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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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