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The sand was hot as hell and stuck to the sweat on my calves, but Jun yanked me by the hand anyway, pulling me up the path toward the scrub trees above the beach. My towel slipped off my shoulder. Callie and Melissa were already ahead, laughing, arms around each other's waists, sandals in hand. I ducked a low-hanging branch and caught up just as Jun slapped the back of my thigh.
“You keep dragging your feet, we’re leaving you behind,” she said, still smiling though.
Melissa turned around just as Callie pointed at the shack tucked behind the trees. “There,” she said. “The guy said it was open.” The door was a faded turquoise, a crooked latch keeping it shut. Jun reached it first and pushed it open with her hip.
Inside was dark and humid. One large window, half-shuttered. A pair of old beach chairs, a rickety wood table, two coolers. Melissa stepped inside last, pulled the door closed behind her, and the noise of the beach cut off completely. Callie dropped the towels on the table, then peeled her tank top up and over her head. She wasn’t wearing a bra.
Jun kicked off her shorts, no underwear either. She knelt to dig through the cooler, letting the sunlight hit the side of her body. “Warm beer or warm water?” she said, not looking up.
Melissa leaned into me from behind, her chest pressing flat against my back. Her hands slid under my shirt and over my stomach. She bit my shoulder, not gently. “You’re not gonna chicken out now, are you?”
“I don’t think he’s allowed to,” Callie said from the corner where she was already on her knees, unrolling the thin mattress that had been tucked behind the chairs.
Jun turned, beer in hand, then set it aside. She walked straight up to me, hooked both thumbs into the waistband of my swim shorts, and pulled down. My cock sprang free. Melissa’s hand was already on it from behind. Jun dropped to her knees, gripped the base, and kissed it once on the tip.
Callie laughed softly from across the shack. “I was gonna go first.”
“You snooze, you lose,” Jun said without looking up. Her tongue slid around the head, her hand pumping slow. Melissa stepped around to my side, still stroking with one hand while her other pulled her bikini bottom aside. “You gonna fuck me later?” she said. She didn’t wait for an answer. She stepped up on her toes, pressed her hips into mine, rubbed her slit against the side of my shaft while Jun’s mouth stayed locked on the head.
Callie came up behind, wrapped her arms under mine, and pulled my elbows back, stretching my chest open, holding me still while the other two kept going. Her lips brushed the back of my neck. “You’re ours today,” she whispered. “All fucking day.”
Jun's mouth slid down farther, her lips sealing around the shaft while Melissa’s hips ground in tighter, her clit dragging slow along the side of me. Her breath hitched in short puffs. Callie licked my shoulder, her arms tightening under mine to hold me open like a prize on display. I could feel her chest pressed to my back, her nipples hard and hot. Melissa’s mouth found mine and her tongue pushed in, tasting like the sweat from the walk up.
Jun started to bob her head, twisting her wrist on every downstroke. She was moaning through her nose, hands tight on my hips, and her knees spread wider on the dusty plank floor. Her hair stuck to the sweat on her face. Melissa bit my lip, then pulled away and dropped to her knees beside Jun, shoving her gently. “Let me,” she said. Jun pulled back, grinning, lips wet, then sat on her heels and watched.
Melissa wrapped her lips around the tip, humming low in her throat, one hand cupping my balls. Her eyes didn’t leave mine. Callie’s hand slid down my chest, under my stomach, and circled back to grab my ass. She gave it a hard squeeze, then slapped it once. The crack echoed in the tiny shack.
Jun stood and pulled her top off. Her tits bounced free, her skin flushed deep pink already. She grabbed the mattress, yanked it flat on the floor, then lay back, legs spread, two fingers inside herself. “Put him inside her mouth, then fuck me,” she said, eyes locked on Melissa. “No waiting.”
Callie let go of me, grabbed Melissa’s hair, and started pulling her back off me. Melissa sucked harder as she was pulled, her cheeks hollowing. Then she popped off with a wet gasp and crawled backward to give me room. Callie spun me by the hips, shoved me toward Jun.
Jun pulled her knees up, ran a hand down between her legs, and smeared herself open with her fingers. “Now,” she said.
I dropped to my knees and drove into her with one smooth stroke. She gasped and grabbed my arms, her back arching. Melissa’s mouth was back on my balls, her hands squeezing my thighs. Callie straddled Jun’s face, knees wide, leaned forward onto my back, and reached under to pinch my nipples while her pussy lowered down to meet Jun’s tongue.
Everyone was groaning. The shack smelled like salt and sweat and pussy. My thighs were soaked. Jun bucked under me and dug her heels into my back. Callie screamed and clawed my shoulders, hips grinding down on Jun’s mouth.
I grabbed Jun’s tits in both hands and slammed into her again, and again. Melissa licked wherever she could reach. Callie writhed on top of both of us, her cries rising. Nobody cared about taking turns anymore.
Jun’s legs locked around my back and pulled me in deeper. Her cunt squeezed tight around me with every thrust, slick and hot, her breath short and ragged. Callie clawed down my back with both hands, grinding harder into Jun’s mouth, her hair falling over her face in damp ropes. Melissa stayed low, kissing and licking wherever her mouth could reach, then sliding behind me to trace her tongue up the crack of my ass, her hands flat on my hips to feel the movement.
Jun cried out and bit her lip, her hands gripping my arms hard enough to bruise. She jerked once, twice, her body twitching under me, and then sagged. Callie didn’t let up. She rocked forward on her knees and dragged her pussy across Jun’s face with no rhythm, just pressure, just need. She held the back of Jun’s head and rode her mouth with her eyes squeezed shut and her jaw clenched.
I pulled out. Jun gasped, her eyes glassy, her chest rising and falling fast. Melissa reached under me and stroked my cock with both hands, sliding her tongue across the head before she took me into her mouth again. I turned to Callie, who was panting now, her thighs shaking.
She didn’t wait. She leaned forward, grabbed my shoulders, pulled me down on top of her and wrapped her legs around me. “Now,” she whispered, and she reached between us to line me up. I pushed into her slowly, her cunt already soaking wet, heat spilling out as she took all of me.
Her nails dug into my back. “Fuck me hard,” she said, and her voice cracked.
I drove in deep and fast, hips slamming into hers, her breath catching every time. Her head dropped back. Her tits bounced against my chest. Melissa knelt beside us, one hand on my back, the other sliding between Callie’s legs to rub her clit. Callie’s whole body jerked with every stroke, her eyes rolling back.
Jun sat up behind Melissa, arms draped around her waist, her lips moving against her shoulder, soft kisses between breaths. She cupped Melissa’s tits from behind, bit her neck lightly, and slid her fingers down her belly. Melissa didn’t stop stroking me, even as Jun fingered her slowly from behind.
I kissed Callie hard, then harder, until she was groaning into my mouth. Her pussy clenched around me, her thighs locking up. “Don’t stop,” she said against my lips. “Don’t fucking stop.” I didn’t. I grabbed her hips and slammed into her, every stroke harder than the last, until she arched up off the mattress and screamed, her hands grabbing fistfuls of my hair.
She didn’t come down easy. Her body stayed tight, still pulsing, even as she gasped and blinked at the ceiling, stunned. Jun and Melissa reached for her, pulling her in, all of us tangled now, breathing heavy, skin slick and warm. None of us said a word.
Jun reached across Callie’s chest and pulled me down into a kiss, her lips open, tongue already searching. Her body pressed into mine sideways, breasts flush to my ribs, her hand wrapping around my cock, still slick from fucking Callie. Melissa lay on the other side, fingers still inside Callie, but now watching me and Jun, her cheeks flushed, her mouth half-open. She slid her leg over Jun’s hip and nestled in behind her, sandwiching her between us.
Callie rolled to her side, groaning low, and pushed her face between Jun’s shoulder blades, lips brushing skin. “Switch,” she muttered, reaching over and dragging her fingers up my thigh. “He’s still hard.”
Jun jerked her wrist once, slow, testing. Then she climbed over me and sat back on her heels, reaching down to guide me inside again. I was still wet from Callie. Jun was hotter, tighter, slower. She slid down slowly, taking her time, her fingers on my chest, her eyes locked to mine. When she bottomed out, she held there, unmoving, breathing hard.
Melissa pressed in behind her, both hands running over Jun’s waist, up to cup her tits from behind. Her chin rested on Jun’s shoulder. “Let me ride him,” she whispered.
“You had him last,” Jun said, not moving.
Callie reached over and smacked Jun’s ass, hard. “That was ten minutes ago.”
Jun groaned and began to move anyway, hips lifting and rolling forward again, long, slow strokes. Melissa stayed close, kissing her neck, her hand sliding down to rub Jun’s clit in tight, steady circles. Jun’s breath caught. Her pace faltered.
I reached up and gripped her hips, forced her to stay down while I started fucking up into her. She let out a short, loud gasp. Her tits bounced. Melissa held her tighter, fingers moving faster now. “Come on, baby,” she said into Jun’s ear. “Let him fuck it out of you.”
Jun moaned hard, her body tensing. I kept thrusting, harder, faster. Her eyes rolled back. Her hands shot out, bracing on my chest. She came shaking, biting her lip, her cunt spasming around me so tight I had to stop just to keep from blowing. She collapsed forward onto me, breathing heavy, her face buried in my neck.
Melissa slid off to the side, then climbed over and straddled my thighs, her pussy already leaking. She didn’t ask. She lined me up, grabbed the base, and sank straight down onto me with a deep groan. No hesitation. No pause. Just all the way in. She rocked once, twice, then leaned forward and kissed Jun’s back. “Your turn to watch,” she whispered.
Melissa rode slow at first, her knees pressed tight to my sides, her cunt squeezing me rhythmically as she rolled her hips forward and back in a grinding pulse. Her hands pressed flat on my chest, her eyes never leaving mine. She was breathing through her mouth, nostrils flared, hair stuck to her face. Jun stayed draped over my left shoulder, her mouth open against my neck, barely catching her breath. Callie rolled onto her side, propped her head up with one hand, and slid the other down between Melissa’s legs.
Melissa jerked when Callie’s fingers found her clit. Her whole body jolted. She looked down, laughed once, sharp and high, and then rocked harder. I slid my hands to her ass, pulled her down with each thrust, guiding her pace. The shack creaked around us with every bounce. Jun groaned and kissed my ear, whispering something I couldn’t make out.
Callie pushed up on her elbow, craned her neck to kiss Melissa’s shoulder. Her fingers kept moving between us. She stared at my cock sliding in and out of Melissa, and grinned. “She’s close,” she said, almost to herself.
Melissa’s body started to twitch, her thighs locking tight around me. She threw her head back. Her hips slammed into mine faster, harder, less rhythm now, just chasing something. Callie leaned in and bit her shoulder, her hand pumping harder. Melissa choked on her own breath, groaned through her teeth, and then her whole body froze.
Then she broke. She cried out loud, every muscle tight. Her cunt clamped around me so hard I had to grit my teeth not to finish. She collapsed forward, shaking, her tits sliding wet against my chest. Her breath was ragged. Her mouth found my neck and she moaned into my skin.
Callie straddled my face without a word, knees wide on either side of my head, her pussy already dripping. She reached down, pulled Melissa off my chest, and lowered herself slowly, her weight pressing me into the mattress. I didn’t hesitate. My hands gripped her ass. My tongue ran flat and slow across her folds. Her taste hit me immediately, salt, heat, something sweeter.
She rocked forward and groaned, grinding down harder, her breath shallow and high. Melissa slumped to the side, one hand on my chest, the other brushing Callie’s thigh. Jun reached down between my legs and wrapped her hand around my cock again, slow strokes while I licked.
The shack was humid now, air thick with sweat and sex. Callie started to moan louder, twisting her hips, riding my mouth harder. Jun’s hand tightened. Melissa’s fingers drifted lower again.
No one spoke. The only sounds were breathing, moaning, skin against skin.
Callie bucked on my face, her thighs shaking against my temples. I kept my tongue flat, steady, letting her grind over me how she needed. Her fingers twisted in my hair, tugging me upward with every pulse of her hips. Jun’s grip on my cock tightened, her strokes getting shorter, faster, her thumb swirling over the tip. Melissa rolled to her side, draped one leg over mine, and kissed my chest. Her hand joined Jun’s, both of them working me together now, fingers slipping over each other, coordinated without a word.
Callie cried out suddenly, sharp and high. Her body stiffened. Her cunt pulsed against my tongue and she dug her nails into my scalp. Her breath caught in her throat and then released all at once, a long, low groan that filled the room. She stayed crouched there, trembling, for several seconds before she finally eased up and crawled off, collapsing beside me.
Jun wasted no time. She crawled over Callie’s body, pushed Melissa back, and climbed onto me. She grabbed my cock, lined it up, and sank down fast. No tease. No buildup. She was still soaked. Still open. Still twitching inside. She started to ride me hard, her hands on my chest, her hair falling in her face. Melissa kissed her shoulder from behind, held her by the waist, watched her bounce.
Callie turned onto her side, wrapped one hand around my thigh and leaned in to suck my nipple into her mouth, biting down gently. Her other hand found Jun’s clit and rubbed. Jun gasped, stumbled in her rhythm, then bit her lip and rode faster.
“I want it,” she said through clenched teeth. “Don’t pull out.”
Melissa pressed her forehead to Jun’s back, her hands now guiding her hips, helping her slam down harder. “Fill her,” she said, low and close to my ear.
I grabbed Jun’s ass and thrust up into her, meeting every drop. She groaned, threw her head back, tits bouncing wildly, her thighs slapping down hard enough to echo. Callie slid her fingers over my balls, stroked Jun’s clit faster. The pressure surged. I couldn’t hold it.
Jun screamed when I came, her cunt locking down on me like a fist. My whole body tensed. My fingers dug into her hips. She kept grinding down even as I spilled inside her, panting, crying out, shaking all over.
She finally collapsed forward, chest to mine, her breath sharp and shallow. Melissa kissed her neck. Callie leaned over and sucked gently on her nipple.
Nobody moved for a while. Then Jun laughed, soft and breathless. “That’s one,” she said. “We’ve got all day.”
Jun didn’t get off me right away. She stayed straddled, her body slack, her chest rising against mine, breath still jagged. Melissa ran her hands down Jun’s back, cupped her ass, then kissed the top of her spine. Callie slid down my side, her tongue tracing a line across my ribs, her thigh pressing between mine. She reached over and dragged her nails lightly down Jun’s hip, then glanced at me.
“You can still go again,” she said, not a question.
Jun finally lifted herself off. My cock slid free, wet and heavy, streaked with both of us. Melissa caught it in her hand before it landed against my stomach and kissed the tip once, softly. Then again, deeper, lips wrapping around it, sucking the last of Jun’s orgasm off the head while her eyes stayed locked to mine.
Callie leaned in beside her, took over without a word, sucking me in deeper, holding the base while her mouth slid down my shaft, then back up, slow, smooth, eyes closed. Jun lay down beside me, watching them both, her hand on my chest, fingers tapping in time with Callie’s rhythm.
Melissa shifted, got behind Callie, pulled her bikini bottoms aside, and kissed her ass. She dragged her tongue down the crack and cupped her from below, two fingers slipping into her while Callie moaned around my cock.
“You two need a room,” Jun murmured, her voice low, lips brushing my shoulder.
Callie pulled off me and spun around, kneeling over my chest, facing Melissa now. “Shut up,” she said, and pushed Melissa down onto her back.
They didn’t wait. Callie straddled Melissa’s face and leaned down to take me in her mouth again, harder this time. Her moans vibrated through my cock. Melissa’s hands clutched Callie’s thighs, her tongue already buried deep. Jun bit my neck. Her hand slipped down and squeezed my balls. “That’s more like it,” she said.
Callie was relentless now, sucking, twisting her wrist, her other hand pressed flat to my chest to steady herself as she ground her cunt on Melissa’s mouth. I reached up, grabbed her tits, squeezed. Her hips jerked. Melissa’s moan sent a shiver through her. My cock throbbed again.
Jun leaned in, kissed me deeply, her tongue sliding against mine. “Don’t come yet,” she whispered. “I’m not done.”
Jun slid down my side and between my legs, her body brushing mine the whole way. She pushed Callie aside gently, her lips slick and red, her mouth open around a smile. She wrapped her hand around my cock and stroked slow, watching Melissa’s face below her, half-buried under Callie’s pussy, lips stretched wide to take her. Melissa’s hands clutched Callie’s hips tight, her tongue clearly working deep.
Jun kissed the head of my cock once, then licked down the side, wet and deliberate. Her hand kept the base steady while her tongue circled. Callie looked back over her shoulder at Jun, then down at me, her mouth open, breathing hard. “He’s close,” she said.
“I know,” Jun said, and she wrapped her mouth around me, taking me deep, her throat opening, no hesitation. Her eyes stayed on mine the whole time. She moaned low and sucked harder, bobbing her head now, faster, deeper. Her hands gripped my thighs. I could feel the wet heat of her mouth, the suction, the pulse of her throat around the head.
Melissa’s hands left Callie’s hips and slid under her ass, lifting her up, driving her deeper against her face. Callie cried out and dropped her forehead to my chest, her whole body shaking. Her fingers clutched my ribs, nails digging in. “Fuck, fuck,” she gasped.
Jun kept going. Her rhythm didn’t break. Her spit ran down my shaft. Her hand cupped my balls, squeezed gently, just enough. I groaned through my teeth, hips twitching. I couldn’t hold it. I grabbed her hair, gave one warning tug. She didn’t pull back.
I came hard, the first pulse catching in her throat. She kept sucking. She didn’t flinch. Her lips stayed sealed, swallowing everything, her eyes locked to mine, her fingers still stroking. Melissa sat up behind her, watched, her face wet, her chest rising fast.
Jun finally pulled off, wiped her lips, then leaned up and kissed me full on the mouth. I could taste myself on her tongue. She didn’t care. Neither did I.
Callie slumped down beside me, her leg still shaking. Melissa crawled over and curled up on my other side. Jun stayed on top, straddling my hips, her hands on my chest.
Nobody said anything. The only sound was breath, slowing, soft.
Jun climbed off me and dropped onto her side, one arm slung across my stomach, her tits pressed against my ribs, her thigh sliding over mine. Melissa lay curled into my other side, her hand between her legs, fingers still lightly stroking herself. Callie stretched out above us, head resting on her forearm, her other hand tracing circles on Jun’s lower back.
Nobody moved for a while. The shack was hot and still. The air was thick with sweat and the sour-salt scent of sex. I let my head fall back against the rolled towel behind me. Melissa shifted, rolled to her stomach, and kissed my side, then kissed lower, her lips dragging slow across my hip. She didn’t say anything. Her mouth kept moving until it found my cock again, now soft and wet. She kissed it once, then again. Then she sucked it into her mouth gently, her eyes closed, her breath steady.
Jun lifted her head and watched. Callie reached down and combed Melissa’s hair away from her cheek. “Don’t break him,” she said, her voice low, almost laughing.
Melissa didn’t stop. She sucked, slow and soft, just her lips and tongue, her hand cupping my balls. I could feel her getting me hard again, not rushing it, just letting it happen.
Jun slid down to my other side, pulled one of my legs over hers, and spread her own. She leaned back, stretched, then reached between her legs and rubbed herself slow. Her fingers slid easily over her slick folds. She tilted her head back and let out a low moan.
Callie sat up, crossed her legs, and watched all three of us. Her hand drifted between her legs too, fingers already wet, moving in steady circles. She stared at my cock in Melissa’s mouth, then at Jun’s pussy under her own hand, and finally at my face. “We’re not done with you,” she said.
Melissa let my cock fall from her mouth with a wet sound, then licked the head, slow and teasing. She looked up at me and grinned. “Not even close,” she said.
Melissa crawled up and straddled me, her pussy slick and warm as it settled against the base of my cock. She rocked her hips, grinding slow, smearing herself all over me without taking me inside. Jun shifted to kneel beside us, her hand moving again between her legs, two fingers working in circles, her eyes locked on Melissa. Callie knelt at my head, pulled my face up into her tits, and wrapped her arms around the back of my neck.
Melissa reached down, lifted my cock, and sat back slowly. Her mouth opened but no sound came out, just a long breath through her nose. Her cunt took me deep, inch by inch, and when she was seated all the way, she didn’t move. She just stared at me, her hands flat on my chest, her body trembling slightly.
Jun leaned forward and kissed her. Slow, soft, their lips barely moving. Callie lowered herself onto my face again, knees wide, and rolled her hips as soon as I started licking. Her pussy was soaked. She smelled raw, tasted stronger now. I wrapped my arms around her thighs and pulled her down harder. She groaned, deep in her chest, and kept grinding.
Melissa started to move. Just little shifts at first, front to back, then faster, then up and down. Her breath got short again. Her hands gripped my chest, fingers digging in. Jun kissed her neck, then her shoulder, then leaned down and started sucking her nipple. Melissa cried out, her hips jerking.
I kept my tongue flat and steady against Callie’s clit, letting her ride my mouth the way she wanted. Her hands pulled my hair, not hard, just enough to keep control. Jun lay down beside me, one leg over my thigh, her hand now rubbing Melissa’s clit from behind as she fucked me faster.
Melissa was losing it. Her moans came harder, her body twitching. She slammed her hips down again and again, our skin slapping. Callie grunted, pushed herself down tight on my face, and started to shudder.
Melissa broke first. She let out a gasping, breathless cry, her whole body locking up on top of me. Her pussy clenched so hard I could barely move. Callie followed, grinding harder, whimpering, then lifting up and collapsing beside us.
Jun kissed my mouth, tasting Callie on my tongue. “Don’t come yet,” she whispered. “I want it next.”
Jun climbed over me and shoved Melissa off with a firm hand to her hip, not rough but not gentle either. Melissa rolled aside, still shaking, still breathing through her mouth, a dazed grin spreading across her flushed face. Jun straddled me, not waiting. She gripped my cock, angled it down, and dropped straight onto it in one quick, wet slide. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, her nails digging into my chest as she sat all the way down, burying me inside her.
“Fuck,” she said, quiet, then started to ride.
Her rhythm was sharp, no teasing. Her hips snapped forward and back, then rolled in tight circles. Her tits bounced every time she dropped. I gripped her waist, then slid my hands up her stomach, cupped her tits, squeezed hard. She leaned forward, braced both hands against the mattress beside my head, and slammed her hips down over and over again, faster now, every stroke deeper, harder.
Callie reached in from the side, ran her hand down Jun’s back, then lower, between us. Her fingers rubbed Jun’s clit in short, steady swipes. Jun gasped, dropped her head, and kept fucking.
Melissa leaned in on the other side, kissing Jun’s neck, her hands roaming over her back, down her sides. “Don’t finish without me,” she whispered into her ear. Jun just moaned and bounced faster, her body jerking with each thrust.
I could feel it building again, too fast. I gripped her hips tighter, tried to slow her, but she bucked harder, grinding down on every drop. Callie rubbed faster. Melissa kissed Jun’s spine. Jun’s thighs started to shake.
She came fast and hard, her whole body tightening. She stopped moving for a second, then slammed down once more and cried out, long and raw. Her cunt clenched tight, milking me, trying to pull it out of me. I held still, barely holding on.
She collapsed forward onto my chest, panting into my neck. I stayed buried inside her, both of us slick with sweat. Callie and Melissa slid in beside us, both grinning, both touching us everywhere. Hands on shoulders, legs, hips, chest.
“You still holding out?” Callie asked.
I nodded, barely.
She laughed. “One more, then.”
Callie didn’t waste time. She rolled me onto my side, pulling Jun with me, her pussy still wrapped around my cock. Jun groaned but didn’t resist. Melissa shifted out of the way as Callie slid in behind me, her arm reaching over my chest, her thigh pushing between my legs.
“Get off him,” she said to Jun, and slapped her ass.
Jun grumbled but lifted herself off, my cock slipping free with a wet sound. Callie caught it, guided it into her hand, and stroked once, twice, slow and firm. Melissa crawled in close, kissed me while Callie positioned herself, throwing her leg over mine and pulling my cock into her.
She was already wet again. She took me in easily and pushed her hips back against mine until I was buried deep. Her hand stayed flat on my chest. She kept her weight balanced over me, riding slow, grinding in tight circles.
Melissa kissed down my neck, down my chest, down my stomach. She reached between our bodies, her tongue licking around the base of my cock where Callie’s pussy swallowed me. Jun sat up on her knees and watched, her fingers idly playing between her thighs again, slower this time.
Callie fucked with purpose. She rode slow but deep, her pussy clenching every time she rocked forward. She didn’t blink. She stared at me. She bit her lip. She leaned down and kissed me hard, then fucked faster. Melissa moaned softly as she licked, her hands sliding over both our thighs.
Jun came around behind Callie and reached down to rub her clit. Callie hissed, arched her back, and bounced harder. My hands gripped her hips. Her rhythm got erratic. She clenched, dropped, ground in deep.
She broke with a cry, her body locked tight, her cunt spasming around me again and again. She collapsed forward, her chest pressing into mine, breath hot on my neck. Jun pulled her back slowly, let her slide off.
I was still hard, soaked, throbbing. Melissa crawled over, kissed my mouth, and said, “Finish in me this time.” Then she straddled me and took me back inside.
Melissa sank down slow, her eyes locked to mine, her hands on my chest for balance. My cock slid into her heat, already wet, already open. She closed her eyes halfway, breathed in once through her nose, and started to move, not waiting for anything.
She rode steady, hips rolling in a slow, grinding loop. Her tits bounced with each stroke. Her thighs flexed against my sides. I gripped her waist, then slid one hand down to her ass, pulled her in harder. She moaned, not loud, but constant.
Jun knelt behind her, both hands on Melissa’s waist, guiding her rhythm, matching the pace. Callie stayed beside me, kissing my neck, her fingers stroking the inside of my thigh, then brushing over my balls. Her mouth moved lower, tongue dragging down my chest. Melissa leaned forward and kissed me, her mouth wet, her breath shaky.
She was tighter than before. Hungrier. Her cunt gripped me harder with every rise and fall. Jun pressed her body in from behind, her tits pressed to Melissa’s back, her mouth on her shoulder, licking her skin. Melissa gasped, her hips slamming down faster now, chasing it.
Callie’s hand wrapped around the base of my cock where Melissa’s pussy stretched around me, her fingers slick. She rubbed where we met, fast and tight. Melissa’s hands clawed my chest. Her breath hitched. Her rhythm broke.
She came hard, sudden and violent, her whole body clenching. She arched, shouted, then collapsed onto me, her pussy pulsing, milking me. I grabbed her hips, thrust up once, twice, and came deep, groaning into her neck as I emptied inside.
No one moved. Just breathing. Just heat. Jun’s hands slid over both of us. Callie kissed my shoulder.
Then Melissa laughed, soft and shaky. “Okay,” she said, still on top of me, still full of me. “Now it’s a good memory.”
Melissa rolled off slow, my cock slipping free with a wet twitch that made all three girls glance down at once. My cum ran out of her in a slow line, thick and glistening, spreading across her inner thigh. She didn’t wipe it. She laid back, legs open, chest heaving, her arm draped over her face. Jun leaned down and licked the mess from her thigh, then looked up at me while she sucked it from her tongue, grinning.
Callie curled into my side, her hand still on my chest, her cheek resting on my shoulder. “That was a lot,” she said.
“Good lot,” Jun said, and stretched out on her stomach between us, her head beside my hip, one arm lazily draped over my thigh. Her other hand reached up and brushed against my spent cock, soft now, damp, twitching with aftershocks. “Don’t think we broke him, though,” she said.
“I’m fine,” I said, and I was. Wrecked, drained, soaked, but fine.
Melissa reached for a towel, wiped between her legs, then tossed it blindly over the mattress. She sat up, tits still rising and falling fast, her face flushed. “I’m starving.”
Jun snorted. “You always say that after.”
“Because it’s always true.” Melissa stood up, walked naked across the shack, her ass swaying, and opened the cooler again. She pulled out a sandwich wrapped in wax paper, then another, and tossed one to me.
Callie caught it midair and handed it to me. “You earned it.”
I sat up slowly, still warm, still buzzing under my skin. Jun rolled onto her back, arms above her head. Melissa bit into her sandwich and made a happy noise.
Callie looked at me and tilted her head. “You staying tonight?”
I didn’t answer right away. Jun reached up and tapped my leg. “You should.”
Melissa nodded. “We’ve got room.”
Callie leaned in close and kissed my neck once. “And we’re not done.”
I didn’t bother answering. Jun had already rolled to her knees and was rifling through the pile of towels for her bikini. Melissa leaned against the frame of the open shack door, chewing, one hip cocked out, her tits rising and falling with her breath as she watched the breeze shift through the trees. Callie stood, stretched slowly, ran both hands through her hair, then bent at the waist to grab her bottoms. Her ass pressed out, bare, dimpled, streaked with sweat and sand and fingerprints.
“Beach round two?” Jun said, slipping her bottoms up and tying the knot at her hip.
Callie nodded, sliding into her top without fastening it. “Water’s gonna feel like heaven.”
Melissa took the last bite of her sandwich, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and turned around. Her pussy still glistened. “Come on,” she said to me. “You can wash all that off in the lake.”
“I like how it smells on him,” Jun said, leaning in to sniff my chest as I sat up. She licked once just under my collarbone. “You better not shower it off too soon.”
Callie grabbed my hand, yanked me to my feet, and passed me one of the towels. “Don’t lag behind. Everyone’s watching out there. You walk out first, we’ll follow.”
“Why me?”
Jun laughed. “Because you’re the show.”
Callie opened the door and shoved me through it. The sunlight hit hard. I blinked, barefoot in the sand, towel around my waist, the breeze already drying the sweat on my back. Behind me, I could hear them, three girls laughing, whispering, brushing off, tying knots, covering just enough to tease.
When they stepped out behind me, I didn’t turn. I didn’t need to. I could feel it in the way the beach quieted for a second, in the way a few heads turned. I walked to the water, towel over my shoulder, still sore, still slick, still hardening again just from the sound of their steps behind me.
They caught up halfway down the beach. Callie brushed past on my left, her hip bumping mine, the curve of her ass barely covered by the scrap of fabric she’d tied low and loose. Jun followed close behind, hair up, sunglasses on, towel slung over one shoulder, the triangle of her top tied tighter than it needed to be. Melissa came up on my right, walking slow, her fingers brushing the back of my hand, then curling around it without saying a word.
We reached the edge of the lake. The water was glassy, warm at the surface, cool underneath. Callie dropped her towel, untied her top, and tossed it into the sand. Her bottoms went next. She ran straight in, splashing hard. Jun followed, stripped naked before she hit the waterline, laughing as she dove. Melissa stood beside me, watching them, her hand still in mine.
“You coming?” she said.
I looked at her. She hadn’t taken anything off yet. Her bottoms clung low to her hips, her top twisted slightly from the rush earlier. I reached over, untied it, pulled it away. She didn’t stop me. She stepped out of the bottoms herself, then walked into the water without looking back.
I followed. The cold caught me at the knees, then the waist, then the chest. Melissa dunked under, came up slick, hair back, eyes wide and clear. Jun swam past and slapped her ass underwater. Callie floated on her back farther out, arms spread, tits just breaking the surface.
We stayed out there, not talking much, letting the sun come down. They circled me like they were still deciding who had me next. Callie swam up first, wrapped her arms around my shoulders, her legs around my waist, and ground her hips slow beneath the water. Jun swam up behind me and bit my neck. Melissa pressed close, her hand sliding under the water, gripping me again.
I was hard before they even finished surrounding me.
Callie locked her ankles behind my back and rocked her hips underwater, her pussy pressed against my cock without taking it inside, just rubbing slow, using the warmth of the lake to hide how wet she was getting again. Jun’s hands slid up my sides from behind, her tits flat to my back, her breath on my ear. Melissa moved in front, her eyes low, her hand dipping between us, wrapping around me under the surface.
Nobody said a word.
Callie buried her face in my neck, sucked hard, and rolled her hips tighter. Melissa watched the movement. Her hand moved faster, stroking me with short, practiced motions underwater. Jun nipped my ear and giggled against it. “How long you think he can hold out this time?”
“Not long,” Callie said, biting down once, just enough to make me twitch.
Melissa leaned in and kissed me, soft at first, then deeper, her tongue sliding in while her hand pumped. My cock throbbed between them, heavy, slick from all three of them. Callie adjusted, reached between her legs, and grabbed it. “Let me,” she whispered, and Melissa let go.
Callie raised herself in the water, reached down, and angled me in. The head found her pussy. She didn’t hesitate. She dropped down on it with one smooth, wet stroke, and her mouth opened in a low moan that disappeared into my shoulder. Her body went still for a second, then she started to move again, slow, deep, riding me just under the surface where no one else on the beach could see.
Jun’s hand slid down my side and found Callie’s clit. She rubbed tight circles while Callie gasped, rocking faster, water splashing softly with each thrust. Melissa held me by the jaw and watched Callie’s face while she fucked me. Her other hand disappeared between her own legs.
Jun pulled one of my hands behind me and shoved it between her thighs. I pushed two fingers in, and she groaned right against my neck, biting down hard.
I was already close again. Callie gripped my shoulders, slammed down on me, and whispered, “Inside.”
I didn’t fight it. I grabbed her ass, thrust up once, hard, and came deep, my body locked tight against hers, Callie shaking, gasping, squeezing around me. Melissa kissed me again as I finished, her breath hot, her hand stroking my chest.
Jun moaned, bit down, and came on my fingers a second later, her body twitching behind me.
We stayed tangled like that, four bodies afloat, no one moving, the lake swallowing every sound but our breath.
Callie finally slid off, water slipping between our bodies, her legs still wrapped around my waist for a moment before she pushed away and floated onto her back, arms out, eyes closed, a lazy grin on her face. My cock throbbed once in the sudden cool, still hard, still twitching, smeared with both of us. Jun stayed behind me, her hands on my ribs, her chest rising against my back, breath still sharp.
Melissa moved in front, waded closer, grabbed me by the base, and pulled me into her hand again. “You’re not done,” she said.
Jun laughed behind me. “Told you.”
Melissa backed up a step, pulling me with her until I was waist-deep again. She turned around, bent forward, and looked back once over her shoulder. “Here,” she said. “Right here.”
I stepped forward, grabbed her hips, and slid into her from behind. She was tight, slick, hot from the water and from everything before. She pushed back into me, arching, her hands under the surface to steady herself, her breath catching with every stroke. I moved slow, then harder. My hips slapped into her ass, sharp and wet. The sound was quiet, but we could all hear it.
Callie turned her head to watch. Jun waded around to Melissa’s front, held her face in her hands, kissed her deep while I fucked her from behind. Melissa’s moans disappeared into Jun’s mouth. My fingers dug into her hips. Her ass bounced back into me harder, deeper.
Melissa started shaking again. Her knees buckled once. She groaned into Jun’s mouth. “Don’t stop,” she gasped.
I didn’t. I slammed into her until she cried out, her body locking up, clenching tight around me. I gripped her hips hard and came again, pulling her tight against me, buried deep, her cunt squeezing every drop from me.
She stood there shaking while I pulled out, cum leaking down her thighs into the lake. Jun held her up. Callie swam closer and kissed my neck.
“We’re gonna need lunch,” she said. “Then we’re starting over.”
We rinsed off right there in the lake, no rush, the water warm enough now it barely registered. Melissa floated on her back beside me, thighs still parted, my cum drifting from between her legs in a thin cloudy trail before the lake swallowed it. Jun swam lazy circles around us, her fingers trailing across my skin every time she passed. Callie dove under, surfaced behind me, and pushed her tits into my back, arms around my chest.
Nobody spoke until we hit the shallows again. Melissa waded out first, water dripping from her nipples, her hair slicked back. She bent to grab her towel, didn’t bother covering. Jun followed, then Callie, all of them moving slow now, loose and heavy in their limbs.
I walked up last, cock hanging half-hard, balls still tight, the sun baking everything dry again. Callie handed me a can from the cooler. “Protein,” she said. It was beer.
We all sat in the sand near the shack, not dressed, not talking much. Melissa leaned against my shoulder, eyes closed, her hand resting across my stomach. Jun lay back on her towel, legs spread, fingers brushing across her own thigh like she hadn’t decided if she wanted more or just needed sleep. Callie popped open another can and passed it to Jun, then licked the foam off her own thumb.
A breeze kicked up. I looked out over the water. It was still. Quiet. A few voices in the distance, but no one near enough to see more than a blur.
Callie leaned toward me. “You know,” she said, “this isn’t just a one-day thing.”
Jun cracked her can open. “Not unless you want it to be.”
Melissa stretched her legs out, toes pointed, and yawned. “We’re not letting you go home today.”
Callie smirked. “Or tomorrow.”
Jun raised her can in a lazy toast. “Welcome to the harem.”
By the time the sun dipped low enough to throw shadows across the sand, Callie had already pulled me up off my towel again. She didn’t ask. Just took my hand, led me back into the shack, hips swaying, her bare ass dusty with grit. Melissa followed without a word, already tugging her bikini top back off. Jun was last in, holding the door open with her foot while she bent to grab the wine bottle and two more sandwiches, her towel wrapped haphazard around her waist.
Inside, the air was still warm and thick. Callie shoved the mattress into the corner, dropped to her knees, and crawled backwards across it, her legs open, her cunt pink and wet again already. She pointed at me, curled her finger. “Come here.”
Melissa dropped beside her, her hand already between her own thighs. Jun locked the door, tossed the food to the side, and stepped out of her towel. She climbed onto the mattress without a sound, dropped to her stomach, and pulled Callie’s knees apart with both hands.
Callie laughed once, then moaned. “Fucking finally,” she breathed.
Melissa rolled to her back and spread her legs. “He can fuck me after.”
Jun didn’t answer. She was already licking. Callie’s hands twisted in the blanket. I knelt between Melissa’s legs and slid my cock inside without warning. She gasped, grabbed the back of my neck, pulled me down to kiss her as I thrust slow and deep.
Callie’s cries got louder. Jun didn’t stop. Melissa bit my lip and whispered, “Don’t stop either.”
I didn’t. The shack filled again with breath, skin, mouths, fingers, the slap of hips against thighs. No breaks. No talking. No pretending.
Just the beginning of another round.
Callie came first, loud and rough, her body locked into a full arch as Jun buried her tongue deeper, hands braced on her thighs, holding her wide open through every shake and grind. Callie collapsed sideways, panting, one arm flung over her eyes. Jun wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, sat up, and turned her attention to Melissa without a pause.
I was still inside Melissa, still fucking her slow, deep strokes that made her whimper each time my hips pressed down. Her legs were up, ankles crossed behind my back, her hands clawing at the blanket beneath her. Jun crawled up alongside and leaned in to kiss her as I drove into her again. Melissa cried out against Jun’s lips, her moan swallowed in the kiss.
“Harder,” Jun said to me, eyes never leaving Melissa.
I grabbed Melissa’s hips and gave it to her, sharp, fast thrusts that jolted her body up the mattress. Jun rubbed her clit fast and hard. Melissa’s mouth fell open, her breath caught in her throat, and then she came, gasping, her cunt clenching around me, her legs shaking.
Jun smiled at me, kissed Melissa once more, then pushed her off me gently and took her place. She climbed into my lap, her pussy already soaked, grabbed my cock, and slid down on it in one motion. She didn’t ease in. She took everything. I groaned, grabbed her hips, and held her as she started to ride.
Melissa curled into Callie. They both watched. Neither spoke. Just slow breathing, flushed cheeks, fingers trailing down their own stomachs.
Jun grabbed the back of my neck, pulled my face to hers, and whispered, “You don’t get to come yet.”
I nodded once. She smirked and started grinding harder.
Jun leaned back on my thighs, bracing her hands behind her, riding me in long, slow rolls, her hips tilting with control, every downstroke pushing me deeper. Her tits bounced with the rhythm, sweat catching the light across her chest. I held her by the waist, not guiding, just hanging on.
Callie shifted beside us, sitting up on her elbows, watching the way Jun’s pussy swallowed me again and again. Melissa stayed curled into her side, still dazed, one leg drawn up, fingers drifting over her own clit, not even hiding it.
Jun rode slower now, grinding more than bouncing, her breath sharp each time her clit pressed against my pelvis. She watched my face like she was reading something. “You’re close,” she said, and I was.
I nodded. She slid her hands up my chest, pressed her palms flat, leaned in close. “Don’t finish in me.”
Callie laughed softly. “He won’t. He does what he’s told.”
Jun didn’t smile. She kept her eyes locked on mine and rode harder. “You pull out,” she whispered, her breath hot on my cheek. “And you give it to them.”
Callie moved behind me, her hands on my shoulders. Melissa rolled to her knees in front, between Jun’s legs. Her mouth opened.
Jun ground one more time, then lifted herself off. I slid free, cock soaked and throbbing. Melissa leaned forward and took me in her mouth, no hesitation. Callie held me by the jaw, turned my face, and kissed me as Melissa sucked.
Jun crouched above Melissa’s back, hand in her hair, guiding the motion. “Now,” she said into my ear. “Right now.”
I grunted, hips bucked once, and I came in Melissa’s mouth. She took all of it. Didn’t flinch. Swallowed and kept sucking until I was twitching too hard to stay upright.
Callie let go of my face. Jun sat back on her heels. Melissa pulled off and licked her lips.
Nobody said a word.
Melissa sat back on her heels, wiping her mouth with the back of her wrist, her eyes half-lidded, her chest rising and falling. Callie slid down beside her, one hand on the small of her back, the other smoothing her hair. Jun leaned against the wall of the shack, legs out, arms loose at her sides, staring at me the whole time like she already knew what I was going to do next.
I lay back flat on the mattress, every inch of me slick, spent, and aching in the best way. My cock twitched once in the open air, wet and softening. Melissa crawled up beside me and rested her head on my chest. Callie laid across my legs, tracing idle shapes on my thigh with her fingers. Jun stayed where she was, quiet, her lips curled into the faintest smile.
Outside, the breeze shifted and carried the sound of gulls and distant voices down the beach. Inside, it was quiet again. Just skin and breath.
Melissa whispered, “So now what?”
Jun stretched, reached for a water bottle, took a long drink, then passed it to Callie. Callie drank, then handed it off to Melissa, who sipped and handed it to me.
I shrugged. “I guess I stay.”
Callie grinned. Melissa laughed softly, buried her face in my chest. Jun just nodded.
“You better,” she said. “Because that was day one.”
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