
        
            
                
            
        

    















What do you bring to wear to a sleepover? What even is a “sleepover,” when you’re 25? And when you’re a guy? And when the three others are girls, 23, 24, and 25 years old themselves? I fretted over the purple note with the heart all week.
Things might have happened individually with Bailey, and then Danielle, and then Jenna, too, over the three recent weekends, but I struggled to downplay my own expectations for the looming “triple-date.” Didn’t Jenna even say that none of them had ever done anything like it before? We joked about it at work, this “foursome” thing we all agreed to show up for at Danielle’s apartment, but the chuckling at the coffee breaks all week long was decidedly of the nervous variety for all of us, me no more than for the three girls. I didn’t know what they had to be nervous about, three head-turning hotties like them, but I was nervous about walking into the middle of this thing, me alone with those three for the whole night, and on their territory, too.
The usual linemen prodded me about the coming weekend knowing nothing — gratefully — about the plan I was being swept along with. I’m not sure what they would have made of it, anyway, if word leaked out to any of them about what I was invited to, and what I agreed to attend. On the one hand, The Kid, as they loved to call me, was going to a sleepover as if I really was a kid. But it was with those three smoking-hot, young, single girls from the utility office up front. Which sounded extremely adult-oriented, so to speak. So what was it exactly?
What it was, was nothing that any of the linemen could imagine, and nor could I, to be honest, and neither could, it seemed, the three girls. I packed an overnight duffle bag with shorts and a t-shirt. I stuffed my bath robe in, too, but I had no idea what I was doing. I was overcome with the anxiety I used to feel when I had been invited to a Hallowe’en costume party — not knowing if I was the only one dressed up until I got there.
I buzzed up and Danielle let me in. I heard the other’s voices squealing and laughing in the background of the scratchy speaker in the lobby. It sounded like I was the last one to arrive. I came down Danielle’s hallway and tapped on her door. She opened it just wide enough to poke one eyeball out.
“Password?” she said. I could tell she was shy and nervous and not just acting — and she was trying to use humor to cover it up.
“Foursome,” I said.
She shrieked, pulled the door open, and snatched my wrist up in her hand. She yanked me inside and quickly shut her door behind me, and she covered her face in her hands like she was unable to breathe. She was dressed in a bronze-toned satin cami top and matching shorts. And nothing else. I tried not to stare, but the reality of it — actual grown-up adult night-time wear — hit me hard and I swallowed with a constricting throat. This thing was really on . . . .
Bailey peaked out from the kitchen with one eye around the wall. “You have to change too! Go to the bathroom!” she shouted at me.
“Go go go!” Danielle said, and she pushed me with both hands sunk into my shoulders from behind. I could hear Jenna and Bailey squealing with wild excitement in the kitchen. The nervous laughing was whipping itself up into a crescendo.
I shook my head and closed the bathroom door behind me and caught my breath. I leaned over the counter with my hands pressed down into the edge of the sink and I lifted my face to the mirror.
“What the fuck are you even doing here?” I said to myself. I could hear the three of them chattering and laughing in the kitchen. Based on what Danielle was wearing, it seemed I had that part right — actual nightclothes for the sleepover party. I decided it was too late to get out of it, and I tore my clothes off and opened my duffle bag. That’s when I saw the shimmering black silk-like robe on the back of the door, and the purple note stuck to it. Another purple note.
“Put this on!” it said, and the message was encircled with another heart. I picked it up off the hook to examine it. Underneath were hung matching black silk-like shorts. It was all my size — these items were for me. I jutted my jaw crookedly and looked over my shoulder at myself in the mirror again. They’re going to take surprise pictures, I thought to myself. They’re going to post them online, too, I thought. They’re going to laugh, and at work, everyone’s going to know. I’m going to be the laughing stock of the whole utility, the guy who thought three girls like those three actually meant to have a four-way overnight date with him.
I thought about leaving — going out of the bathroom, turning left, and slipping out the front door and down the elevator and out into my truck and home, to slip the knot and escape the trap and save myself from the humiliation. That’s what I’d always do in the past, anyway. But then — what about what became of the date with Jenna the previous weekend? That turned into something I’d never forget. And the weekend prior to that with Danielle? In that very apartment, in the bedroom across the hall from the bathroom? More of the “unforgettable” variety of experiences, that weekend, too. And even three weeks earlier, with Bailey, the night that started this whole extraordinary run, when I stopped to help her with her broken car.
I decided if it was all a joke at my expense, this time I would embrace it. I would meet it head on. I would own who I am. Play the part meant for me. So I stripped and got dressed in only the black shorts and black robe and I took a big breath and gripped the knob in the bathroom door. If they were readying to take a picture of me, to laugh their heads off at me, to humiliate me, they didn’t sound like it — I could hear them in the kitchen, still, laughing, talking, and getting things ready.
I stepped out into the hallway. It felt natural to slip my hands into the pockets of the shimmering black robe like some modern-day Hugh Hefner, and I strolled up the hallway to the passage into the kitchen. All I was missing was a pipe in my mouth. They didn’t notice me at first, they were so busy at the counter. Danielle wasn’t the only one dressed in a satin cami and shorts. Bailey was in a cami and shorts, too, her’s pearl-toned. Jenna also was in cami and shorts, hers gold-toned. The styles were nearly matching, but had little differences — trimmed in lace, for one, while another one had tiny thin straps over the shoulders. One had a very low back.
They all noticed me at the same time and they all stood back from the counter to admire what I was wearing — what they bought for me to wear. They dropped their eyes down and pulled them slowly back up my body and they clapped for me. So I clapped for them.
I don’t know if I can describe the unique sensation of being inside a girl’s apartment with her and her two best friends and nobody else, all three of them in closely matching bronze, pearl, and gold satin camis and shorts, all of them oohing and ahhing at me, and all of them stepping sensually up closer to me. I felt woozy. It felt more private than being alone with any one of them.
“Just so you know,” Bailey said, “none of us have done anything like this before, so no laughing at us,” she said. She drew her fingertips down the length of my right sleeve, marveling at the texture of the fabric they had picked out for me to wear.
“We’re all nervous,” Danielle said. “Especially Jenna,” she whispered in my ear, and she drew her fingers over the back of my neck as she passed very close behind me.
Jenna stepped up to me and turned around to lean her body back into the front of mine. She reached down and behind herself to find my hands and she pulled them up and around her waist and made me hug her from behind, tightly. “No making fun, anybody!” she said, and she scowled — playfully — at Danielle, as she rocked her body side to side against mine. The fabric of her cami and shorts against my robe and shorts was slippery and cool between us.
“You’re right,” Danielle said. “And I’m sorry.” She pressed the front of her body against my back and wrapped her hands around me and Jenna’s waists together, and pulled us tighter in a three-body-deep hug, and she rested her face sideways against my back. I felt Jenna’s ass press harder against my groin. She did nothing to lessen the pressure of it. In fact, she continued sliding herself side to side against me. I got the distinct impression none of them had any bras or panties on under their paper-thin tops and shorts.
“We almost chickened out,” Bailey said, and she stepped high on her toes and looked over her shoulder at me and gestured with her chin for me to follow her to the couch.
I did, but with Jenna tight against me in front and Danielle tight against me from behind, and we laughed as we took baby steps together to the couch. We all fell down together four abreast squished together on Danielle’s couch, and we all put our legs straight out and rested our heels on her coffee table.
And we all stared straight ahead.
“Awkward,” I said.
They all laughed. Bailey slapped my leg. “You find a good show for us to watch, we have things to bring out!” she said.
She, Danielle and Jenna all leapt up and danced to the kitchen squealing and laughing all over again. They seemed as nervous and awkward as me. My initial fear — that I was being set up for hilarious humiliation, seemed to pass. They didn’t know any more than I did what do to. They seemed as afraid of being laughed at as I was.
Bailey came back first with a board of cheeses and meats and crackers, and Danielle came behind her with a cut-up baguette and oils to dip it in, and finally Jenna came in with grapes and sections of mandarins and other fruits. We ate a little before Bailey laughed and teased me with a grape, pulling it away from my mouth when I tried to take it from her fingers offering it to me. Jenna laughed and popped a tiny wedge of mandarin in her mouth, and then kissed me, and passed the unbitten fruit into my mouth, surprising me, and she laughed. Danielle poured some Prosecco in her mouth and sealed her lips over mine and surprised me with it, passing it into my mouth. Some leaked down both the fronts of our bodies.
We started feeding food to each other. Soon, the kisses weren’t loaded with food, but were plain, full-on kisses. Jenna was on my right and Danielle was on my left, and Bailey was on her other side. There seemed to be a receding reticence about where hands landed on laps. We started off all sitting straight up and proper, shoulder to shoulder, but soon legs were up on the couch, bodies were turned this way and that, and legs and arms and hands and fingers were entwined in a growing confusion of bodies. Nobody said anything. Things were just happening as though of their own accord.
We continually shifted around, pushing and pulling on each other and making the repeated joke about just trying to get comfortable, but our bodies became increasingly entwined and mixed up with each movement. Where hands at first tentatively landed on thighs, now they were careless about chests, stomachs, groins and asses. With all four of us in cool and slippery silk materials, our bodies flowed over and around each other like we were water snakes in a warm pool of water.
We put the show’s volume on mute and put on some music instead. Bailey found a website on her phone with a risqué adult game to play, and all three of them yelped and cried out that we just had to play it. I was reticent — it involved telling about a first-time experience with something it named, and if you didn’t tell it, or couldn’t because you didn’t have that experience, you had to do it — to re-enact it — with someone in your party. “Pretending is okay too,” Bailey said the game said.
“I don’t know,” I said.
All three of Bailey, Danielle, and Jenna pressured me, all three of them filled with reckless excitement at what could unfold.
“We’re just going to pretend,” Danielle said. “Nobody gets to take anything off!” she said as a rule to the rest of us. “Luke is too afraid,” she said, looking at me out the corner of her eyes with a smirk. I smirked back — I got her joke. They were all just as afraid as I was about what we were doing.
I shook my head and rolled my eyes and sank back into the couch. Bailey sat on her calves beside me, kneeling up high and reading from her phone. Jenna fell back with her back into my chest, sitting on the couch cushion between my legs. Danielle was on my left, pulling my arm around her shoulders and tugging it down over her chest. I clearly felt her nipple through the satin fabric of her bronze-toned cami, but she did nothing to pull herself away or hide it. Everything was becoming far too casual.
“We’ve all suffered through music class,” Bailey read from her phone. “But now you must reveal: have you ever played the skin flute? Tell your first time!”
Danielle and Jenna squealed and buried their faces in their hands with sudden embarrassment.
“This is obviously for girls, this game,” I said.
“Not necessarily!” Bailey said. “Anyway,” she said, “I don’t want to tell my first time.” She looked through the corners of her eyes at Danielle and Jenna. They cupped their hands over their faces and inhaled with wide eyes. Jenna slipped off my body and slid in down beside me.
“Then you have to do it,” Danielle said through her cupped hands.
“Come on!” Jenna said. She moved her arms up and out of Bailey’s way.
“I’ve done it before, obviously,” Bailey said, “just not in front of somebody.” She glanced at me and reached out over Jenna’s lap to close her hand lightly over my shorts, and then over my groin. She slowly increased the squeeze of her hand on me. She came down over Jenna’s lap before fully laying down over her. She snickered and outlined my cock inside my satin shorts, before standing it up, still covered. She pushed the fabric down around it and stroked it through my shorts, before she laughed again, nervously, and brought her mouth down to the clearly-outlined head of my cock. She glanced up at me one last time, before she pushed her lips down over the head of my cock, and half way down my shaft.
The sensation of her hot and wet mouth on my cock through the cool and slippery fabric of my satin shorts was new and different and it made me shiver throughout my body. She began to pump her mouth and hand on me and her blonde hair swept in waves over my lap.
Danielle looked past my face to Jenna on my other side and dropped her chin down and popped her eyes wide open at her. “Oh my god!” she said. She turned to the side of my face. “You get to watch this all the time, don’t you,” she said.
“All the time,” I said. But I barely had breath.
Bailey pulled up and off my cock and rolled onto her back, still flopped lazily over Jenna’s lap, and with the back of her head resting on my thighs. She pulled her phone up in front of her face and said, “Your turn, Danielle!” My erection remained in full force, poking the fabric high up beside Bailey’s face.
Danielle took the phone from Bailey and read what it said. “Everyone’s enjoyed a party on a yacht, but have you ever gone boating at home?” Danielle looked up. “What does that even mean?” she shrieked.
“Gimme gimme!” Bailey said and she looked up the term on her phone. “Oh my god!” she shrieked. She cupped her hand over Danielle’s ear and whispered it.
“Of course I’ve had that!” Danielle said, and she rolled her eyes.
“Done that, it says!” Bailey said. “Have you ever done it, though!?”
Danielle bit her lip and looked down through the tops of her eyes. “Oh my god, no,” she said in a tiny voice.
“You aren’t involved in this one,” Bailey said to me, “so you pick who she has to do it to!”
I knew what ‘boating’ meant. I looked at Bailey, but I pointed at Jenna. Jenna inhaled deeply and clamped her eyes shut. “Why me!?” she screamed, but she also hooked her thumbs in the waist of her gold satin shorts and lifted her hips to peel them down and off her legs.
“I thought we weren’t going to be doing things for real!” Bailey shouted.
Jenna laughed with embarrassment and covered her bare pussy with her hands. “Oops!” she said. “Forgot.”
“We can try,” Danielle said.
Jenna screamed, “Let me put my shorts back on!” but she also lifted one hand and then another from where they covered her bare pussy. “But are you sure you want to?” she said to Danielle.
“First time for everything, right?” Danielle said, and she slid down in the couch and rolled herself over my lap to reach Jenna’s lap. My cock pressed her in her stomach. “Oh my god, Luke,” she said, “you’re going to poke a new hole in me!”
Everybody laughed, and then Danielle and Jenna stopped laughing, and when Danielle looked up at her from her lap, they met eyes. “Are you ready?” she said.
Jenna couldn’t answer, but she nodded quickly and squealed. She pushed her knee against my knee and spread her legs wider. Danielle smirked and chuckled and dropped her face down into Jenna’s groin. Her long, wavy hair covered Jenna’s lap. Bailey reached over and drew her long hair up in a rope that she twisted and she held it up and away to give her and I a better view.
Jenna gasped like she was singed and we knew it was because Danielle touched her pussy lips with her tongue. Unlike when Bailey went down on me, there was no fabric, satin or otherwise, between Danielle’s mouth and Jenna’s pussy. This part was real.
Bailey and I met eyes from opposite sides of where Danielle pushed her body down deeper between Jenna’s legs. She pulled her knees up and flopped them out sideways over both of Bailey’s and my laps. She pushed her fingers through Danielle’s hair and started to shiver and push her chest up and out, and her head rolled back into the back cushions of the couch.
“Fuck, Dani!” she cried out. “You’re not supposed to . . . “ she started, but she was unable to finish her sentence. Her eyes rolled back and she gasped inward deeply and held her breath. Danielle finally came up and pushed her mouth against Jenna’s mouth and Jenna seized her face in her hands and kissed her back with a deep desperation.
“Annnnnd,” Bailey said, “one minute!”
“Okay, so, I’ve done it now,” Danielle said softly, and she squished herself between Jenna and Bailey and sat back up on the couch. She bit on her thumb nail and glanced over her shoulder at Jenna. She crossed her legs and her free foot swung back and forth. She seemed agitated. Jenna seemed angry. I don’t think they wanted to stop.
Bailey finally reached for her phone and widened her eyes at its face. “Girls,” she said. “That was friggin’ so hot.”
“Did you like it?” Jenna said to me, and she curled her hand around my hand and entwined her fingers in mine and she pulled it under her bare thigh that rested against mine. She remained without her bottoms on.
“This one is for Jenna,” Bailey said, and she read it to herself first and chuckled. “Every girl loves a cowboy,” she read. “And every boy loves a cowgirl. But have you ever been a reverse cowgirl?”
Jenna dropped her mouth wide open and inhaled sharply. “In front of everybody?” she said. Her hand slipped up my lap and wrapped around my cock through my shorts.
“We’re all doing things in front of everybody,” Danielle said. “You have to.”
Jenna turned to me. “You have to take your shorts off, like I did,” she said.
“I thought we weren’t taking things off,” I said.
“Take off!” Danielle cried out loud, and Bailey laughed. Jenna struggled with her hands in my hands, and pulled and yanked at my shorts until they came down across my thighs. I tried to hold them up, but Danielle pinned my arm down and Bailey laughed and got up and pulled my legs straight out by the ankles. Jenna struggled to push my shorts down further, and they all laughed and fought me, until my shorts came off over my feet.
I sat back and tugged my robe around myself. “Unfair!” I said. “Three on one.”
Danielle kissed me on the mouth. “I’m sure you’re really complaining!” she said.
Jenna hopped up and laughed and put her leg over my two legs where they stretched out to the coffee table. She was facing away from me, naked from the bottom of her short gold cami down.
Bailey and Danielle continued to hug each of my arms and hold me back and down, even though I wasn’t struggling very much anymore. Jenna twisted around and pulled her hair from her face and looked at me over her shoulder behind and below her and she backed up on her feet until her naked hips were above my naked hips. She lifted one knee and then the other so that she came to kneel on the edge of the couch facing away from me, straddling my thighs.
“You guys make him do it to me if he tries to get away!” she said.
I pretended to struggle and Danielle and Bailey squealed and chuckled and used their weight to hold my arms down harder against the back of the couch. Jenna straightened her arms and pressed her hands down into my ankles and bent forward at her waist. She chuckled and lifted her hips above my lap. “Hold him still!” Jenna said to Danielle.
Danielle wrapped her grip around the base of my cock and pointed it straight up. Jenna lowered her hips and Danielle laughed and drew the tip of the head of my cock forward and back through the lips of Jenna’s pussy. Jenna shivered and shut her eyes and lifted her face. She bit her lip and lowered herself further. Her pussy lips widened around the head of my cock. Danielle watched closely and squeezed the base of my cock in her hand. Bailey twisted around and put her lips against my lips.
“Is that nice?” she said, and she sank her tongue deeply into my mouth.
Jenna sank her pussy down the shaft of my cock and Danielle tightened her finger and thumb around the base. “No cumming inside her!” she said to me.
“Yeah,” Jenna said full of breath, and she curled her feet around my calves and slinked her body further down over my legs. She lifted her hips and pushed them back down on me, taking me deeper inside her and squeezing down Danielle’s hand between our pelvises, until she pulled it away.
Jenna squeezed her grip around my ankles and strained her feet around my calves, and braced like that, she began to slam her hips down into my hips faster and harder. My cock fully immersed deeply up into her pussy and she whimpered with a helpless cry with her back arched, her chest pressed down. Her face lifted to the opposite wall and her chin dropped wide open.
“Oh my god,” Danielle moaned. I rolled my head over the back of the couch I sank into and managed to open one eye. Danielle dropped her grinning mouth wide open at me and she stared at my mouth before she pushed her face into my face and kissed me all over my lips and chin sloppily.
The slap of Jenna’s tush against my thighs filled Danielle’s living room, and her cries were short and jagged between bouts of held breath. Bailey laughed in that nervous way people do when they don’t know what to say or do.
Danielle held my jaw in her hand and pushed her forehead into my forehead. “Say when you’re going to cum — you’re not allowed to yet,” she said.
I grimaced at her and she laughed at my expression of pain. No such restriction seemed in place on the girls — Jenna was sounding like she was getting very near to cumming, yet no one was slowing her down or warning her away. When she grunted and shivered on me, slamming her body harder yet into my groin, Danielle gripped my jaw harder and widened her eyes an inch from mine.
“Don’t do it!” she said.
I heard another cry and breath stop and start, and I rolled my head over the back of the couch to my other side. Bailey, beside me, was stretched out with her chest pushed up, her head driven back hard into the back of the couch, and her hand down the front of her pearl-white satin shorts. She quickly, with a frustrated groan, whipped them off her feet and spread her legs wider. She no longer seemed to care that I, as well as Danielle, could see what she was doing to herself.
Jenna remained unaware only because she was herself caught up in waves of spasms that rippled through her body. I realized she hadn’t made sounds or even breathed for what seemed like a minute, just before she hollered at the ceiling, and she contorted far over backward. I felt her pussy contract hard around my shaft deep inside her and I felt her whole body shiver violently on top of me.
Finally she sank down and rolled off me and staggered on her feet just enough to land, heavily, all over Danielle, and she laughed in a drained, languid way, sprawled all over Danielle’s limbs.
“Oh my god,” Danielle said, “Jenna climaxed!”
She looked over at Bailey because Bailey didn’t seem to be paying attention. Just as I looked over, too, we both watched Bailey’s body go hard from her strained neck to her curling toes, and her chest pushed up and out and she grimaced like someone electrocuted.
Finally she sank down and curled her body up and rolled sideways and away from us. She too started laughing. “Stop looking!” she said to the arm of the couch.
Danielle looked at me with eyes that burned with murder. “My turn,” she said to me. She stood up, made a big show of bending at her waist and knees, and she hooked her thumb in the waist of her bronze satin shorts and pushed them down her legs and off. Bailey laughed and rolled back to peel her pearl-white satin shorts off her legs. “Me too!” she said.
We all got up and went to the kitchen to get fresh drinks, me without shorts on and my robe hung open, and Bailey, Danielle, and Jenna with only their cami tops on, but nothing else from the waist down. We hung out in the kitchen bringing our food back in to put it away. Bailey bent over in front of me when she opened the fridge, and I snickered, I slapped my hands against the sides of her hips, and I bounced my groin into her bare ass.
She hung onto the door and bent further at her waist as she twisted around to find me over her shoulder. She reached down between her legs and her fingers, long and smooth and cool, closed around my erection, and she pulled on me before pressing my shaft up against the lips of her pussy. She rocked on her heels to draw her hips forward and back, and she slid her pussy lips up and down the length of my shaft. “It’s Danielle’s turn next,” she said, and she tsk-tsk’d me and shook her head and grinned.
I pulled my cock free of Bailey’s grasping fingers and out of her hot pussy lips and I turned to find Danielle licking the cream out of a profiterole with the pointed tip of her tongue. Her and Jenna were talking at the sink where Jenna was rinsing plates off. I stepped toward Danielle and seized her waist in both of my hands and picked her up.
She yelped and laughed and swung her feet where they dangled off the floor. “Oh my god, what a brute!” she cried out. Jenna laughed and went back to the plates. Bailey glanced over her shoulder and shook her head, still re-arranging the space in the fridge.
Danielle screamed and bent over the top of my head and reached down to pound on my back and shoulders with her fists. I put her down on the edge of the counter.
“Ack!” she cried out loud, “Cold-cold-cold!” she said, and she rocked side to side to lift the cheeks of her ass from the surface of the concrete countertop.
I hooked her raised knees around my elbows and gripped the forward edge of the counter. With her bare feet dangling from my biceps, I pulled her body back so her hips rocked over the edge, and I felt her pussy with my flat hand.
“Jenna!, save me!” she said, but she was laughing, too.
Bailey spun around and pressed her body against my back and curled a heel around my shin, standing on one foot. She wrapped one hand around my abdomen, and with her other hand, she stroked out the length of my cock.
“No cumming, remember the rules!” she said, and she laughed and bit my ear from behind.
I pushed my hips forward and Bailey aimed the head of my cock at Danielle’s full and ripe pussy lips. Her wetness was spreading all over the fascia between her pussy and her thigh muscle, hard and straining.
“Jenna got to,” I groaned, turning my face to my side. Bailey met me there with her lips, and we kissed deeply, just as I sank my cock into Danielle’s wide-spread pussy.
“Because I’m a girl,” Jenna said. She had come up to my other side and when I turned, startled, toward her, she kissed me like Bailey had. I sank the length of my arching and hard-aching cock all the way into Danielle’s upturned pelvis until the head touched the back of her pussy, and she lept under me and arched high in her back and whipped her head side to side. Her hair, long and dark and shimmering, flew over the countertop.
I hugged the top of Danielle’s thighs hard to my chest and I swiveled my hips like I was dancing with a hoola-hoop, and I drove my cock in and out of her sloppy, wet, and steaming hot pussy like a piston in an engine block.
Danielle moaned out loud, but it was interspersed with her jagged laughing — she was still incredulous about what we were doing with her two friends watching. Jenna began to rub Danielle’s clitoris with her thumb, wet with olive oil from a bowl by the sink, and Bailey laughed, too, and came back with her hands covered in olive oil, and she began to rub Danielle’s breasts.
Danielle sat up and quickly threw her cami top off and laid back down. She curled her fingers around the backs of my thighs and dug her nails into my flesh. She wasn’t going to let me stop even if I had to.
Bailey slipped around behind my back and reached around my sides to continue rubbing oil all over Danielle’s breasts and ribs and stomach. She dragged her oily fingers down over Danielle’s abdomen and curled them around the shaft of my cock when it was emerged far enough out of her pussy. I was already wet from Danielle’s dew. Bailey bit me on the back and neck and shoulder and groaned in my ear like she was nearing the cusp of another climax.
Jenna leaned down in front of my stomach so that when I fucked Danielle’s body, my hips hit the side of her face. She laughed and fought with me, trying to push her tongue over and around Danielle’s clit. I pulled on Jenna’s hair but she struggled to make Danielle cum with her mouth for a second time.
Bailey could tell that when Danielle’s pussy started to contract around my cock, and when her body stiffened all over and she stopped breathing and started thrashing like a drowning victim all over the counter, that I was going to come perilously close to losing it, as well, and she reefed on my hip bones and pulled me out of Danielle’s pussy.
I wavered over the edge like a man balancing on the railing of a balcony ten stories up. Jenna covered Danielle’s pussy with her mouth and Danielle closed her thighs hard on the sides of her face and squeezed her nearly to the point of killing her. Her body jerked spasmodically over the counter and Jenna struggled to hold her down. Finally, Danielle stretched and twisted like a waking cat, and her body went as stiff and still as a plank.
I stepped back against Bailey who kept me upright with her arms around my chest, and I pressed her back against the fridge behind me. I was out of danger of cumming, but just barely. If she touched my cock, if she breathed on it, I’d explode all over the kitchen cabinets and floor.
We went back to the couch in the living room. Nobody said anything — we were all doing things none of us thought we’d do. With Danielle completely naked, Jenna and Bailey faced each other, smirked, and curled their fingers up under the bottom of each other’s cami top. They pulled the other’s top up and over their heads and off, and with me and Danielle slumped on the couch watching, Jenna and Bailey stood between our knees and the coffee table and began necking and feeling each other up.
Danielle casually and slowly stroked my cock and occasionally leaned over my lap to take it deep in her mouth. Bailey sat on the edge of the coffee table and then laid down over the length of it. Jenna snickered and came down over her body, the other way around. Bailey drew her knees up and Jenna dropped her head down between them. She also dropped her pelvis down into Bailey’s face.
Danielle started to moan as she curled up in my lap and pumped my cock into her mouth with her hand. I slumped down further into the couch. With the weird nature doc on behind them on the big screen, the sound on mute and the tunes turned up loud, I watched in front of me as Bailey and Jenna went into a panting, crying and whimpering 69 on each other, their bodies spastically jerking with the touches of each other’s tongues.
“You sure you guys haven’t done anything like this before?” I said to the back of Danielle’s head where it bobbed in my lap.
She came up off me, strings of pre-cum and saliva stretching between her lips and the glistening head of my erect cock, and she kissed me on the mouth. “Never ever,” she said in a low, groaning voice, and she went back down on me with her face corkscrewing into my groin.
Jenna and Bailey repositioned themselves and pushed the table away to scissor their bodies together on the deep fur rug on the floor at my feet. Danielle helped them move the table and came back to push her ass down between my thighs to sit on the edge of the couch facing her friends between my legs she wedged herself into. I reached around her body and rubbed her clitoris with my wet finger. In front of her, her two friends ground their pussies together and clawed at the rug under them and jerked throughout their bodies.
Danielle’s body began to squirm against me and she arched deeply in her back. Jenna and Bailey appeared to be climaxing and Danielle, unable to take it, reached up and over her head, dropped her hands behind my head and down over my neck. All three young and naked female bodies began simultaneously to clench and release and twitch and contort. I had to close my eyes — the sound of three breathless girls moaning and groaning and whimpering and sighing all around me was nearly too much to take.
Jenna and Bailey both collapsed and started to laugh, and Danielle wasn’t far behind them. “Oh shit,” Jenna said, and Bailey covered her face in her hands. They crawled up onto the couch and both of them hid their faces in the back of the couch beside me. Danielle rolled off my lap on my other side. I got up from the couch and went to the kitchen. I came back with three tall and cold glasses of water for them, and they cooed and purred their appreciation.
“That’s all,” Bailey suddenly announced. “Bed time!” she said.
All three girls looked at me with narrow eyes for three full beats before they all laughed and threw themselves all over me, kissing and pawing me.
“Poor baby,” Bailey said, “ did poopsy not get to cum yet?”
“You should ride him, Bailey, “make him cum, finally — in your pussy!” she said, and she squealed.
“Bailey’s turn!” Jenna cried out.
“Would you like to cum in my pussy?” Bailey said. She put it like it was a real question. I didn’t answer, but she rolled herself over my lap and sat up straight facing me, straddling me. She wrapped her cool hands around the back of my neck and lifted her hips over mine and jutted her body forward. Danielle ducked down between our bodies and took my cock in her mouth.
“Dani!” Jenna shouted at her, “let Bailey fuck him!” She pulled my cock out of Danielle’s mouth and Danielle made a show of appearing to fight against Jenna. Bailey moaned and her knees slipped sideways on the cushions of the couch. Jenna held my cock straight up under Bailey’s wavering hips, and Bailey came down on me, taking me in her pussy in one long, slow push, until Jenna had to pull her hand out of the way, and we mashed our pelvises together.
I kissed Jenna to my left and rolled my head over the back of the couch to kiss Danielle on my right. I held Bailey in front of me with my hands around her waist and she rose and fell on my lap, her pussy sucking at my cock, pulling me out. She leaned over my shoulder and breathed against my ear. “Cum inside me,” she said.
I had been so close to the edge for so long, I hardly needed any further encouragement. I arched in my back and drove the back of my head through the cushions behind me and my thighs went hard as steel under her. She moaned in a high pitch. I drove my heels down into the floor and, with my shoulders pressing back, my whole body came up and off the couch, lifting Bailey on my hips. She swam on me, circling and shaking, slamming her pussy up and down the full length of my cock with her head thrown back and her hair whipping around. Jenna and Danielle started up again with their moans on both of my sides and I wasn’t able to stop this time.
I sprayed the inside of Bailey’s pussy with the force of a firehose and my cum gushed from her pussy and ran down over my cock and balls and thighs. She continued to hump me with animalistic abandon and Danielle and Jenna squirmed at my sides like they were getting it all over again, too.
Bailey finally rolled off me and I subsided with my cock and my whole body deflating. I immediately entered a state of semi-consciousness and sank into the couch feeling as flattened as a sheet of paper. I was vaguely aware the three girls put on their shorts and camis again, and put the furniture back in order. Someone pulled on one of my hands and someone else pulled on the other, and as though floating in space, I flickered in and out of conscious awareness as I was lead and pushed and steered out of the rom and down the hallway and into Danielle’s bedroom.
I know that I fell instantly asleep once my body fell onto her bed, and it was no light sleep, either. I woke up in what felt like one minute, only to see on a bedside clock that it was three in the morning. I carefully crab-walked down the bed to the foot and eased myself off. I staggered on my feet and caught my balance in the doorway to the hallway and I found my way by the nightlight to the bathroom and to the toilet.
I turned around to rinse my hands off and lifted my face to the mirror over the sink. The last time I looked myself in that mirror, I was preparing myself to slip out the front door and skedaddle home, the way I had always done my whole life whenever something new or different came up, like a girl talking to me. This time I crossed the hallway and lingered in the doorway to the bedroom. On Danielle’s bed slept three of the most stunning girls I’d ever laid eyes on, their lithe bodies in different positions, their hair spread over the pillows, their limbs entangled with each other. And I — I had fucked them all, both individually and altogether.
I found my duffle bag, hung the black shorts and robe on the back of the bathroom door, and I got dressed. Down in front, I started my truck, pulled the loose stick down to drive, and I rolled out into the roadway. It was quiet that time of night and I hung my frame over my steering wheel and pressed my face up close against the front window, folding my arms around the wheel. I drifted past the office and the parking lot where I first helped Bailey with her car, past the auto parts store, and further out of town, past where the road narrows to two lanes, the pavement becomes coarse, and the street lights stop.
I wound around the edges of the encroaching dark forest and started up into the rolling hills the road curled around until I got to the unnamed township road that was still gravel, hung my customary right turn, and crunched over the gravel to the very end and the old ranger’s house I rented from the conservation authority.
Inside, I stripped, washed up, and laid on my back in my bed. Visions of what happened earlier that night flitted through my mind in bits and pieces. I fell asleep I don’t know when and it was past noon the next day, a Sunday, before I stirred one iota. There were several texts on my phone from all of Bailey, Danielle, and Jenna, but I left them unread and unanswered. I pulled on my hiking boots and hat and gloves and I headed out around the land, past the lake to the lookout and the long trail down the back side. At the top, I sat on the bench they put up there and gazed out across the tree tops of the valley and watched my breath cloud the scene.
How could it be? I said to myself. It wasn’t a dream, I assured myself of that — I was awake the whole time through it. It couldn’t be an hallucination, I concluded, because it lasted so long and I had no previous experience of anything like that. It wasn’t, it turned out, some elaborate practical joke set up to humiliate me — there weren’t any pictures, there was no punchline. No one busted in to “catch me.” In fact, the three girls seemed just as scared and nervous about it all as I was.
And yet . . . and yet . . .  I was that guy who, at parties, was the only one not talking to somebody, that guy who, at bars, would spy a girl glancing at me, and not make a move. In school I dragged my shoulder along the lockers staring down. I was stiff, stoic, and stuck. My throat constricted to the point of choking me when I had thought too long about talking to a girl. And if I didn’t think long enough about it, I blurted out things that made them recoil and scrunch up their noses and squint at me.
I liked things more than people. Things I could take apart and fix and put together again. Things worked in ways I could figure out, looking inside them. I didn’t stammer at parts stores or wreckers. I never shook with pliers in my hand or a socket wrench. I was never frozen with paralysis at the sight of a stripped engine block lying on the floor.
Monday morning I got to the warehouse especially early and flung the big doors up even though it was cold out. 
“You trying to heat the whole fucking world?” Kentucky said when he came in.
“Wake you motherfuckers up,” I snapped back. “Afore you go and snap an insulator off.”
He stepped backward, stunned and slapped the back of his hand against Tom’s stomach. They both looked at me like I had just come in from another planet.
“What you do with Luke?” Kentucky said.
I laughed and punched his shoulder and went past him down into the warehouse. “Get loaded and get out of here,” I said. “Can’t stand around all day chit-chatting like a bunch of old ladies.”
Tom came up to me down the side of the tool section where I was counting inventory. “You okay?” he said privately to me.
“You okay?” I said back to him with even more emphasis.
I was the same way with all of them back there. I was snappy. I was pushing back. I didn’t even recognize my own voice. And I was laughing about it too — I was loose. It felt weird to speak without first thinking. I was giddy all day. Those girls — they flipped some switch in me I didn’t even know was there.
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