put her small dark eyes on mine, and only parted her lips after letting the aroma of it rise to her tiny button nose.
She bit a corner of it off and chewed even while keeping her eyes on mine the whole time, full of suspicion na doubt. “Not too bad,” she finally said, and she guided Callie’s hand down to dip the next corner of meat into the sauce and eat that, too.
“You made this?” she said around the food pushed into the side of her mouth.
“He cooks!” Callie said, and she lined herself up beside Jun to face me, the two of them now with their eyes on mine as though expecting me to say something about it.
“I can cook a little, nothing special,” I said, tamping down Callie’s enthusiasm.
“Yeah right,” Callie said, and she pushed off Jun, strode across the kitchen, and hip-checked me in passing.
I wavered on my feet unused to the intimacy of it. Jun watched me steady my balance through the corners of her eyes. She had yet to smile. She was careful, watchful. I was being sized up for something, I could feel it.
She came past me too, now, coming too close like Callie, but not checking me. “New place looks already settled in,” she said to Callie when right beside me, making a point of not seeing me there.
“Brent’s idea to put the couch on this wall instead of where we thought it should go,” she said to Jun. Jun shot a glance at me. “Makes sense I guess,” she said with a note of reluctance. Her lids narrowed at me.
Had I overstepped her territory?
“He makes furniture, too,” Callie said to Jun.
“I don’t make it, I just restore old stuff,” I said.
“What, like a hobby?” Jun said.
“Buy it, fix it up, try to sell it,” I said.
“You’re just a mover, aren’t you?” she said.
“And he’s very good at what he does,” Callie said. “A very attentive mover.” The way she glanced at me, the way her mouth curled up, an uninvolved bystander would guess she was using the word euphemistically.
The twoglanced at each other as though the term really did mean something more between them.
“Still,” I overheard Jun say to Callie now in private. I knew what that was about. I was no fashion expert, but Jun’s tall black boots, short brown and black plaid skirt, and her short-cut motorcycle jacket were all designer label. Not that it would take much to out-earn me, but still. The both of them were likely making multiples of my income. And a mover — just a mover — is not high up the food chain, everybody knows that.
Jun circled around like a cat sniffing out a new place before she finally came down directly in the middle of the couch. “Do you mind?” she said to me, and she sank back in the couch and lifted a leg, pointed the toes of her boot at me.
Callie rolled her eyes and went to the kitchen, came back out with a third glass of wine. “She wants you to help her take her boots off,” she said to me helpfully, the way I stood there staring at the bottom of her boot circling slowly around at me.
I looked up at Jun and made a quick mental-math assessment of the situation. Callie must have already invited Jun over without me knowing — sneaking it in when she was getting us ice cream no doubt. They’d already talked about me over the last couple of days, too, Callie told me as much. It was clear they work together on some higher level, like two halves of the same brain. It was the kind of thing a smarter man might be wary of getting in the middle of, the kind of thing a man with experience would prepare for.
But Jun kept circling her toes at me with the same severe expression never leaving her face, and Callie sat down on the couch beside her and pursed her lips at me like it was a challenge for her to not laugh at my obvious discomfort. “Come on,” she said to me softly. “We don’t bite.”
Jun licked her lips. “Not hard anyway,” she said, still not taking her penetrating eyes off me. It was the first joke she made, so there was that.
“Unless the situation warrants it,” Callie added, and the tiniest crack of a grin pulled ever so slightly at one side of Jun’s lips.
Yeah, I thought to myself, they come as a package, these two. Their communications were probably telepathic the way they played off each other. I stood no chance. Callie knew she was coming over before she got busy with me on the couch. She wanted to be interrupted in it.
It reminded me of the time I got into this fight once at a bar I had no business being inside of. Only once outside did I realize there was two of them and — as usual — just one of me. Calculating I was done for, I said to the one guy, “Saw your car you came in, sweet ride, by the way.” 
It caught him off guard enough he spun around and grinned at it, thereby telling me which one in the parking lot was his. “Must be a bitch keeping that 442 motor tuned, though,” I said.
All old classics have that issue in one way or another, it was a safe bet, but it was enough to indicate to him I might be a grease-head too, so he started in on the intricacies of the hemi this and overhead that. The other guy started in on how he has to help him all the time. A few minutes later we were all leaning over under the open hood, and not long after that, I was in the passenger seat as he took it out to show me what she could do on a straight. The fight was forgotten.
“Those look like Pradas,” I said to Jun. No human is inoculated to flattery.
She twisted her leg, examined the length of her boot, and she said, “Thank you but no, they’re Chloe’s.”
Callie elbowed her and sipped her glass of wine. “Told you,” she murmured to her.
I sat on the coffee table, slid sideways, cradled the heel of Jun’s tall boot in my lap. I mean, it was either that or run away. There was no middle ground left of rme.
This time I held her eyes with mine the whole way, determined to play her game right back at her. She came in asserting dominance. My only play was the unexpected.
She sipped her wine, sank back in the couch, readying, it seemed, for battle. There was no doubt I was going to lose whatever game it was I got into with the two of them, but I had chosen running away for the last time. Face your fears, they say. Fine, I decided, bring it. How bad could this go?
Callie exhaled a shot of breath out her nose and sank back against Jun shoulder to shoulder with her deep into the back of the couch watching me over the rim of her stemware that she swirled gently, a crooked grin spreading wide up her lips. Jun’s lips pursed like someone fighting against showing a grin herself.
The music was something Arabic, droning and exotic. Callie had turned the lights down so that the room was filled with an orange glow and the sparkling lights of the crowded downtown filled up the windows all around us. The locale was so foreign and exotic to me, it ceased to discomfort me any further, all my senses were already triggered to the max.
The dynamic had utterly changed from when it was just me and Callie, where we filled every moment with conversation, challenging and combatting each other. Now it was silence between the three of us, nothing but eyes and fingers and breath, dim light and entrancing music. I didn’t belong, obviously, but nobody could accuse me of posing. I was long ago broken down to nothing left but myself.
You find yourself in something like that with people you know, it’s got a kind of nervous anticipation to it, an agitation of questions about what’s really going on, what it might lead to. But you do it with two complete strangers you only just met, one of them only minutes earlier, and it’s a head-blood draining experience. You enter an out-of-body state. It takes on the feel of some random after-midnight sci-fi movie, that kind of intimacy with zero background information.
I slid my hand up the bulge of her leather-wrapped calf and fingered the tag of the zipper at the top of her boot over her knee. She seemed assured enough by my touch to relax and let the moment last. It was grade 3 the last time I helped a girl out of her boots.
I tugged the tab and slid the zipper down the inside of her leg, inch by slow inch, smoothly but teasingly, too. I started it as a joke, an attempt at some levity, but the look on her face was no laughing thing. The lengths of her boot sides parted and flopped over revealing her sheer black stockinged leg inside. I cupped my hand under the heel. She pointed her toes. I drew my other hand over the top of her foot and leaned back to pull.
It was stuck. Her leg came forward with my tugging. Her hip came crooked. Her mouth dropped open. Her eyes half closed. I pulled harder and she inhaled, held her breath at the top.
Callie’s fingers curled up and pinched her at her hip through the fabric of her plaid skirt. I pulled again, air filled the space under her foot, and her boot finally let go and came off in my hands. Jun gasped a tiny gasp, nothing more than the loss of half a breath, but audible enough to hear over the oasis music, private but heard nonetheless.
I set the boot down, but not before flipping it over to find its label burnt into the leather sole. I never heard of Chloe’s, but there it was. I raised my eyes to Jun’s and this time, a grin escaped from her best efforts to constrain it, tiny and barely a grin at all, but a crack nevertheless in her steely armor. She knew I checked the label, and liked that I did. I tapped my hand on my thigh. Other foot, I was saying to her without words, which seemed her preferred manner of communicating.
This Jun, I thought. She speaks and listens in the tiniest gestures. She lifted her other foot up into my lap, settled it down between my legs, and pointed her foot to touch the leather sole under her toes to my groin, her eyes still dark, but now curved slightly with amusement, and staring straight down on mine. So different, so exotically different, these two. 
“Give her a massage,” Callie said in a murmur, and she sipped her wine unable to restrain her wide grin at me. The show was amusing her, that much was obvious.
Jun’s arrival on the scene didn’t double my confusion, it squared it. Callie had been getting it on with me earlier; now she was grinning even more widely watching the way Jun and I were circling each other.
“Like you were doing when I came in?” Jun said to her, still drilling me with her eyes, even while she sipped her wine, keeping me in view over the pregnant bulge of her glass. “Massaging?” she said with more breath than voice.
Callie snorted and looked away, curled her fingers up against her mouth, jiggled throughout her body.
Jun remained steadfast. I drew my fingers up the bulge of her calf through the leather of her boot. This time I delayed the zipper and I pulled one hand and then the other down her calf, squeezing her there, releasing her, hand over hand, drawing her down to me. The sole of her boot pressed harder into my groin with each passing of my hand over hand, but neither of us gave the other the satisfaction of acknowledging it. But she and I both felt it, and we both knew it. The real surprise was how Callie knew it too.
I caught hidden between their hips how their two pinkies entwined and pulled and squeezed together. I looked from Jun’s dark, staring eyes to Callie’s wide blue eyes, she drawing her gaze up and down and all round my face, her jaw falling open, a smile growing and fading across her lips as though waves of sensation first filled her then drained from her. She drew breath like she was sucking a mint. And Jun, her dark eyes perfectly still, nails in a wall.
She wriggled her toes, pressed her foot down harder, and jutted her jaw crookedly. I looked back at her and she narrowed her eyes even more at me. Impatience was overcoming her state of stoicism, I could tell. I grinned a tiny bit myself at her when I flicked my finger around the tab of her zipper, not pulling it yet, but not leaving it alone, either. I played with it.
“You’re teasing her,” Callie said and she sipped casually.
Jun and I locked eyes. “I don’t mean to,” I said.
“Yes you do, don’t lie,” Jun said. Now she smiled widely, never mind how evil it spread.
I began to pull the tab down her zipper. This time, when I held the heel and pulled the foot, she pulled her knee back, raised her hips off the couch, inhaled enough to lift her shoulders. It came off with a suction of air, and this time, she audibly grunted.
She pushed both stockinged feet back into my lap, sank further back down into the couch, and said, “Do my feet, if you’re so good at massage I hear.” She closed her eyes to keep me from seeing her.
“Me too, me too,” said Callie, and she laughed and slinked down in the couch even lower than Jun. She nudged her feet into my lap all mixed up with Jun’s feet. They both wiggled them there and curled their toes with anticipation. I noticed that they’d both had painted toenails, both in the same glossy brown tone.
“I told you, we share everything,” Callie said, noticing me noticing their toes.
I took Jun’s foot in my right hand, Callie’s foot in my left, and drove my thumb down hard into their soles just below the balls of their toes. They both gasped and moaned.
Emboldened and growing reckless now, caution having been thrown to the wind, I gripped both ankles and pulled both bodies down deeper into the couch till only their heads were left propped up against the back of it. They both looked at me over the mounds of their chests, Callie surprised, Jun shocked. I slid my mouth down over Jun’s big toe, still stockinged, wrapped my tongue around it, touched her between her two toes with the tip of my tongue. Her body torqued and she buried her face in a pillow. Her skirt pulled up around her thighs. I felt wild nervous energy fill my veins.
I took Callie’s bare big toe in my mouth and sucked it like it was a small fat cock and she laughed. I slithered my tongue down between each of her toes and she yelped and held her breath, watching me. Her hips lifted up and her neck strained. Her sweater came up her body, tightened around her ribs.
I went back and forth with their toes in my mouth, and they both began to breath hard and kiss and lash at each other’s mouths with their tongues. It had the tentativeness of something that had occurred before, but maybe only once.
I reached up and merely touched the button in Callie’s jeans, and she pumped her hips up and drove her pants down, shook her legs to throw them from her feet. I tugged on Jun’s skirt and she tsk’d me, jutted her jaw crookedly, and pushed it down and off her legs. Then she pushed her stockings off, too. Both of them were in white panties, Jun’s thong style, Callie’s hip style.
I leaned forward far enough to cup Jun’s breast in my hand, to squeeze her lightly. She didn’t budge.
“Who said you could do that?” she said though, but it was moaned and she didn’t seem to want or need an answer. I kissed her up under her calf, and she crossed legs with Callie so that they both strained against each other the higher up both legs I kissed my tiny meandering trails.
I slipped down off the edge of the table and onto my knees. Jun’s leg draped over Callie’s leg. I touched her other thigh and she spread it widely to the side. When I nudged Callie’s thighs with my face, she widened her legs even further than Jun’s.
“Cal . . . “ Jun uttered, distressed. They held hands tighter and Callie bit her lip looking back over at Jun. She smiled at her and Jun raised her eyebrows back at her, dropped her mouth wide open. I kissed the front of Jun’s panties first, lightly, carefully. She inhaled sharply and widened her eyes at Callie, but refused to look down at me. Her hand instinctively covered the front of her panties. She squeezed her legs together, but only briefly.
When I kissed the front of Callie’s panties the same way, she pushed her chest up, dropped her head back, and rolled her eyes back into her head. “Fuck, Jun,” she groaned. “What’s even happening?”
“I don’t know,” Jun groaned back at her in a deep, growling voice, “but it’s all your fault,” she said before groaning out loud, deep and long. I had licked the front of her panties, bottom to top. She wasn’t so wet there from my tongue alone.
I curled my fingers inside the waist of Jun’s panties and tugged. She inhaled sharply through her clenched teeth and feebly attempted to hold them up. But she also rolled back on her hips and lifted her legs, pressed them together, pointed her feet to help me. Callie inhaled too through her wide open mouth and needed no help from me losing her panties, too.
They lowered their legs enough to catch their pointed, straining toes on the edge of the table behind me. I blew on Jun’s thin, light patch with a steady, thin stream of breath to make her gasp and twist and uncover herself. I  ducked under their crossed knees and teased Callie the same way.
Aficionados of strip clubs and common porn find the completely nude female body the best to gaze on, others find fashion models and Tik-Tok vids of clothed women hot. But the incongruity of a woman dressed waist up smartly enough for dining out, but naked waist down, will always contort me the most. Imagine, then, two of them like that squirming and writhing against each other on a couch, pussies glistening so bad, their thighs were slick.
I used my two fingers to part Callie open to kiss her there, lightly, quickly, making her hips thrust up and sink down. I ducked under their knees and parted Jun’s much different pussy and I tasted her with Callie still on my tongue. Jun arched silently and breathlessly in her back so hard, so deeply, she seemed double-jointed in her waist.
I touched her there, dragged the tip of my tongue around her there, flicked it against her. Her body vibrated like a high-voltage wire. She inhaled sharply in fits and starts. Her free hand slapped the cushion of the couch and her hair fell down over her eyes. I touched her again with my tongue and her thighs strained hard and her hips pushed up. I slid my hands under her ass, squeezed her.
“No, stop,” she suddenly said, and she pushed her heels into the edge of the table, straightened herself up against the back of the couch, and hugged her knees to her chest. I sat back on my calves. Callie twisted sideways, put her hand on Jun’s back.
Jun settled her chin on her knees and stared at the floor.
“Maybe you should go,” Callie said to me as she patted Jun’s back. I got up and chewed my cheek looking toward the front door.
“I’ll text you,” Callie mouthed to me and she wiggled her thumbs over the top of an imaginary phone in her hand. I left wondering how I’d misread the situation.
I barely reached my car before my phone buzzed in my pocket. It was Callie.
“She’s crying,” she wrote.
“Crying? What about?”
“Because it felt too good.”
“I don’t understand.”
“She actually never had that before. Or at least not with someone who knew what he was doing . . . . “
I leaned over the roof of my car and stared into the dark horizon. My phone buzzed again.
“She says you can come back up, but we’re not doing anything, just watch a show,” Callie wrote. “You and me can’t either, I think that would be disrespectful.”
I didn’t exactly have any better plans, so I turned around and went back to the building. Callie let me in, but she hid behind her door until it was closed. She was only in a long sleeveless tee and her panties. She had changed into sleepwear.
I came into the living room and found Jun on the couch under a blanket staring at the screen and flicking through shows to choose from.
“Hey,” she said without looking.
“Hey,” I said. “Long time.”
She rolled her eyes at me and shook her head and pulled at her hair, drawing it down over her face. She seemed genuinely embarrassed. Who could have predicted that?
“You’re between us, but no funny business,” Callie said. Jun rolled her eyes again like it was all such a chore, and she peeled the blanket up enough to let me get under it next to her. I caught sight of her bare leg. She was also in a halter and panties only. Callie slid in on my other side and pulled the blanket up over all of us. She handed me a bowl of cheese puffs, nudged me to pass it down.
Jun got a show on and Callie put the lights down. We all slid down deeper in the couch, slumped lazily with our feet in a row of six across the edge of the coffee table.
“You’re supposed to have your pants off too,” Jun murmured. “Rules.”
I looked slowly over at Callie on my other side. She shrugged and nodded. I kept myself fully covered by the blanket and eased my pants down and off. Without giving any outward sign, Jun let her hand fall on my bare thigh under the blanket. I stared at the screen not letting on anything, either.
Callie’s hand slid over my other thigh. Her fingers slowly curled and her nails lightly scratched me there, everything in slow motion. Jun’s hand scrunched up even slower, until she was pinching my flesh. I flinched when she got too small a bit of skin too tightly between her thumb and finger, and I glanced at her to find her wearing a short, slight grin, staring at the screen.
“I’m just glad you came back,” she muttered.
“I’m sorry about . . . “ I started, but didn’t know what I was going to say I was sorry for.
She turned directly toward me. Her hand slid up my leg, landed lightly over my shorts. “You’re sorry about giving me head like no one ever has before?” she said so abruptly and clearly, I gulped.
Callie’s hand slid up my other leg, covered Jun’s hand already lying over my bulge. “Yeah, Brent, what is with that anyway?” She was on the verge of bursting out laughing.
Jun leaned over to find Callie on my other side. “Such a meanie, why did you even invite him over?”
“I still don’t know. Felt sorry for him maybe?” Callie said. The way their eyes played at each other, I could tell, it was all back on.
“Aw, poor Brent,” Jun said, and she dug her fingers in hard over my shorts. “Nobody was showing you any attention, were they.”
“I mean . . . “ I said, but again I had no sentence to say.
“And nobody is going to, not tonight anyway,” Callie said, and she lightly tapped my face and groin at the same time.
“Oh my god, did he think . . . ?” Jun said, faking a shocked face at Callie.
“I’m sure he thought exactly that,” Callie said. She opened her mouth, touched her tongue to her lips, and laughed. “Look at him, I bet he’s hard now.” There was no betting involved. Both their hands were resting on me, and there could be no doubt just how hard I was.
“He is,” Jun said. Her hand gripped stiffly around my shaft through my shorts, rubbed me up and down.
“You two having fun yet?” I said.
Callie laughed and slinked down in the couch and laid her head on my chest. She laughed. “Yes, if you must know.”
Jun mirrored her so that now they both rested the sides of their faces on my chest, the blanket slipping down to our three waists. They looked at each other closely, spoke in whispers so I couldn’t hear. Somebody’s fingers slipped under the waist of my shorts. Somebody else’s hand slid down inside. Both hands pushed and my shorts fell down around my ankles.
“Look at him,” Jun said. “Very self-satisfied. You can tell.”
They both looked up at my face from below me on my chest.
“Probably thinks he deserves it,” Callie said. “Don’t you.”
“Nobody’s going to suck you off, if that’s what you’re thinking,” Jun said. One hand squeezed and released me around the base of my cock. The other rubbed the palm over the head, smearing my pre-cum into my skin.
“Just watch your show,” Callie said, and they both turned their faces to the screen, even as their heads slid further down my body. I slumped deeper down in the couch. Jun thrusted the blanket off so that it slid down to the floor. It was dark and I only caught glimpses of the backs of their heads, their hands, and my groin, but only when a daytime shot of the mostly dark show flashed over the screen.
I felt what could only have been the stiff tip of a tongue touch the very tip of my cock, and I shot my eyes down. But it was too hard to know whose it was. Both heads, sunshine blonde and midnight black, pressed together near my lap. Another tongue — I could tell by how it felt different, wetter, hotter — touched the tip of my cock, so that whose it was no longer mattered.
I was nonetheless shocked into inhaling sharply and thrusting my head back. I felt a warm, wet mouth envelope my entire circumference and slide slippery all the way down my shaft.
Callie’s face came up to mine. “Don’t get the wrong idea,” she said, and she covered my mouth with her lips, invaded me with her tongue. “Just for fun, okay?” she said.
When she came off me, I glanced down in my lap. The back of Jun’s head slowly, smoothly, bopped up and down in my lap. It felt like a glove.
“She just needs to feel like she’s still own the game,” Callie said. She pushed her mouth up to my ear and whispered. “She broke up with her forever boyfriend two weeks ago.”
Jun made a loud slurping sound and came up off my cock, popping off me with suction. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. “I heard that,” she said to no one. Callie bit her lip at me and Jun’s mouth sank back down over my cock. Her tongue swirled around me inside her busy mouth. Her head twisted. She seemed desperately hungry.
“Is it okay if she does this on you?” Callie said.
“This?” I said.
“Yes,” she said and she laughed and kissed me even more deeply than before, and longer, too. “I told her should could, I hope that was okay.”
“I think I’ll survive,” I said, barely able to breathe.
“There’s a trooper,” she said. She slid her face down my face, down my chest and into my lap, and she nudged Jun. Jun clamped her lips around my shaft harder, moaned in protest even as Callie pushed her face with her own face.
“Cal!” Jun protested, but in coming off me, Callie took advantage and plunged her mouth down the full length of my cock. It was slightly cooler, looser, bigger.
Now the blonde back of Callie’s head bobbed in my lap, and her tongue slid out her mouth long and flat and lashed at me and lapped at the head, too. Jun lifted her face up to mine. “You just have to let me have time,” she said.
“I understand,” I said, which I did not.
“I can’t have a relationship,” Jun said, and she sank her mouth down around mine, penetrated me with her tongue, moaned inside our kiss.
“Be kind of hard to have one with your best friend sucking me off,” I said, another attempt at bringing some levity into a situation that was getting very hot and heavy in a hurry.
She drew her arms around my neck, rolled her forehead over my forehead, searched my eyes and face with her eyes. “I hope you realize how lucky you are,” she said. “We don’t make of ourselves easy pickings for guys, you know.”
“No,” I said. “ I can tell.” I ran my hand up her back under her top, felt her smooth, warm skin in my palm. No bra straps. With my other hand, I massaged Callie’s bobbing head, drove my fingers though her hair. Two girls making out with me at the same time. Me, just a mover.
“I just, I never felt it like that before.” She kissed me again, bit my lip, moaned. “What you were doing to me earlier,” she murmured.
Callie then came up and kissed my other cheek. “Her ex wasn’t very good at it,” she said.
“He tried,” Jun said to her, all our three heads pressed together. She looked back at me. “But he couldn’t find it.”
“I didn’t mean to upset you,” I said.
She grinned, jutted her jaw, narrowed her eyes and stared at my mouth. “No, you just meant to drive me insane with your tongue.”
“Jun said you almost made her cum,” Callie said.
Jun gasped and slapped her face, lightly. “That was private!” she said.
Callie eyed Jun and grinned up one side of her face. “She doesn’t think she orgasmed even once with her boyfriend,” she said to me, even while her eyes were locked on Jun’s. “She’s too embarrassed by it.”
“You’re going to be in so much trouble,” Jun seethed at her. She turned to me. “I can make myself cum, that’s hardly the point,” she said. “I’m just not comfortable sharing that.”
“I cum very easily,” Callie said to me. “You’re going to find that out anyway, I think.” She shrugged and bit her lip.
“She’s disgusting about it, too,” Jun said.
Now Callie gasped at Jun. “I can’t help it if I get loud.”
Jun rolled her eyes at me, slid her knee up between my legs, pushed her hips forward. She reached down and pressed the underside of my cock so that she rubbed it against the front of her panties. She rubbed herself on me. It was casual. “One reason she and I could never live together,” Jun said to Callie. “Which I’m sure you would love,” she said to me.
“Can you imagine?” Callie said, her eyes flashing wide. “The three of us living together?” She turned to me. “Nobody being girlfriend-boyfriend, but something else . . . “ she paused. “ . . . I guess.”
Her and Jun grinned at each other. There was clearly something they weren’t telling me that they had already talked about. A shared fantasy?
“Callie thinks people can live together in threesomes, not just have sex,” Jun said when she broke her stare with Callie.
“Don’t you think that would be fun?” Callie said to me. “Two younger spunky girls like us for you to play with every night you get home from your hard working job?” she said, and she laughed and kissed me all over my face. “You can cook for us and then fuck us,” she said and she laughed.
“She just loves the idea of a man around the home who can fix things and do things, don’t be drawn in by her charms,” Jun said. “I on the other hand . . . ” she said more quietly and she pushed her mouth around my face to my ear where she breathed hard on me. “ . . . just want you to make me cum. Badly.”
Callie licked the side of my face and laughed. “I need you to make me cum, very badly, too,” she said.
Now they both began to lick my face, bite my ear, fight over my cock with their hands. “But can you handle two of us?” Callie said.
“Both of us so needy?” Jun said, and now she laughed too. She was loosening up, she was starting to have fun with it.
“This night did not go the way I thought it might go, even in my wildest imagination,” I said.
Callie puffed breath out her nose and shook her grinning face at me. “Older man, fixer of things, can actually do things with his hands and cook too, no, why would you expect two younger helpless females would ever be turned on by that?”
“And not even trying to get into Callie’s pants,” Jun said, and she tsk-tsk’d me. “Doesn’t she look nice to you?”
“That’s hardly the point,” I said. “The both of you — I long ago swore off even dreaming of girls like you.”
“Big mistake,” Jun moaned, and she pushed Callie away and dropped down in my lap again.
“You have to be careful or Jun’s going to take things too far,” Callie said.
Jun came up and kissed me with her mouth warm from me. “It’s Callie you have to be careful about,” she said. She breathed in my ear. “She told me she wants to fuck you bad.”
Callie screamed and laughed and slapped Jun. They began to play-wrestle over top of me, twisting each other’s wrists and kicking with their legs.
“Callie gets all slutty when she gets horny, you better look out,” Jun said.
“And meanwhile, Jun starts cumming just from being fingered,” Callie said.
“She’s worse than me,” Jun said as they fought and strained.
“We’re both equally bad,” Callie said.
A loud rap on her front door startled all of us. “Oh my god,” Callie said, picking up her phone. She showed the face to Jun and cupped her hand over her mouth and grinned widely.
Jun bit her lip at me. “Don’t say a word!” she said, and she flew off me. Both of them hopped and fell around the room pulling on their clothes. I did the same having no idea who it might be.
“You’re just a friend and we’re just watching a show,” Callie said, and she went to her front door.
I could hear the other person outside clearly upset. “I’ve been texting you for ever!” she said.
“I guess we had the show up too loud,” I heard Callie say back to her. Jun looked at me, pursed her lips, leaned in close and kissed me deeply and hard before pushing herself up from the couch, her hand buried hard in my groin where she squeezed me. I’d pulled up my pants, but I was still erect, making it hard to pull my fly up. Jun put her finger to her lips, widened her eyes at me.
“Well get in here then,” I heard Jun call down the hallway to the new person.
“When did you get here?” I heard the new person say to Jun.
“There’s someone else here, too, so watch it,” I heard Jun say.
I didn’t know whether to stand up and greet the new person or stay where I was for her to find me there on the couch. My options collapsed before I choose, though.
“This is Brent, Jun’s friend,” Callie said.
“Callie’s friend actually,” Jun said, and she flared her eyes at Callie. Both of them were walking backwards as though yielding territory to the invader.
Around the corner came the third girl. You’d think maybe a spaceship from an alien planet crashed — she was equally stunning to my eyes as Jun and Callie were. This was getting nuts, I thought to myself.
“This is Melissa,” Callie said to me as she opened up sideways, along with Jun, to leave this Melissa standing there revealed to me like it was some strange bridal routine.
Melissa came with a permanent knowing half smirk. “The mover man,” she said, and she extended her hand to shake mine. There was a white flower in her long, waving auburn hair.
“The mover man,” Callie said with a nod looking over at me.
Jun made eyes at me, puckered her mouth up, pushed her chest up and out, all of it behind Melissa and unnoticed by her. She was breaking bad.
“Melissa doesn’t mind me telling you that she’s Christian, so watch your mouth,” Callie said.
“Don’t be silly,” Melissa said to her. “But if you expect me to enjoy foul language, not going to happen,” she said.
“She’s worse than me,” Jun murmured in my ear. “We’re not sure if she’s ever done anything,” she whispered and she clutched her hand in my groin, again behind Melissa’s back.
“We were just watching a show,” Callie said to Melissa. “Need some wine?”
“Just half a glass,” Melissa said. “And with water. What’s the show about?”
Both Jun and Callie darted glances at each other. None of us had been paying much attention to it.
“Guy avenges the murder of his dog,” I said.
“Oh! John Wick?” Melissa said.
“Oh yeah!” Jun said, and she skipped back to the couch. “You’re here,” she said to me, and she patted the couch cushion beside her.
“Can you help me in here a sec, Brent?” Callie said, and she tugged on my wrist until Jun finally let go of my other wrist. In the kitchen, she whispered, “Melissa would not approve of what we were doing, so just be careful,” she said.
“Careful about what?” I said, playing dumb.
She pushed her hand down the front of my pants, twisted it around, clutched her fingers around my bare balls. I glanced over to the living room, but the counter was high enough to hide what Callie was doing to me from Melissa.
“Don’t even,” she said in a low quiet voice against my ear, and she squeezed my shaft and snorted.
Melissa sat on the chair and Callie guided me to the couch to sit between her and Jun. No sooner had Callie turned the lights out again and started the show, but Melissa hopped up, said something about being left all alone, and fell down on Callie’s lap, laughed, and rolled sideways to lay her head down in Jun’s lap.
“Is this okay?” she said half twisting over her shoulder to find me above and behind her. Her ribs and hips sank down over my lap between Callie’s and Jun’s.
“All for one and one for all,” Callie said, and she laughed too. Her and Jun glanced at each other in front of me and they clinked their glasses. I was stunned.
Melissa propped her head up on her elbow and sank further back against our three bodies. “Fun for you, I’m sure,” she said with narrow eyes and a thin grin, meaning me, and she scrambled her fingers into my knee in front of her, scratched at the fabric there and laughed.
I looked at Callie who looked back at me with bulging eyes and a barely concealed grin. I looked over at Jun and she looked back at me with half-lidded eyes and the tip of her tongue drawing slowly around the circle of her lips. Callie reached over and tried to slap Jun across the mouth. Jun pulled back and kept doing it at me, both of them on the verge of bursting out laughing.
“I don’t know what you did to that girl, but you’re going to have to fix it,” Callie murmured in my ear. She bit it, poked her tongue in it. Melissa held my knee in her hand, drew her fingertip around it in tiny little circles so lightly you wondered if she was conscious of doing it.
I said I had to go to the bathroom, and Melissa reluctantly pushed herself up to let me out.
“Got to show you where,” Callie said, even though I knew her apartment, having moved her in. No matter. She took me to the other end of the hallway, flicked the light on, pulled me inside with her, but only after glancing over her shoulder to check on the others.
She shut the door behind her, draped her arms over my shoulder, played her fingers into the back of my neck. “Stay when they go, okay?” She pushed herself up on her toes, pushed her mouth into my ear. “Stay the night with me?” she said, and she drove the tip of her tongue into my ear. “No funny business, but stay anyway?”
“If they leave,” I said.
“No kidding!” she said, and she pushed her hand down the front of my pants, squeezed me. “So frustrating, those two!”
“Jun seems to be changing things up,” I said.
“That’s Jun getting horny,” she said and she laughed. “She doesn’t know what to do with it, half the time.”
“And Melissa doesn’t know anything?” I said.
“Better for her that way, trust me,” she said, and she went out the door.
When I came back, all three of them were side-by-side-by-side down the length of the couch. “Sit here,” Jun said, and she jumped up, pointed to where she had been sitting and continued watching the show as she pointed behind her. When I sat down, she casually sat in my lap. She made it seem as natural as anything, but Melissa glanced over her shoulder, checked us out, stared out the corner of her eye at us.
“Don’t Jun,” Callie said, not taking her gaze off the screen.
“Mind your own bees-wax,” Jun said back mimicking her tone.
“The both of you,” Melissa said, and she slumped deep down into the couch, stretched her legs out onto the coffee table. “I for one am saving it,” she said, though she kept watching the show.
“Was saving it,” Jun murmured, correcting her.
“It was an accident,” Melissa said.
Callie looked sideways at me. “Melissa goes through lapses,” she said.
“One lapse,” Melissa said, now gritting her teeth.
“Well, one guy, but we don’t know how many lapses with him,” Jun said, making quotes with her fingers. “She doesn’t say.”
“Because she thinks it’s none of your business,” Melissa said. “Anyway, a girl can declare to be saving it at any point.”
“Like me opening a savings account when I’m already broke,” Callie said.
Her and Jun high fived behind and over Melissa’s head.
She turned to me. “They think I don’t know anything,” Melissa said to me. “How old are you, anyway?” she said to me.
“Melissa!” Callie broke out. “He’s sensitive about that.” 
“No I’m not,” I said. “I’m 38.”
Melissa shook her head and tsk-tsk’d.
“It’s not that old,” Callie said.
“My boyfriend was 28,” Jun said.
“And he’s ten years older than that!” Melissa said. “I’m 26, by the way, the elder of this lot.”
“Callie’s 24,” Jun said. “And I’m 22.”
“How do you guys all know each other?” I said, struggling to get the topic of conversation off sex.
“Wasn’t it that Christmas volunteer thing all our parents sent us on that one year?” Callie said.
Jun, settling into my lap more comfortably, wrapped her arms around my neck and half turned. “We had to pack Christmas hampers with donated food,” Jun said. “I hated it.”
“Because you are the spawn of the devil,” Melissa said casually.
“I know you are, but what am I?” Jun said, and Callie laughed.
“Are you ever going to let yourself have a little bit of fun?” Jun said to Melissa.
“Look who’s talking,” Callie said, leaning forward and turning sideways to face the other two.
“I’m just not a slut like Callie,” Jun said half-privately to me. “But not a prude like Melissa either.”
“Oh my god!” Callie shrieked. “Brent, do you think I’m a slut?”
I inhaled and puffed my breath out my cheeks. “I mean . . . “ I started, but Jun squeezed my cheeks in her hand. She sank her mouth over my mouth and slipped me all her tongue.
“Right in front of me, Jun?” Melissa said.
“He’s fun to play with, you should give it a try sometime,” Jun said, and she laughed. “Like a toy.”
Melissa didn’t laugh. She just watched Jun maul me with her mouth. So did Callie, but she was breathing hard. 
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Jun, the cautious asian one, and Callie, the freedom-loving blonde, lifted themselves up to sit on opposite arms of the couch. In the middle, Melissa, the embarrassed Christian, pursed her lips to constrain her grin and gripped her hands around her knees.
I sat beside her just as straight-backed and nervous as she was.
“Take your time,” Callie said, and she smirked.
“We have all night,” Jun cooed. “Not,” she added and she cupped her hand around her mouth to hide her smirk.
“They always do this to me,” Melissa said somberly and she rolled her eyes at me.
“They’re very cruel,” I said.
“See?” Melissa said, “you get me!” She dropped a hand onto my thigh. Her fingers curled in. Her thumb rubbed the denim fabric back and forth.
Nobody was paying attention to the movie anymore. “We should just ignore them,” Melissa said.
Both Jun and Callie chuckled. “Are we making you nervous?” Callie said.
“Do you want us to leave?” Jun said. But neither of them were at all serious.
“Don’t be ridiculous,” Melissa said softly to them, but with her eyes locked on mine, drawing back and forth at them. “We should just act natural,” she said to me. “As if they’re not even here.”
“I agree,” I said. But when I cradled her elbow in my palm, she inhaled sharply through her teeth and laughed at herself for her reaction.
“Just take it slow,” she said.
“Very slow,” Jun said, and she slid down off the arm to land cross legged on the cushion to my left. Callie followed, sliding down on the cushion on the other side of Melissa, both of them now cross-legged and facing us, both of them grinning crookedly.
The story on Melissa was, once I pieced together all the fragments they gave me in random order, laughing all the way, too, Melissa turning redder by the minute, was that she’d had some kind of sex with a guy once, that it didn’t go well for her, and that she came away from it thinking it was her fault. She hadn’t seriously dated since.
“We need you to break her back in properly,” Jun said. “If you’re up to it, that is.”
“He’s up to it,” Callie said. She didn’t elaborate.
I shook my head and chuckled at how absurd the whole thing sounded. But when I registered the look on Melissa’s face, I realized it was no joke for her, much as other two found it funny.
“I’m hardly the alpha male ‘playa’ that would do this kind of thing,” I said.
“I think that’s the point,” Melissa said, curling her finger into my thigh from underneath.
I didn’t exactly agree to it, and Melissa only went along with it with reserved acquiescence, but Jun and Callie determined that what Melissa needed was a date, specifically the after-date invite up to the apartment part, which is where things went awry the last time.
“She needs a better memory to overwrite the bad one,” Callie explained. Jun made it sound like this was based on the best psychological science out there.
“You’re perfect, you don’t even have to act,” Jun said. “Just do what comes naturally.”
I was reluctant, but their reasoning persuaded me. Melissa kept looking at me with expectant eyes too, and her tiny hidden touches weren’t helping.
“I’m not a ‘take advantage’ kind of guy,” I said.
“If we needed one of those, don’t you think we’d have been able to find a cartload of them any Saturday night?” Callie said. “A guy like you is much harder to find.”
“What’s a guy like me?” I said.
Melissa nearly hurt me she curled her nails into my thigh so hard. Her eyes stared down mine. The more I deflected the more she breathed hard, the more her eyes dilated, the more her nails cut into my flesh. Her chest began to heave. Her lips began to part. Her eyes darted around my face. It was hard to ignore the signs.
Jun, leaning closer, carved my hair around my ear, examined me from the side. “A guy like you is someone we can trust,” she said low and softly. “A man who doesn’t need it to assure himself of his own self image.”
“She means it just feels more natural with you, not like some kind of twisted conquest and submission,” Callie said. She clasped Melissa’s face in her hands from behind her, turned her face square on to mine, and hung her chin over her shoulder. “Look at this face and tell me you don’t want to.”
Jun now did the same thing to my face, her cool fingers sliding up my neck, over my jaw, and clasping around my cheeks, also from behind. She steered my face toward Melissa’s. “I know you do,” she said privately in my ear. She hung her chin over my shoulder in an exact mirror of what Callie was doing with Melissa. I could feel her breath down my neck.
“I don’t even know what they’re talking about,” Melissa said. But she grinned when she said it. She raised her shoulders, she plugged her nose to keep from laughing. She was nervous.
“You don’t have to do this,” I said.
Jun leaned into me, pushed me forward. Callie pressed herself into Melissa’s back, too, pushed her forward. We both stiffened, but we both nonetheless came closer together. Both of Melissa’s hands fell into my lap.
“Should I take my pants off?” was her delayed reply to me.
I saw Callie’s eyes behind her head bead, her grin spread wide. I half turned and found Jun popping her eyes wide open back at her, and dropping her mouth open.
Not only did Melissa’s facial expression show it was a genuine question she asked me, but she had already lifted her hips, had already driven her thumbs down inside the waist of her jeans. She began to wriggle side to side to push them down over her hips. “Just so we’re all the same?” she said.
“You don’t have to do this,” I tried again. But she was already kicking her legs violently enough to make her jeans go flying across the living room. She was quick about it. She was anxious. Some rubicon had been crossed.
“Yes she does have to do this,” Jun groaned in my ear from behind me. Melissa came back to me, now twisted sideways, one leg tucked under herself. Callie retook her face in her hands, Jun and her treating what they were doing with our faces like some job.
“Otherwise,” Callie said from the other end of the couch, “she’s never going to get over it, will she.”
“She’s kind of right,” Melissa said quietly to me. She pulled up her knees, slid her bare legs down the couch around my hips. She tapped me, told me with her touch to turn toward her, slide my legs around her hips, too.
We both rocked side to side and pulled ourselves forward over the cushions to bring ourselves closer together. Our knees spread around each other’s waist, our heels locking in each other’s back. Callie and Jun wriggled behind us, pushing us closer, leaning into us, breathing just as hard as Melissa and I were.
Jun lifted herself onto her knees to lean lightly against my back. She pushed my hair behind my ear, scratched my neck lightly with her fingernails. “Go on and kiss the girl,” she cooed in my ear and she laughed lightly to herself. I felt the abrasion of her tongue slide across my neck under my ear.
Callie laughed and lifted herself likewise onto her knees and leaned herself into Melissa on the other side. “You know you want to,” she said softly into her ear.
Melissa remained stoically staring at me hard and soft at the same time, even as Callie pulled her hair from her neck, leaned her face down, and placed a soft, lingering kiss on her bared and sensitive skin there.
Was that a first time? Unlikely, my spinning brain quickly surmised. But what was it that was unfolding in front of me and all around me that night? It began unlikely enough with Callie, a customer, calling me back on some pretense of a piece of furniture damaged in the move, but quickly escalating into action on the couch of a kind I’d been so starved of, I could barely handle it.
Only to be interrupted by the arrival, not unexpected as it later turned out, by Jun, who got into it with me with Callie right there, in a way that could only have transpired by previous arrangement.
And then Melissa arrived, the most reticent of them all. And things only developed much further from there.
Somebody at some point turned the volume of the show down, put on some music, though she show continued flashing its various tones of intensities of light around the otherwise dark room. The screen gave just enough distraction to allow each of us in turn to watch it blankly, find our words. The music was on blend mode leaving not a moment of silence, the volume just enough to pretend to listen to it, but not to drown out the lowest voice or the quietest moan.
The scents of three different women colluded around my head. Jun, softly drawing on me with her tongue, her hands sliding around my body, tempting me with how her fingers, long and slender, reached for the front of my abdomen like she was barely able to hold herself back. Callie ran her hands around Melissa’s stomach, then her ribs, and higher even, closer and closer to the bottom of her bra. And Melissa, staring at me, grinning slightly, biting her lip, her eyes dilating at mine, like everything had been planned, like what Callie was doing to her with both her hands and her mouth, busy across the back of her neck as Jun’s was over mine, making my head spin with otherworldly disbelief, like it had been discussed beforehand.
Does this kind of thing even happen? 
Callie and Jun leaned further over in front of Melissa and me and made eyes at each other. “Possibly she wants you to,” Jun said.
“Oh she wants you to,” Callie said, and she laughed.
Melissa slapped Callie’s leg behind her and twisted to glare at her. But she grinned too. The slap wasn’t serious.
Jun leaned further around me, twisted around and looked up from my chest. She nodded. Her eyes were wider than Melissa’s. Before Melissa arrived, I had been on my knees between Jun’s legs.
And before Jun arrived, I had been eating Callie out. There’s no way this kind of thing just happens.
I touched Melissa under her chin, brought her face back to mine. “Ignore them,” I said. “They’re just jealous.”
Callie laughed and Jun tsk-tsk’d in my ear, now carving her fingernails around my ear, poking at my neck with her tongue. Callie was worse with Melissa, wilder, arching her back and pressing her chest into her. Melissa and I may have been stiff and awkward, but Callie and Jun were starting to moan, gyrate, push and pull and lick and kiss everywhere. The tension was escalating.
I leaned toward Melissa and she lightly closed her eyes and offered her face up to mine like a girl at first communion. We kissed slow and lightly and came apart quickly.
“There, now was that so bad?” Callie said. She slapped her legs and pushed herself up from the couch. “Time for a fresh glass of wine all around,” she said.
Jun laughed too and got up to go to the kitchen with her.
Melissa, alone with me now on the couch, slid her cool fingers around my neck, bit on her lips, her mouth pulling all crooked. She smiled, just before she pulled my neck hard, pushed her face up, and buried her tongue deeply in my mouth, moaning all the way. It was a real kiss this time, a move, a decisive act.
Callie and Jun watched from the kitchen, spooning yogurt into their mouths off their upside down spoons, entranced. Melissa began to lose her breath and pulled herself up over my lap. I twisted sideways and slumped into the back of the couch. She straddled me.
“Is this alright?” she said, rocking her forehead over my forehead, sliding her knees down around my hips. She reached up over her head and tugged and struggled with her top until she pulled it up and off. She was down to pale blue lace bra and hipster panties. She pulled my top up and off me, as well. “Is this okay?” she said again. She never waited for any answers to her questions.
“Oh my god, Mel,” Jun cried from the kitchen. “Of course it’s okay!” Her and Callie elbowed each other in the ribs and licked yogurt from each other’s spoons as Melissa started to grind herself down harder into my lap and pant into my neck, biting me, licking me, and kissing me everywhere.
She pushed her hand down between our bodies and Callie and Jun leaned forward over the counter between the kitchen and living room. She felt me there, traced out my shape through my shorts, clawed at me there with her nails.
“I’m not allowed,” she groaned into my ear. “Just so you know.”
“That’s okay,” I said, though I was barely able to speak or even breathe.
“Well, I can do some things,” she said and she laughed lightly, privately. She glanced over at the other two in the kitchen.
Callie and Jun strolled back into the living room and took their places back on the couch. “Does anybody even know anymore what’s going on with this show?” Jun said.
Melissa rolled sideways on me and leaned back against me now sitting half forward in my lap. I wrapped my arm around her and she leaned her head back beside mine, back into the couch cushion behind us. The four of us made another stab at watching the show, though nobody knew anything about it by then.
Jun, I only noticed when she pressed against me, was in halter and panties only. I slowly turned my head. Callie was also in a loose sleeveless tee and panties only. I laid my head back into the cushion and widened my eyes at the screen. Callie picked my arm up by the wrist and wrapped it around her neck, pulling herself up tighter against me. Jun did the same thing with my other arm. I sank down deeper into the couch, my narrowed eyes darting surreptitiously side to side still unable to believe three very hot girls were all cuddled up against me and on me, too, all of us undressed down to our underwear.
Melissa pulled thoughtfully on her bottom lip with her face leaning on the side of mine. Jun touched my mouth, drew a finger around my lips, and came in front of me to kiss me long and deeply, all of it causal and natural. She cupped her hand around my bulge in my shorts. Melissa tsk’d her but smiled at her too in a conspiratorial sort of way.
Callie went to the bathroom and came back to stand behind the couch as though distracted by the show. She bent over the top of me and kissed me upside down. “You’re just making it worse, you know,” she said and she caught her tiny gold necklace between her lips and laughed languidly and came around the front of the couch.
What was I making worse?
My phone buzzed. It was Gerald, my friend. Melissa slipped down onto the floor between my knees and pushed her face and mouth into the front of my shorts, licking and biting at the fabric, pulling it away from me with her teeth and chuckling, playing.
Jun and Callie played tug of war with my jaw, turning me this way and back to kiss me on my neck, my cheek and my mouth one after the other. Their hands roamed over my body that Melissa had nearly stripped all the way down. Melissa’s breath warmed my groin.
I drew my fingers down the front of Jun’s panties. She startled and gasped with alarm at me, and crossed her legs. But she also wrapped her hand around my wrist and wouldn’t let me pull my hand away.
Callie had also seized my other wrist, but showed no similar restraint, lifting the edge of her panties and pushing my hand down inside. I curled my fingers in and felt her slick and hot there.
I finally pulled my hand free of Callie’s strong grip and brought my phone up to my ear.
“I’m outside your place, dude, where you be?” Gerald said.
“Yeah, I’m out,” I said to him after a long pause. Melissa had raised herself on her knees higher and had peeled the waist of my shorts down enough to lick and kiss me dangerously close to my shaft, already long and hard and thick and heavy.
“No shit you’re out, where though?” Gerald said. I knew he could hear the groaning in my voice.
I squinted my eyes trying to pay attention. Melissa snickered and flicked her tongue around inside my shorts that she continued to pull further down. Jun bit my neck, licked my ear out, and cupped her hand around my balls through my shorts. Callie grabbed my hair and pulled it, and slipped her panties down and off, spreading her legs at me. She tugged my face by my chin to make sure I saw, too.
“Just busy,” I managed to say to Gerald. I was feeling faint. I was losing my mind. Melissa breathed on me, let saliva dribble down from her mouth on me, pulled the waist of my shorts far enough down, I was nearly popping up and out of them.
“You’re not supposed to do that Mel, I thought,” Jun said when she lifted her face away from my neck and looked down at her.
“I’m not,” Melissa said, and she rolled back on her heels and took my shorts with her, all the way down my legs.
I popped up free and hard. Embarrassed, I tried to cover myself. Callie and Jun both laughed and held my hands back from me. “Let her,” Callie said to me. “Teach her how.”
“I know how!” Melissa protested to her.
“I’ll show her,” Jun said and she slid down onto the floor on her knees beside Melissa.
“I don’t need to be shown,” Melissa said, and she wrapped her hand around my bare cock with defiance in her voice.
Jun tried to push her face up between my legs, but Melissa pushed her face up too. They pressed against each other cheek to cheek and laughed, both of then attempting to lash my cock with their tongues.
“You probably just love this, don’t you,” Callie said, watching them with me with one hand in my hair, the other on my chest, her fist clutching and her nails scraping my skin.
My phone had slipped down to the cushion and, remembering it, I reached for it and pulled it back up to my ear. “You still there?” I said.
Gerald took several seconds to answer. “Dude, what the fuck, man, you watching a porn flick or something?” He sounded scared more than anything.
“Yeah no,” I said, unsure what I was doing, how to describe it, afraid if I said what was going on, the dream would end.
Jun and Melissa both eased my shorts all the way off. I was completely naked. Callie was in only her bra, and Jun and Melissa laughed and rolled back to take their panties off, too. Jun went further, took her top off.
“No!” Melissa protested when she tugged at her bra. But she didn’t protest when Jun tugged her panties off, so what was that?
Jun laughed to herself and held my cock up between their faces and dragged the wide flat of her tongue from the base up the side and over the top. Melissa snorted lightly and followed what she did exactly up the other side.
“You’re such a bastard,” Callie said kneeling beside me, pushing her hips forward, grinding her bare groin into my shoulder. She cupped her boob in her hand, popped it out of her bra, pushed the nipple into my mouth just as Jun folded her mouth over the top of my cock and slid slowly and smoothly all the way down my shaft.
But it was Melissa who gasped and groaned, watching. She pushed her face against Jun’s face, shoved her aside, and kissed the head of my cock all over with tiny, light, and flicking little kisses. Jun gripped her hand into the back of Melissa’s head and surprised her, shoving her head down, made her take me until her throat bulged.
Melissa struggled and flung her arms out and came back up and off me coughing and spluttering. But when she caught her breath, she said “Again!” to Jun, pushed her lips over the head of my cock, and waited for Jun to push her on the back of her head.
Callie found my phone where it had dropped again. “Who’s this?” she said.
I took the phone from her. Jun had gripped Melissa’s head in both her hands, pumped her face on my cock with rhythmic intensity, and Melissa moaned so deeply, she vibrated my entire body. Callie mashed her increasingly wet pussy into my shoulder, circling on me, grinding on me. Jun’s hand and mine entwined and twisted with tension.
Callie took the phone back just as I heard Gerald protesting out loud and drove my hand into her groin, steered my fingers into her pussy, running now, and wet all over. She held my phone for me against my ear.
“Dude, what the fuck?!” Gerald was nearly screaming. “I don’t want to hear your porn flick all night.”
“It’s no porn flick,” I managed to say. Melissa, whom you’d least expect it from, swirled her tongue madly around my cock deep inside her mouth. I could see why: Jun was fingering her pussy, driving her crazy. Callie cried out in a high-pitched, breathy gasp.
“Where are you? I been banging your door down, dude!” Gerald yelled.
“Not at home,” I managed to say, but my breath was short. “Out, I told you.”
“What are you watching in there?”
“I’m not at home, I keep telling you.”
“Pause the porn, for fuck sakes.”
“It’s not porn,” I told him again, and the phone was back on the floor. Jun had pushed Melissa’s head aside and had taken me all the way inside her mouth.
Melissa pulled herself up onto the couch beside me, crossed her legs, became suddenly aware of herself. Though still dressed in only her cute bra, she crossed her legs, settled her hands together in her lap, and made to be watching the show.
It seemed far too late for that show of innocence to me, though.
Jun had completely taken over between my legs, lashing at my cock with her tongue, pumping her mouth up and down on me, and squeezing and massaging my balls. Her moaning was loud and desperate.
Callie hung back from my neck where her hands were clasped, and she pumped her hips at my shoulder, drove herself crazy against me, and showed the least restraint of them all. Her juice ran down my arm. Her breath was humid against my face.
I turned to Melissa and she took her time to turn toward me, as though the show was really grabbing her interest. “Did you guys plan this?” I said and I swallowed hard, barely able to handle what Jun was doing to me.
“Don’t be silly,” Melissa said. But she slid her hand around my wrist, pulled my hand slowly, tentatively, over her bare lap, and pressed my fingers until my middle finger penetrated through her crease and into her boiling hot pot. I stirred her and had to watch her: she writhed beside me like some creature being electrocuted in a shallow dish.
I swung myself down to the floor ostensibly to get my phone. But I found myself between Melissa’s legs. She had lifted her knee and drove her foot down my other side to capture me between her thighs. I looked over for the phone on the floor and found Jun kissing her way up between Callie’s thighs.
When my eyes adjusted in the dark, I noticed Callie and Melissa sitting the same way side by side on the couch and deeply slumped into it. Jun put her mouth over Callie’s pussy, and I looked down at Melissa’s pussy in front of my face. I took it in my mouth. Melissa and Callie interlaced hands and arched their backs and cried in short, sharp gasps.
I lapped at Melissa’s pussy and brought my phone back to my ear. “Ger, you there?”
I licked Melissa.
“Are you high?” he said.
I sucked on Melissa’s lips, pulled them, let them snap back, kissed her there. “You would not believe it if I told you,” I said.
“Stop dropping the phone, are you drunk?”
I entered her pussy with the tip of my tongue and she arched higher in her back, pushed her chest up, drove her head back into the cushions of the couch behind her.
“Maybe a little bit,” I said. What could I tell him?
Callie cried out loud, breathed hard, and then stopped. Her hands slapped the couch, her face went red, and her teeth bit down on her lip too hard. Jun wouldn’t stop on her between her legs. Callie’s hips pushed up into her face hard, and still Jun pushed her hips down, mashed her face into her, lapped at her.
“It’s unbelievable,” I said in a monotone to Gerald.
“What the fuck is going on over there?”
Callie’s body began to buck violently under Jun’s control. I kissed and stroked Melissa’s pussy and found her writhing body contorting just as violently as Callie’s. They both started to cry out loud in high pitches and short inhaled gasps. My phone landed on the couch between their straining and undulating thighs, and I sucked on Melissa’s pussy and lashed at her clitoris.
Jun was no less gentle with Callie. Both Callie and Melissa began to loudly hyperventilate for Jun and me. I glanced over Melissa’s lap just as Jun glanced back at me over Callie’s lap. With their juices running down our chins, we both went back in. It became a race: who could make their girl cum first.
Both of them bounced in the couch, thrusting their hips up into Jun’s face and mine, their heads thrashing back and forth, their hair whipping over their faces. The cries were sweet music, the gasps, gut twisting. It was going to be a tie between Jun and I.
That’s when Melissa pushed my head away from her groin. I sank back on my calves, wiped my hand across my mouth. She recoiled, climbed over the back of the couch, and ran from the room.
Jun pulled back from between Callie’s legs and Callie got up, tapped Jun on the shoulder, and went down the hall after Melissa. Jun and I looked at each other, her no more enlightened about her friend than I was.
Callie closed her bedroom door and we could hear Melissa and her talk behind it. Jun and I, nothing else to do, began to tidy things up and carry bowls and glasses to the kitchen.
We got caught up in the kitchen, entangled ourselves trying to place dishes on the counter, and both completely naked, I stumbled and trapped her between the counter and my body accidentally.
She glanced over her shoulder at me and reached back to grip my hip. I pressed forward and my cock, still hard, still raging strong, buried itself in the crack of her ass.
“We shouldn’t,” she said, but even while we could hear Melissa sob and Callie comfort her, Jun curled her hips out, reached down the front of her body, and through her legs that she spread, rising high on her toes, her fingers grasped at me through her gap, and closed around my cock.
I held her shoulders and then her breasts as she rolled on her toes back and forth, her body bent nearly all the way over the counter. I felt her pussy where she rubbed herself up and down the length of my shaft.
Callie came out of her bedroom gently shutting the door behind to give Melissa privacy,. She came to the other side of the counter over which Jun held herself up on her elbows. I remained pressed against her from behind, too afraid to pull away and show Callie what we’d been doing.
As Jun asked after Melissa, and as Callie and her discussed things, I felt Jun’s fingernails stroking my cock hidden below the counter. She pushed the head up against her wet, hot lips that folded around me.
I tried to pull away but Jun reached behind my hip and clasped me to her harder. I held her hips in my hands. Though we moved slowly enough, I was sure Callie could tell what we were doing. Perhaps she was too distracted by her concern for Melissa.
The head of my cock popped up and inside Jun’s pussy and she gasped and curled her fists.
“Are you guys fucking?” Callie said, and she leaned further over.
“No, hardly!” Jun said.
I pulled out of her and stumbled backward. Callie took one look at my slick cock glistening in what light there was, and she gasped. “You were fucking!”
Just then Melissa came into the kitchen. “Oh my god, Jun, how could you?” she said.
I covered myself and staggered backward to lean against the fridge.
“Callie said I could,” Melissa said, and she gasped with disdain at Jun before spinning around and dashing away, back into Melissa’s bedroom. She shut the door.
“You shouldn’t have fucked him,” Callie said to Jun.
“It was an accident,” Jun said. “We were just standing here.”
“It’s true,” I said to Callie. “We didn’t mean to, it just started to happen.”
“Well you have to go in there,” Callie said. “Make sure she’s okay.”
“Like this?” I said.
“Just see,” Jun said.
Callie came back into the kitchen with my phone to her ear. “He’s with us,” I heard her say.
“Give it to me,” I said.
She pulled away, kept me from taking the phone. “You go in there and make Melissa feel better,” she said.
“Do you want me to go with you?” Jun said helpfully.
“I don’t think she’d appreciate that,” I said.
“Oh yeah,” Jun said and she covered her mouth and laughed. She slapped my ass as I went past her and down the hallway.
Callie put my phone on speaker and laid it on the counter between her and Jun. “So who is this again?” she said down into the phone. Her and Jun both smiled at it with evil intent. “You’re still there?”
“What have you done with Brent?” I heard Gerald’s voice after a long pause.
I went through the bedroom door and shut it behind me. Melissa was in Callie’s bed on her side, her back to me. I sat on the edge of the bed.
She rolled half over, pulled the sheet up to her eyes. “I was supposed to have you,” she said.
“Was that the plan all along?”
She nodded. “There wasn’t really a plan, but they wanted me to . . . “ she paused.
“Get laid?” I said and I laughed. I was joking, but apparently I hit bullseye.
She laughed too, though, which was a good sign. “I wouldn’t put it like that exactly, but . . . “
“. . . but that was the idea?”
“If I wanted to, if I felt like it was right.”
“But it’s not your first time?”
“That was the idea,” she said. “Callie said I needed to have another first time, to replace the first first time.”
“And that’s where I came in?”
“She told me about you from when you moved her stuff,” she said.
“But we didn’t do anything.”
“That’s what made her tell me about you.”
“I don’t know if I understand.”
She patted the bed and pushed the covers aside. “Just hold me?” she said.
I climbed into the bed and she threw the covers over me, rolled away on her side again, and reached behind herself to pull me by the hips up against her. I curled my body to keep my cock, still hard, still wet from Jun’s pussy, from pushing too hard against Melissa from behind.
“It’s okay, silly,” she said, and she lifted her leg to hang it over my hip and reached between her legs to carefully guide my cock between hers, keeping it away from her bare pussy. “Just don’t try anything. We can just be like this.”
We talked about unrelated things and laughed and interrupted each other and she squealed. The whole time she pressed her palm against the underside of my cock, ground her hips forward and back. She rubbed herself on me. It was slow and not to be noticed. But I felt her wetness slide over me. I think she thought she was fooling me.
“How many girls have you had anyway?” she said apropos of nothing.
“Not very many,” I said. I don’t think she realized she was holding my cock so hard up against herself, that she was curling her hips in and out, rubbing me all over herself.
She pressed my shaft harder against the seam in her pussy lips and twisted around in her waist and neck to bring her face close to mine. “You don’t seem so inexperienced,” she said.
She bit her lip with her big dark eyes on mine, even as she dropped her chin down, fluttered her eyelids, and pushed the head of my cock inside her lips.
“What are you doing?” she moaned to me in a shaking voice, and now her eyes closed lightly all the way.
I held her hip with my hand, felt her arch more deeply in her back, and watched her fingers claw and close around her pillow.
“Are you sure about this?” I said in nearly a whisper.
She laughed and bolted her hips forward, rolled in place onto her other side, and faced me, both her hands clasping around my cock that stuck straight out between us.
“You sound like you’re the one who’s not sure,” she said. She bit her lip and inhaled sharply. “Jun said you made her cum with your mouth.”
“Jesus,” I said, “do you guys keep anything from each other?”
She laughed again and ducked down under the sheet, yanked it back up over her head. I heard her laugh again, before I felt her warm, hot, and excessively wet mouth close around my cock, and her lips squeeze me around the base.
I merely tapped her hip, and she thrusted the sheets away violently, pushed herself up on her hands and toes — sucking and pumping her face up and down my shaft hungrily all the while — and she stepped around my head and pillow, came down on her knees, and with her body shaking, she lowered her groin into my face.
I held her hips to keep her from smothering me or grinding my face too hard with her straining and trembling thighs. I only kissed the outside of her pussy lips and she moaned loudly, lifted her face from my groin, and cried out, “Oh God!” at the opposite wall. There was no doubt in my mind that Jun and Callie would have heard her.
She went back down on me with unbridled enthusiasm, but every time I so much as breathed on her pussy, she cried out loud, spasmed in her body, and drove her mouth down as though she couldn’t get enough of me down her throat.
Suddenly the bedroom door crashed open into the wall behind it, and Jun and Callie came tumbling through it, screaming and laughing and clawing at the wall. They ended up on the floor rolling on their backs and unable to get up they were laughing so hard.
Melissa bolted up from my groin and shrieked, pulled the sheet back over us and laid on me under it, hiding herself up to her eyes where her face landed on my chest. “What are you guys doing!?” she cried out at Jun and Callie.
They finally got hold of themselves and got up as high as on their knees, but they still clutched their guts and groaned with pain, they were still laughing so hard. “We needed to make sure you were okay!” Jun managed to say, before another round of uncontrolled laughter overtook them.
“You sounded like you were dying!” Callie cried out rolling onto her back.
Melissa sank down on me and huffed. “They’re so cruel to me just because I don’t do it like they do.”
I held her. “Ignore them,” I said. “They’re just jealous.”
Jun struggled to the edge of the bed and pulled herself up onto it and flopped down on her back. She fanned her face. Callie crawled over our bodies and flopped down likewise on the other side. “Too funny,” she groaned with exhaustion.
“What was he doing to you anyway, you poor girl,” Callie said to Melissa.
“None of your business,” she said.
Her and I remained under the sheet, but Jun and Callie were lying on their backs on top of it.
“Well I know what it sounded like,” Jun said.
“I don’t do that,” Melissa said, and she play-slapped Jun.
“As you keep reminding everybody,” Jun said.
“She likes to pretend she’s better than us,” Callie said to me, rolling her head over the pillow to face me. “Just because she won’t,” she said and she paused and formed quotes with her fingers. “Do that,” she said.
But what neither of them noticed was that Melissa was carefully, dexterously, curling her back in and lifting her hips up under the sheet. Her arm was caught down between our sandwiched bodies. Her fingers reached out and petted the underside of my cock where it was trapped up between our stomachs.
I rubbed her back and her ass and she curled her head back to find me through her hair over her eyes. With silence she swore me to secrecy, and she lifted her hips the final inch that allowed my cock to spring up between our abdomens, and to touch the tip of the head to the crease of her lips, and to slowly, smoothly, sink up inside her.
She sank into me heavier, bit the skin on my chest, and curled her fingernails into my shoulders. I squeezed her ass and she drew her knees a little higher up around my hips. Slow as a ship coming into harbor, she uncurled her spine, tilted her hips in, and enveloped me entirely within her. She was so wet, there was no friction whatsoever.
I strained head to toe, but gave nothing away. I squeezed her ass to communicate to her to take it slowly if she wanted me to last at all.
Jun tugged on my arm and pulled it under her shoulders and patted my arm down the front of her body, hung onto me. Callie did the same thing with my other arm, and both of them nudged themselves over to pull in tighter against me.
Both of their heads came down to rest on my shoulders and chest. Between them, Melissa rolled her face down into my chest, kissed and bit me there, and curled and uncurled her hips, sank herself deeper onto me, and would not stop, though I looked at her with eyes that pleaded.
Suddenly Jun bolted up, she tore at the sheet, and she flung it so hard down, it sailed like a parachute off the bed and onto the floor. Both her and Callie sat up and looked down at the bed between them, their jaws dropped, their eyes blazing.
But Melissa was too far gone to stop.
As was I. Her whole body was at that moment a strained plank on mine. I was no better, not breathing nor moving at all, my neck bulging and my toes curling. Jun caught us right when we were both teetering on the cusp.
If anyone thought Melissa made noise before, they were unprepared for what she sounded like then. But I was hardly any better. The whole situation was outside reality. I pulled a half-sit up, I came into her so hard. She nearly tore my skin from my ribs and growled like a dying animal.
Jun and Callie were still staring dumbstruck at our two spent bodies when we finally subsided on the bed between them. Holding her mouth to keep from laughing, Jun quickly shuffled out of the room, but came back with warm rinsed towels, and she wiped me while she let Melissa wipe herself.
Nobody said anything. What do you say in that situation? I didn’t feel responsible for filling the void, and couldn’t have anyway, having been so drained, I don’t even remember falling asleep.
I woke up some hours later and sat up in bed. All around me in the darkness of the middle of the night, three naked bodies and tangled up sheets spread like some Baroque oil painting. It was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen, of course. I fell quickly back asleep no more able to makes sense of things than when it all started.
The next time I woke up, the room was filled with mid-morning light, the door was open, and the bed was empty. I could hear the three of them making innocuous low-key chatter in the kitchen, and the tinkle of spoons in coffee mugs, the grind of a butter knife over toast, and other ordinary morning sounds.
Having no clothes, I pulled the sheet around me and peered out the bedroom door. Callie spied me but hardly reacted. While Jun and Melissa shared a screen on a phone like they were reading news together, Callie patted the fourth chair around the small table and gestured with her head for me to come join them.
“Get a cuppa,” Jun said when I came through the kitchen, and she pointed at the coffee maker. Melissa smiled and waved privately at me. I pulled up in the chair between Jun and Callie and slumped forward around my cup as though to warm myself by it. But I glanced around myself unsure what to conclude.
“Sleep well?” Callie said.
I nodded.
“Late enough,” Jun said, and she shook her head and rolled her eyes, but she smiled, too.
“We might go down to the beach today, you up for that?” Callie said. Her hand slid over my leg and squeezed my thigh.
“Come,” Jun said. Her hand slid over my other thigh. “You have to.”
I raised my face to find Melissa staring at me over the table from the other side. “It’ll be fun,” she said lightly, and she smirked.
I looked at my phone as if I had to check if I had any prior plans. “Looks like I’m free,” I said, and all three of them laughed. There were several missed calls from Gerald and even more texts.
Jun got up and messed her hand in my hair. “You make a great boyfriend,” she said. “In case you were wondering.”
“You do,” Callie said with a sly smile to my side.
Melissa nodded at me with a wider smile. “So come, okay?” she said.
“Do I have a choice?” I said.
All three of Callie, Jun, and Melissa instantly shouted back, “No!” and they all laughed. 
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The sand was hot as hell and stuck to the sweat on my calves, but Jun yanked me by the hand anyway, pulling me up the path toward the scrub trees above the beach. My towel slipped off my shoulder. Callie and Melissa were already ahead, laughing, arms around each other's waists, sandals in hand. I ducked a low-hanging branch and caught up just as Jun slapped the back of my thigh.
“You keep dragging your feet, we’re leaving you behind,” she said, still smiling though.
Melissa turned around just as Callie pointed at the shack tucked behind the trees. “There,” she said. “The guy said it was open.” The door was a faded turquoise, a crooked latch keeping it shut. Jun reached it first and pushed it open with her hip.
Inside was dark and humid. One large window, half-shuttered. A pair of old beach chairs, a rickety wood table, two coolers. Melissa stepped inside last, pulled the door closed behind her, and the noise of the beach cut off completely. Callie dropped the towels on the table, then peeled her tank top up and over her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra.
Jun kicked off her shorts, no underwear either. She knelt to dig through the cooler, letting the sunlight hit the side of her body. “Warm beer or warm water?” she said, not looking up.
Melissa leaned into me from behind, her chest pressing flat against my back. Her hands slid under my shirt and over my stomach. She bit my shoulder, not gently. “You’re not gonna chicken out now, are you?”
“I don’t think he’s allowed to,” Callie said from the corner where she was already on her knees, unrolling the thin mattress that had been tucked behind the chairs.
Jun turned, beer in hand, then set it aside. She walked straight up to me, hooked both thumbs into the waistband of my swim shorts, and pulled down. My cock sprang free. Melissa’s hand was already on it from behind. Jun dropped to her knees, gripped the base, and kissed it once on the tip.
Callie laughed softly from across the shack. “I was gonna go first.”
“You snooze, you lose,” Jun said without looking up. Her tongue slid around the head, her hand pumping slow. Melissa stepped around to my side, still stroking with one hand while her other pulled her bikini bottom aside. “You gonna fuck me later?” she said. She didn’t wait for an answer. She stepped up on her toes, pressed her hips into mine, rubbed her slit against the side of my shaft while Jun’s mouth stayed locked on the head.
Callie came up behind, wrapped her arms under mine, and pulled my elbows back, stretching my chest open, holding me still while the other two kept going. Her lips brushed the back of my neck. “You’re ours today,” she whispered. “All fucking day.”
Jun's mouth slid down farther, her lips sealing around the shaft while Melissa’s hips ground in tighter, her clit dragging slow along the side of me. Her breath hitched in short puffs. Callie licked my shoulder, her arms tightening under mine to hold me open like a prize on display. I could feel her chest pressed to my back, her nipples hard and hot. Melissa’s mouth found mine and her tongue pushed in, tasting like the sweat from the walk up.
Jun started to bob her head, twisting her wrist on every downstroke. She was moaning through her nose, hands tight on my hips, and her knees spread wider on the dusty plank floor. Her hair stuck to the sweat on her face. Melissa bit my lip, then pulled away and dropped to her knees beside Jun, shoving her gently. “Let me,” she said. Jun pulled back, grinning, lips wet, then sat on her heels and watched.
Melissa wrapped her lips around the tip, humming low in her throat, one hand cupping my balls. Her eyes didn’t leave mine. Callie’s hand slid down my chest, under my stomach, and circled back to grab my ass. She gave it a hard squeeze, then slapped it once. The crack echoed in the tiny shack.
Jun stood and pulled her top off. Her tits bounced free, her skin flushed deep pink already. She grabbed the mattress, yanked it flat on the floor, then lay back, legs spread, two fingers inside herself. “Put him inside her mouth, then fuck me,” she said, eyes locked on Melissa. “No waiting.”
Callie let go of me, grabbed Melissa’s hair, and started pulling her back off me. Melissa sucked harder as she was pulled, her cheeks hollowing. Then she popped off with a wet gasp and crawled backward to give me room. Callie spun me by the hips, shoved me toward Jun.
Jun pulled her knees up, ran a hand down between her legs, and smeared herself open with her fingers. “Now,” she said.
I dropped to my knees and drove into her with one smooth stroke. She gasped and grabbed my arms, her back arching. Melissa’s mouth was back on my balls, her hands squeezing my thighs. Callie straddled Jun’s face, knees wide, leaned forward onto my back, and reached under to pinch my nipples while her pussy lowered down to meet Jun’s tongue.
Everyone was groaning. The shack smelled like salt and sweat and pussy. My thighs were soaked. Jun bucked under me and dug her heels into my back. Callie screamed and clawed my shoulders, hips grinding down on Jun’s mouth.
I grabbed Jun’s tits in both hands and slammed into her again, and again. Melissa licked wherever she could reach. Callie writhed on top of both of us, her cries rising. Nobody cared about taking turns anymore.
Jun’s legs locked around my back and pulled me in deeper. Her cunt squeezed tight around me with every thrust, slick and hot, her breath short and ragged. Callie clawed down my back with both hands, grinding harder into Jun’s mouth, her hair falling over her face in damp ropes. Melissa stayed low, kissing and licking wherever her mouth could reach, then sliding behind me to trace her tongue up the crack of my ass, her hands flat on my hips to feel the movement.
Jun cried out and bit her lip, her hands gripping my arms hard enough to bruise. She jerked once, twice, her body twitching under me, and then sagged. Callie didn’t let up. She rocked forward on her knees and dragged her pussy across Jun’s face with no rhythm, just pressure, just need. She held the back of Jun’s head and rode her mouth with her eyes squeezed shut and her jaw clenched.
I pulled out. Jun gasped, her eyes glassy, her chest rising and falling fast. Melissa reached under me and stroked my cock with both hands, sliding her tongue across the head before she took me into her mouth again. I turned to Callie, who was panting now, her thighs shaking.
She didn’t wait. She leaned forward, grabbed my shoulders, pulled me down on top of her and wrapped her legs around me. “Now,” she whispered, and she reached between us to line me up. I pushed into her slowly, her cunt already soaking wet, heat spilling out as she took all of me.
Her nails dug into my back. “Fuck me hard,” she said, and her voice cracked.
I drove in deep and fast, hips slamming into hers, her breath catching every time. Her head dropped back. Her tits bounced against my chest. Melissa knelt beside us, one hand on my back, the other sliding between Callie’s legs to rub her clit. Callie’s whole body jerked with every stroke, her eyes rolling back.
Jun sat up behind Melissa, arms draped around her waist, her lips moving against her shoulder, soft kisses between breaths. She cupped Melissa’s tits from behind, bit her neck lightly, and slid her fingers down her belly. Melissa didn’t stop stroking me, even as Jun fingered her slowly from behind.
I kissed Callie hard, then harder, until she was groaning into my mouth. Her pussy clenched around me, her thighs locking up. “Don’t stop,” she said against my lips. “Don’t fucking stop.” I didn’t. I grabbed her hips and slammed into her, every stroke harder than the last, until she arched up off the mattress and screamed, her hands grabbing fistfuls of my hair.
She didn’t come down easy. Her body stayed tight, still pulsing, even as she gasped and blinked at the ceiling, stunned. Jun and Melissa reached for her, pulling her in, all of us tangled now, breathing heavy, skin slick and warm. None of us said a word.
Jun reached across Callie’s chest and pulled me down into a kiss, her lips open, tongue already searching. Her body pressed into mine sideways, breasts flush to my ribs, her hand wrapping around my cock, still slick from fucking Callie. Melissa lay on the other side, fingers still inside Callie, but now watching me and Jun, her cheeks flushed, her mouth half-open. She slid her leg over Jun’s hip and nestled in behind her, sandwiching her between us.
Callie rolled to her side, groaning low, and pushed her face between Jun’s shoulder blades, lips brushing skin. “Switch,” she muttered, reaching over and dragging her fingers up my thigh. “He’s still hard.”
Jun jerked her wrist once, slow, testing. Then she climbed over me and sat back on her heels, reaching down to guide me inside again. I was still wet from Callie. Jun was hotter, tighter, slower. She slid down slowly, taking her time, her fingers on my chest, her eyes locked to mine. When she bottomed out, she held there, unmoving, breathing hard.
Melissa pressed in behind her, both hands running over Jun’s waist, up to cup her tits from behind. Her chin rested on Jun’s shoulder. “Let me ride him,” she whispered.
“You had him last,” Jun said, not moving.
Callie reached over and smacked Jun’s ass, hard. “That was ten minutes ago.”
Jun groaned and began to move anyway, hips lifting and rolling forward again, long, slow strokes. Melissa stayed close, kissing her neck, her hand sliding down to rub Jun’s clit in tight, steady circles. Jun’s breath caught. Her pace faltered.
I reached up and gripped her hips, forced her to stay down while I started fucking up into her. She let out a short, loud gasp. Her tits bounced. Melissa held her tighter, fingers moving faster now. “Come on, baby,” she said into Jun’s ear. “Let him fuck it out of you.”
Jun moaned hard, her body tensing. I kept thrusting, harder, faster. Her eyes rolled back. Her hands shot out, bracing on my chest. She came shaking, biting her lip, her cunt spasming around me so tight I had to stop just to keep from blowing. She collapsed forward onto me, breathing heavy, her face buried in my neck.
Melissa slid off to the side, then climbed over and straddled my thighs, her pussy already leaking. She didn’t ask. She lined me up, grabbed the base, and sank straight down onto me with a deep groan. No hesitation. No pause. Just all the way in. She rocked once, twice, then leaned forward and kissed Jun’s back. “Your turn to watch,” she whispered.
Melissa rode slow at first, her knees pressed tight to my sides, her cunt squeezing me rhythmically as she rolled her hips forward and back in a grinding pulse. Her hands pressed flat on my chest, her eyes never leaving mine. She was breathing through her mouth, nostrils flared, hair stuck to her face. Jun stayed draped over my left shoulder, her mouth open against my neck, barely catching her breath. Callie rolled onto her side, propped her head up with one hand, and slid the other down between Melissa’s legs.
Melissa jerked when Callie’s fingers found her clit. Her whole body jolted. She looked down, laughed once, sharp and high, and then rocked harder. I slid my hands to her ass, pulled her down with each thrust, guiding her pace. The shack creaked around us with every bounce. Jun groaned and kissed my ear, whispering something I couldn’t make out.
Callie pushed up on her elbow, craned her neck to kiss Melissa’s shoulder. Her fingers kept moving between us. She stared at my cock sliding in and out of Melissa, and grinned. “She’s close,” she said, almost to herself.
Melissa’s body started to twitch, her thighs locking tight around me. She threw her head back. Her hips slammed into mine faster, harder, less rhythm now, just chasing something. Callie leaned in and bit her shoulder, her hand pumping harder. Melissa choked on her own breath, groaned through her teeth, and then her whole body froze.
Then she broke. She cried out loud, every muscle tight. Her cunt clamped around me so hard I had to grit my teeth not to finish. She collapsed forward, shaking, her tits sliding wet against my chest. Her breath was ragged. Her mouth found my neck and she moaned into my skin.
Callie straddled my face without a word, knees wide on either side of my head, her pussy already dripping. She reached down, pulled Melissa off my chest, and lowered herself slowly, her weight pressing me into the mattress. I didn’t hesitate. My hands gripped her ass. My tongue ran flat and slow across her folds. Her taste hit me immediately, salt, heat, something sweeter.
She rocked forward and groaned, grinding down harder, her breath shallow and high. Melissa slumped to the side, one hand on my chest, the other brushing Callie’s thigh. Jun reached down between my legs and wrapped her hand around my cock again, slow strokes while I licked.
The shack was humid now, air thick with sweat and sex. Callie started to moan louder, twisting her hips, riding my mouth harder. Jun’s hand tightened. Melissa’s fingers drifted lower again.
No one spoke. The only sounds were breathing, moaning, skin against skin.
Callie bucked on my face, her thighs shaking against my temples. I kept my tongue flat, steady, letting her grind over me how she needed. Her fingers twisted in my hair, tugging me upward with every pulse of her hips. Jun’s grip on my cock tightened, her strokes getting shorter, faster, her thumb swirling over the tip. Melissa rolled to her side, draped one leg over mine, and kissed my chest. Her hand joined Jun’s, both of them working me together now, fingers slipping over each other, coordinated without a word.
Callie cried out suddenly, sharp and high. Her body stiffened. Her cunt pulsed against my tongue and she dug her nails into my scalp. Her breath caught in her throat and then released all at once, a long, low groan that filled the room. She stayed crouched there, trembling, for several seconds before she finally eased up and crawled off, collapsing beside me.
Jun wasted no time. She crawled over Callie’s body, pushed Melissa back, and climbed onto me. She grabbed my cock, lined it up, and sank down fast. No tease. No buildup. She was still soaked. Still open. Still twitching inside. She started to ride me hard, her hands on my chest, her hair falling in her face. Melissa kissed her shoulder from behind, held her by the waist, watched her bounce.
Callie turned onto her side, wrapped one hand around my thigh and leaned in to suck my nipple into her mouth, biting down gently. Her other hand found Jun’s clit and rubbed. Jun gasped, stumbled in her rhythm, then bit her lip and rode faster.
“I want it,” she said through clenched teeth. “Don’t pull out.”
Melissa pressed her forehead to Jun’s back, her hands now guiding her hips, helping her slam down harder. “Fill her,” she said, low and close to my ear.
I grabbed Jun’s ass and thrust up into her, meeting every drop. She groaned, threw her head back, tits bouncing wildly, her thighs slapping down hard enough to echo. Callie slid her fingers over my balls, stroked Jun’s clit faster. The pressure surged. I couldn’t hold it.
Jun screamed when I came, her cunt locking down on me like a fist. My whole body tensed. My fingers dug into her hips. She kept grinding down even as I spilled inside her, panting, crying out, shaking all over.
She finally collapsed forward, chest to mine, her breath sharp and shallow. Melissa kissed her neck. Callie leaned over and sucked gently on her nipple.
Nobody moved for a while. Then Jun laughed, soft and breathless. “That’s one,” she said. “We’ve got all day.”
Jun didn’t get off me right away. She stayed straddled, her body slack, her chest rising against mine, breath still jagged. Melissa ran her hands down Jun’s back, cupped her ass, then kissed the top of her spine. Callie slid down my side, her tongue tracing a line across my ribs, her thigh pressing between mine. She reached over and dragged her nails lightly down Jun’s hip, then glanced at me.
“You can still go again,” she said, not a question.
Jun finally lifted herself off. My cock slid free, wet and heavy, streaked with both of us. Melissa caught it in her hand before it landed against my stomach and kissed the tip once, softly. Then again, deeper, lips wrapping around it, sucking the last of Jun’s orgasm off the head while her eyes stayed locked to mine.
Callie leaned in beside her, took over without a word, sucking me in deeper, holding the base while her mouth slid down my shaft, then back up, slow, smooth, eyes closed. Jun lay down beside me, watching them both, her hand on my chest, fingers tapping in time with Callie’s rhythm.
Melissa shifted, got behind Callie, pulled her bikini bottoms aside, and kissed her ass. She dragged her tongue down the crack and cupped her from below, two fingers slipping into her while Callie moaned around my cock.
“You two need a room,” Jun murmured, her voice low, lips brushing my shoulder.
Callie pulled off me and spun around, kneeling over my chest, facing Melissa now. “Shut up,” she said, and pushed Melissa down onto her back.
They didn’t wait. Callie straddled Melissa’s face and leaned down to take me in her mouth again, harder this time. Her moans vibrated through my cock. Melissa’s hands clutched Callie’s thighs, her tongue already buried deep. Jun bit my neck. Her hand slipped down and squeezed my balls. “That’s more like it,” she said.
Callie was relentless now, sucking, twisting her wrist, her other hand pressed flat to my chest to steady herself as she ground her cunt on Melissa’s mouth. I reached up, grabbed her tits, squeezed. Her hips jerked. Melissa’s moan sent a shiver through her. My cock throbbed again.
Jun leaned in, kissed me deeply, her tongue sliding against mine. “Don’t come yet,” she whispered. “I’m not done.”
Jun slid down my side and between my legs, her body brushing mine the whole way. She pushed Callie aside gently, her lips slick and red, her mouth open around a smile. She wrapped her hand around my cock and stroked slow, watching Melissa’s face below her, half-buried under Callie’s pussy, lips stretched wide to take her. Melissa’s hands clutched Callie’s hips tight, her tongue clearly working deep.
Jun kissed the head of my cock once, then licked down the side, wet and deliberate. Her hand kept the base steady while her tongue circled. Callie looked back over her shoulder at Jun, then down at me, her mouth open, breathing hard. “He’s close,” she said.
“I know,” Jun said, and she wrapped her mouth around me, taking me deep, her throat opening, no hesitation. Her eyes stayed on mine the whole time. She moaned low and sucked harder, bobbing her head now, faster, deeper. Her hands gripped my thighs. I could feel the wet heat of her mouth, the suction, the pulse of her throat around the head.
Melissa’s hands left Callie’s hips and slid under her ass, lifting her up, driving her deeper against her face. Callie cried out and dropped her forehead to my chest, her whole body shaking. Her fingers clutched my ribs, nails digging in. “Fuck, fuck,” she gasped.
Jun kept going. Her rhythm didn’t break. Her spit ran down my shaft. Her hand cupped my balls, squeezed gently, just enough. I groaned through my teeth, hips twitching. I couldn’t hold it. I grabbed her hair, gave one warning tug. She didn’t pull back.
I came hard, the first pulse catching in her throat. She kept sucking. She didn’t flinch. Her lips stayed sealed, swallowing everything, her eyes locked to mine, her fingers still stroking. Melissa sat up behind her, watched, her face wet, her chest rising fast.
Jun finally pulled off, wiped her lips, then leaned up and kissed me full on the mouth. I could taste myself on her tongue. She didn’t care. Neither did I.
Callie slumped down beside me, her leg still shaking. Melissa crawled over and curled up on my other side. Jun stayed on top, straddling my hips, her hands on my chest.
Nobody said anything. The only sound was breath, slowing, soft.
Jun climbed off me and dropped onto her side, one arm slung across my stomach, her tits pressed against my ribs, her thigh sliding over mine. Melissa lay curled into my other side, her hand between her legs, fingers still lightly stroking herself. Callie stretched out above us, head resting on her forearm, her other hand tracing circles on Jun’s lower back.
Nobody moved for a while. The shack was hot and still. The air was thick with sweat and the sour-salt scent of sex. I let my head fall back against the rolled towel behind me. Melissa shifted, rolled to her stomach, and kissed my side, then kissed lower, her lips dragging slow across my hip. She didn’t say anything. Her mouth kept moving until it found my cock again, now soft and wet. She kissed it once, then again. Then she sucked it into her mouth gently, her eyes closed, her breath steady.
Jun lifted her head and watched. Callie reached down and combed Melissa’s hair away from her cheek. “Don’t break him,” she said, her voice low, almost laughing.
Melissa didn’t stop. She sucked, slow and soft, just her lips and tongue, her hand cupping my balls. I could feel her getting me hard again, not rushing it, just letting it happen.
Jun slid down to my other side, pulled one of my legs over hers, and spread her own. She leaned back, stretched, then reached between her legs and rubbed herself slow. Her fingers slid easily over her slick folds. She tilted her head back and let out a low moan.
Callie sat up, crossed her legs, and watched all three of us. Her hand drifted between her legs too, fingers already wet, moving in steady circles. She stared at my cock in Melissa’s mouth, then at Jun’s pussy under her own hand, and finally at my face. “We’re not done with you,” she said.
Melissa let my cock fall from her mouth with a wet sound, then licked the head, slow and teasing. She looked up at me and grinned. “Not even close,” she said.
Melissa crawled up and straddled me, her pussy slick and warm as it settled against the base of my cock. She rocked her hips, grinding slow, smearing herself all over me without taking me inside. Jun shifted to kneel beside us, her hand moving again between her legs, two fingers working in circles, her eyes locked on Melissa. Callie knelt at my head, pulled my face up into her tits, and wrapped her arms around the back of my neck.
Melissa reached down, lifted my cock, and sat back slowly. Her mouth opened but no sound came out, just a long breath through her nose. Her cunt took me deep, inch by inch, and when she was seated all the way, she didn’t move. She just stared at me, her hands flat on my chest, her body trembling slightly.
Jun leaned forward and kissed her. Slow, soft, their lips barely moving. Callie lowered herself onto my face again, knees wide, and rolled her hips as soon as I started licking. Her pussy was soaked. She smelled raw, tasted stronger now. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and pulled her down harder. She groaned, deep in her chest, and kept grinding.
Melissa started to move. Just little shifts at first, front to back, then faster, then up and down. Her breath got short again. Her hands gripped my chest, fingers digging in. Jun kissed her neck, then her shoulder, then leaned down and started sucking her nipple. Melissa cried out, her hips jerking.
I kept my tongue flat and steady against Callie’s clit, letting her ride my mouth the way she wanted. Her hands pulled my hair, not hard, just enough to keep control. Jun lay down beside me, one leg over my thigh, her hand now rubbing Melissa’s clit from behind as she fucked me faster.
Melissa was losing it. Her moans came harder, her body twitching. She slammed her hips down again and again, our skin slapping. Callie grunted, pushed herself down tight on my face, and started to shudder.
Melissa broke first. She let out a gasping, breathless cry, her whole body locking up on top of me. Her pussy clenched so hard I could barely move. Callie followed, grinding harder, whimpering, then lifting up and collapsing beside us.
Jun kissed my mouth, tasting Callie on my tongue. “Don’t come yet,” she whispered. “I want it next.”
Jun climbed over me and shoved Melissa off with a firm hand to her hip, not rough but not gentle either. Melissa rolled aside, still shaking, still breathing through her mouth, a dazed grin spreading across her flushed face. Jun straddled me, not waiting. She gripped my cock, angled it down, and dropped straight onto it in one quick, wet slide. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, her nails digging into my chest as she sat all the way down, burying me inside her.
“Fuck,” she said, quiet, then started to ride.
Her rhythm was sharp, no teasing. Her hips snapped forward and back, then rolled in tight circles. Her tits bounced every time she dropped. I gripped her waist, then slid my hands up her stomach, cupped her tits, squeezed hard. She leaned forward, braced both hands against the mattress beside my head, and slammed her hips down over and over again, faster now, every stroke deeper, harder.
Callie reached in from the side, ran her hand down Jun’s back, then lower, between us. Her fingers rubbed Jun’s clit in short, steady swipes. Jun gasped, dropped her head, and kept fucking.
Melissa leaned in on the other side, kissing Jun’s neck, her hands roaming over her back, down her sides. “Don’t finish without me,” she whispered into her ear. Jun just moaned and bounced faster, her body jerking with each thrust.
I could feel it building again, too fast. I gripped her hips tighter, tried to slow her, but she bucked harder, grinding down on every drop. Callie rubbed faster. Melissa kissed Jun’s spine. Jun’s thighs started to shake.
She came fast and hard, her whole body tightening. She stopped moving for a second, then slammed down once more and cried out, long and raw. Her cunt clenched tight, milking me, trying to pull it out of me. I held still, barely holding on.
She collapsed forward onto my chest, panting into my neck. I stayed buried inside her, both of us slick with sweat. Callie and Melissa slid in beside us, both grinning, both touching us everywhere. Hands on shoulders, legs, hips, chest.
“You still holding out?” Callie asked.
I nodded, barely.
She laughed. “One more, then.”
Callie didn’t waste time. She rolled me onto my side, pulling Jun with me, her pussy still wrapped around my cock. Jun groaned but didn’t resist. Melissa shifted out of the way as Callie slid in behind me, her arm reaching over my chest, her thigh pushing between my legs.
“Get off him,” she said to Jun, and slapped her ass.
Jun grumbled but lifted herself off, my cock slipping free with a wet sound. Callie caught it, guided it into her hand, and stroked once, twice, slow and firm. Melissa crawled in close, kissed me while Callie positioned herself, throwing her leg over mine and pulling my cock into her.
She was already wet again. She took me in easily and pushed her hips back against mine until I was buried deep. Her hand stayed flat on my chest. She kept her weight balanced over me, riding slow, grinding in tight circles.
Melissa kissed down my neck, down my chest, down my stomach. She reached between our bodies, her tongue licking around the base of my cock where Callie’s pussy swallowed me. Jun sat up on her knees and watched, her fingers idly playing between her thighs again, slower this time.
Callie fucked with purpose. She rode slow but deep, her pussy clenching every time she rocked forward. She didn’t blink. She stared at me. She bit her lip. She leaned down and kissed me hard, then fucked faster. Melissa moaned softly as she licked, her hands sliding over both our thighs.
Jun came around behind Callie and reached down to rub her clit. Callie hissed, arched her back, and bounced harder. My hands gripped her hips. Her rhythm got erratic. She clenched, dropped, ground in deep.
She broke with a cry, her body locked tight, her cunt spasming around me again and again. She collapsed forward, her chest pressing into mine, breath hot on my neck. Jun pulled her back slowly, let her slide off.
I was still hard, soaked, throbbing. Melissa crawled over, kissed my mouth, and said, “Finish in me this time.” Then she straddled me and took me back inside.
Melissa sank down slow, her eyes locked to mine, her hands on my chest for balance. My cock slid into her heat, already wet, already open. She closed her eyes halfway, breathed in once through her nose, and started to move, not waiting for anything.
She rode steady, hips rolling in a slow, grinding loop. Her tits bounced with each stroke. Her thighs flexed against my sides. I gripped her waist, then slid one hand down to her ass, pulled her in harder. She moaned, not loud, but constant.
Jun knelt behind her, both hands on Melissa’s waist, guiding her rhythm, matching the pace. Callie stayed beside me, kissing my neck, her fingers stroking the inside of my thigh, then brushing over my balls. Her mouth moved lower, tongue dragging down my chest. Melissa leaned forward and kissed me, her mouth wet, her breath shaky.
She was tighter than before. Hungrier. Her cunt gripped me harder with every rise and fall. Jun pressed her body in from behind, her tits pressed to Melissa’s back, her mouth on her shoulder, licking her skin. Melissa gasped, her hips slamming down faster now, chasing it.
Callie’s hand wrapped around the base of my cock where Melissa’s pussy stretched around me, her fingers slick. She rubbed where we met, fast and tight. Melissa’s hands clawed my chest. Her breath hitched. Her rhythm broke.
She came hard, sudden and violent, her whole body clenching. She arched, shouted, then collapsed onto me, her pussy pulsing, milking me. I grabbed her hips, thrust up once, twice, and came deep, groaning into her neck as I emptied inside.
No one moved. Just breathing. Just heat. Jun’s hands slid over both of us. Callie kissed my shoulder.
Then Melissa laughed, soft and shaky. “Okay,” she said, still on top of me, still full of me. “Now it’s a good memory.”
Melissa rolled off slow, my cock slipping free with a wet twitch that made all three girls glance down at once. My cum ran out of her in a slow line, thick and glistening, spreading across her inner thigh. She didn’t wipe it. She laid back, legs open, chest heaving, her arm draped over her face. Jun leaned down and licked the mess from her thigh, then looked up at me while she sucked it from her tongue, grinning.
Callie curled into my side, her hand still on my chest, her cheek resting on my shoulder. “That was a lot,” she said.
“Good lot,” Jun said, and stretched out on her stomach between us, her head beside my hip, one arm lazily draped over my thigh. Her other hand reached up and brushed against my spent cock, soft now, damp, twitching with aftershocks. “Don’t think we broke him, though,” she said.
“I’m fine,” I said, and I was. Wrecked, drained, soaked, but fine.
Melissa reached for a towel, wiped between her legs, then tossed it blindly over the mattress. She sat up, tits still rising and falling fast, her face flushed. “I’m starving.”
Jun snorted. “You always say that after.”
“Because it’s always true.” Melissa stood up, walked naked across the shack, her ass swaying, and opened the cooler again. She pulled out a sandwich wrapped in wax paper, then another, and tossed one to me.
Callie caught it midair and handed it to me. “You earned it.”
I sat up slowly, still warm, still buzzing under my skin. Jun rolled onto her back, arms above her head. Melissa bit into her sandwich and made a happy noise.
Callie looked at me and tilted her head. “You staying tonight?”
I didn’t answer right away. Jun reached up and tapped my leg. “You should.”
Melissa nodded. “We’ve got room.”
Callie leaned in close and kissed my neck once. “And we’re not done.”
I didn’t bother answering. Jun had already rolled to her knees and was rifling through the pile of towels for her bikini. Melissa leaned against the frame of the open shack door, chewing, one hip cocked out, her tits rising and falling with her breath as she watched the breeze shift through the trees. Callie stood, stretched slowly, ran both hands through her hair, then bent at the waist to grab her bottoms. Her ass pressed out, bare, dimpled, streaked with sweat and sand and fingerprints.
“Beach round two?” Jun said, slipping her bottoms up and tying the knot at her hip.
Callie nodded, sliding into her top without fastening it. “Water’s gonna feel like heaven.”
Melissa took the last bite of her sandwich, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and turned around. Her pussy still glistened. “Come on,” she said to me. “You can wash all that off in the lake.”
“I like how it smells on him,” Jun said, leaning in to sniff my chest as I sat up. She licked once just under my collarbone. “You better not shower it off too soon.”
Callie grabbed my hand, yanked me to my feet, and passed me one of the towels. “Don’t lag behind. Everyone’s watching out there. You walk out first, we’ll follow.”
“Why me?”
Jun laughed. “Because you’re the show.”
Callie opened the door and shoved me through it. The sunlight hit hard. I blinked, barefoot in the sand, towel around my waist, the breeze already drying the sweat on my back. Behind me, I could hear them, three girls laughing, whispering, brushing off, tying knots, covering just enough to tease.
When they stepped out behind me, I didn’t turn. I didn’t need to. I could feel it in the way the beach quieted for a second, in the way a few heads turned. I walked to the water, towel over my shoulder, still sore, still slick, still hardening again just from the sound of their steps behind me.
They caught up halfway down the beach. Callie brushed past on my left, her hip bumping mine, the curve of her ass barely covered by the scrap of fabric she’d tied low and loose. Jun followed close behind, hair up, sunglasses on, towel slung over one shoulder, the triangle of her top tied tighter than it needed to be. Melissa came up on my right, walking slow, her fingers brushing the back of my hand, then curling around it without saying a word.
We reached the edge of the lake. The water was glassy, warm at the surface, cool underneath. Callie dropped her towel, untied her top, and tossed it into the sand. Her bottoms went next. She ran straight in, splashing hard. Jun followed, stripped naked before she hit the waterline, laughing as she dove. Melissa stood beside me, watching them, her hand still in mine.
“You coming?” she said.
I looked at her. She hadn’t taken anything off yet. Her bottoms clung low to her hips, her top twisted slightly from the rush earlier. I reached over, untied it, pulled it away. She didn’t stop me. She stepped out of the bottoms herself, then walked into the water without looking back.
I followed. The cold caught me at the knees, then the waist, then the chest. Melissa dunked under, came up slick, hair back, eyes wide and clear. Jun swam past and slapped her ass underwater. Callie floated on her back farther out, arms spread, tits just breaking the surface.
We stayed out there, not talking much, letting the sun come down. They circled me like they were still deciding who had me next. Callie swam up first, wrapped her arms around my shoulders, her legs around my waist, and ground her hips slow beneath the water. Jun swam up behind me and bit my neck. Melissa pressed close, her hand sliding under the water, gripping me again.
I was hard before they even finished surrounding me.
Callie locked her ankles behind my back and rocked her hips underwater, her pussy pressed against my cock without taking it inside, just rubbing slow, using the warmth of the lake to hide how wet she was getting again. Jun’s hands slid up my sides from behind, her tits flat to my back, her breath on my ear. Melissa moved in front, her eyes low, her hand dipping between us, wrapping around me under the surface.
Nobody said a word.
Callie buried her face in my neck, sucked hard, and rolled her hips tighter. Melissa watched the movement. Her hand moved faster, stroking me with short, practiced motions underwater. Jun nipped my ear and giggled against it. “How long you think he can hold out this time?”
“Not long,” Callie said, biting down once, just enough to make me twitch.
Melissa leaned in and kissed me, soft at first, then deeper, her tongue sliding in while her hand pumped. My cock throbbed between them, heavy, slick from all three of them. Callie adjusted, reached between her legs, and grabbed it. “Let me,” she whispered, and Melissa let go.
Callie raised herself in the water, reached down, and angled me in. The head found her pussy. She didn’t hesitate. She dropped down on it with one smooth, wet stroke, and her mouth opened in a low moan that disappeared into my shoulder. Her body went still for a second, then she started to move again, slow, deep, riding me just under the surface where no one else on the beach could see.
Jun’s hand slid down my side and found Callie’s clit. She rubbed tight circles while Callie gasped, rocking faster, water splashing softly with each thrust. Melissa held me by the jaw and watched Callie’s face while she fucked me. Her other hand disappeared between her own legs.
Jun pulled one of my hands behind me and shoved it between her thighs. I pushed two fingers in, and she groaned right against my neck, biting down hard.
I was already close again. Callie gripped my shoulders, slammed down on me, and whispered, “Inside.”
I didn’t fight it. I grabbed her ass, thrust up once, hard, and came deep, my body locked tight against hers, Callie shaking, gasping, squeezing around me. Melissa kissed me again as I finished, her breath hot, her hand stroking my chest.
Jun moaned, bit down, and came on my fingers a second later, her body twitching behind me.
We stayed tangled like that, four bodies afloat, no one moving, the lake swallowing every sound but our breath.
Callie finally slid off, water slipping between our bodies, her legs still wrapped around my waist for a moment before she pushed away and floated onto her back, arms out, eyes closed, a lazy grin on her face. My cock throbbed once in the sudden cool, still hard, still twitching, smeared with both of us. Jun stayed behind me, her hands on my ribs, her chest rising against my back, breath still sharp.
Melissa moved in front, waded closer, grabbed me by the base, and pulled me into her hand again. “You’re not done,” she said.
Jun laughed behind me. “Told you.”
Melissa backed up a step, pulling me with her until I was waist-deep again. She turned around, bent forward, and looked back once over her shoulder. “Here,” she said. “Right here.”
I stepped forward, grabbed her hips, and slid into her from behind. She was tight, slick, hot from the water and from everything before. She pushed back into me, arching, her hands under the surface to steady herself, her breath catching with every stroke. I moved slow, then harder. My hips slapped into her ass, sharp and wet. The sound was quiet, but we could all hear it.
Callie turned her head to watch. Jun waded around to Melissa’s front, held her face in her hands, kissed her deep while I fucked her from behind. Melissa’s moans disappeared into Jun’s mouth. My fingers dug into her hips. Her ass bounced back into me harder, deeper.
Melissa started shaking again. Her knees buckled once. She groaned into Jun’s mouth. “Don’t stop,” she gasped.
I didn’t. I slammed into her until she cried out, her body locking up, clenching tight around me. I gripped her hips hard and came again, pulling her tight against me, buried deep, her cunt squeezing every drop from me.
She stood there shaking while I pulled out, cum leaking down her thighs into the lake. Jun held her up. Callie swam closer and kissed my neck.
“We’re gonna need lunch,” she said. “Then we’re starting over.”
We rinsed off right there in the lake, no rush, the water warm enough now it barely registered. Melissa floated on her back beside me, thighs still parted, my cum drifting from between her legs in a thin cloudy trail before the lake swallowed it. Jun swam lazy circles around us, her fingers trailing across my skin every time she passed. Callie dove under, surfaced behind me, and pushed her tits into my back, arms around my chest.
Nobody spoke until we hit the shallows again. Melissa waded out first, water dripping from her nipples, her hair slicked back. She bent to grab her towel, didn’t bother covering. Jun followed, then Callie, all of them moving slow now, loose and heavy in their limbs.
I walked up last, cock hanging half-hard, balls still tight, the sun baking everything dry again. Callie handed me a can from the cooler. “Protein,” she said. It was beer.
We all sat in the sand near the shack, not dressed, not talking much. Melissa leaned against my shoulder, eyes closed, her hand resting across my stomach. Jun lay back on her towel, legs spread, fingers brushing across her own thigh like she hadn’t decided if she wanted more or just needed sleep. Callie popped open another can and passed it to Jun, then licked the foam off her own thumb.
A breeze kicked up. I looked out over the water. It was still. Quiet. A few voices in the distance, but no one near enough to see more than a blur.
Callie leaned toward me. “You know,” she said, “this isn’t just a one-day thing.”
Jun cracked her can open. “Not unless you want it to be.”
Melissa stretched her legs out, toes pointed, and yawned. “We’re not letting you go home today.”
Callie smirked. “Or tomorrow.”
Jun raised her can in a lazy toast. “Welcome to the harem.”
By the time the sun dipped low enough to throw shadows across the sand, Callie had already pulled me up off my towel again. She didn’t ask. Just took my hand, led me back into the shack, hips swaying, her bare ass dusty with grit. Melissa followed without a word, already tugging her bikini top back off. Jun was last in, holding the door open with her foot while she bent to grab the wine bottle and two more sandwiches, her towel wrapped haphazard around her waist.
Inside, the air was still warm and thick. Callie shoved the mattress into the corner, dropped to her knees, and crawled backwards across it, her legs open, her cunt pink and wet again already. She pointed at me, curled her finger. “Come here.”
Melissa dropped beside her, her hand already between her own thighs. Jun locked the door, tossed the food to the side, and stepped out of her towel. She climbed onto the mattress without a sound, dropped to her stomach, and pulled Callie’s knees apart with both hands.
Callie laughed once, then moaned. “Fucking finally,” she breathed.
Melissa rolled to her back and spread her legs. “He can fuck me after.”
Jun didn’t answer. She was already licking. Callie’s hands twisted in the blanket. I knelt between Melissa’s legs and slid my cock inside without warning. She gasped, grabbed the back of my neck, pulled me down to kiss her as I thrust slow and deep.
Callie’s cries got louder. Jun didn’t stop. Melissa bit my lip and whispered, “Don’t stop either.”
I didn’t. The shack filled again with breath, skin, mouths, fingers, the slap of hips against thighs. No breaks. No talking. No pretending.
Just the beginning of another round.
Callie came first, loud and rough, her body locked into a full arch as Jun buried her tongue deeper, hands braced on her thighs, holding her wide open through every shake and grind. Callie collapsed sideways, panting, one arm flung over her eyes. Jun wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, sat up, and turned her attention to Melissa without a pause.
I was still inside Melissa, still fucking her slow, deep strokes that made her whimper each time my hips pressed down. Her legs were up, ankles crossed behind my back, her hands clawing at the blanket beneath her. Jun crawled up alongside and leaned in to kiss her as I drove into her again. Melissa cried out against Jun’s lips, her moan swallowed in the kiss.
“Harder,” Jun said to me, eyes never leaving Melissa.
I grabbed Melissa’s hips and gave it to her, sharp, fast thrusts that jolted her body up the mattress. Jun rubbed her clit fast and hard. Melissa’s mouth fell open, her breath caught in her throat, and then she came, gasping, her cunt clenching around me, her legs shaking.
Jun smiled at me, kissed Melissa once more, then pushed her off me gently and took her place. She climbed into my lap, her pussy already soaked, grabbed my cock, and slid down on it in one motion. She didn’t ease in. She took everything. I groaned, grabbed her hips, and held her as she started to ride.
Melissa curled into Callie. They both watched. Neither spoke. Just slow breathing, flushed cheeks, fingers trailing down their own stomachs.
Jun grabbed the back of my neck, pulled my face to hers, and whispered, “You don’t get to come yet.”
I nodded once. She smirked and started grinding harder.
Jun leaned back on my thighs, bracing her hands behind her, riding me in long, slow rolls, her hips tilting with control, every downstroke pushing me deeper. Her tits bounced with the rhythm, sweat catching the light across her chest. I held her by the waist, not guiding, just hanging on.
Callie shifted beside us, sitting up on her elbows, watching the way Jun’s pussy swallowed me again and again. Melissa stayed curled into her side, still dazed, one leg drawn up, fingers drifting over her own clit, not even hiding it.
Jun rode slower now, grinding more than bouncing, her breath sharp each time her clit pressed against my pelvis. She watched my face like she was reading something. “You’re close,” she said, and I was.
I nodded. She slid her hands up my chest, pressed her palms flat, leaned in close. “Don’t finish in me.”
Callie laughed softly. “He won’t. He does what he’s told.”
Jun didn’t smile. She kept her eyes locked on mine and rode harder. “You pull out,” she whispered, her breath hot on my cheek. “And you give it to them.”
Callie moved behind me, her hands on my shoulders. Melissa rolled to her knees in front, between Jun’s legs. Her mouth opened.
Jun ground one more time, then lifted herself off. I slid free, cock soaked and throbbing. Melissa leaned forward and took me in her mouth, no hesitation. Callie held me by the jaw, turned my face, and kissed me as Melissa sucked.
Jun crouched above Melissa’s back, hand in her hair, guiding the motion. “Now,” she said into my ear. “Right now.”
I grunted, hips bucked once, and I came in Melissa’s mouth. She took all of it. Didn’t flinch. Swallowed and kept sucking until I was twitching too hard to stay upright.
Callie let go of my face. Jun sat back on her heels. Melissa pulled off and licked her lips.
Nobody said a word.
Melissa sat back on her heels, wiping her mouth with the back of her wrist, her eyes half-lidded, her chest rising and falling. Callie slid down beside her, one hand on the small of her back, the other smoothing her hair. Jun leaned against the wall of the shack, legs out, arms loose at her sides, staring at me the whole time like she already knew what I was going to do next.
I lay back flat on the mattress, every inch of me slick, spent, and aching in the best way. My cock twitched once in the open air, wet and softening. Melissa crawled up beside me and rested her head on my chest. Callie laid across my legs, tracing idle shapes on my thigh with her fingers. Jun stayed where she was, quiet, her lips curled into the faintest smile.
Outside, the breeze shifted and carried the sound of gulls and distant voices down the beach. Inside, it was quiet again. Just skin and breath.
Melissa whispered, “So now what?”
Jun stretched, reached for a water bottle, took a long drink, then passed it to Callie. Callie drank, then handed it off to Melissa, who sipped and handed it to me.
I shrugged. “I guess I stay.”
Callie grinned. Melissa laughed softly, buried her face in my chest. Jun just nodded.
“You better,” she said. “Because that was day one.”
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Melissa’s hair stuck to my chest when I shifted, her skin still damp where her cheek pressed against me. Callie rolled onto her side, one knee sliding over my thigh, fingers tracing my stomach. Jun hadn’t moved from her spot against the wall, but her eyes stayed fixed on me, like she was waiting for me to flinch.
“You’re look far too comfortable,” Jun said finally, with a smirk. She pushed herself up, crossed the place in three slow steps, and stood over me. Her fingers curled into the waistband of the towel I’d just got back on. “Up,: she said, uncertain with her confidence, but liking it.
Melissa groaned in protest when I sat, but Callie slid off my leg and stretched, her hand brushing the inside of my thigh as she moved. Jun yanked the towel away, tossed it aside, and pulled me to my feet.
The air was thick standing, heat rising off the mattress, bodies close. Jun stepped back once, looked me over like she was checking work she’d ordered, then turned to Callie. “Do you want him first?” She grinned, not believing herself the words coming out of her. She’d changed.
Callie’s smirk came slow. She pushed her hair back, got to her knees on the mattress, and reached for me. Her hand wrapped around my cock, still soft but warm from where Melissa had been curled against me. She stroked once, deliberate, her thumb running over the head.
Melissa shifted to sit behind Callie, her hands running over Callie’s hips, up her ribs, fingers pressing into her sides. Jun knelt beside them, watching, one hand between her own thighs, privately busy.
Callie pulled me closer until her lips brushed the tip. She looked up once, then took me in, slow, heat wrapping around me. Her tongue moved in short strokes underneath while her hand kept steady at the base.
Melissa kissed her shoulder, then her neck, her hands cupping Callie’s tits, squeezing. Callie moaned around me, the vibration shooting straight through my hips. Jun’s breathing was faster now, her fingers moving in slow, steady circles.
Callie pulled off with a wet sound and said, “Lie down why don’t you.”
I stepped back just enough to stretch out on the mattress again. Melissa pushed Callie forward until she was straddling me, knees wide, the heat from her cunt already on my stomach. She reached down, angled me up, and slid forward until the head pressed against her.
Jun moved in behind her, hands on Callie’s hips, and shoved. Callie took me in one motion, her head dropping, a sharp breath pulling from her chest. Jun kept her hands there, guiding her rhythm, pulling her back down every time she lifted.
Melissa slid in beside me, kissed my jaw, then my mouth, her hand brushing over my chest. She watched Callie’s face with every stroke, her own breathing syncing to the sound of skin against skin.
Jun’s grip tightened, her thumbs pressing into Callie’s lower back. “Harder,” she told me, and I did, thrusting up into Callie until her moans broke into short, ragged sounds.
Melissa’s hand drifted lower, wrapping around the base of my cock where Callie’s pussy stretched over me. She rubbed there, slick and hot, her thumb catching on Callie’s clit every time she dropped.
Callie’s legs started to shake, her nails digging into my chest for balance. She didn’t stop moving, but her pace broke, her hips rocking out of rhythm.
Jun leaned down, her mouth at Callie’s ear. “Come now,” she said, and Callie’s whole body locked before she slammed down on me one last time, a low cry spilling from her throat. Jun chuckled.
Callie stayed slumped over me for a few breaths, her chest hot against mine, sweat running between us. Jun eased her back by the shoulders until I slid free. Callie rolled to the side, still panting, eyes half-shut.
Melissa moved fast to take her place, swinging a leg over my hips before I’d caught my breath. She didn’t ease in, just grabbed me, lined me up, and sank down until her ass hit my thighs. Her head fell back, hair spilling down her spine, a short gasp escaping her.
Jun crouched low at her back, hands on Melissa’s waist, watching the slide. “You’re a lot tighter,” she said into her ear, and Melissa smiled without opening her eyes. She started moving slow, rocking her hips in a small circle that kept me deep.
Callie sat up against the wall now, one knee bent, her hand idly stroking between her own legs as she watched. Her breathing was steadier, her gaze fixed on where Melissa’s pussy gripped me.
Melissa leaned forward, her palms flat on my chest, the sway of her tits brushing me with every movement. I slid my hands up her thighs, over her hips, to the small of her back, holding her steady while I pushed up into her harder.
Jun’s hand slid between Melissa’s legs from behind, two fingers rubbing her clit in tight circles. Melissa’s head dropped forward, her hair curtaining her face as her hips started to buck against me.
Callie shifted onto her knees, crawling closer until her mouth was on Melissa’s nipple, sucking hard, her other hand squeezing the other breast. Melissa groaned, a deep sound that tightened her whole body around me.
“Don’t stop,” Jun said, her voice low and close. She pressed her hand harder against Melissa’s clit, matching my thrusts.
Melissa’s fingers dug into my chest, her rhythm breaking completely now. She rode in uneven, urgent drops, her cunt clenching every time she landed on me. Callie’s mouth didn’t leave her, her tongue flicking fast against the hard tip under her lips.
Melissa broke with a sharp cry, her body trembling hard enough I had to hold her up. Her pussy pulsed around me in quick, wet contractions, her breath catching on every one.
Jun slid her hand down, rubbing over where we were joined, her fingertips pressing against my shaft as Melissa twitched on top of me. “Switch,” she said, already pulling Melissa back by the hips.
Melissa groaned but let herself be eased off, collapsing onto her side. Jun climbed over me, planting one hand on my stomach as she gripped me with the other. She lowered herself slow, her eyes never leaving mine, until she took me all the way in and settled heavy on my lap.
Her pace was different, measured, almost lazy, but every roll of her hips was deep enough to make me grab her ass and hold on.
“You’re going to finish in me this time,” she said, and didn’t blink.
Jun’s weight settled into my lap, her thighs braced wide, the heat of her wrapped around me in slow, deliberate pulses. She rolled her hips forward until I was pressed hard against the back of her, then eased back, dragging every inch. My grip tightened on her ass, pulling her down harder with each return.
Melissa was still catching her breath on the mattress beside us, watching through half-lidded eyes. Callie crawled in behind Jun, her hands roaming over her back, down to the dip above her hips. She kissed the curve of Jun’s shoulder, then moved lower, lips brushing across the smooth skin of her spine.
Jun’s gaze stayed locked on mine, her breathing even. “Try not to pull out,” she said, her voice low but certain.
Callie’s hands spread Jun wider for me, thumbs grazing the edges of where we were joined. She leaned around to watch, her tongue darting out to lick the slick where Jun slid over me. Jun shivered and pushed harder against me, the muscles inside her squeezing tight.
I lifted my hips to meet her, the sound of us wet and loud now. Melissa shifted closer, her hand finding Jun’s breast, squeezing and tugging at the nipple until Jun’s mouth fell open.
“Faster,” Melissa said to me, her nails dragging lightly down my chest.
I planted my feet and drove up into Jun in sharp, deep thrusts. She braced a hand on my shoulder, her other clutching at Melissa’s wrist as her rhythm broke apart.
Callie pressed her mouth to Jun’s neck, sucking hard, her fingers working Jun’s clit in tight, relentless circles. Jun gasped and rocked against me, her body going rigid before breaking into a hard, shaking release.
She clenched around me so tight it dragged me over the edge. I pulled her down hard, burying myself deep as heat rushed out of me into her. Jun held there, her hips grinding in small, messy rolls until we both slumped, our chests heaving.
She finally lifted off, my cock sliding wet from her as she knelt beside me. A slow smile crept across her face. “We’re not done,” she said.
Melissa’s hand closed around me, already stroking. Callie moved to my other side, her lips brushing my ear. “We want more,” she whispered.
Melissa didn’t let go. Her strokes were steady, twisting just enough to keep me hard. Callie slid down, settling between my legs, her hair falling forward as she took me in her mouth. The heat of her, the suction, made my hips lift without thinking.
Jun leaned over me, her hand on my chest, nails dragging slow lines toward my stomach. She watched Callie work, then bent to kiss me, her tongue sliding in, tasting me like she already owned the moment.
Melissa shifted closer, pressing her breasts against my arm as she reached down to cup my balls, rolling them in her hand while Callie sucked deeper. Each pull of her mouth had that wet click at the back of her throat, making my grip tighten in her hair.
Jun’s lips left mine; she moved lower, kissing across my ribs until she joined Melissa’s hand, stroking me in time with Callie’s mouth. Melissa leaned in, her tongue flicking against the side of my shaft every time it slipped from Callie’s lips.
The room smelled like sweat and sex, skin on skin. Every breath I pulled in was warm, damp.
Callie pulled off just long enough to say, “Stand up.”
I did, my legs unsteady. She knelt in front of me, Melissa to her right, Jun to her left. All three reached for me, hands overlapping, mouths taking turns on the head, then down the length. My cock disappeared between them, each kiss, lick, and suck blurring into the next.
Melissa caught me deep, holding me there until her throat flexed. When she pulled back, Jun replaced her, swirling her tongue over the head before sliding all the way down. Callie stayed low, sucking at my balls, her hands gripping my thighs hard.
The heat built fast. My pulse thudded in my ears. They knew it, Melissa looked up at me, her eyes sharp, and said, “Not yet.”
They slowed, drawing it out, keeping me right at the edge. Jun’s nails scraped my hips. Callie’s lips left my skin only to kiss back up the length, trading places with Melissa again.
When Melissa finally said, “Now,” all three went harder, faster, like they’d been holding back just for this. My body locked, the rush breaking out of me in thick, hot bursts over their tongues, their lips never stopping until they’d taken all of it.
Melissa was the first to move after, sliding her fingers through the mess on her lips and holding them out to me. “Taste.”
I took them in my mouth, the salt and heat still there. Jun grabbed my hair and pulled me toward her. “On your knees.”
The carpet burned against my skin as I knelt. Melissa stepped back, letting Jun plant a foot beside my thigh and push her panties down. She didn’t wait for me to think, her hand was in my hair again, guiding me into the soft, wet heat between her legs.
She was already open, the taste sharp and clean. Her hips rocked against my face, slow at first, then harder, until my nose was pressed tight against her. Melissa crouched beside us, her hand on the back of my neck, keeping me there.
Callie leaned down from behind, her breasts pressing into my back as her hands roamed over my chest. She whispered into my ear, her breath hot. “You’re going to do this for all of us.”
Jun’s thighs trembled around my head. She pulled away with a gasp, her hands braced on my shoulders. Melissa stepped in without a word, one leg over my thigh, the other over my shoulder, lowering herself until she filled my mouth. She tasted different, sweeter, softer, but she moved just as hard, rolling her hips, using my face until she was shaking.
When she pulled off, Callie was already there, straddling me. She bent down, kissing me with an open mouth, licking her friends’ taste from my lips. Then she sat up, gripping my hair with both hands, lowering herself onto my mouth like she’d been waiting for this all night.
Her thighs locked around my ears, her hips grinding. I grabbed her ass, pulling her down harder, feeling her shiver against my tongue. Jun and Melissa stayed close, touching her, touching me, their hands everywhere, keeping me pinned in place until Callie’s breath caught and she let out a low, drawn-out moan.
She didn’t move right away. She stayed pressed to me, riding the aftershocks, before finally lifting off and letting me breathe.
Callie pushed me back, her hands flat on my chest, until I was lying on the carpet. Jun dropped down beside me, straddling one leg while Melissa swung a knee over the other. Callie crouched low over my face again, this time slow, watching me as she lowered herself.
Jun’s fingers wrapped around me, stroking lazily at first. Melissa leaned in, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, “You’re ours now.” Her hand joined Jun’s, their fingers tangling as they worked me together.
Callie’s hips rolled above me, her warmth sealing over my mouth. I gripped her thighs, pulling her tighter. The scent and taste filled my head, every shift of her hips giving me more.
Jun bent to kiss me around Callie’s body, her mouth catching at my cheek before she went lower, dragging her tongue over me in a slow line. Melissa followed, licking the other side, their mouths meeting around me, wet and greedy.
Callie was grinding harder, her breath coming in ragged bursts, her fingers tangled in my hair. Jun’s tongue pressed under the head, Melissa’s lips sealing over me, and I felt my legs tense.
Melissa pulled back just enough to breathe, her mouth glistening. “Don’t you dare finish yet,” she said, her voice sharp and playful.
Jun smirked, giving me one last slow stroke before both of them pulled back. Callie slid off me, her face flushed, and all three knelt over me, deciding what to do next without saying a word.
Melissa grabbed my wrists and pinned them above my head, her weight pressing down just enough to keep me there. Jun swung a leg over my chest, lowering herself until I could feel the heat of her against me through the thin cotton she still wore. Callie moved between my legs, her nails grazing along my thighs as she settled in close.
Melissa kissed me hard, deep, her tongue pushing past my lips, while Jun ground slowly against my ribs, her breath catching. Callie’s hand wrapped around me again, tighter this time, pumping with steady, unhurried strokes.
Jun reached down, peeled the fabric aside, and pressed herself to my mouth. I opened for her, tasting her instantly, my tongue tracing slow circles. Melissa broke the kiss and sat back, watching, her hands sliding down my arms to my chest.
Callie leaned forward, her mouth replacing her hand, warm and slick, taking me all the way in. Her tongue moved in quick little flutters before pulling back to swirl around the tip. Jun’s hips rolled against my face, her moans sharp and low, one hand gripping the back of my head.
Melissa reached between my legs, guiding Callie’s mouth deeper while her other hand squeezed my balls. The pressure, the heat, the rhythm of all three working me at once had me straining against the carpet.
Jun’s thighs trembled, her breathing faster. Callie swallowed me down, her throat tightening, then pulled back to catch a breath before diving in again. Melissa leaned over, licking along my shaft right where Callie’s mouth ended, their tongues brushing.
I felt my stomach tighten, my legs twitching, every nerve lit up. Melissa caught my eyes. “Now,” she said, and all three of them moved faster, Jun grinding harder, Callie’s mouth taking me deep, Melissa stroking the base.
Melissa’s voice snapped through me like a jolt. My hips jerked once, twice, before the release surged up hard and fast. Callie didn’t back off, she took every pulse, her throat working, her hands locked tight on my thighs.
Melissa’s grip tightened at the base, holding me there, milking each spasm while her eyes stayed locked on mine. Jun shuddered above me, pressing down until she let out a sharp gasp, her legs going slack on either side of my head.
Callie finally eased off, letting me spill the last of it over her tongue, swallowing slow, then giving one last lick before sitting back. Her lips were glossy, her breathing ragged.
Melissa leaned down and kissed her, open and deep, until Callie pulled away with a soft laugh. Jun slid off me and collapsed against my side, sweat on her forehead, hair clinging to her cheeks.
No one said anything for a moment. Just the sound of breathing, the faint creak of the couch under us, and the smell of all of us hanging thick in the air.
Melissa finally broke the silence. “We’re not done,” she said, her hand still resting low on my stomach, fingers making idle little circles. “We’re just getting started.”
Jun propped herself up on one elbow, smiling slow. “Then maybe we should take this upstairs.”
Callie’s hand was already on my chest, pushing me gently back into the cushions. “Or,” she said, “we keep him right here and see how long he lasts.”
Melissa finally let her hand fall away, leaving me heavy and spent, the three of them moving around me in slow, easy motions. Jun tugged her dress down over her hips, still flushed, still breathing fast. Callie smoothed her hair back and glanced at the clock.
Melissa caught my eye. “We should get some air,” she said, already reaching for her bag.
Jun grinned. “And food. I’m starving.”
Callie laughed, slipping her shoes on. “Come on. Before we get distracted again.”
The four of us stepped out into the cooler air, the night still busy around us.
The street was alive with the low hum of conversation and the hiss of passing cars. Melissa walked just ahead, her hips rolling under the thin fabric of her dress, the curve of her ass outlined every time the breeze caught it. Jun stayed close to my side, her arm brushing mine, the faint scent of her perfume still warm from her skin. Callie drifted to my other side, fingers tapping against my wrist now and then, her smile flicking up at me before she looked away.
They weren’t talking much, just trading quick looks with each other, like they all knew something I didn’t. Every few steps Melissa would glance back, eyes dropping briefly before meeting mine, and Jun would hide a grin behind her hand.
We found a small place with tables spilling onto the sidewalk. The air was thick with grilled meat and garlic. Melissa slid into the seat across from me, crossing her legs slowly under the table, her shoe brushing my shin. Jun sat beside me so close her thigh pressed into mine, and Callie leaned forward from the other side, chin resting on her hand as she studied me.
The waitress came, and they let me order for all of us, their eyes never leaving my face. When she walked away, Melissa tilted her head. “You’re quiet,” she said softly.
Jun’s knee pressed into mine. “Maybe he’s still processing.”
Callie gave a small laugh, her gaze holding mine just a little too long before she reached for her water.
The plates arrived, steaming, but none of them seemed in a hurry to eat. They took small bites, slow, their eyes never fully off me. Melissa leaned forward, lowering her voice. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”
I forked a piece of meat, but before I could bring it to my mouth, Jun’s hand brushed my thigh under the table. Not a quick touch, she let it stay there, her fingers light, moving just enough to make my breath hitch. She didn’t look at me when she did it; she was nodding at something Melissa said, her lips glistening as she took another slow bite.
Melissa shifted in her seat, one heel hooked on the rung of her chair, the hem of her dress falling open just enough for me to catch a flash of skin before she closed her knees again. She caught my eye while she chewed, smirking faintly, then looked down as if she’d told me a secret no one else heard.
Callie sat back, swirling her wine, watching the two of them like she was letting them do the work for her. Then she leaned in, her voice barely audible over the clink of glasses around us. “You’re flushed,” she murmured. “Anyone else might think it’s the wine.”
Jun’s hand slid a fraction higher. “It’s not the wine.”
Melissa popped a piece of bread into her mouth and spoke around it. “Careful, Jun. We’re in public.”
Jun finally looked at me then, her eyes catching the light from the overhead lamp, and whispered, “That’s the point.”
Callie glanced at the other tables, her smile tightening in a way that made my chest tighten too, she liked this just as much as they did. Melissa licked a smear of sauce from her thumb and didn’t break eye contact with me.
The food barely moved. My fork was still in my hand, but my focus was on every flicker of movement under the table, every time one of them leaned in close enough for the scent of skin and heat to cut through the smell of food.
Jun’s fingertips pressed a little harder, tracing over the seam of my jeans. I set my fork down, afraid I’d drop it. Melissa shifted again, her knee brushing mine, and for a moment I felt both of them on me at once. Callie kept her gaze on my face, her smile fixed, like she was watching the effect ripple through me.
A couple at the next table laughed too loud, snapping me out of it for a second, but Jun didn’t stop. Her hand withdrew just enough to make me miss it, then came back, slow and deliberate. Melissa leaned in close to my ear, her breath warm. “You look like you’re about to make a scene.”
Callie cut in before I could answer. “We should take this somewhere else before he does.” She drained the last of her wine and stood, her chair scraping back.
Jun pulled her hand away and licked her bottom lip like she’d tasted something sweet. Melissa dabbed at the corner of her mouth with her napkin, then set it down neatly beside her plate. “Let’s go,” she said, and it wasn’t a suggestion.
I dropped cash on the table without looking at the bill. The night air hit me the second we stepped outside, cooler than before, but it didn’t matter. The three of them closed in around me as we walked, shoulders brushing mine, their perfume hanging heavy in the air between us. Jun’s fingers grazed the back of my hand, Melissa’s hip pressed against me for a step too long, and Callie kept glancing up with that same steady smile.
Every step back toward the apartment felt longer than it should have, my pulse climbing with the heat they carried with them.
The door had barely closed before Jun caught my wrist and pulled me in. Melissa stepped around us, locking it without looking back. Callie brushed past, her hand trailing over my chest as she went, turning just enough for me to catch the slow curve of her smile.
Jun’s lips found mine first, soft, but insistent, her fingers curling into my shirt. Melissa was right behind her, sliding in close, her hip against mine, her hand on the back of my neck. Callie lingered for a moment, watching, before she stepped forward and closed the gap, her body pressing into my side.
I could still taste the wine on Jun’s mouth, smell Melissa’s perfume sharp under the warmth of her skin. Callie’s hand slipped lower, finding the line of my belt. Jun broke the kiss just long enough to breathe against my cheek. “We’ve been holding back all night.”
Melissa’s nails grazed my jaw, guiding my mouth to hers. Callie’s breath caught in my ear. “Not anymore.”
They moved together, a slow, practiced press of bodies that left me surrounded, Melissa’s thigh against mine, Jun’s fingers brushing lower, Callie’s lips at my neck. The teasing from dinner hadn’t faded; it had sharpened, turned into something deliberate.
Melissa eased back just enough to speak. “Let’s take him to the couch.”
Jun’s hand tightened around mine, pulling me toward it. Callie followed close, her touch never leaving me.
Jun pushed me down first, her hands on my shoulders, steady but light. Melissa was already kneeling beside me, her legs folding under her, her eyes locked on mine. Callie took the other side, brushing her hair back over one shoulder, leaning in close enough that I could feel the warmth from her skin.
Jun straddled me, not in a rush, her knees pressing into the cushions. Her hands slid over my chest, down my stomach, her eyes never leaving my face. Melissa’s fingers found my thigh, tracing slow circles. Callie’s breath was on my jaw, her lips grazing the edge of it before she kissed me, short, then deeper.
Jun’s weight settled, her hips shifting against me. Melissa leaned in and kissed her shoulder, her lips parting just enough to drag against her skin. Callie’s hand slipped between us, finding my waistband, working it loose. The sound of it, fabric sliding, the faint rasp of a zipper, seemed louder than it should.
Melissa’s touch moved higher, her palm flat over my chest, her nails catching lightly. Jun’s hands went to my sides, gripping as her hips rocked again, slower this time. Callie’s lips moved to my ear, her voice low. “You’ve been patient long enough.”
Jun shifted forward, her breath quick, Melissa’s hand sliding up her back, Callie’s grip tightening on my hip. The three of them moved in a rhythm that felt like they’d worked it out without words, each touch timed, each shift deliberate, until I couldn’t tell which of them I was chasing.
Jun’s hips rolled harder now, her thighs tight against mine, the weight of her pressing me deep into the couch. Melissa’s hand slid between us, guiding her, her touch hot and sure. Callie leaned across me, kissing Jun’s neck, her hair brushing my face, the smell of her shampoo mixing with the heat of skin.
Melissa shifted lower, her mouth trailing down my stomach, slow at first, then faster, her hands braced on my legs. Jun’s breathing broke into short gasps, her grip on my shoulders firm enough to keep me pinned. Callie’s fingers dug into my side as she pressed closer, watching every movement like she was memorizing it.
Melissa’s lips closed around me, the wet pull making Jun shudder above me. She leaned forward, bracing her hands on either side of my head, her eyes half-shut, her mouth open. Callie slid one hand up her back, the other curling around my neck, her thumb brushing my jaw.
Jun moved with Melissa’s rhythm, the three of us locked in it, Jun riding, Melissa taking more, Callie holding me still so I could feel every inch of it. My hands gripped Jun’s hips, pulling her down, matching her movement.
Callie kissed me hard, her tongue deep, her hand gripping my hair, holding me there until she broke away with a gasp. “Don’t stop.”
Melissa didn’t. Jun didn’t. And I couldn’t.
Jun’s pace broke from steady to urgent, her nails biting into my shoulders as she dropped her weight, grinding harder. Melissa’s mouth worked faster, her grip on my thighs tightening with every pull. Callie pressed against my side, her chest heaving, lips at my ear, whispering things I couldn’t fully catch over the sound of my own breath.
Jun’s head fell back, hair spilling over her shoulders, a sharp gasp tearing out of her as Melissa’s tongue and my hips met her all at once. She moved faster, chasing it, every drop of control gone. Callie’s hand slipped down my chest, her palm flat, sliding lower until she was under Jun, her fingers pressing where Melissa’s mouth couldn’t reach.
The couch creaked under us, the air thick and hot. Melissa pulled back just enough to drag her lips over me, wet and slow, before taking me deep again. Jun let out a raw sound, somewhere between a moan and a cry, her whole body shuddering as she came down on me hard, her thighs trembling against mine.
I held her there, my hands locked on her hips, feeling the pulse of her through every inch of me. Callie’s eyes met mine, dark and steady, her fingers still moving until Jun sagged forward, breathing against my neck. Melissa finally let me slip from her mouth, her lips slick, her eyes bright as she looked up.
Nobody moved for a long second. Then Jun laughed, low and breathless, her forehead pressed to mine.
We cleaned up just enough to pass for decent, though Jun’s lipstick was still a little smeared and Melissa’s hair looked like she’d just gotten off her knees, which she had. Callie gave me a look in the mirror by the door, a half-smile that told me she knew exactly what I was seeing.
The club was already loud when we walked in, bass thumping through the floor. Dark corners, flashing lights, bodies packed tight. Melissa looped her arm through mine first, pulling me toward the dance floor. Jun was right behind, her hand in the back pocket of my jeans like she owned the spot. Callie drifted ahead, glancing over her shoulder as if daring me to follow.
Melissa started the game without saying a word, pressing her back against my chest, rolling her hips slow, making sure Jun could see. Jun cut in, taking my hands and putting them on her waist, swaying close enough that her mouth brushed my ear when she laughed. Callie waited until the beat shifted, then slid between us, her fingers curling into my shirt as she pulled me down for a kiss that lasted just long enough to make the other two watch.
Every move was calculated. A brush of a thigh, a grind against my leg, a hand lingering at my belt. They kept circling, trading places, making me feel like I was the center of a fight without rules. The lights caught on Melissa’s eyes as she bit her lip and pressed into me again, her voice low. “Who’s got you harder?”
Jun heard it and smiled, slow, dangerous, and turned so her ass was against me, moving in perfect time with the music. Callie slid her hand over mine, lacing our fingers before dragging them down her own stomach like she was showing me where she wanted them.
They were all in it now, and the more I reacted, the more they pushed.
The music slowed just enough to pull the crowd closer. Melissa’s hand slid down my chest and she turned in my arms, looking up at me with that afterglow softness, her lips still swollen. She pressed in until I could feel every inch of her and moved slow, drawing it out like she knew people were watching.
Jun wasn’t having it. She stepped in behind me, her body a warm, insistent line against my back, her hips locking into the same rhythm as Melissa’s. I was caught between them, Melissa’s mouth brushing mine, Jun’s breath spilling hot against my neck. The heat rose fast.
Callie circled, fingers trailing along my arm before slipping into my hand and pulling it to her thigh. The hem of her dress barely covered her, and when she stepped in, the three of them closed around me, soft skin, perfume, sweat, all of it bleeding together under the lights.
Melissa kissed me hard, Jun’s hands sliding over my stomach, Callie watching with a small, knowing smile as she swayed in place, her dress shifting with every move. I couldn’t focus on any one of them for long, they kept moving, switching, giving me just enough before another was there, touching, pressing, grinding.
Someone bumped into us and Melissa used it to press closer, her thigh sliding between mine. Jun’s nails grazed my hip through my shirt. Callie leaned in, her lips at my ear. “We could do this all night,” she said, her voice low, teasing.
I believed her.
Melissa’s hand slid under my shirt, her palm hot against my skin. She moved it slow, like she wanted everyone around us to wonder exactly what she was doing. Jun pressed tighter into my back, her hips rolling in lazy circles, each one brushing me harder.
The lights spun across their faces, Melissa’s lips parted, Jun’s eyes half-lidded, Callie watching with a sharp little smirk that made it worse. She stepped in close enough that the edge of her dress brushed me, then tilted her head toward Melissa. “You’re hogging him.”
Melissa smiled without looking away from me. “Maybe I am.”
Jun’s fingers curled into my belt loop, tugging me back into her. The music swelled, the bass punching through my chest. Callie slid between Melissa and me just long enough to kiss me, slow and deep, before spinning out again, pulling Melissa’s hand with her so it trailed across me as she moved.
The three of them started trading places, Melissa in front, Jun at my side, Callie behind me, each taking a turn pressing close, dragging nails, leaning in to murmur something only I could hear. My body was on high alert, every brush of fabric, every shift of heat a fresh hit.
Jun’s mouth found my ear. “You’re hard,” she whispered, so low I almost missed it. Then her hand pressed just enough to make sure I knew she knew. Melissa caught it, eyes lighting up, and for a second both of them were right there, hands and hips moving in time, pinning me between them.
Callie watched from a step away, her eyes locked on mine, her lips curling as if she had already decided how this was going to end.
Melissa’s eyes dropped when she moved back in, as if she couldn’t quite meet mine while her hips pressed close. Her fingers barely rested at my side, light as a breath, but the way she lingered made it clear she wasn’t pulling away.
Jun came up beside me, her smile small, almost nervous, and the heat rolling off her betrayed her more than any words could. Her shoulder brushed mine, then again, the second time longer, her body turning into me like she hadn’t meant to but couldn’t help it.
Callie’s hand found my arm, her nails grazing just once before she let it hang there, eyes darting away toward the lights as if she wasn’t sure she wanted me to notice. The music slowed into a heavy, steady pulse, the kind that seemed to swallow us in the dark.
Melissa’s head lowered until her hair fell forward, hiding most of her face, but I felt the warmth of her breath against my neck. Jun’s knee touched mine, stayed there, her weight shifting with each beat. Callie’s fingers slid down my arm, hesitated at my wrist, then closed around it with a squeeze that felt both accidental and intentional.
They traded glances when they thought I wasn’t looking, each one caught between a private smile and the kind of heat that makes it hard to stand still. A soft laugh from Jun, muffled against my shoulder. Melissa’s quiet sigh when I shifted closer. Callie leaning in just far enough that I could smell the sweet trace of her drink on her lips.
The space between us was gone. Every movement now had skin in it, forearms brushing, thighs grazing, hands finding excuses to pass over each other in the dark. None of it bold, none of it claimed out loud. Just three women caught up in the same pull, their control thinning with each beat.
The bass thumped straight through my ribs, each beat drawing them closer until there was no difference between where I ended and they began. Melissa’s hand slid over my stomach, light enough to pretend it wasn’t deliberate. Jun’s hip pressed to mine, her body rolling with the music in a way she couldn’t disguise as just dancing.
Callie shifted in front of me, her back against my chest, glancing over her shoulder with a look that made my mouth dry. She didn’t press harder, didn’t grind, just swayed in time, letting her hair tickle my cheek, letting me feel the heat trapped between us.
Melissa’s head tilted, her lips close enough that the tips of her hair brushed my jaw. “Too hot in here,” she said, but her voice broke at the end like she didn’t believe it.
Jun’s laugh was soft, almost guilty, as she stepped closer to Melissa, their shoulders touching while they moved. I caught them trading a look, quick, questioning, a little daring. Callie felt it too; her hands came up behind her to rest at my hips, fingers curling slightly, testing the line.
The lights flared, then dimmed, throwing us into pockets of shadow. The music seemed slower now, even though it wasn’t, every beat stretched by the way their bodies pressed in, how they kept finding me without meaning to. Melissa’s hand stayed on my chest longer this time. Jun’s thigh stayed pressed to mine through the turn. Callie leaned back and let her head touch my shoulder, breathing deep like she needed the anchor.
I couldn’t tell if they were doing it for each other’s eyes or for mine, but it didn’t matter, the room had narrowed down to the four of us, the rest of the crowd just heat and noise around the edges.
We broke from the crush in a slow, reluctant drift, their hands finding me in little passing touches that didn’t stop even once we hit the edge of the floor. Jun’s fingers curled into my sleeve. Melissa brushed against my side, her hip bumping mine as if by accident. Callie slid her arm through mine, her cheek still warm when it grazed my shoulder.
The air by the bar felt cooler, but it didn’t cut the heat under my skin. Jun ordered water for all of us, her voice catching slightly when she leaned over to pass me one. Melissa tilted hers back and took a slow sip, eyes locked on mine the whole time.
Callie’s breath hit my ear as she leaned in. “They’re looking at you like they want to eat you alive.” She smiled small, shy, almost embarrassed she’d said it.
Jun laughed under her breath, shaking her head. “Don’t tell him that. He’ll get ideas.” But her eyes gave her away, she wanted me to.
We stood close, too close for casual. The music still pounded, but now it was behind us, dulled by the crowd between. Every shift of their weight made another brush, another flash of skin against mine. Melissa’s nails traced the back of my hand and stayed there. Callie’s shoulder rested against my arm. Jun’s hip found mine again when she moved.
None of them seemed in a hurry to leave. Neither was I.
We spilled out into the night with the bass still humming in our chests, the sidewalk damp under the streetlights. The air hit cooler but it didn’t take the flush from their faces. Jun clung to my arm, Melissa brushed her hair back and leaned into my shoulder, Callie walked just ahead, glancing over with that sly little smile that told me she knew exactly what she looked like right now.
Melissa lifted her phone and called the ride, thumb moving quick. “Three minutes,” she said, slipping it back into her bag. Jun pressed closer, her hand on my chest, feeling the beat still there. Callie glanced down at it and grinned, biting her lip before turning away.
The car slid to the curb and the three of them moved at once, pulling me with them into the back. Jun first, then Melissa, then Callie, all squeezing in until I was wedged between warm bodies, the scent of perfume and sweat thick around us. Jun’s thigh pressed tight to mine, Melissa’s knee over mine just enough to feel her weight. Callie’s hair brushed my cheek every time she shifted.
The driver glanced in the mirror once, then kept his eyes on the road. Jun rested her head on my shoulder, Melissa’s hand slid low on my leg, Callie’s fingers idly traced my wrist. No one said anything for a while, the quiet in the car loaded, every bump in the road shifting us against each other in ways that made it harder to breathe evenly.
Jun’s head stayed on my shoulder, her hair brushing my neck. The warmth of her breath slid along my skin every time she exhaled. Melissa’s hand, light at first on my thigh, shifted just enough to graze higher before settling again, her fingers curling in the fabric of my pants.
Callie, on my other side, let her leg lean in harder, the inside of her knee pressed to mine. I felt the slow, deliberate movement of her heel dragging along my shoe, up my ankle, until her calf rested against me.
Jun’s hand slipped between us, palm flat against my ribs under my jacket, her fingertips stroking once, slow. Melissa’s grip on my thigh tightened, her thumb moving in small circles. Callie leaned in as if to say something, her lips brushing my ear, but she didn’t speak, just let her breath stay there, warm and full of intent.
The driver’s eyes flicked up in the mirror again, catching nothing but the four of us sitting too close, too still. My pulse climbed with every small touch. The city slid by in streaks of light, but all I could feel was the slow, careful way they were closing in.
Melissa shifted in closer, her thigh now pressed flush against mine, her perfume curling around me in the close, warm air. Jun’s fingers traced higher under my jacket, then retreated, only to return a second later, slower this time, her knuckles grazing my shirt. Callie’s calf slid up and down against mine in a slow, steady rhythm, her hand resting casually on my knee, fingertips just brushing the seam.
The car hit a bump and Melissa’s palm landed high on my leg, lingering there, her nails pressing lightly. Jun let out the smallest laugh, the sound low and knowing, her cheek still against my shoulder. Callie’s breath stayed at my ear, each exhale making it harder to sit still.
None of them looked directly at me, as if it wasn’t happening, but every movement was deliberate. The heat pooled heavy in my chest, my hands useless at my sides, wanting to grab and hold and not able to.
Outside, the lights of the city flashed across their faces, Melissa’s half-smile, Jun’s lowered lashes, Callie’s mouth just slightly open. The hum of the tires and the faint bass from the driver’s radio made the space feel even smaller. Every second dragged, every touch landing sharper than it should, until the air felt too thick to breathe.
They tumbled out of the Uber still half-laughing, the air warm and heavy, the driver giving a knowing glance in the mirror as the four of us crossed the sidewalk toward the small neon-lit doorway. The place didn’t look like much from outside, just a vertical sign and a stairwell disappearing down into dim, muffled music. Inside, the girl at the counter barely looked up when they asked for a private room.
We followed her down a narrow hall, carpet worn, doors on either side pulsing faintly with bass and muffled voices. The room she unlocked was barely bigger than a booth, L-shaped bench against two walls, small table in the middle, a giant screen on the far wall, microphones waiting on stands.
They piled in first, sliding along the bench, close together, knees brushing. I followed, the door shutting behind us with a soft click, cutting the outside noise to a distant thump. The lighting was low enough that shadows softened the edges of everything.
“Pick something,” Janelle murmured, passing me the song remote but keeping her eyes on mine. Lacey leaned in from the other side, her bare knee grazing my thigh, the heat of it lingering. Madison reached for the mic but instead held it out to me, her fingers slow to let go.
“You start,” she said, voice low, lips curving.
The first track came up without anyone pressing a button, some slow R&B number filling the space. Lacey laughed under her breath, sliding down in her seat so her leg stretched along mine. Janelle’s shoulder pressed against my arm, just enough to register the warmth through my shirt.
When Madison stood to adjust the screen, her hip brushed my knee, her perfume sliding in under the stale air of the room. The little space made everything closer than it needed to be, every movement brushing, bumping, catching.
I took the mic. Their eyes stayed on me while I sang the first lines, not even pretending to care about the words, just watching my mouth, the grip of my hand, the way my voice dropped. By the time the chorus hit, Lacey’s fingers were resting lightly on my thigh, tapping in time, not moving away.
Jun picked a song in Japanese that none of us could follow. She sang in a half-whisper, eyes flicking from the screen to me, her hand still on my leg but drifting higher with every verse. The lights slid through deep pink into a slow red wash, shadows stretching across the walls.
Melissa had the mic next, but she didn’t sing. She just let the music play while she leaned into me, her hair falling forward as she pretended to look at the lyrics. Her breath warmed my ear when she spoke low so the others couldn’t hear. “You’re too quiet.” Her thigh pressed harder into mine.
Callie slid down until her hip was against my side, the hem of her skirt riding high as she shifted. Her bare skin brushed my wrist when I reached for my drink. She didn’t move away.
The song ended but nobody reached for the remote. The screen just glowed, playing soft background visuals while the next track waited. Jun’s hand was resting high on my thigh now, her thumb moving in small circles that made it impossible to focus on anything else.
Melissa leaned back far enough to look me over, her mouth curved like she knew exactly what she was doing. Callie’s arm was still along the back of the bench, her fingertips tracing the line of my shoulder. The air in the room felt warmer, heavier. The music faded into the next song without anyone singing.
Melissa finally took the mic again, but instead of singing, she passed it to me and said, “Your turn.” She didn’t move away. Jun didn’t either. Callie stayed close, her eyes fixed on me like she was waiting to see what I’d do.
I didn’t sing. I just held the mic while Jun reached over me to grab a handful of chips from the table, brushing her chest against my arm like she hadn’t noticed. Melissa caught it and leaned in tighter from the other side, sliding her drink past me so I had to shift closer to her. Callie smirked and swung one leg over the bench so her knee pressed against mine, her skirt opening just enough to flash the pale inside of her thigh.
The three of them weren’t talking much anymore. It was all little looks, quick touches, and that low hum of music filling the silence. Jun’s fingers traced up the seam of my jeans and stopped just short of where I wanted them. Melissa’s nails tapped slow against my wrist, each one a little harder than the last, like she was daring me to look at her instead of Jun. Callie leaned forward to pour more drinks, her hair falling across my hand before she settled back and draped her arm over my shoulders, pulling me into her side.
Jun laughed at something in the lyrics on-screen, and Melissa immediately countered by whispering something in my ear I didn’t even process, just felt the heat of her mouth and the wet edge of her breath. Callie shifted again, her leg pressing more firmly into mine, eyes locked on me while she tipped her glass back.
The pressure kept building, each of them pushing in closer, each touch lingering just a second too long. My drink sat untouched on the table. Nobody was paying attention to the songs anymore.
The lights in the booth seemed darker now, the screen’s glow washing over them in slow pulses. Jun slid along the bench until her hip pressed against mine, her bare arm warm where it brushed my side. She picked a song she clearly didn’t care about, the mic low at her chest, and sang soft enough that I had to lean in to hear, her mouth so close I caught the faint taste of whatever she’d been drinking.
Melissa shifted to face me fully, one knee tucked under her so she could lean over, hair brushing my jaw as she reached for the mic Jun wasn’t letting go of. Their hands tangled briefly, and neither pulled back right away. Callie’s hand settled on my thigh then, light at first, then heavier, fingers spreading just enough that I knew she was feeling the heat through my jeans.
Jun’s voice trailed off as Melissa laughed quietly and let her hand slide down over mine, her fingers lacing for a second before she let go. Callie’s palm dragged upward along my thigh until her pinky hooked under the edge of my zipper. I didn’t move. None of us did, except for that slow, deliberate contact that was starting to feel dangerous in the small space.
Jun’s free hand rested on my chest, her nails tracing a slow circle over my shirt. Melissa leaned in to murmur something to her, and whatever it was made Jun’s mouth curve in a way that sent a jolt straight through me. Callie gave the faintest squeeze before pulling back, just enough to leave my skin buzzing where her hand had been.
The next song started without anyone picking it. Nobody reached for the mic.
Jun was the first to move, sliding the mic onto the table and leaning in so close I felt her breath on my mouth. She kissed me slow, deliberate, tasting of gin and something sweeter. Callie’s hand returned to my thigh, firmer now, sliding higher until her knuckles pressed against the hard shape in my jeans. Melissa was behind me suddenly, her hands on my shoulders, her mouth at my ear, whispering something low and hot that made my grip tighten on Jun’s waist.
Jun broke the kiss just long enough to turn her face to Melissa, and then they were kissing over my shoulder, their bodies pressing into mine from either side. Callie’s fingers worked my button open, tugged the zipper down, her knuckles brushing bare skin. I couldn’t look away from the two of them in front of me, Jun’s tongue sliding over Melissa’s lip, Melissa’s hand cupping the back of Jun’s neck.
Callie freed me from my jeans, her grip wrapping around me with slow strokes that made my head tip back. Melissa’s hand found mine and pulled it down between Jun’s thighs, pushing her skirt up to bare the heat under her. Jun moaned into Melissa’s mouth when I touched her, rocking against my hand in short, urgent movements.
Callie’s strokes quickened, her thumb dragging over the tip while her other hand slipped under my shirt. Melissa slid down to her knees in front of me, taking over from Callie with a deep, hungry pull that made my thighs tighten. Callie moved to Jun, tugging her panties aside and lowering her head, Jun’s fingers threading through her hair immediately.
The booth was filled with soft, breathless sounds, Jun’s voice breaking as Callie’s mouth worked on her, Melissa’s wet pull on me, my own breathing rough in my ears. Jun’s hand gripped the back of my head, pulling me into another kiss, messy now, her hips jerking against Callie’s mouth. Melissa’s rhythm on me matched the quickening sounds from Jun until I couldn’t hold back, my body tightening and breaking under her mouth.
Jun’s legs trembled against me, her release coming almost on top of mine, her head dropping to my shoulder, breath hot against my neck. Callie pulled back with a slow lick, glancing up at me with a grin that said she wasn’t close to done.
We stayed tangled on that couch for a long moment, the room heavy with the smell of sweat and perfume and whatever we’d just done to each other. Jun’s cheek was still pressed to my shoulder, her fingers drawing lazy lines over my chest. Callie sat back against the cushions, smoothing her skirt down like that could undo the mess she’d made of it, her lips still shiny. Melissa stretched out with her legs across my lap, eyes half-lidded but fixed on me in a way that said she was memorizing every second.
No one said much. The silence wasn’t awkward, it was thick, charged, the kind that made you want to shift closer instead of away. I could feel their bodies cooling, but their eyes were still warm on me, trading glances over my lap like there was something unspoken between them I wasn’t supposed to catch.
Jun finally pulled back, kissed me once more, softer this time, and stood. “We should go before they kick us out.” She said it like she was sorry to break the spell.
Outside, the air hit cool and sharp, and they bunched in close again, all of them pressed against me as we waited for another ride. Callie leaned in just enough for her lips to brush my ear. “Next time,” she murmured, “somewhere with a bed.”
Melissa grinned at that, and Jun’s eyes met mine like she’d already decided where that would be.
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We piled out of the Uber onto the sidewalk, the night air still thick with the smell of food carts and exhaust. Melissa tugged at the strap of her purse, eyes darting up the street like she wasn’t sure which way to go. Callie grabbed her wrist, pulling her toward the corner. “This way. There’s a place I know.”
Jun trailed just behind, brushing her damp hair back, glancing at me quick before looking away. I caught her adjusting the hem of her skirt, tugging it down when the wind lifted it higher than she wanted.
Melissa leaned in close as we walked, her shoulder bumping mine. “You’re really quiet,” she said, almost shy. She laughed too quickly after, like she needed to cover it. Callie glanced over her shoulder and rolled her eyes. “He’s fine. He’s just pretending not to stare.”
The place Callie dragged us to was loud, a cramped bar with sticky floors and colored lights flashing over the crowd. She didn’t wait for us to decide, she pushed through bodies until we had a corner spot, then turned, cheeks flushed from the heat and noise. “Drinks?” she asked, already stepping toward the bar.
Melissa shifted from one foot to the other, her hand on my arm. “I’ll go with her,” she said, then hurried after Callie, weaving through the crowd.
That left me with Jun. She stood close, not meeting my eyes, chewing on her lip. She raised her voice just enough to be heard. “They’re a little much sometimes.” Her laugh was nervous, but her hand brushed my wrist before she pulled it back quick.
I leaned in so she didn’t have to shout. “And you’re not?”
Her eyes flicked up, then down. “Not like them.”
Melissa and Callie came back with cheap cocktails sloshing in plastic cups. Melissa shoved one into my hand, grinning quick before looking away again. “It’s strong,” she said, like she needed to explain herself. Callie didn’t bother, she took a sip from hers, winced, then laughed, her hair sticking to her lip gloss.
The music shifted, heavier bass rolling through the floor. Callie grabbed Melissa’s hand and tugged her toward the dance floor. Melissa resisted at first, laughing nervously, but followed anyway. Jun glanced at me, hesitant. “Do you want to?”
I didn’t answer, just took her hand and led her after them.
The floor was packed, bodies pressed close, sweat hanging in the air. Callie moved first, awkward at the start but loosening up quick, her hips swaying against the beat. Melissa followed, laughing with her hand in her hair, cheeks pink. Jun stayed near me, moving small, careful steps at first.
The crowd pushed us tighter. Callie reached for me suddenly, her hand sliding up my arm. “Come on,” she shouted over the music, her grin wide, uncertain, but full of energy. Melissa pressed in from the other side, her eyes wide but determined. Jun was behind me, her body bumping mine every time the bass shook the floor.
They weren’t smooth about it, not practiced. Every move was clumsy, eager, a little rushed. But they were pulling me with them, step by step, until I was caught between all three, their laughter spilling into my ear, their hands everywhere at once.
The lights pulsed red and blue, washing over their faces in quick flashes. Callie spun around with her cup high, half her drink spilling onto the floor, and she laughed so hard her hair whipped across her face. Melissa tried to copy the move, stumbled into me instead, her palms flat against my chest. She looked up quick, her breath catching before she stepped back, smiling too wide.
Jun stayed close, her body brushing mine every time someone pushed past. She moved in small steps, then bigger ones, until she was swaying with the beat. Her hand caught my sleeve once and didn’t let go.
Callie pushed between us, shouting, “Shots!” She grabbed Melissa’s wrist and dragged her toward the bar again. Jun and I followed, weaving through the crowd until we were pressed shoulder to shoulder at the counter.
The bartender slammed glasses down in a row, liquid splashing over the edges. Melissa picked one up, wrinkled her nose, then clinked it against mine. “Don’t think about it,” she said, and tossed it back.
Callie licked the salt from her hand, her tongue flashing, then sucked the lime so hard juice sprayed down her chin. She wiped it with her thumb, grinning. “Another round.”
Jun shook her head, holding her glass half-raised. “I’m slow,” she admitted, sipping instead of throwing it back. Melissa leaned into her, giggling as she stole the lime right out of Jun’s fingers. Jun laughed too, shoving her shoulder.
The music thudded harder, pulling us back into the crowd. This time Melissa led the way, her hand sliding into mine like she didn’t want to lose me in the crush. Callie darted ahead, turning to face us, her hips moving sharp, the hem of her tight dress riding high every time she spun.
Jun caught my other hand, tugging me closer when the crowd squeezed tighter. Suddenly I was locked between them, Melissa pulling one arm, Jun the other, Callie in front, her eyes bright and wild.
The press of bodies around us left no space. Melissa’s back hit my chest, her hair brushing under my chin as she swayed, soft and warm against me. Jun’s hip pressed at my side, her breath in my ear when she laughed. Callie leaned forward, her fingers curling into my shirt, pulling me closer with each beat.
The song shifted into something slower but heavier, bass dragging every movement longer. Melissa’s ass rolled against me in time, Callie sliding her hand over mine, guiding it lower along her side until my palm rested against the heat of her thigh. Jun held on tighter, her cheek brushing my shoulder as her body moved in sync with Melissa’s.
They kept trading spots, shifting around me, one pressing close while another pulled back, then rushing in again. Callie kissed Melissa on the cheek mid-spin, Melissa squealed and shoved her, then caught me by the waist like I was her anchor. Jun only shook her head, laughing as she hooked my arm tighter around her middle.
Every touch was quick, chaotic, unplanned, but none of them stopped.
The floor shook with the next track, faster, brighter. Callie grabbed Melissa’s hand again and spun her until they were both laughing too hard to stay upright. Melissa stumbled into me, nearly knocking her drink over my shirt, then leaned her head back against my chest, her laughter spilling out louder than the music for a second.
Jun loosened her grip on my arm and started moving bigger, bolder. She swayed her hips side to side, her hair flying across her face as she finally stopped holding herself small. She looked at me once, caught my eyes, and smiled with her tongue caught between her teeth before turning back into the music.
Callie hopped in close, her palm flat against my chest as she pushed me back a step, then snapped her fingers above her head like she owned the beat. “Come on!” she shouted, bouncing hard enough her dress rode up, and she didn’t fix it.
Melissa copied her, throwing both hands in the air, spinning clumsy but not caring. She crashed into Jun, who only laughed harder, steadying her by the waist. Melissa stayed there longer than she should have, their hips brushing in the tight press of the crowd.
I caught Callie watching them, her eyes narrowing for a second before she smirked and grabbed me by the shoulders, pulling me down so she could shout in my ear. “They’re worse than me!” She laughed and pressed her body into mine, her chest bouncing against me with every jump.
Jun turned then, pulling Melissa with her, and suddenly the four of us were tangled together in the middle of the floor. Jun’s hand slid up Melissa’s arm until their fingers laced, Melissa giggling as she leaned into her side. Callie kept me close with her hand gripping the back of my neck, but she was grinning at the other two now, not bothered anymore.
The crowd surged with the beat, pushing us tighter. Melissa squealed as someone brushed her from behind, and she spun to hide against me, her arms looped fast around my waist. She didn’t let go when Jun tugged at her shoulder, just leaned her head back to grin at her.
Callie tipped her drink over her lips, finished it, then threw the empty cup high into the crowd. She clapped her hands above her head, shouting the lyrics she only half-knew. Melissa followed, Jun next, until all three were yelling into the music, their voices tangled and raw.
Jun grabbed my wrist suddenly, pulling my hand up, making me throw it into the air with hers. Melissa joined, holding both my hands like she was showing me how to dance. Callie wrapped her arms around my neck from behind, her breath hot on my cheek as she screamed the chorus straight into my ear.
They weren’t worried anymore. They weren’t careful. Every move was louder, messier, bolder. They were letting it go, and I was caught in the middle, sweat and heat and laughter pressing in from every side.
The song shifted into something dirtier, bass dragging low and heavy through the floor. The lights flicked red, then purple, shadows strobing over their faces. Melissa was still holding both my hands above my head, but her hips started moving slower, pressed tighter into mine. She glanced up once, her lip caught between her teeth, then dropped her gaze.
Jun saw it, stepped in on the other side, and let her shoulder brush mine. She leaned closer until her mouth was near my ear. “This is crazy,” she said, but her laugh was nervous and thrilled at the same time.
Callie was behind me, arms still looped around my neck. She shifted lower, grinding against my back in quick bursts, her breath hot against the back of my ear. “You like it,” she teased, but her voice cracked halfway, betraying the edge in her.
Melissa dropped my hands finally, but instead of stepping back, she let them fall onto her hips. Her body kept rolling against me, her skirt riding up every time she moved. She didn’t fix it now. Jun pressed closer too, her thigh brushing mine, her eyes half-lidded in the wash of light.
The three of them pulled me into a tighter circle, bodies bumping, hair sticking with sweat, their laughter breaking into gasps now. Melissa’s hand slid up my chest and stayed there. Jun’s fingers tangled with mine at my side. Callie’s lips brushed my jaw quick, almost like an accident, but she didn’t move away after.
The crowd surged again, forcing us tighter. Melissa let out a short moan she tried to cover with a laugh. Jun’s mouth fell open as her body pressed harder against mine. Callie bit my ear, playful but sharp enough to make me jolt.
The beat dropped heavier. Melissa grabbed Jun’s hand and dragged it down over her own hip, holding it there with a wicked grin. Jun’s laugh was shaky, but she didn’t pull away. Callie saw it and spun around to face me, pressing her chest into mine, her arms still around my neck. She stared straight into my eyes, her mouth open like she was daring me to kiss her right there.
Melissa leaned her forehead against my chest, laughing breathlessly, but her ass ground back into me harder. Jun’s hand slid higher on my side, bolder now, her body pressed full against me. Callie leaned in, her lips brushing mine, but pulled back just short, smirking as the light caught her damp face.
They were laughing, still playful, but the air between us was charged now, the fun tilting into something heavier, hotter. Every move had skin in it, every laugh broke into a gasp, every brush of their bodies lingered a second longer than necessary.
The crowd faded out around us. It was just the three of them circling me, losing themselves in the music, in me, in each other, no hesitation left.
Melissa’s laugh cracked into a gasp when I grabbed her hip to steady her. She tried to play it off, tossing her hair back, but her body pressed harder against me, rolling in small, deliberate circles. Her hand clutched my shirt like she needed balance, but she didn’t let go even when she found it.
Jun edged closer, her shoulder brushing mine again, and this time she didn’t move away. She glanced up, her lips parted, her eyes wide in the pulsing light. “Too close,” she whispered, but she didn’t step back, she pressed in tighter, her thigh sliding against mine.
Callie shoved herself between us, grinning like she was just messing around, but her hand landed on my stomach, low, fingers sliding just above my belt. “Relax,” she teased, her voice almost lost under the bass, though I felt the tremor in it. She tipped her head up and kissed me quick, barely lips on lips, but the shock of it made Melissa freeze against me, then melt back into the grind with a sharp exhale.
The crowd around us shifted, packed tighter. Jun’s chest pressed into my arm, her breath shallow against my shoulder. She tilted her head up, her mouth brushing the side of my neck as if by accident, but she lingered there. Her laugh was shaky, nervous, but thrilled, and it carried right into my skin.
Melissa twisted in my grip, facing me now. Her eyes flicked nervously toward Callie, then back to mine, before she leaned up and kissed me full on the mouth. It was hot, rushed, sloppy, her body pressed flush to mine as if the music had tipped her over the edge.
Callie laughed in disbelief, but instead of pulling away she grabbed Jun and kissed her. Jun’s eyes flew wide at first, her whole body stiff, then she shuddered and kissed back, her hands gripping Callie’s arms tight. She broke off breathless, covering her mouth with her hand, cheeks flushed deep in the flashing lights. “I can’t, ” she started, but her hips didn’t stop moving against me.
Melissa’s nails dug into my side as she bit her lip, breath heavy. “We shouldn’t,” she muttered, though her body ground harder against mine.
Callie smirked, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Too late,” she said, loud enough for all of us to hear. She shoved her thigh between mine and leaned in until her lips brushed my ear. “Don’t stop.”
The three of them clung to me, pressed tight from every side, their laughter sharper now, breaking into gasps, into kisses they didn’t mean to give but didn’t take back. Every move crossed another line, Melissa’s hand sliding lower, Jun’s lips brushing mine by mistake, Callie grinding harder until my breath caught.
They were slipping, all of them, and none of them wanted to stop.
The bass rattled through the floor, every beat vibrating up my legs. Melissa had both fists in my shirt now, grinding against me full, her skirt hitched high on her thighs. She kissed me again, harder this time, wet and messy, her tongue sliding clumsily against mine before she broke away with a gasp. Her eyes darted around like she was afraid someone saw, then snapped back to me, daring herself to do it again.
Jun pressed in on my other side, breath shaky, her body plastered to mine. “We’re crazy,” she whispered, but her hand slid up under my shirt anyway, trembling as her palm dragged across my stomach. The nervous laugh that followed turned into a gasp when I grabbed her hip and pulled her closer.
Callie didn’t wait. She pushed between us again, one hand on my chest, the other slipping boldly down the front of my jeans. My breath hitched hard, but she just grinned, her lips brushing my ear. “Nobody can see,” she lied, her hand already wrapping tight around me.
Melissa froze for half a second, her eyes wide at what Callie was doing. Then she shoved her hand down too, fighting for space until both of them had me gripped, stroking in turns. Her laughter was breathless, disbelieving. “Oh my god,” she hissed, grinding against my thigh as she did it.
Jun bit her lip so hard it went white, her face flushed in the strobes. She pressed her chest into me, her eyes flicking down, then up again like she couldn’t believe what she was seeing. Her thighs squeezed together, her breath spilling fast against my neck.
The crowd surged tighter, pressing bodies around us, hiding us in plain sight. Callie bent to kiss me, open and sloppy, while Melissa worked my cock through my jeans with desperate little jerks of her wrist. Jun groaned quietly, her hand still under my shirt, nails scraping over my ribs.
Melissa’s voice broke into my ear, nervous and hot. “You’re so hard.” Her hips jerked faster against me, her leg shaking with the effort.
Jun leaned up suddenly, kissing me quick, clumsy, then pulling back with a laugh that cracked into a moan. She clutched at my arm, grinding herself against my thigh now, her face buried against my shoulder.
Callie’s grip on me tightened, her strokes sharper, bolder. “You’re gonna lose it right here,” she hissed, her tongue flicking over my lips. She laughed when I groaned, then kissed me again, harder.
Melissa pressed her face into my neck, panting, her body rocking in frantic little bursts. Jun’s breath caught, her nails digging in. Callie was relentless, her hand working faster, daring me to finish with the bass pounding through us.
They weren’t just nervous anymore. They were lost, sweaty, reckless, too far gone to stop.
Melissa gasped when Callie pulled my hand from her waist and shoved it under her skirt. The fabric bunched as she pressed my fingers down, over the thin line of her panties. “Do it,” she whispered, frantic, her eyes darting around the room before snapping back to mine.
The heat soaked straight through. I hooked my fingers under the edge, and she moaned sharp, jerking her hips against me as I slid inside. Her knees buckled once and she clutched my arm to stay upright.
Jun watched, frozen, her breath shallow. Then she grabbed my other hand and pushed it down the front of her own panties, her face flushed deep under the strobe lights. “Please,” she breathed, so soft I almost didn’t catch it. Her thighs clamped around my wrist when I found her clit, her head dropping onto my shoulder, hair sticking to her damp cheek.
Melissa pressed tighter against me, riding my hand like she couldn’t stop herself. Her lips brushed my jaw, open, gasping. Callie laughed, wild and giddy, then shoved my wrist deeper against Jun, egging her on. “He’s got you,” she shouted over the music, grinning when Jun let out a muffled cry.
The crowd shifted around us, covering us in a blur of bodies. Melissa clung harder, her moans breaking between nervous laughs. Jun’s hips rocked against my fingers, her breath ragged, her body trembling as she tried to keep moving with the music.
Callie leaned in, kissing Melissa hard, then turned and kissed Jun, messy and rushed, her hands gripping both their waists as if to hold them in place. She glanced at me over their shoulders, smirking, her eyes wild. “You like this too much,” she teased, her hand squeezing me through my jeans again.
Melissa bucked into my hand, her moan sharp in my ear. “Don’t stop,” she begged, half-laughing, half-sobbing. Jun clutched me tighter, her thighs trembling, her breath hot against my neck.
The music pounded through us, lights flashing across their flushed faces, their mouths parted, their bodies grinding against me. They were lost now, reckless, desperate, forcing my hands deeper, daring themselves not to care who saw.
Melissa was the first to lose it. Her nails dug into my chest, her head thrown back as her hips jerked against my hand. The music swallowed her cry, but I felt it in the tremble of her thighs, the sharp clench around my fingers as she broke. She clung to me, shaking, gasping into my neck while her body pulsed.
Jun’s eyes went wide, almost frightened, watching Melissa come apart right there against me. She froze, my fingers still pressed to her clit, and shoved my wrist back out of her panties in a sudden jolt. Her face was red, her mouth open like she wanted to laugh but couldn’t.
Callie’s grin faltered too. She pulled Melissa upright, smoothing her skirt down, looking around as if she expected someone had seen. “Shit,” she muttered, low, a shaky laugh covering it.
Melissa buried her face against my shoulder, still panting, her body limp. “I, I didn’t mean.” Her words trailed off, muffled in my shirt.
Jun stepped back, tugging her own hem down, her hands shaking as she tried to compose herself. She wouldn’t meet my eyes, biting her lip hard enough to leave a mark. “We can’t, not here,” she whispered, more to herself than to me.
Callie grabbed both their wrists, pulling them toward the edge of the floor. “Come on.” Her voice cracked, still playful but thinner now, as if she was forcing it. “Before we all do something worse.”
We pushed through the crowd, laughter and sweat pressing in from every side, but none of us spoke. Melissa clung to Callie’s arm, her face flushed deep, still catching her breath. Jun kept glancing at the floor, hair falling forward to hide her expression.
Outside, the cool night hit us hard. Melissa leaned against the wall, fanning herself with her hand. Callie lit a cigarette with a shaky laugh, passing it to Jun, who took it quick, inhaling deep like she needed the pause.
I stood with them in silence, my hands still tingling, my chest tight with the memory of Melissa’s body breaking against me. Callie blew smoke out in a long stream, then smirked weakly. “We got carried away.”
Melissa finally looked up, cheeks blazing, her voice barely a whisper. “Way too carried away.”
Jun nodded fast, hugging her arms tight across her chest. “We need to slow down,” she said, though her eyes flicked at me, betraying the heat that hadn’t cooled.
For a moment, the four of us just stood there, breath mixing with the night air, the wild rush of the club still clinging to our skin. The thrill was still there, humming under the surface, but now it was tangled with nerves, shame, the sharp awareness of how far we’d gone.
Callie stubbed the cigarette out with a sharp twist, then hooked her arm through Melissa’s. “Let’s go,” she said. “Somewhere else. Somewhere private.”
They didn’t argue.
We cut down a side street, away from the bass and lights, the air cooler and sharper here. Melissa walked fast, her heels clicking against the pavement, but she kept glancing back at me, her cheeks still red. Jun walked with her arms crossed tight, chewing her lip, her hair hiding most of her face. Callie drifted beside me, swinging her purse, her grin thin but twitching like she couldn’t hold it steady.
“Just a few blocks,” Melissa muttered, not looking at me.
Jun laughed nervously. “Like that makes it better.”
Callie snorted, bumping me with her shoulder. “We’re fine.” She said it loud, but her hand brushed mine once, then again, until her fingers hooked between mine. She squeezed hard before letting go like nothing happened.
Melissa heard the laugh and spun on her, her eyes wide. “Callie.” Her voice cracked with warning, but she didn’t sound convinced herself.
Callie rolled her eyes, biting her lip to keep from smiling. “I didn’t do anything.”
We walked another half block in silence. The only sound was our steps and the occasional hiss of a passing car. Then Jun stumbled over a crack in the sidewalk and grabbed my arm for balance. She didn’t let go right away, her hand gripping tight, her body pressed close. Her breath hitched before she stepped back, whispering, “Sorry,” even though she was still holding my sleeve.
Melissa’s gaze flicked to us, her mouth parting. She tugged her purse strap higher and sped up, but her walk wasn’t steady, her thighs brushing each other faster.
Callie caught it, grinned, and leaned in to whisper in my ear. “She’s thinking the same thing as us.” Her breath tickled, sending a shiver down my neck.
Melissa stopped dead, spinning on us again. “Can you two not?” Her voice was sharp, but her hands trembled where she clutched the purse.
Callie raised both palms, laughing. “Okay, okay.” But her eyes sparkled as she fell back in step beside me.
The air between us buzzed. Jun’s hand brushed mine again, then retreated. Melissa’s hips swayed sharper than before, her dress clinging damp to her back. Callie kept glancing at me, smirking whenever she caught my eyes.
We passed under a streetlamp, and Melissa slowed, waiting until I was beside her. She didn’t look at me when she whispered, “We really can’t lose it again. Not here.” Her voice cracked on the last word.
But as she said it, her hand slipped into mine, her grip warm and trembling.
Jun saw, her eyes wide, and without a word she slid her fingers through my other hand.
Callie burst out laughing, too loud for the empty street. “You two are pathetic,” she teased, then shoved her hand under my arm and hugged in close, her thigh bumping mine with every step.
None of them let go.
Melissa’s building was just ahead, a squat brick place with a narrow entry lit by a buzzing neon sign. She fumbled her keys as we reached the door, dropping them once before scooping them up with a muttered curse. Her hands were shaking too much.
The stairwell smelled faintly of paint and old carpet, every footstep echoing too loud. Melissa led the way up, her heels sharp on the steps, her hips swaying faster than she meant them to. Callie followed close behind, brushing against me every chance she got, her hand sliding along the railing but crossing over to graze my hip whenever the stairs tightened. Jun trailed, quiet, eyes down, but her breathing was quick and uneven, carrying up the narrow hall.
On the second landing Melissa paused, pressing a palm to the wall like she needed the support. I caught up to her, my hand brushing her lower back. She shivered hard and glanced back at me with wide eyes before moving again, faster this time.
Jun slipped her hand into mine as we climbed, her grip trembling but insistent. She didn’t look at me, just held on until Callie caught it and laughed under her breath. “You’re not hiding anything,” Callie teased, her voice bouncing in the stairwell.
Jun blushed deeper, but she didn’t let go.
Melissa’s keys jingled nervously in her fist as we reached her floor. She stopped at the hallway, glancing back at us, her lips parted. “Almost there,” she said, though her voice was thin, breathless.
Callie pressed into me from behind, her chest flush against my back as she whispered, “She’s already gone.” Her fingers dragged over my belt before she pulled away with a quick laugh.
Melissa’s eyes snapped to us, catching the movement. She bit her lip hard and turned, striding toward her door, the hem of her dress riding high as her pace quickened.
Jun squeezed my hand tighter, then abruptly shoved it down the waistband of her skirt, her face buried against my shoulder as she walked. My fingers brushed heat through damp fabric, and she gasped, stumbling but not stopping. Melissa looked back once, caught the sight of Jun clutching me, and nearly dropped her keys again.
“Stop it,” she hissed, but the way her thighs rubbed together betrayed her.
Callie surged forward, cutting between us, and snatched the keys from Melissa’s shaking hand. “You’re useless right now,” she laughed, pushing Melissa gently against the wall with her free hand. Melissa’s breath broke in a soft moan at the contact, her head falling back before she caught herself, cheeks blazing.
Callie smirked at me, dangling the keys. “Come on. Let’s get inside before someone hears us.”
Melissa tried to glare at her, but her chest was heaving, her knees trembling. Jun clung to me, her body pressed close, eyes shut like she was already past pretending. Callie jiggled the keys in the lock, her grin wide and wicked, her whole body vibrating with pent-up energy.
The door shut with a dull thud that seemed louder than the music we’d left behind. The hallway’s echoes died, leaving only the sound of our breathing in the small entry. Melissa leaned against the wall, clutching her purse to her chest, her chest rising and falling too fast. Jun let go of me at last, hugging her arms tight around herself, eyes darting everywhere but mine. Callie dropped the keys onto the counter with a clatter, then turned, grinning too wide.
Melissa, her voice thin, said, “We, ” butstopped, swallowed, then shook her head.
Jun laughed nervously, the sound cracking. She covered her mouth, cheeks blazing, but her body still swayed toward me like gravity had her.
Callie smirked. “You two are pathetic,” she teased, but her hands trembled as she tugged at her skirt, smoothing it down only for it to ride back up when she shifted her weight.
Melissa’s purse slid from her grip, thumping to the floor. She bent to grab it, but when she straightened, her dress had ridden high. Her thighs were flushed, damp at the edges, and she froze when she realized all three of us were staring. Her lip quivered; she tugged the hem down too late.
Jun made a strangled sound, stepped forward, and kissed her. Quick, clumsy, panicked, but Melissa clung to her instantly, their bodies colliding, lips sliding messy.
Callie barked a laugh, almost disbelieving, then shoved herself against me, her mouth crashing into mine. Her kiss was hot, sloppy, all teeth and tongue, her body grinding against me with no restraint now.
Melissa broke from Jun, gasping, her eyes glazed. “We can’t, ” she started, but her words cut off when Jun’s hand slid down the front of her dress, pressing hard between her legs. Melissa’s moan filled the apartment, high and sharp, her knees giving just enough for Jun to catch her by the waist.
Callie pulled my hand to her chest, pressing it under her top, her nipple stiff against my palm. “Don’t hold back,” she breathed, her voice shaky, desperate.
Melissa moaned again, louder, clutching Jun’s shoulders, her head falling back. Jun looked at me over her, eyes wide and wild, her lips wet and parted, her hand working faster between Melissa’s legs.
The hesitation was gone. The shame was still there, flickering on their faces, but it had no weight anymore. Their bodies moved on their own, reckless, hungry, all of us too far gone to stop.
Callie grabbed her phone off the counter and jammed it into the speaker dock. Music blasted instantly, too loud for the small apartment, rattling the picture frames on the wall. She didn’t even check the song, just cranked it until the bass thumped heavy, filling the silence they couldn’t stand.
Melissa jumped at the noise, but instead of turning it down she laughed breathlessly, covering her face with one hand. Jun was still on her, kissing her neck, pulling her dress strap down over her shoulder. Melissa tried to fix it, fumbling, but Jun pushed it lower, baring the curve of her breast.
Callie tugged at my shirt, yanking it up and over my head. “Too hot,” she muttered, though her grin betrayed her, wide and wicked. She pressed her lips against my chest, open-mouthed, sucking until I groaned.
Melissa’s dress slid down another inch, and she squeaked, half-giggling, half-protesting. “The neighbors, ”
“Can’t hear us,” Callie cut her off, raising the volume another notch. “Trust me.”
Jun shoved Melissa back onto the couch, climbing on top of her. Melissa squirmed under her, her dress bunched high around her hips, legs kicking weakly against the cushions. She laughed too hard, her voice shrill with nerves, but when Jun’s hand pressed down between her thighs again, she gasped and clutched at her wrist instead of pushing it away.
Callie straddled my lap, grinding hard, her skirt riding up until the thin line of her panties pressed into me. She reached back, tugging my belt loose, fumbling with the buckle like she couldn’t get it fast enough. “Help me,” she hissed, frantic, her hair sticking to her lips.
I shoved it open for her, and she slid down, dragging the zipper with a sharp rasp. Her hand wrapped around me instantly, squeezing hard, her eyes locked on mine. “Don’t stop watching me,” she whispered, voice trembling with need.
Melissa moaned on the couch, her thighs spread wide now, Jun’s hand buried between them. She covered her face with both hands, her laugh breaking into sharp little cries as Jun worked her faster. “This is so wrong,” she gasped, but she didn’t move, her hips jerking against the touch.
Callie kissed me again, rough and sloppy, her other hand shoving mine down the front of her panties. The heat hit me instantly, hurried and desperate. She cried out into my mouth when I slid two fingers inside, her body rocking hard against me.
Jun looked over from the couch, her face flushed, her mouth wet from Melissa’s skin. Her eyes locked on mine, wide, nervous, but thrilled, her fingers never stopping as Melissa writhed beneath her.
The music pounded louder, covering the moans, the sharp gasps, the sound of skin against skin. Clothes half-off, bodies tangled, the room spun with heat and noise. None of them could stop themselves anymore, not even when they tried.
Melissa shoved Jun off with a shaky laugh, tugging her dress back up over her chest. “I need, water,” she stammered, pushing past us toward the kitchen. Callie rolled off my lap, breathless, her skirt still hiked to her waist. She laughed too, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Yeah, water. Sure.”
Jun and I followed them, the music still pounding too loud in the living room, muffled by the wall. Melissa yanked two bottles from the fridge, fumbling the caps off with trembling fingers. She handed one to Jun, but when Jun reached, their hands brushed, and Melissa froze. The bottle slipped, splashing over both of them.
Jun laughed, half-mortified, half-thrilled, water running down her thigh. Melissa swore under her breath, grabbing a towel, but Jun caught her wrist, holding it there. Their eyes locked for a beat too long, then Jun leaned in and kissed her, quick and hot, before pulling back with a sharp intake of breath. “Sorry,” she muttered, but she didn’t let go.
Callie pressed up behind me, sliding her arms around my waist, her fingers slipping under my jeans again. She nipped my shoulder through my skin, whispering, “She’s not sorry,” then shoved my other hand toward her chest. She moaned when I cupped her, muffling it in my neck.
Melissa had backed Jun against the counter now, her towel forgotten. She tried to wipe the water off Jun’s thighs, but her hand lingered higher, fingers brushing under her skirt. Jun gasped, clutching the counter edge with both hands, her knees knocking together.
Callie watched, grinning, then dropped to her knees in front of me, tugging my jeans open completely. Her mouth was on me before I could stop her, wet heat pulling a groan out of me that made Melissa’s head whip around. Her eyes widened, then she bit her lip and shoved Jun harder into the counter, her fingers sliding deep between her legs.
Jun moaned, loud, clutching Melissa’s shoulders now, her face buried against her neck. Callie sucked harder, her hands gripping my thighs, the wet click of her throat lost under the thumping bass in the other room. Melissa’s dress straps slid down again, baring her breast to Jun’s open mouth.
Melissa suddenly broke, pushing Jun back, chest heaving. “No, no, we can’t, ” Her voice cracked. She shoved past us toward the balcony doors, fumbling them open, cool air rushing in.
We followed. Jun staggered out after her, still shaking, hair plastered to her flushed face. Callie wiped her mouth with her hand, standing, her grin crooked, reckless. She trailed after us, her bare thighs brushing mine.
On the balcony, Melissa gripped the railing, staring at the dark street below, her dress still rucked up high on her hips. Jun stepped behind her, sliding her arms around her waist, kissing her neck despite her stiff resistance. Melissa shuddered, gasping, “Stop,” even as her hips rocked back.
Callie grabbed my hand and pressed it down her panties again, moaning into my shoulder as she watched the other two lose themselves against the rail.
None of us were stopping.
Melissa spun out of Jun’s arms, breathless, her dress clutched high against her chest. “We can’t. Not here,” she said, glancing at the apartments across the street as if someone might be watching. Her thighs still trembled, bare under the hem she couldn’t tug down fast enough.
Jun’s face flushed deep; she stepped back quick, folding her arms, eyes darting to the floor. “Sorry,” she mumbled, but her lips were still wet, her chest heaving like she’d just run.
Callie leaned against the glass door, smirking, though her hair stuck damp across her cheek. “You both look insane,” she said, but her hand slid under her skirt, rubbing herself slow and obvious. She laughed low when she caught me staring, then yanked my wrist to press over her hand.
Melissa gasped, spinning on us. “Callie!” But her voice broke, trembling, and her body didn’t move from the railing.
Callie only grinned, guiding my fingers deeper, her hips rolling shamelessly. “She doesn’t mean it,” she whispered, her eyes locked on Melissa, daring her to look away.
Jun shuffled forward, biting her lip, caught between them. Her hands twitched like she didn’t know where to put them. Finally she reached for Melissa again, hesitating, then pressing her palm flat on her back. Melissa stiffened but didn’t push her away.
The city noise rose from below, tires passing on wet pavement, a siren in the distance. Melissa leaned heavier on the rail, her head falling forward. “This is so wrong,” she whispered, almost lost in the rush of air. But her legs parted, and Jun’s hand slid around her hip, fingers trembling as they slipped under her hem.
Melissa whimpered, knees giving just enough that Jun had to catch her. “Stop me,” Jun breathed against her ear, but Melissa only moaned louder, clutching the railing tighter.
Callie was panting now, my fingers soaked under her grip. She turned her head and kissed me hard, messy, her mouth open and desperate. When she pulled back, she laughed shakily, half-gasp, half-moan. “We’re going to get caught.” Her eyes gleamed, she wanted it more for that reason.
Melissa suddenly pushed off the railing, shoving Jun back, staggering into the apartment. “No. No, we have to stop.” Her voice cracked into a near sob, but her body betrayed her, the hem of her dress twisted high, her skin flushed all the way down her chest.
Jun covered her face with both hands, shaking her head, muttering something I couldn’t hear. Callie let my hand go and stepped inside, grabbing Melissa’s wrist, kissing her cheek fast before pulling away. “Water,” she announced, loud, false-bright, like a cover.
Jun followed, still trembling. Melissa trailed last, tugging her dress down, but her lips were swollen, her eyes wild.
The apartment swallowed us again, the music pounding too loud, our breaths ragged under it. We had stopped, but not really.
Callie killed the lights on her way back from the kitchen, leaving only the glow from the streetlamps outside and the pulsing LEDs of the speaker. The music shook the walls, drowning out everything else. Melissa stood frozen in the middle of the room, her chest heaving, her purse still on the floor where it had fallen. Jun hovered at her side, her hand hovering inches from her waist like she was terrified to touch her again.
Callie didn’t hesitate. She grabbed Melissa’s hand, yanked it down, and kissed her hard. Melissa gasped against her mouth, resisting for half a heartbeat before sagging into it, moaning as her body pressed forward. Jun’s eyes went wide, then she grabbed Melissa from behind, arms circling her waist, her lips on her neck.
Melissa broke with a sharp cry, clutching them both, her dress sliding down her shoulders, her breasts spilling free. Her cheeks flushed dark, her eyes squeezed shut, but she didn’t cover herself this time.
Callie shoved her back onto the couch, climbing after her, her mouth already on Melissa’s chest. Jun followed, clumsy but determined, sliding between Melissa’s legs, kissing her thighs with trembling lips. Melissa’s laughter turned to ragged moans, her heels digging into the cushions as she spread for them.
Callie glanced up at me, her mouth wet against Melissa’s skin. “Get over here,” she ordered, her grin wild, daring.
I dropped my jeans and moved in, Melissa’s eyes locking on me, wide with shock and need. Her hands reached, pulling me down, her nails scratching my back as she moaned into my mouth. Callie tugged me lower, pressing me between them, her hands guiding mine onto Melissa’s hips.
Jun’s head lifted, her mouth shiny, her eyes glazed. She pushed Melissa’s dress higher, baring her completely, then looked at me, breathless. “Do it,” she whispered, her voice shaking but certain.
Melissa whimpered, clutching my shoulders. “Please,” she begged, her shame gone, her body rocking up against me.
Callie licked her lips, sliding beside us, her skirt bunched around her waist, no panties now. She pressed her hips against mine, grinding shamelessly as Melissa writhed under us.
Jun climbed up onto the couch too, straddling Melissa’s chest, her hand fisting in her own hair as she lowered herself down. Melissa gasped but opened her mouth, her hands clutching Jun’s thighs as she moaned.
The music covered it all, the slap of skin, the sharp cries, the breathless laughter that turned to desperate groans. Every bit of restraint shattered. Clothes ripped away, mouths everywhere, bodies tangled. Melissa, Jun, and Callie lost to me, and to each other, no longer stopping themselves, no longer pretending they could.
Melissa’s skin was smooth under my hands, hot with sweat, the thin fabric of her dress twisted into a rope around her waist. Her breasts heaved against my chest, the nipples stiff, brushing my skin with every shallow breath she dragged in. Her thighs trembled against my hips, smooth and damp, opening wider as I pressed into her.
Jun’s hair brushed across my cheek when she leaned lower, her scent sharp, shampoo and sweat. Her thighs clamped around Melissa’s face, trembling, her nails biting red crescents into Melissa’s shoulders as she rocked harder, chasing every flick of Melissa’s tongue. Her gasp was ragged, high-pitched, breaking into little sobs of pleasure she couldn’t swallow.
Callie was beside us, straddling my thigh, her panties shoved down and hanging off one ankle. Her wetness smeared across my skin, each grind leaving a wet trail. She clawed at my arm, her voice cracked and rough as she whispered into my ear, “Harder, don’t stop.” Her breath smelled of cheap liquor and sugar, hot against my cheek.
Melissa writhed beneath us all, her lips shiny, her face glistening with Jun’s arousal. Her moans came in stuttered bursts, muffled by Jun’s body, louder when she broke free to gasp for air. She clutched at my back, nails scraping, dragging lines down until I winced and groaned.
Jun’s voice cracked as she cried out, thighs squeezing around Melissa’s head. She arched back, her hair spilling down her spine, her chest pushing forward, nipples stiff under her damp top. She shook as Melissa’s mouth worked frantically, desperate to keep up.
Callie pressed her wet mouth against mine suddenly, her tongue tangling with mine, the taste of sweat and alcohol sharp. Her hips bucked against my thigh, slapping sounds louder than the music for a beat. She moaned into me, her breath caught, and bit my lip when she pulled back, leaving it swollen.
Melissa’s hips surged upward, her cunt grinding against me, her cries muffled under Jun. Her body shook, her legs clamping around my waist, her chest pressed hard into mine. The heat of her wrapped around me, pulling me deeper, tighter, her moans vibrating into Jun’s body above her.
The couch squeaked with every thrust, the cushions sliding under us. The air stank of sex and sweat, thick and heavy, every breath a mouthful of heat.
Callie leaned down, her tongue dragging over Melissa’s nipple, sucking hard until Melissa arched with a strangled cry. Jun gasped again, shivering above her, clutching Melissa’s hair with both hands, pulling her closer, sobbing her release into the pounding music.
Melissa moaned into her, her body seizing tight around me, pulsing, clutching me so hard I nearly lost it. Callie ground harder against my thigh, her voice rough, begging without words, her body jerking in frantic little bursts.
The couch was a mess of limbs and sweat, every surface messed, every cry swallowed by the music thundering over us. None of us were holding back now.
Melissa’s breath hitched in my ear, hot and uneven, each gasp broken by the jolt of my hips inside her. Her lips dragged along my jaw, wet and trembling, leaving smears of saliva and sweat that cooled before the next frantic kiss pressed in. Her chest slid against mine with every thrust, nipples stiff, grazing rough over my skin, making her moan into my mouth.
Jun’s thighs twitched around Melissa’s face, squeezing against her cheeks, the muscles in her legs tightening then loosening in jerks she couldn’t control. Her cunt glistened under the light spilling from the streetlamp, every shift of Melissa’s tongue pulling another sharp cry from her throat. She pressed her pelvis down harder, grinding in, her nails tangled in Melissa’s hair, pulling, yanking, desperate.
Callie’s hand wrapped around me from the side, wet with spit, her fist pumping in quick, messy strokes between thrusts. Her knuckles bumped Melissa’s stomach, sliding against the wet fabric bunched around her waist. She was panting hard, her hair stuck to her forehead, sweat dripping down into the hollow of her throat. Her voice cracked into my shoulder: “Don’t stop, don’t stop, ”
Melissa’s hips jerked up, grinding against me, her clit mashing against the base of my cock. She whimpered into Jun’s cunt, her tongue still flicking desperately, her face wet, shining. Her nails scraped down my back, then clawed my ass, hauling me deeper, harder. Her moans vibrated against Jun’s swollen folds, muffled, frantic.
Jun’s cries grew higher, choked sobs that shook her whole body. Her knees squeezed tight around Melissa’s head, trembling so violently her thighs slapped against Melissa’s shoulders. Her hips rolled clumsily, grinding into Melissa’s mouth until she screamed, the sound sharp and broken, shuddering hard as she came.
Melissa groaned at the taste, sucking, licking, swallowing her release even as she moaned her own need against me. Her cunt spasmed around my cock, clenching, rippling, dripping down her thighs, soaking the couch beneath her. Her body arched hard, forcing me deeper, her toes curling, heels digging into the cushions.
Callie bent low, sucking my balls into her mouth, her tongue rough and frantic. She moaned around me, the vibration shooting straight through, her spit running down over Melissa’s slit, wetting everything together. She pulled off with a wet pop, gasping, her lips shining. “Fuck, you’re so close,” she panted, stroking me again with both hands now, slippery and fast.
The air stank of sweat and pussy, heavy and sour-sweet, each ragged breath thick enough to taste. Skin slapped skin, smacking loud under the bass that rattled the walls. Melissa’s whimpers dissolved into sobs, Jun’s thighs twitched in aftershocks against her face, and Callie’s nails dug crescents into my shaft as she stroked, her own cunt grinding desperately against my thigh.
Every inch of us was touching, wet, hot, shaking. There was no space left, no air, no room for hesitation. Just flesh, friction, breath, and the sound of all of us breaking together.
Melissa sagged back into the cushions, chest heaving, her breasts dripping with sweat and spit. Jun slid off her, shaking, collapsing against her side. Their legs tangled, Melissa’s dress bunched high, Jun’s skirt twisted at her waist, both of them half-naked, clinging to each other in the dim glow. Melissa kissed her shoulder in a daze, lips dragging across damp skin, her moans still spilling out.
Callie pulled up between them, straddling Melissa’s thighs. She shoved Jun’s shoulder aside playfully, then kissed her full on the mouth, messy and open, their tongues flashing in the half-dark. Jun moaned, surprised, but grabbed Callie’s waist anyway, grinding up into her, their bodies sliding against each other. Melissa slid her hands over both of them, trembling fingers roaming aimlessly, cupping Jun’s breast, clawing at Callie’s ass, pulling them tighter.
I pushed forward into Melissa again, and she gasped into Jun’s mouth, breaking the kiss with a sharp cry. Jun caught her lower lip between her teeth before letting go, giggling breathlessly. Callie bent down and sucked one of Melissa’s nipples into her mouth, tugging hard, making Melissa shriek and buck against me.
Jun slid lower, pressing kisses across Melissa’s stomach, her hair sticking to damp skin. She looked up once, her eyes glassy, then buried her face between Melissa’s legs, licking up everything I left behind. Melissa’s scream broke into sobs, one hand clutching Jun’s hair, the other clawing at Callie’s back.
Callie lifted her head, her lips shiny, and kissed me, stealing Melissa’s taste off my mouth. Her tongue pushed in, rough and greedy, while her hand wrapped around me again, guiding me deeper into Melissa. Jun’s tongue flicked faster, the wet sounds mingling with Melissa’s desperate cries.
Melissa thrashed between them, her body arching, sweat dripping down her sides. “I can’t, oh god, ” she sobbed, but her legs locked tight around me, dragging me deeper, refusing to let go. Callie kissed her again, smothering her voice, moaning into her mouth while Jun devoured her below.
Their bodies tangled over mine, wet mouths swapping, hands sliding across sweaty skin. Melissa writhed at the center, gasping into every kiss, trembling under every touch, her cries swallowed by both of them in turn.
The couch rocked under us, the music pounding, the air thick with heat and the scent of sex. Every movement was layered, mouths on mouths, hands over hands, three girls lost in each other even as they clung to me, pulling me deeper into their mess.
Melissa bucked under us, her body tightening all at once, her scream muffled into Callie’s mouth. Her thighs locked like a vise, clamping around my hips, dragging me deeper. Jun’s tongue worked frantic between her legs, the wet sounds louder than the bass thundering through the walls. Melissa’s nails raked down my back, desperate, then clutched Callie’s hair, yanking her close.
Her body convulsed in waves, shuddering against all three of us. Every gasp broke into another cry, her chest heaving, her breasts bouncing under Callie’s hungry mouth. She sobbed her release into the room, her face twisted in raw pleasure, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes.
Jun lapped at her greedily, moaning into her slit, her lips shiny with everything pouring out of her. She didn’t stop even when Melissa tried to push her away weakly, whimpering that it was too much. Callie held her down, kissing her harder, swallowing her screams.
Melissa collapsed finally, limp between us, her thighs twitching, her body steaming with sweat and cum. She gasped into the cushion, her chest rising and falling fast, her hands shaking as they clutched at nothing.
Callie lifted her head from the kiss, her lips wet and swollen, her grin wide and wicked. She glanced at me, then at Jun, her eyes blazing. “My turn,” she breathed, climbing higher onto the couch, pushing Melissa’s spent body aside without hesitation.
She straddled me, tugging her skirt up around her waist, her panties long gone. She grabbed my cock, lubrcated with Melissa, and dragged it along her slit, smearing herself before sinking down slow. Her moan split the air, high and sharp, her head falling back, hair flying as she took me all the way in.
Jun slid up beside her, kissing her neck, sucking hard until a bruise bloomed. Callie shivered, her body jerking, her hips grinding deeper. “Yes, fuck, yes,” she gasped, clutching at my shoulders, her nails biting deep.
Melissa, still trembling, pushed up weakly on the cushion, her eyes half-closed, lips parted. She reached for Callie’s breast, tugging her top down, sucking the nipple into her mouth. Callie shrieked, her whole body shaking, grinding harder against me, her thighs quivering around my hips.
Jun’s hand slid down between Callie’s legs, finding her clit, working it fast as she bounced on me. Callie’s cries tore through the apartment, ragged, desperate, the sound swallowed by the pounding bass. Her sweat dripped down onto my chest, hot and salty, her body bucking wild as she rode me harder.
Melissa sucked greedily at her breast, moaning into her skin. Jun’s tongue dragged up her neck, lips catching her ear. And I held her hips, driving up into her, every thrust making her scream louder.
Callie was unraveling, right there, caught between all of us, her voice breaking into sobs of pleasure.
Callie’s thighs gripped me so tight the muscles shook, trembling with each grind down. The heat of her cunt swallowed me, suckling and clenching, her walls fluttering around every inch but never letting me free. She gasped into my ear, her voice breaking, every word jagged: “Don’t, stop, please, ” Her breath came hot, sour with liquor, the edge of sweetness from her lip gloss still clinging.
Melissa’s mouth latched on her nipple again, sucking hard, her teeth grazing until Callie shrieked. Her saliva dribbled down Callie’s breast, wetting the soft curve, sticky trails catching in the dim light. Melissa’s hand clawed at her ass, pulling her down harder onto me, her nails dragging over sweat-damp skin.
Jun’s fingers moved in quick circles over Callie’s clit, two knuckles grinding the swollen nub with relentless pressure. Her other hand spread Callie’s lips wider, stretching her open so every thrust of my cock hit deeper. Callie’s moan pitched higher, cracking, her hips jerking in ragged spasms against the double assault.
Her hair stuck to her cheeks, damp strands plastered against her lips every time she cried out. She clawed at my shoulders, leaving welts, then grabbed Jun’s wrist, trying to slow her, failing. Her head fell forward, mouth open, spit glistening on her tongue as she panted hard.
Melissa switched to the other nipple, teeth closing just shy of biting, her tongue flicking fast over the hardened tip. Callie squealed, almost hysterical, her body locking down around me. Her cunt squeezed so tight I groaned, the  squelch of her body swallowing me loud under the music.
Jun leaned in close, whispering into Callie’s ear, her voice low and trembling. “You’re going to come so hard. Right here. Don’t fight it.” Her tongue traced the shell of her ear, leaving it wet, shiny, before sucking the lobe into her mouth.
Callie thrashed, her hair whipping, her thighs quivering like she couldn’t hold herself upright. She slammed down on me harder, frantic, messy, her nails raking across my chest until tiny lines of heat bloomed. She sobbed, the sound raw, begging but wordless, every gasp breaking apart as her body shook.
Melissa moaned against her breast, tugging her nipple with her teeth, her lips swollen and red. Jun’s fingers blurred faster, sticky with Callie’s arousal, squelching audibly as she rubbed her to the edge.
Callie’s whole body convulsed, the heat inside her pulsing, her cunt gripping me in spasms. Her scream tore from her throat, muffled into my shoulder, her voice breaking into sobs as she came. She collapsed against me, limp, trembling, her sweat dripping down my chest, her pussy still fluttering around me with every aftershock.
Jun kept rubbing, slower now, coaxing little whimpers out of her until Callie shoved her hand away weakly, crying out, “No more.”
Melissa kissed her lips quick, messy, their mouths sliding together, spit stringing between them when they broke apart. Callie’s body sagged heavy on mine, still twitching, her face wet, her voice gone raw.
She was slayed. And she was beautiful like that, broken open, trembling, undone under all of us.
Jun had slid down onto the floor, her skirt twisted high on her hips, her thighs spread open but her hands frozen at her sides. Her chest rose and fell fast, her lips parted, her eyes locked on Callie trembling in my lap. Melissa turned first, crawling toward her, her hair hanging damp across her flushed face. She pressed a kiss to Jun’s knee, then another higher, her tongue leaving wet streaks on her inner thigh.
Jun gasped and grabbed the cushion beside her, her knuckles white, her hips jerking at the touch. “No, don’t,” she whispered, but her legs opened wider, betraying her.
Callie grinned weakly, still trembling, but leaned down anyway, grabbing Jun’s jaw and kissing her rough. Their mouths slid together, teeth clicking, spit running down Jun’s chin. Jun moaned into it, her body sagging, her resistance gone the second Callie pushed her tongue deeper.
Melissa pushed Jun’s skirt up around her waist, tugging her panties aside. The fabric snapped against her skin, damp and dark at the center. Melissa’s fingers slid over the wetness, slow at first, then circling with more intent. Jun cried out, muffled into Callie’s mouth, her body arching off the floor.
I dropped to my knees beside them, watching Melissa sink lower. Her tongue replaced her fingers, lapping through Jun’s folds with greedy strokes. Jun’s hips bucked hard, her cries breaking free now, sharp and frantic. She clutched at Melissa’s hair, pulling her closer, grinding against her face with ragged desperation.
Callie grabbed Jun’s breasts through her thin top, tugging at her nipples until the fabric stretched. She leaned down, biting one through the cloth, her teeth leaving the outline visible even as Jun screamed. Her legs kicked, toes curling against the floor, her whole body a mess of jerks and spasms.
Melissa’s tongue flicked faster, her moans vibrating into Jun’s slit. Jun sobbed, “Please, please, please,” her voice cracking, her body locking tight. Callie kissed her again, swallowing every cry, her hand twisting at Jun’s other nipple.
Jun thrashed between them, hips jerking up, thighs squeezing Melissa’s head. Her voice cracked into a raw scream as she came, hard and sudden, her pussy pulsing, soaking Melissa’s mouth and chin. Melissa clung to her thighs, licking frantically, drinking every drop, until Jun collapsed back, boneless, her hands falling limp to the floor.
She gasped for air, her chest heaving, her top soaked through with sweat. Callie kissed her cheeks, her mouth, her neck, while Melissa climbed up, her lips shining, her eyes glazed.
Jun trembled, clutching them both weakly, still twitching, her voice hoarse. “I can’t, oh god, I can’t anymore.” But her body said otherwise, her nipples hard under the damp fabric, her thighs still open and trembling.
They had finished her, but she was hungry for more.
Melissa climbed back onto the couch first, her breasts wet against my chest, her lips frantic on my mouth. Her tongue pushed deep, wet and messy, her teeth clicking against mine as she moaned into me. Callie slid down between my legs, her hands spreading my thighs wide, nails biting into my skin. Her breath was hot against the base of my cock, the air sticky with her saliva before she even touched me.
Jun crawled up on the other side, her hair falling wild across her flushed face. She kissed my shoulder, then lower, dragging her tongue across the salt of my skin, her lips wet as they traced down my ribs. She moaned into me, the sound vibrating through my chest, leaving trails of spit that glistened in the low light.
Callie took me into her mouth suddenly, hard and deep, her throat clenching, gagging wetly before she pulled back with a gasp. Strings of spit clung from her lips to my shaft as she pumped her fist fast, sloppy, soaking me. Melissa broke from my mouth and dropped lower, wrapping her lips around my balls, sucking them into the heat of her mouth, her tongue swirling in quick circles.
Jun slid beneath my arm, licking the side of my shaft Callie couldn’t reach, her tongue flat and slow, leaving it shining. She moaned at the taste, her nails scraping down my stomach, her hand clutching the base tight to keep me hard in her mouth’s reach.
I groaned, my whole body jerking. Callie laughed around me, the sound vibrating through her throat, her spit pouring down onto Melissa’s lips as she licked underneath. Melissa moaned, lapping up everything that dripped, her chin dripping, her tongue dragging greedily across every drop.
Jun pulled back just enough to spit onto the head, the wet slap of it loud, before leaning down to spread it with her tongue, swirling, sucking, moaning into the heavy heat. Callie shoved her off with her shoulder, taking me deep again, gagging, her throat clenching as she choked around me.
Melissa’s fingers wrapped around the base, stroking me fast in rhythm with Callie’s throat. Her thumb pressed under the head, circling, smearing spit everywhere. She kissed the side of my shaft between strokes, her lips glossy, whispering against the skin, “So hard, so close.”
Jun kissed me again, climbing up to press her wet mouth against mine, her tongue insistent, her taste mingled with all of us. She moaned into me, clutching my jaw, dragging my focus back even as Callie’s throat milked me and Melissa’s mouth worked below.
Every inch of me was wet ,  spit dripping down my balls, tongues dragging across my shaft, hands pumping, squeezing, twisting. Their nails scratched, their lips sucked, their moans blended with the bass pounding through the walls.
All three of them were on me at once, devouring, worshipping, drowning me in heat and wetness until my whole body shook.
Callie pulled off with a wet pop, spit dripping down her chin, her hand still stroking me fast and sloppy. “Not yet,” she panted, her eyes wild. She smirked at Melissa and shoved her forward. Melissa climbed up onto me, straddling my chest, her breasts hanging heavy over my face. I caught her nipple in my mouth instantly, sucking hard, rolling my tongue around the stiff bud until she cried out and clutched my hair.
Her skin tasted salty, slippery, sweat dripping from her chest into my mouth. I kissed across to her other breast, biting lightly, making her squeal, then moan deeper as I licked her again, slower. Her thighs squeezed my ribs, hot and trembling, her cunt grinding against my stomach, soaking through the thin fabric of her twisted dress.
Jun knelt beside me, pressing her breast to my lips when Melissa pulled back for air. Her nipple was smaller, tighter, and I flicked it with my tongue, circling until it hardened against me. She whimpered, brushing her hair back with shaking hands, whispering, “More.” I sucked harder, pulling it into my mouth, tugging until she gasped and shoved herself closer, her thigh sliding along my arm, wet and bare.
Callie laughed low, crouching again between my legs, licking the length of my shaft with long, flat strokes, moaning every time her tongue dragged over the head. “God, you taste filthy,” she murmured, gripping me tighter, pumping with her spit-soaked fist.
I slid a hand down Jun’s stomach, fingers slipping under her waistband, finding her clit swollen and dripping. She cried out, her body jerking as I rubbed in small, tight circles. Her moans shook against my lips as I kept sucking her nipple, her thighs trembling against my hand.
Melissa lowered herself again, pressing her breasts against my face, smothering me in heat and damp skin. I licked sweat from between them, kissed the curve, bit the side of one until she shrieked, her hips grinding harder into my stomach. My fingers reached lower, pushing under her hem, sliding over her soaked slit. She gasped, clutching the back of the couch, her body shuddering as I slipped two fingers inside her.
Callie moaned louder at the sight, her mouth sliding over me again, her throat clenching around the head, gagging before she pulled back to suck hard on the tip. Her nails scratched down my thighs, her hips rolling against her own hand as she worked herself.
I had both Melissa and Jun squirming under my hands now, my fingers knuckle-deep in Melissa’s cunt, my thumb circling Jun’s swollen clit. Melissa sobbed against my neck, her voice high and broken, while Jun kissed me hard, her tongue messy, desperate, tasting of sweat and spit.
All three of them were shaking, moaning, their bodies pressing into me, their mouths and hands swapping places, keeping me dripping but holding me right at the edge. My cock throbbed against Callie’s tongue, Melissa’s cunt spasmed around my fingers, and Jun’s clit pulsed under my thumb, every nerve stretched taut, every sensation amplified.
They were wrecking me slowly, deliberately, not letting me finish yet.
Callie didn’t wait this time. She shoved Melissa and Jun aside and swallowed me down to the base, her throat clenching around me, gagging loud before pulling back with a wet gasp. Spit poured down my shaft, wetting Melissa’s hand as she grabbed the base and pumped hard. Jun leaned in from the other side, licking along the underside, her tongue flat and trembling, moaning into the heat.
Melissa kissed me as she stroked, her lips frantic, teeth knocking against mine, her moans spilling into my mouth. I grabbed her ass with my free hand, squeezing, spreading her cheeks, my fingers slipping lower until she jolted with a cry, grinding down against my palm. Her cunt was dripping, hot against me, soaking my hand as I worked her.
Jun clutched my thigh with both hands, her nails digging deep as she licked faster, circling the head every time Callie pulled back to spit. Her hair was plastered to her face, her cheeks glowing red, her eyes glassy and wild as she moaned into me.
Callie was relentless, her throat taking me deep, then shallow, then deep again, saliva bubbling at the corners of her mouth. She jerked me with one hand, twisted hard, while her other clutched my balls, squeezing, rolling, tugging. She pulled off with a loud slurp, gasping, “Come for us,” before sucking me back in, even harder.
Melissa bent down, her tongue dragging across my balls, licking everything Callie’s fist missed. Her spit mixed with Callie’s, running down onto Jun’s tongue as she lapped it all up, hungry, whimpering, desperate.
Their sounds blended together ,  Melissa’s muffled moans against my skin, Jun’s wet slurps under the base, Callie’s gagging gasps as she shoved me deep into her throat. My whole body tensed, every nerve on fire, my cock swelling in their mouths and hands.
Melissa pulled up and kissed me again, her lips soaked with spit and cum. Jun moaned into the base, her tongue vibrating against me. Callie groaned low in her throat, sucking harder, faster, until my hips bucked uncontrollably.
I shouted, clutching Melissa’s ass with one hand and Jun’s hair with the other, thrusting deep into Callie’s mouth. The orgasm tore through me, hot and violent, spilling straight down her throat. She gagged and swallowed, coughing around me, spit and cum leaking down her chin. Melissa dove lower, licking the mess off Callie’s lips, moaning into her mouth as they kissed wet and sloppy.
Jun stroked me through the aftershocks, her hand gentle but insistent, milking every last drop. Her tongue cleaned me in slow, reverent licks, her moans soft and shaky as she tasted me.
Callie pulled off, gasping, cum shining across her lips and chin. She laughed breathlessly, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Melissa kissed her again, licking the taste off her face, while Jun sucked my tip clean, eyes shut, whimpering quietly.
The three of them clung to me, sweaty, messy, ruined, every mouth, every hand, every inch of them still trembling from what we’d just done.
The music still thumped against the walls, but none of us moved to turn it down. Melissa slumped sideways on the couch, her hair stuck in damp clumps across her flushed face. Her chest rose and fell hard, nipples still stiff, dress bunched at her waist. She let out a broken laugh, covering her eyes with one shaky hand.
Callie collapsed beside her, her skirt twisted around one thigh, her panties dangling loose at her ankle. She sprawled half across Melissa, still catching her breath, her lips swollen and wet. “Holy fuck,” she muttered, voice raw, the words barely audible over the bass. She laughed again, pressed her face into Melissa’s shoulder, and left it there.
Jun curled against me, her cheek on my chest, her hair plastered with sweat against my skin. Her breathing slowed, shallow at first, then steadier, her hand resting limp across my stomach. She kissed the spot once, soft, then closed her eyes as if she might fall asleep right there.
Melissa peeked at us through her fingers, her mouth twitching into a smile she tried to hide. “We’re insane,” she whispered, shaking her head, but she didn’t move away from Callie’s weight on top of her.
Callie hummed in agreement, her arm sliding across Melissa’s stomach, fingers brushing her hip. “Worth it,” she said, then yawned, her laugh following close behind.
Jun shifted, pressing closer, her thigh over mine, her body trembling in the aftershocks. She kissed my chest again, slower, lingering longer. “Too much,” she mumbled, but her lips curled into a tiny smile before she buried her face against me again.
The apartment reeked of sweat and sex, the air heavy and sour-sweet. The couch cushions were damp under us, squeaking every time someone shifted. Melissa reached weakly for the bottle of water on the table, spilled half of it down her chest when she drank, then laughed so hard she almost cried. Callie licked a drop from her collarbone before sinking back against her, eyes half-closed.
I stroked Jun’s back absently, fingers dragging through the sweat-damp fabric of her top. She sighed into me, humming low, her breath hot across my skin. Melissa and Callie murmured to each other between tired laughs, voices muffled, their bodies tangled so tight it was impossible to tell where one ended and the other began.
For a while, none of us spoke. Just the pounding of the bass, the buzz of the streetlight outside, and the sound of our breathing leveling out together.
“I think we’re in trouble,” Melissa said. Nobody had anything to say by way of reply. 
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The sun was gone, but the hotel pool still glowed, water lit up from below in shifting blue. We’d meant only to walk the grounds after dinner, but Callie spotted the gate swinging open and dared us closer. None of us had suits, but she didn’t care. She stripped off her sandals, grinned, and jumped, clothes and all.
Her splash drenched my shirt before I could move. I swore, peeled it off, and tossed it to the lounge chair, the night air cool against my chest. Melissa shook her head at Callie, laughing nervously, though the hem of her short dress already clung damp to her thighs from the spray. “You’re impossible,” she muttered, hair falling across her face.
Jun perched on the edge, her cropped tank stretched tight as she dipped her legs, skirt riding up her hips. “She’s insane,” she said, though her smile cracked wide when Callie swam up, grabbed her ankle, and tugged hard.
Melissa squealed when I splashed her back, stumbling before sliding into the pool beside me. Her hand found my arm under the water instantly, clinging as if the cold were too much. “I hate you,” she gasped, laughing too much to sound serious.
Callie floated on her back, kicking lazily, droplets running off her transparent top. “You’ll thank me,” she teased, flicking water at us.
Jun slipped lower, her skirt darkening, clinging to her hips. She pulled it higher, quick and embarrassed, but didn’t step back when her thigh brushed mine under the surface.
Melissa wrapped her arms around my waist, teeth chattering though her body pressed closer than needed. “You’re warm,” she whispered, her breath trembling against my shoulder.
Callie swam over, splashing, then slid between us, her wet chest pushing into me as her hands floated against my ribs. “You two hogging again,” she accused, smirking, though her body bumped mine as if to test what we’d allow.
Jun edged in closer too, her breath sharp as she brushed my leg. She shifted away, then back again, lips tight, eyes flicking anywhere but me.
Melissa groaned, half at Callie, half at herself. “You’re worse than her,” she muttered, but her hand slid lower around my hip, gripping me tight.
Callie kicked up, circling my waist with her legs, her grin wicked. Her nipples pushed against the wet fabric of her top as she leaned down, whispering, “Better,” her lips brushing my ear.
Jun looked around the empty deck, her laugh breaking nervous. “Someone’s gonna see.” But her hand stayed against my thigh under the water.
Melissa’s face tilted up to mine, whispering, “We can’t.” But her body ground closer, thighs squeezing around me.
Melissa floated beside me, her hair fanning on the water, her cross pendant catching the pool light where it clung at the hollow of her throat. She kept one arm hooked over my shoulder, her other hand trailing circles on the surface like she could distract herself. “It’s not even Saturday night,” she said, breathless, laughing nervously. “We should be in bed already.”
Callie splashed her, grinning. “Bed sounds boring. Pool’s better.” She pushed off and wrapped her arms around both of us, forcing Melissa closer against me.
Melissa gasped, her body pressing full to mine. She laughed too quickly, shaking her head. “You’re trouble,” she whispered toward Callie, though her grip around my neck tightened instead of letting go.
Jun swam closer, her cheeks pink, wet strands of hair sticking to her jaw. “She’s always trouble,” she said, her voice quiet but steady. Her eyes flicked at me once, then down, before she hooked her hands on the ledge and pulled herself up half out of the water. Her skirt clung to her thighs, dripping, and she adjusted it with quick, sharp movements.
I slid my hand lower on Melissa’s back, feeling her shiver against me. Her body stiffened, but she didn’t pull away. “You okay?” I asked low, close to her ear.
She nodded too fast. “Just cold,” she lied, though her thighs squeezed mine under the water.
Callie laughed, splashing both of us again. “She’s not cold,” she teased, leaning into Melissa and tugging playfully at her pendant. “She’s burning up.”
Melissa swatted her hand away. “Stop it. You always say the worst things.” But her laugh cracked, her eyes flashing to me like she wanted to make sure I hadn’t noticed how her chest was pressed into mine.
Jun let her feet slip back into the pool, her legs brushing against mine under the surface. She didn’t meet my eyes when she said, “Callie just likes to push buttons.” Her voice was steady, but her breathing wasn’t.
I shifted, pressing Melissa tighter to me, my thumb brushing over the bare skin just above her hip. She gasped softly, her nails digging into my shoulder. “Cray,” she whispered, the warning shaky, almost pleading.
Callie circled behind me, her hands suddenly sliding around my waist under the water. Her wet chest pressed into my back, her chin resting on my shoulder. “You’re not stopping,” she murmured, her lips brushing my ear. “Why should we?”
Melissa shook her head hard, her voice rushing out quick, like she needed to cover everything. “We should be talking about work, or school, or anything else.” She tried to laugh, but her hand slid lower along my chest as she said it, betraying her.
Jun’s knees knocked against mine under the water, subtle, unintentional, but she didn’t move them. She glanced at Callie, then at Melissa, then at me, her lip caught between her teeth. “We’re not exactly talking,” she said quietly.
Callie laughed loud, splashing again. “Then let’s talk. Favorite vacation spot. Go.”
Melissa giggled, breathless. “Florida. Disney. Family trip.” She sounded too fast, too forced, but she didn’t pull her body from mine.
Jun murmured, “Seoul. My aunt’s apartment.” She shrugged one shoulder, her thigh brushing mine deliberately now.
Callie smirked. “Vegas. Obviously.” Her hand squeezed my waist under the water as she said it. “I always win.”
I slid my palm lower on Melissa’s back, resting it over the curve of her ass. She stiffened, eyes wide, but her body rocked closer anyway.
Her whisper cracked in my ear. “You can’t.” But her nails dragged lightly across my skin as if begging me not to stop.
Melissa floated beside me, her hair fanning across the water, her cross pendant catching the pool light where it rested at her throat. One arm hooked around my shoulder like she needed balance, the other skimming circles on the surface as if she could distract from how close she already was. “It’s not even Saturday night,” she said, breathless, laughing too quick. “We should be in bed already.”
Callie splashed her, grinning, the wet fabric of her top clinging to her breasts. “Bed sounds boring. Pool’s better.” She shoved herself between us, arms slinging around both our shoulders, pushing Melissa tighter against me.
Melissa gasped, her body flush to mine. She shook her head, whispering toward Callie, “You’re trouble.” But her grip on my neck didn’t loosen; it tightened.
Jun edged nearer, her cheeks pink, wet strands sticking to her jaw. “She’s always trouble,” she said, voice steady but softer than usual. Her eyes flicked up to me, then away as she hooked her hands on the ledge, pulling herself half out of the water. Her skirt clung to her thighs, dripping, and she adjusted it with sharp, nervous movements that only showed more of her legs.
I slid my hand lower on Melissa’s back, testing. She shivered against me, her body stiff for a beat before pressing in closer. “You okay?” I murmured against her ear.
Her nod came too fast. “Just cold,” she lied, thighs squeezing mine under the water.
Callie splashed again, laughing. “She’s not cold,” she teased, tugging at Melissa’s cross, pulling it against her chest. “She’s burning up.”
Melissa swatted her hand away, laughing cracked and uneven. “Stop it. You always say the worst things.” But her eyes flicked to mine, wide and bright, as if to see if I’d noticed how her breasts pressed against me under the water.
Jun slid back into the pool, her legs brushing mine beneath the surface. She didn’t meet my eyes when she said, “Callie just likes to push buttons.” Her tone was calm, but her breathing gave her away.
I shifted, pulling Melissa tighter, my thumb grazing bare skin just above her hip. She gasped, her nails biting into my shoulder. “Cray,” she whispered, half-warning, half-pleading.
Callie circled behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist under the water, her wet chest pressed to my back, her chin against my shoulder. “You’re not stopping,” she murmured, lips brushing my ear. “Why should we?”
Melissa shook her head fast, words rushing out like cover. “We should be talking about school, or work, or, anything else.” She forced a laugh, but her hand slid lower across my chest as she said it.
Jun’s knees touched mine under the water, soft, unintentional at first, then holding. She bit her lip, looking between us. “We’re not exactly talking,” she said quietly.
Callie laughed louder, splashing once more. “Fine. Then talk. Favorite vacation spot. Go.”
Melissa blurted out too quickly, “Florida. Disney. Family trip.” Her voice was forced, her body still pressing tight to mine.
Jun shrugged one shoulder. “Seoul. My aunt’s apartment.” Her thigh brushed mine again, deliberate this time.
“Vegas,” Callie said instantly, smirking as her hand slid lower around my waist. “I always win.”
I pushed my palm further down Melissa’s back, settling over the curve of her ass. She stiffened, eyes wide, but her body rocked closer anyway.
Her whisper cracked in my ear, raw. “You can’t.” Yet her nails dragged across my skin, clinging, telling me not to stop.
Melissa tipped her head against my shoulder, water dripping from her hair onto my chest. “At camp, we had lights out at ten. Counselors would check the tents. If you whispered too loud, they’d write you up.” Her smile flickered. “I guess I learned to keep myself quiet.”
Callie scoffed, drifting closer on her back. “No wonder you get flustered. You’ve been training for it since you were twelve.” She kicked water up at Melissa, who squealed and pulled tighter to me, her dress sliding along my stomach under the water.
Jun’s eyes followed the ripple, then darted away. She tucked damp strands behind her ear. “I’d have liked that,” she said. “Structure. Someone telling me where to be, what to do.” She shrugged, her voice steady but low. “Too much freedom means too many chances to screw it up.”
Callie laughed, flipping upright. “And I want the opposite. No rules, no clocks. Just do whatever feels good.” She grinned at Jun. “That’s why you need me. Balance.”
Melissa rolled her eyes, though she was smiling. “Balance? You drag us into bars, pools, God knows where next.” She glanced at me quick, her cheeks pink. “You’ve got to think we’re a mess.”
Her hand slipped under the water as she said it, brushing my side, then pulling back too fast, like she didn’t realize where it landed.
Jun rested her chin on the pool ledge, shoulders hunched. “You say mess,” she murmured, “but maybe that’s just living.” She glanced at Melissa. “Not everything has to be so neat.”
Melissa shifted in place, the cross at her chest catching the light again. She bit her lip. “It does, though. If you stop caring about what’s right, ” She broke off, laughing nervously. “I don’t know. That’s just how I was raised.”
Callie slipped between us, slinging her arms over both our shoulders. “Raised is one thing. Living is another.” Her grin widened. “You two think too much.”
Melissa’s laugh cracked, a little too loud. “You don’t think enough.” But her fingers lingered on my arm as she pushed Callie off, her grip tightening before she let go.
Jun finally looked straight at me, her eyes steady though her cheeks were flushed. “She’s not wrong. You can believe in rules and still want something else.” Her voice dropped, almost lost to the splash of water.
I didn’t move. Melissa’s thighs brushed mine under the surface, her laugh turning softer, quieter, as she said, “We should stop talking about this.”
Callie twirled a finger through her wet hair, smirking. “Exactly. Let’s talk about something dumb.” She splashed us both again. “Favorite guilty pleasure food. Go.”
Melissa’s shoulders relaxed, even though her hand stayed against me. “Chocolate chip cookies. Still warm.”
Jun smiled faintly. “Fried dumplings.”
Callie grinned, leaning on me now. “Fries dipped in milkshake. Don’t knock it.”
Melissa’s laugh lingered, her cheek still against my shoulder. I let my hand slide lower under the water, from her waist to the curve of her hip, and kept it there. She didn’t move away. Her voice carried soft and steady, “Cookies aren’t just a guilty pleasure. They’re comfort. My mom used to make them on Sundays after service. It was the one thing that always felt safe.” Her words were calm, but her thighs pressed tighter together against me.
Jun swirled her fingers across the water’s surface, her eyes down. “I don’t have that kind of memory. Food was just food.” My hand drifted from Melissa’s hip to the top of her thigh, under the water where no one could see. Jun glanced up, almost by accident, and then away again, but her breath caught faintly before she continued. “Dumplings, though they remind me of being with my grandmother. She didn’t talk much, but she always made them for me.”
Melissa shifted in place, her chest rising faster against my arm. She giggled at Jun, too quickly. “That’s sweet.” Her words wavered, but she didn’t move my hand.
Callie leaned forward on her elbows at the edge, water streaming down her back. “All this family nostalgia is cute. But mine’s fries and a shake at two in the morning, parked outside some neon dive. Messy, salty, perfect.” She laughed, tossing water at Jun with her foot. “You two are sentimental.”
I slid my hand further along Melissa’s thigh, just short of the hem of her dress. Her body jerked once, then stilled, her voice lifting an octave as she said, “Cookies are better than fries. Any day.”
Jun had edged closer too, her arm brushing mine now and then under the surface. I let my free hand drift, fingers brushing her knee under the water. She didn’t flinch, though her shoulders rose with a sharp inhale. “Dumplings beat cookies,” she said quietly, but her voice was thin, almost trembling.
Callie twisted to face us, flicking her wet hair back, grinning. “Fries win. End of story.” She didn’t notice how Melissa’s grip on me tightened or how Jun’s lips parted just slightly as my fingers grazed higher.
Melissa gave a nervous laugh. “That’s, so wrong,” she stammered, but her words trailed into a breathy sigh before she caught herself. She glanced at Callie fast, then dropped her eyes.
Jun tapped at the water with one hand, trying to keep steady. “Food is food,” she said, her tone flat, though her thighs brushed mine now in small, restless movements.
Callie stretched out, floating on her back, humming. “None of it matters if you’ve got the right company.” Her grin flashed at me before she closed her eyes, water beading across her chest.
I pressed my palm fully against Melissa’s thigh under the water, slow, deliberate. Her lips parted, but she kept speaking, her voice shaky. “I still think, cookies,” she whispered, forcing the word out, her whole body trembling against me.
I shifted against Melissa, sliding my hand higher up her thigh until I felt the damp cling of her dress in the water. She stiffened, but didn’t move, her breath hitching before she forced a laugh.
“Alright,” I said, keeping my voice even, “cookies, dumplings, fries what about drinks? If you had to pick one forever.” I moved my hand lightly, a slow stroke against her skin as I asked.
Melissa’s nails dug into my arm. “Sweet tea,” she blurted out too quickly, her voice cracking. She giggled, shaking her head as if she’d misspoken. “With lemon. My mom made it by the gallon. It’s it’s tradition.” Her thighs pressed together around my hand even as she kept smiling at Callie.
Jun’s eyes were on the water, her lips tight, but I traced a finger along her knee, then higher. She shifted an inch closer, like she was leaning for balance, and whispered, “Barley tea. No sugar.” She exhaled sharply when my hand brushed her inner thigh, then swallowed and repeated louder, “Barley tea. Always.”
Callie laughed, kicking a splash at us. “Beer. Cheap, cold, whatever’s in the fridge.” She tilted her head at me, grinning wide. “You?”
I let my thumb press slow circles against Jun’s thigh, the water hiding everything. Melissa trembled against me. “Whiskey,” I said, steady. “Straight.”
Melissa’s breath caught. She laughed nervously. “Of course it would be something strong.” Her hand squeezed mine under the water as if to move it, but instead she just held it there against her leg.
Jun bit her lip, her voice low. “Figures.” She shifted again, the edge of her skirt riding higher as my fingers pressed further up.
Callie shook her head, smirking. “You’re all too serious. Beer’s simple, fun. No overthinking.” She floated back, humming to herself, water glistening down her chest.
I gave Melissa’s thigh a firmer squeeze. “So what about places? One city you’d live in forever. Go.”
Melissa gasped softly before answering, “Nashville. Music, church, family. It feels right.” She tried to steady her voice, but her hips twitched against my hand.
Jun’s breath stuttered when my fingers slid just under her hem. “Seoul,” she whispered. She blinked quickly, pushing the word out louder the second time. “Seoul. It has everything.”
Callie grinned, kicking water at us again. “Vegas. What else? Always alive.”
Melissa turned her head into my chest, muffling a laugh that sounded more like a gasp. “You’d waste your whole life in casinos,” she teased weakly, her voice breathless.
Callie shrugged, splashing her. “Better than wasting it scared.”
Jun whispered something in Korean, so soft I almost didn’t catch it. Then she shook her head, forcing herself to say, “New York. Too loud to think. I’d disappear there.”
I slid both hands firmer, Melissa trembling against me, Jun’s legs parting slightly under the water. I kept my tone light, steady. “So cookies in Nashville, dumplings in Seoul, fries in Vegas, and whiskey in New York. Sounds about right.”
Melissa gave a broken laugh, clinging to me tighter. “That’s not fair,” she whispered, her thighs pressing on my hand.
Jun’s breath shook, her voice flat but thin. “It’s fair.”
Callie leaned closer, dripping against me, grinning sharp. “It’s perfect.”
Melissa was still laughing nervously, her head pressed into my shoulder. I slid my hand higher beneath the water, the fabric of her dress bunching up against my wrist. She clutched at me tighter, but her voice tried to stay light.
“Okay,” I said, keeping my tone steady, “forget food and drinks. What’s one thing you regret not doing?”
Melissa froze a second too long, then blurted, “Studying abroad. I wanted to. My dad said it wasn’t safe.” She laughed, sharp and shaky. “I told myself I didn’t care, but I did.” Her thighs pressed tighter around my hand even as she smiled faintly at Jun.
Jun’s breathing had gone shallow, but she forced herself to answer. “Art school. I was accepted. I never went.” Her voice was flat, controlled, but her body shifted toward me, her leg pressing along mine under the water as my fingers traced further inside her hem.
Callie smirked, bumping into my side, her wet chest rubbing against my arm. “I don’t regret anything. Regret’s a waste.” She grinned wider, pressing her hip to mine, letting the water push her tighter against me. “But if I had to say one thing? Not starting trouble sooner.”
Melissa groaned softly, almost covered by her laugh. “That sounds exactly like you.” She buried her face against me, her voice muffled. “You’d be chaos abroad. Pure chaos.” Her nails dug faintly into my chest.
I kept my thumb stroking slow circles under Jun’s skirt. “Dreams, then. Forget regrets. One thing you still want most.”
Melissa clung to me, her breath trembling. “Marriage. Kids. A real home.” She said it fast, like she needed to prove it to herself. But her hips pushed unconsciously into my hand.
Jun’s lips parted, her eyes flicking up, then down. “Peace,” she whispered. She wet her lips, tried again louder. “Just peace. Somewhere quiet.” Her thighs shifted wider as if to let me in.
Callie laughed low, resting her chin on my shoulder, her breath hot against my ear. “Fame. I want my name lit up somewhere big. Billboards, stage lights. Everyone watching.” She wrapped her arm tighter around me, her nails dragging faintly over my chest.
Melissa pressed her forehead against me, trembling. “That’s terrifying.” But she didn’t move away, her breasts sliding against my chest each time she breathed.
Jun leaned closer, her arm brushing mine under the water. Her voice was unsteady now. “Peace and fame don’t go together.”
Callie grinned, squeezing my side. “That’s why I need both of you. To balance me out.” She pressed herself tighter, her leg sliding across mine under the water.
Melissa gave a sharp laugh, shaky. “This is insane.” She held onto me even tighter, her thighs trembling against my hand.
I let both hands spread, one pulling Jun closer by the thigh, the other gripping Melissa’s hip under the water. They didn’t pull away. All three of them were pressed against me now, conversation wobbling under the weight of what none of them dared say out loud.
The water rippled around us, the four of us locked in closer than we’d meant to be. I kept my voice steady, pushing them further. “So if regrets and dreams are out, tell me what scares you most. Right now. Be honest.”
Melissa’s nails grazed my chest, clinging like she was anchoring herself. “Falling away from faith,” she whispered. Her voice cracked, but she forced a laugh over it. “Not praying enough. Not being strong enough.” She clutched me tighter, her thighs clamping around my hand, her body trembling against me.
Jun’s lips parted. I slid my fingers higher under her skirt, and her breath stuttered. “Losing control,” she said, her voice low, almost swallowed by the water. She tilted closer, her hair brushing my jaw, her breath warm against my cheek. “That’s what scares me.”
Callie shifted against my side, sliding her hand across my stomach under the water until her palm rested low on my hip. She grinned, leaning close enough her lips brushed my ear. “I’m scared of being ordinary.” Her hip rolled into mine as she said it, bold, hungry.
Melissa pressed her face into my neck, muffling another laugh. “That’s not scary, that’s vanity.” But her chest lifted against me faster, her lips hovering too close to my skin.
Jun’s hand rose from the water, trembling, and settled on my shoulder. She leaned her weight into it, her thighs spreading under my touch. “Losing control isn’t vanity,” she murmured, her mouth almost grazing mine when she spoke.
Callie laughed low, sliding herself tighter, her other hand brushing Melissa’s hip under the water until both girls were pressed against me from either side. “Control is overrated,” she teased, but her lips lingered close to Melissa’s cheek as she said it.
Melissa shivered hard, her grip on me desperate now. “We shouldn’t,” she whispered, her words catching on her breath. But her hips shifted, grinding faintly against my hand, betraying everything she tried to hold.
Jun’s eyes flicked from Melissa’s lips to mine, her face hovering so close I could taste her breath. Her voice trembled. “This is wrong.” Her thighs squeezed, but she didn’t pull away.
Callie tilted her head, hair dripping across all of us, her grin sharp. “Then stop. If you can.” She pressed her body flush to mine, her chest pinning Melissa’s shoulder, her thigh sliding up against Jun’s.
The cluster tightened. Melissa’s lips hovered inches from mine, her eyes wide and shimmering. Jun’s cheek brushed my jaw, her body leaning harder against me, breath shallow. Callie pressed from the other side, laughing softly, her mouth lingering close enough to graze Melissa’s skin, teasing her into shaking harder.
Melissa’s cross pendant slid against my chest, cold metal on hot skin. Her breath came faster, her face inches from mine, lips trembling but not closing the gap. “Faith isn’t supposed to feel like this,” she whispered, the words rushed, desperate, but her hips shifted against my hand under the water, betraying her.
Jun’s voice was steady, though her body wasn’t. “Control either,” she said, her lips brushing my jaw as she leaned closer, her thighs parting against my fingers. Her hand slid from my shoulder to my neck, holding me there, though she never admitted what she was doing.
Callie’s laugh was low, her lips so close to Melissa’s cheek they nearly touched. “Ordinary people aren’t here right now,” she murmured, pressing herself tighter to me, her hand sliding further across my hip, teasing both of them with how bold she was.
The cluster drew tighter, all three pressed around me, their bodies tightening the space. The water lapped at us, their thighs rubbing mine, their lips brushing but not crossing, each breath hotter than the last.
I let them hold the silence of it a beat longer, then I pushed.
“Enough cover talk,” I said quietly, my voice low but sure. I slid my hand higher under Melissa’s skirt, cupping her, firm. She gasped, her nails digging into me, her lips breaking open ,  and I kissed her. Hard.
She whimpered into my mouth, clinging tighter, her cross pressing between us. Her body melted even as her words had said no.
Jun’s breath broke sharp beside me. I pulled her in too, turning just enough that my lips brushed hers next, tasting her, her whole body stiff at first then softening, her hand gripping my neck tighter as she gave in.
Callie grinned wide, watching, then pressed herself in, her wet chest pushing hard against me. “Finally,” she whispered, before I kissed her too, her mouth hot, demanding, her tongue sliding against mine as she ground her hips into my thigh.
Melissa whimpered again, tugging at my shoulder, her lips fighting back to mine like she couldn’t let go. Jun leaned in on the other side, her cheek pressed against us both, her breath ragged, her lips brushing at the corner of mine whenever she dared.
The edge of the pool pressed into my back as I steered us there, all three of them clinging tighter, water sloshing around us. Melissa’s chest flattened against mine, her cross pendant caught between us, cold against hot skin. Jun’s leg hooked over mine, her skirt riding high, her breath trembling on my cheek. Callie pressed herself flush to my side, her mouth on my neck, teeth grazing.
Melissa’s lips broke from mine, panting. She whispered, her voice shaky but clear, “This isn’t, this can’t be, three girls, one guy. That’s not right.” But her hips rolled hard against my hand as she said it, contradicting every word.
Jun’s cheek pressed to my jaw, her lips brushing the corner of my mouth. “Maybe it’s worse because it is,” she murmured. Her hand slid across my stomach, under the water, tentative, but her fingers lingered on my hip.
Callie laughed, low and hot in my ear. “Worse?” She kissed my throat, then licked the water off my skin. “It’s better. Three on one? He can’t handle it.” Her nails raked lightly across my chest as her hips ground against my thigh.
Melissa shook her head fast, whispering, “Don’t say that.” But her lips closed on mine again, hungry, almost punishing, her tongue pushing deep like she wanted to drown her own protest.
Jun gasped softly when my hand slipped further under her skirt, her legs spreading against me. She bit my lip gently, then pulled back with a trembling laugh. “It’s already happening,” she whispered.
Callie grabbed Melissa’s chin, turning her face, kissing her hard before Melissa could resist. Melissa whimpered, her body jerking against mine, but she didn’t pull away. I kissed Jun at the same time, our mouths meeting, her lips soft, yielding, her tongue tentative but wanting.
The knot of us pressed tighter against the ledge, water splashing. Melissa kissed me again, gasping into my mouth, then turned back to Callie, their lips sliding wet and desperate. Jun kissed my jaw, then down my throat, licking the water from my skin in trembling strokes.
Callie broke from Melissa, grinning wide. “See? He can handle it. He likes it.” She licked along my ear, whispering, “Admit it.”
Melissa groaned, hiding her face against my shoulder, her hips grinding against my hand beneath the water. “I can’t,” she whispered, voice raw.
Jun kissed me again, slower this time, her tongue tracing mine. She pulled back, lips wet, whispering, “Then let us.”
Melissa shuddered, her thighs squeezing me tight, torn between protest and hunger. Callie kissed her again, silencing her with her mouth, while I kissed Jun harder, my hands pulling them both in tighter.
The ledge dug into my back as I pulled Melissa tighter against me, my hand sliding under her skirt until I found the thin cling of her panties. She gasped into my mouth, her nails clawing at my shoulders, whispering between kisses, “We can’t, oh God, we can’t, ” even as her hips pressed harder into my fingers.
Jun’s breath broke as I reached for her too, my other hand sliding up under her tank, finding her nipple stiff against my palm. She shivered, her lips clamping on mine in a sudden, hungry kiss, her hips grinding on my thigh. “This is, ” she moaned into my mouth, then swallowed her words with another kiss, her body betraying her.
Callie laughed against my neck, bold, her tongue tracing my skin. She reached under the water, her hand sliding over my waistband. “You two say can’t while you’re doing it.” She grinned, kissing Melissa’s neck. “Admit it. We’re all doing it.”
Melissa whimpered, her chest heaving against me. I tugged her panties aside beneath the water, sliding a finger along her slit. She clutched me tighter, moaning into my mouth, then pulled back, panting. “This isn’t faith, this isn’t right,” she gasped, her words cracking as her hips rocked against me anyway.
Jun’s hand grabbed my wrist under the water, trying to stop me, but instead she guided me harder against her own panties, her thighs squeezing my hand. Her lips pressed against my jaw, hot and desperate. “I’m losing control,” she whispered, and kissed me again, teeth clashing against mine.
Callie pulled at her own bikini top, peeling it down, her nipples stiff in the night air. She pressed them against my arm, moaning loud enough to echo off the pool deck. “See? Feels too good. Three on one. That’s the truth.”
Melissa turned her head fast, kissing Callie to shut her up, moaning into her mouth. Her body writhed against my hand, her panties wet, clinging.
Jun kissed me harder, sucking my lip, her own chest pressed against me, her nipple grazing my skin each time she shifted. She broke the kiss long enough to whisper, “It’s wrong, but I don’t care anymore.” Her hand slid under the water to grip me through my shorts, trembling.
Melissa moaned into Callie’s mouth, breaking away to gasp, “We’re going to hell,” even as she ground herself harder into my hand, her dress bunched to her waist in the water.
Callie grinned, biting Melissa’s lip, then kissing me, shoving her tongue deep. “Then let’s go together,” she teased, her hand sliding down to pull at my waistband, freeing me into the water.
The water slapped against the tile as I pressed Melissa harder against the ledge, my fingers working inside her panties, her hips bucking helplessly. She clung to me, moaning into my mouth, then broke away, panting. “We can’t, three girls, one man, it’s too much, it’s sin.” Her nails scratched down my back even as her body pushed harder into my hand.
Jun kissed my throat, her breath ragged, her skirt floating high around her hips. She moaned when my palm squeezed her bare breast, nipple hard under my fingers. “It’s sin either way,” she whispered against my skin, her voice trembling. “So at least this way we share him.”
Melissa shuddered, gasping, “Share?” She tried to laugh, but it came out broken, a whimper. Her lips found Callie’s, kissing her hard, desperate, as if to drown her own words.
Callie ground her hips into my thigh, her bare breasts rubbing up my arm as she kissed Melissa back, moaning into her mouth. She broke the kiss with a grin. “Better to share one good guy than chase three bad ones.” She kissed me next, tongue sliding deep, then turned back to Jun, her mouth brushing hers before biting her lip.
Jun froze for a heartbeat, then kissed her back, soft at first, then urgent, her hand sliding under the water to stroke me, her thighs squeezing around my wrist. “Safer,” she murmured, breaking the kiss, her eyes heavy. “No secrets. Just us.”
Melissa’s face crumpled, her words falling out between moans as my fingers pumped faster inside her. “It’s not safe, it’s, oh God, it’s too much.” She kissed me again, biting my lip, then clung to Jun, pressing her wet body to both of us.
Callie licked her way along Melissa’s neck, laughing low. “Listen to yourself. You’re already doing it.” She grabbed my cock under the water, stroking me bold, her grin flashing as Melissa whimpered. “This way we’re together. That’s better.”
Jun kissed me deep, her tongue urgent, her chest crushed against mine. She moaned into my mouth, then pulled back, whispering, “It’s safer. Three of us. One man. No one else.” Her hand slid along me, trembling, but she didn’t stop.
Melissa shook her head, gasping, “No, no, ” even as she kissed Callie again, her hips grinding frantically into my hand, her panties soaked, clinging.
Callie broke the kiss, laughing against her lips. “Yes. It’s already yes.” She kissed Melissa harder, then turned to me, moaning into my mouth, her breasts pressed flat against my chest.
Melissa’s panties clung wet to my fingers as I worked her harder against the ledge, her hips bucking, thighs trembling. Her nails dug into my shoulders, her lips crushed to mine, moaning broken words between gasps.
Jun kissed along my jaw, her skirt bunched around her waist, my other hand under it, gripping her bare ass. Her skin was hot under my palm, her hips grinding against my thigh, her nipple stiff against my chest each time she leaned in.
Callie slid lower in the water, one hand stroking my cock under the surface, the other pulling at my waistband until it slid free. She grinned up at me, water dripping from her lips. “Why are we playing?” she whispered, pumping me in her fist. She positioned herself, trying to press down onto me.
Melissa cried out, clinging harder. “No, not that, ” Her voice broke into a moan as I slid two fingers deeper inside her, her body clutching me tight. “Not all the way, please.”
Jun’s eyes were wide, her breath coming hard as she whispered, “It’s too much.” But her hips rocked against my hand, her thighs spread wider, her voice betraying her body. “She can’t, ”
Callie laughed low, grinding herself on the head of my cock under the water, her lips hot against mine when she kissed me. “She can. You want her to.” She pressed down harder, groaning as the tip spread her folds.
Melissa gasped, burying her face in my chest. “Don’t, don’t let her.” Her whole body shook, but her hips slammed harder onto my hand, soaking me.
Jun’s hand gripped my wrist under the water, trembling, but instead of pulling me away, she pushed me deeper into herself, her thighs squeezing around my hand. “It’s wrong,” she panted, kissing me desperate, “but let her.”
I groaned, the water slapping against us as I pumped Melissa with one hand, squeezed Jun’s ass with the other, my cock sliding against Callie’s soaked slit. Their skin was everywhere ,  Melissa’s breasts crushed to me, Jun’s nipple dragging across my shoulder, Callie’s wet lips wrapping around me as she forced herself down.
Melissa sobbed a laugh into my mouth, whispering, “We’re all ruined.” Her hand grabbed mine on her thigh, pushing me harder against her clit.
Jun kissed me again, gasping into my mouth. “One man, three of us. It’s safer.” Her hand slid between us, gripping my cock with Callie, guiding me into her, urging her down.
Callie moaned, her head thrown back, her breasts bouncing against my chest as she sank further. “He can take us all,” she groaned, biting her lip hard. “You’ll see.”
Melissa moaned with her, still protesting, still begging, but her thighs ground against me, her panties shoved aside, her body giving her away.
Callie sank down, slow but sure, her nails clawing into my shoulders as she forced herself onto me under the water. Her moan broke loud against my mouth, raw and hungry, her thighs wrapping my waist. “Yes,” she gasped, grinding hard, breasts pressed flat against my chest.
Melissa cried out, clinging to me like she’d fall apart. “No, no, she can’t, ” Her words cut off in a sob as my fingers pushed deep inside her, her panties shoved aside. Her whole body shook, grinding helplessly against my hand even as she pleaded. “Don’t let her, oh God, ”
Jun’s eyes went wide, her lip between her teeth, her hips rolling against my other hand. “She’s really, ” she whispered, then cut herself off with a trembling moan, kissing me hard. Her tongue tangled with mine, desperate, while her thighs squeezed my wrist tighter, urging me faster.
Callie rode me harder, water splashing, her mouth hot and wet on mine. “He’s perfect,” she groaned. “All of us, he can take all of us.” She kissed Melissa mid-sob, swallowing her protest, licking her mouth until Melissa whimpered into it, clutching both of us tight.
Melissa broke away, panting, “We’re ruined, ruined, ” but she didn’t let go, her hips bucking into my hand, her lips finding mine again, kissing me with a desperate hunger.
Jun kissed Callie next, their mouths locking over me as they pressed together, their wet bodies pressed against my chest. She groaned into her mouth, then pulled back, gasping, “We need to stop, we need to, ”
Callie grinned, grinding down harder on me, crying out. “Too late.”
The water churned around us, all four locked in tight, until finally Callie collapsed against me, trembling, her body clenching around mine. Melissa shook against my hand, moaning wordsinto my mouth, and Jun trembled with her, her whole body jerking against my palm.
When it broke, we clung there, panting, trembling, the pool quiet again around us. Melissa hid her face against me, whispering, “We can’t stay here.”
Jun nodded quickly, her lips still brushing my jaw. “Room. We need to go back to the room.”
Callie laughed low, kissing me one more time before sliding off, her body hot against mine. “Fine. Room.”
We stumbled up the steps, water streaming from our clothes, the night air cool on overheated skin. Melissa wrapped a towel around herself tight, clutching it like armor. Jun did the same, her eyes down, lips swollen from kissing. Callie slung hers loose, grinning, bare skin flashing with every step as she led us down the hall.
Inside, the room’s dim light glowed over the big bed. Towels clung damp to us, but only for minutes. Melissa sat first, knees pulled up, trying to cover herself. Jun perched beside her, towel slipping lower each time she moved. Callie dropped hers altogether, crawling naked across the sheets, laughing.
Melissa whispered, “We should just sleep.” But her towel slid when I pulled her close, her breasts pressed to me again.
Jun tried to adjust hers, but it fell, baring her. She gasped, covering too late, then let it drop, trembling as she leaned into me.
Callie sprawled across the bed, grinning, her arms wide. “Sleep? With us like this?” She tugged Melissa closer, then Jun, then me, until the bed was filled with naked bodies, skin against skin, every intention of behaving vanishing in the heat of it.
The sheets clung damp to us as we pulled them high, all four of us tucked beneath, pretending it meant something proper. My skin was pressed against theirs, every breath filled with heat and the faint chlorine of the pool. Melissa pressed into one side, her towel abandoned, her breasts warm against my arm, her cross tangled in the sheet. Jun curled close on the other, her bare thigh draped across mine. Callie lay sprawled over all of us, laughing softly, her skin sliding against ours with every move.
Melissa whispered, her voice trembling, “This is too much. All of us, like this.” Her nipple grazed my bicep as she shifted, her thighs brushing my hip.
Jun murmured, “It feels unreal.” Her lips grazed my shoulder when she spoke, her breath shaky, her hand twitching against my chest as if she wanted to pull back but couldn’t.
Callie kissed my throat, grinning against my skin. “Feels perfect,” she whispered, grinding her hips down onto my stomach, her breasts crushed against me under the sheet. “Three of us, one of you. Why fight it?”
Melissa whimpered, hiding her face in my chest. “Because it’s wrong.” But her hand slipped down my stomach under the sheet, fingers trembling as they brushed my cock. She gasped when she touched me, then moaned softly, curling closer.
Jun’s hand joined hers without meaning to, her palm closing over me, warm and hesitant. She whispered, “It feels so strong.” Her thighs spread over my leg, her heat grinding slow against me.
Callie laughed, sliding lower, kissing my chest, then my stomach, dragging the sheet down as she went. “Strong enough for all of us.” She licked me once, teasing, then pulled me into her mouth, sucking slow, her tongue circling.
Melissa moaned, clutching my chest, her nipples stiff against me. “Callie, stop, you’ll make it worse.” Her hips bucked against my side, her fingers tugging at me even as Callie’s mouth slid deeper.
Jun gasped, her lips finding mine suddenly, kissing me hard, her tongue desperate. Her ass ground against my hand as I pulled her closer, squeezing the soft flesh, her heat against my thigh.
Callie groaned around my cock, sucking harder, the sheet falling away until all three of them were naked against me, their bodies sliding together, breasts and thighs brushing in the dark.
Melissa’s mouth found my neck, kissing, nibbling, her hand sliding down to my balls, cupping me as if she couldn’t stop herself. “This feels, so wrong,” she gasped, “but so good.”
Jun’s lips were back on mine, grinding herself against my hand, moaning into my mouth. “We can’t stop now,” she whispered. “None of us can.”
Callie pulled up for a breath, grinning, her lips shiny, then dove back down, sucking me deep. Her moan vibrated through me, sending a jolt all the way to my spine.
The sheet twisted around us, naked skin everywhere, their mouths and hands moving over me, their words tumbling into gasps.The sheet slipped lower with every movement until it was just twisted around our legs, heat trapped beneath it, skin sliding against mine. Callie’s mouth moved down my stomach, tongue dragging over me before she swallowed me deep again. The wet pull of her lips made my hips jerk, but I kept my hands busy ,  one locked around Jun’s ass, pulling her tighter against my thigh, the other buried between Melissa’s legs, my fingers spreading her open, stroking her until she was trembling.
Melissa clung to me, her face pressed to my chest, breath catching each time my fingers pushed deeper inside her. She whispered then moaned over them, grinding her hips into my hand, her breasts sliding wet against me. When I pinched her nipple, she gasped, her teeth sinking into my shoulder like she was trying to anchor herself.
Jun kissed me with a sudden hunger, tongue fierce, her hips grinding down on my thigh, heat coating my skin. She moaned into my mouth when I pulled her nipple between my fingers, her body jerking against my touch. She didn’t let up, kissing me again and again, her hand fisting in my hair while her other slid down, wrapping around me under Callie’s grip, stroking in rhythm with her sucking.
The pressure built from every side ,  Callie’s throat tight and wet around me, Jun’s hand working me when she pulled back to gasp, Melissa’s hips shuddering against my fingers. My cock throbbed, shiny with spit, gripped by mouths and hands while their bodies pressed against me, tangled and writhing.
Melissa lifted her head, eyes glazed, lips swollen. She kissed me hard, her tongue desperate, then broke away only to kiss Jun, their mouths sliding together above me. I felt their breasts crush against my chest, their nipples stiff, skin rubbing as they moved. Jun groaned into Melissa’s mouth, her hips grinding harder against my thigh, and Melissa whimpered, pushing herself back onto my fingers.
Callie groaned around me, bobbing faster, then pulled up for air with a wet gasp. “God, you taste so good,” she panted, stroking me with both hands, drool and spit dripping down my shaft. She grinned up at me, then leaned over and kissed Melissa mid-moan, their mouths shiny with my spit before Melissa fell back against me, shaking.
I grabbed Jun by the hips and pulled her across my face, burying my mouth between her thighs. She cried out, her whole body clenching, grinding down on my tongue. Her hands clutched at my hair, her hips rolling against my mouth as I sucked her clit, tasted the heat spilling from her.
Melissa whimpered beside me, her hand reaching down to stroke me with Callie, their fingers brushing as they pumped me together. Callie leaned in to kiss her again, her tongue sliding deep, their bodies pressed tight against my side while I devoured Jun above me.
The sheet was gone, twisted at our feet. There was nothing left but skin, mouths, hands, and the sound of their gasps filling the room as I touched and tasted them all at once.
Jun’s thighs squeezed around my head as I licked her, her cum coating my mouth. She rocked against me harder, moaning ragged into the air, until Callie pulled her down and kissed her, muffling the sound. Their bodies pressed over me, breasts sliding across my chest, skin shiny and hot.
Melissa stroked me with both hands, her lips brushing mine, panting as she whispered, “We’re lost now.” But her hand pumped faster, her thumb smearing spit and pre-cum over the head, her other hand cupping my balls, squeezing them tight while Callie licked along my shaft between her fingers.
I growled into Jun’s cunt, sucking her clit until she screamed, her hips grinding down on me, thighs trembling. She collapsed forward, her breasts heavy against my face, her nipples dragging over my skin as she moaned into Melissa’s mouth.
Callie pulled me from Melissa’s grip and swallowed me whole, her throat tightening, spit dripping down my length. She bobbed fast, her hand jerking the base, her other squeezing my balls until my hips bucked. Melissa whimpered, kissing her mid-suck, moaning when Callie pulled off with a wet pop and smeared spit across both their lips.
I rolled Jun off and pulled her down on me, sliding her dripping cunt over my cock. She gasped, her nails raking my chest as I filled her. Her pussy clenched tight, her hips slamming down until I was buried deep. She threw her head back, crying out, her breasts bouncing against me.
Melissa straddled my face at once, her soaked slit pressing over my mouth. I spread her with my fingers and licked her deep, her moans breaking into gasps as she rode my tongue, her cross swinging against my nose. She ground harder, her thighs clamping around my head, until she was sobbing and trembling, her juices running down my chin.
Callie straddled my chest, grabbing my hair, forcing her pussy down on my lips between Melissa’s thrusts. I licked her too, tongues slipping from one to the other, Melissa grinding one cheek, Callie grinding the other, both moaning over me, their thighs pressed against my face.
Jun screamed louder, fucking herself down on me faster, her nails digging bloody marks across my chest. Her body clenched tight, then shuddered, collapsing forward. She pressed her lips to Melissa’s, then Callie’s, panting into both their mouths while she twitched on my cock.
I rolled her off, pulling out with a pop, and Callie climbed on next, impaling herself in one sharp drop. She howled, clawing at my shoulders, bouncing fast, her tits slapping my chest. Melissa kissed her, licking her mouth as I fucked up into her hard.
Jun moaned, stroking me at the base, guiding me deeper into Callie while she kissed Melissa’s neck, her tongue dragging down to her breasts. Melissa whimpered, wrapping her legs around me, grinding her cunt against my thigh while Callie rode me wild.
Callie’s hips still moved wild over me, but I gripped her waist and slowed her down, holding her still with my cock buried deep inside her. She whimpered, trying to ride harder, but I pulled her chest against mine and kissed her slow, deep, her tongue circling mine, her breasts crushed against me. She moaned into my mouth, her body trembling as I rolled my hips slow and steady, making her feel every inch.
Melissa pressed against my side, kissing my shoulder, then my neck, her breath hot, her hand stroking me where I disappeared into Callie. “You’re too deep in her,” she whispered, her voice broken, almost jealous but more aroused. Her thighs squeezed mine, her clit grinding on my leg as she watched me fuck Callie slow.
Jun lay draped across my chest, kissing Callie’s mouth each time I broke away, licking my lips from hers. Her hand reached down, cupping Callie’s bouncing breast, squeezing the nipple between her fingers until Callie cried out against me. Jun’s lips found my ear. “You’re taking her,” she whispered, her breath shaking. “And she loves it.”
I pushed harder into Callie, slow, deep strokes that made her moan louder, her nails clawing down my back. Her head fell to my shoulder, her lips open against my skin, whimpering with each thrust. Melissa kissed her neck at the same time, her tongue tracing the line of her collarbone, then moved lower, taking Callie’s nipple into her mouth, sucking while Callie gasped and clung tighter to me.
Jun kissed me hard again, her tongue pushing deep, her breasts sliding against my chest as she ground herself along my thigh. Her heat smeared across me, her hips rocking harder the slower I fucked Callie, the rhythm pulling all of them in.
Callie moaned, her body jerking with each thrust, her pussy gripping me tighter, wetter. “God, fuck, don’t stop,” she begged, kissing Melissa and Jun at once, her lips sliding from one to the other, then back to me.
Melissa pulled off her breast with a pop, moaning. “He’s so deep in you,” she gasped, her hand moving faster between her own thighs as she watched. She grabbed my face suddenly and kissed me hard, her tongue desperate, her cross pendant swinging between our bodies.
Jun reached lower, stroking me at the base where I disappeared into Callie, her fingers wet with both of us. She pressed her forehead to mine, panting. “Slower. Harder. Make her feel it.”
I groaned, holding Callie tight and driving into her with long, deliberate strokes. She screamed against my shoulder, shaking, her whole body quivering as she came, clamping around me, her nails breaking skin down my back.
Melissa moaned at the sound, grinding faster against my thigh, her hand working herself furiously. Jun kissed me again, stroking me through Callie’s spasms, both of them trembling against me as Callie broke apart in my arms.
Callie collapsed against me, trembling, her pussy still twitching around my cock as she panted into my chest. I eased her aside, my hands already reaching for Melissa. She froze when I pulled her onto my lap, straddling me, her towel long gone, her breasts heaving as she clutched the sheet like it might save her.
Her cross swung between us as I cupped her ass, dragging her closer. She shook her head, whispering, “No, no, I can’t, ” but her hips rolled forward anyway, her heat brushing the head of my cock. She gasped, clinging to my shoulders, her thighs spreading as if they had a will of their own.
I kissed her hard, my tongue forcing past her lips, swallowing her broken protest. She moaned into my mouth, trembling, her body softening as I gripped her tighter and lifted her. Her pussy was soaked, hotter than the rest, and when I pushed her down onto me, she screamed into my mouth.
Her nails tore down my back, her eyes squeezed shut as she buried her face against my neck. “God forgive me,” she sobbed, even as she slammed her hips down, taking me all the way inside. Her pussy clenched tight, convulsing around me, every bit of her body saying yes while her lips tried to say no.
I held her ass in both hands, fucking up into her, slow at first, then harder as her cries turned to moans. She rocked on me, breasts bouncing against my chest, nipples dragging across my skin. Her cross tangled between us, cold metal tapping my stomach with every thrust.
Jun pressed against my side, kissing Melissa’s neck, licking the sweat dripping down her skin. “You wanted this,” she whispered, her lips brushing her ear. “Don’t lie.” She reached down, rubbing Melissa’s clit as I drove into her, making her cry out louder, her body jerking.
Callie slid to my other side, sucking Melissa’s nipple into her mouth, tugging it with her teeth until Melissa gasped and clung tighter to me. “She’s perfect,” Callie moaned around her breast, stroking my cock where it disappeared into Melissa, her fingers wet with both our fluids.
Melissa shook, her whole body trembling as she rode me harder, faster, her thighs slapping against mine. She whimpered into my ear, broken and senseless, “God forgive, God forgive, ” until her words collapsed into pure moans. She kissed me, desperate, tongue wild, sucking my mouth like she needed to consume me.
I grabbed her hair, pulling her head back, watching her face as I fucked her harder. Her eyes rolled, her lips wet and swollen, her cross shining in the lamplight. She screamed, her pussy gripping me like a fist, and then she shattered, collapsing against me, sobbing into my chest as her orgasm tore through her.
Melissa collapsed against my chest, trembling, her sweaty skin pressed to mine as her breathing slowed. I stroked her back, then eased her to the side, her cross glinting where it lay against the sheet. Jun was still curled at my hip, watching, her eyes dark, her lips parted.
I grabbed her by the waist and pulled her forward, turning her onto her hands and knees. She froze for a heartbeat, hair spilling across her face, her skirt bunched at her waist. “No,” she whispered, shaking her head, but she didn’t move away. Her thighs spread wider on the sheets, her ass lifting almost involuntarily.
I pushed the fabric aside, exposing the soft curve of her ass and the glistening heat between her legs. She gasped when my cock rubbed against her, her back arching, her arms trembling under her. “I shouldn’t, ” she moaned, breaking off when I pushed inside.
Her whole body clenched around me, so tight I had to grip her hips to force myself deeper. She cried out, her voice sharp, then bit the sheet in her teeth, muffling the sound as her body adjusted. When I was fully buried, she moaned deep, guttural, her back arching higher, her ass pressing back against me.
Melissa reached over, cupping Jun’s breast, squeezing her nipple until she screamed into the sheets. “She’s perfect,” Melissa whispered, kissing her shoulder. “She needed this.”
Callie slid beside her, kissing her mouth when she lifted her head, licking her tongue, then biting her lip. “She’s hotter than both of us,” Callie teased, slapping Jun’s ass lightly as I drove into her harder.
Jun’s arms gave out, her chest flattening against the bed, her ass high, trembling as I pounded her. Her moans filled the room, muffled only when Callie kissed her again, their tongues locked while Melissa rubbed her clit.
I groaned, slamming into her, her pussy gripping me so tight I nearly lost it. Her nails clawed the sheets, her back arching, her breasts dragging against the linen with each thrust. “I can’t, I can’t, ” she gasped, then screamed, her body shuddering around me as she came hard, her thighs shaking.
I pulled out, her juice coating me, and the three of them collapsed in a knot on the bed. Callie grinned, already moving to all fours beside Jun. “Line us up,” she said, smirking over her shoulder, spreading her ass wide for me.
Melissa trembled, her face red, but she crawled next to her, her cross swinging as she sank into the same position, ass lifted, pussy glistening. “This is insane,” she whispered, but she spread her thighs anyway.
Jun was still quivering, her face buried in the sheets, but she lifted herself too, crawling forward until all three were on their hands and knees, asses swaying, their hair spilling across their backs.
They knelt in a line before me, asses lifted, backs arched, hair spilling over bare shoulders. Melissa in the middle, trembling, her cross dangling beneath her, breasts swaying with every nervous breath. Jun to her left, still quivering from her first surrender, her thighs spread wider now, ready. Callie on the right, smirking over her shoulder, her pussy already dripping, daring me.
I moved behind Melissa first, gripping her hips, pressing myself into her swollen folds. She gasped, burying her face in the sheet. “No, no, ” she whispered, even as her body pushed back, sucking me deep. Her pussy clamped around me, hotter than fire, and I slammed into her, her cross swinging as her breasts slapped against her chest.
Jun moaned just from watching, pressing her face into Melissa’s shoulder, their hair tangling. I reached across, sliding two fingers into her as I fucked Melissa, her moans rising in sync, her ass rocking against my hand.
Callie laughed, reaching between her thighs, stroking herself as she arched her back higher. “Don’t waste time on them,” she teased, her voice sharp, “you know you want me.”
I pulled out of Melissa, strings connecting us, and shoved into Callie with one hard thrust. She screamed, throwing her head back, her ass slapping against me as she ground back hard. Her pussy milked me, wet and greedy, her nails clawing the sheets.
Melissa moaned beside her, trembling. “It’s too much,” she whispered, but her hand slid down, stroking herself while she pressed her mouth to Callie’s shoulder, kissing her through her cries.
Jun couldn’t hold back, she grabbed my cock as I pulled from Callie and dragged me into herself. Her pussy clenched hard, wet and tight, her whole body arching as I drove in. She cried out, muffled against Melissa’s arm, her ass shaking as I pumped her deep, her juices spilling down her thighs.
I grabbed both their hips, switching between them, out of Jun, back into Callie, both of them gasping as my cock slammed from one to the other, spreading their wet heat across me. Their moans tangled, Callie’s sharp cries mixing with Jun’s desperate sobs.
Melissa whimpered, rocking against my thigh, begging. “Me, please, ” Her hand clutched my wrist, dragging me back to her. I shoved into her again, deep and hard, and she screamed into the sheets, her whole body convulsing as she came, her cross bouncing against her breasts.
Jun collapsed against Melissa, their mouths finding each other in a frantic kiss while Callie bit Melissa’s shoulder, her hips still grinding back at me. I pulled out and thrust into Callie again, the  heat swallowing me, her scream muffled as she kissed Jun at the same time.
I kept rotating, pounding into Melissa until she broke again, into Jun until she shook and cried, into Callie until her voice was raw, all three of them pressed together, sweat and spit and cum smearing across the sheets.
The bed shook under us, the sheets twisted, my thighs slapping wetly against them one by one. Melissa’s moans had gone hoarse, her cross bouncing with each thrust. Jun clung to her, their hair tangled together, both gasping as I drove into Jun hard from behind. Callie arched next to them, her back wet with sweat, her ass rising high, begging for me again.
I switched between them without pause, Melissa’s pussy gripping me tight, then Callie’s wet heat swallowing me down, then Jun’s quivering slit clutching as if she couldn’t let me go. They writhed in a line, their hips rocking, their voices spilling into moans and cries that tangled together, filling the room.
Melissa sobbed into the sheets, her ass pressing back to take me deeper. “God forgive me,” she gasped, her whole body trembling as I pumped into her. Jun whimpered beside her, “Don’t stop, don’t stop,” her voice raw, her back arching higher each time I slammed into her. Callie only laughed, wild and breathless, crying out, “Harder, give me all of it,” her nails tearing at the linen.
The sight of their three asses swaying before me, wet and spread, their backs glistening under the lamplight, sent heat coiling tight in my gut. I grabbed them all, Melissa’s waist in one hand, Jun’s ass in the other, my cock buried in Callie as I drove hard and fast. Their bodies jerked together, their moans blending, the mattress squealing beneath us.
The pressure broke. I pulled out, stroking myself furiously, towering over them as they collapsed forward on their elbows, still grinding their hips in rhythm. Melissa’s cross swung loose, her back twisting and trembling. Jun arched low, hair spilling down, her ass swaying in helpless circles. Callie looked over her shoulder, grinning through sweat and spit, her breasts hanging heavy as she pushed her ass up high.
My orgasm tore through me. I groaned loud, hot ropes shooting across their bare backs, streaking Melissa’s shoulder blades, dripping down Jun’s spine, spraying over Callie’s ass and lower back. They gasped at the sudden heat, shuddering as it splattered over their skin, the three of them moaning in unison beneath me.
Melissa whimpered, her body still rocking, cum streaking her cross where it dangled between her breasts. “Oh God,” she whispered, her voice broken.
Jun’s back flexed under the mess, her lips parted as she moaned low, shivering from the sensation.
Callie reached back with her hand, smearing it across herself, then licking her fingers with a wild grin. “Perfect,” she panted, her eyes burning as she looked at me.
The three of them writhed together on the sheets, their backs glistening with my cum, their bodies trembling, their hips still grinding against the air as if they couldn’t stop.
I fell over them, pressing my chest to their sweaty skin, kissing shoulders, tasting salt and release, their moans softening into little whimpers as they collapsed into one tangled knot beneath me.
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