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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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