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Melissa’s hair stuck to my chest when I shifted, her skin still damp where her cheek pressed against me. Callie rolled onto her side, one knee sliding over my thigh, fingers tracing my stomach. Jun hadn’t moved from her spot against the wall, but her eyes stayed fixed on me, like she was waiting for me to flinch.
“You’re look far too comfortable,” Jun said finally, with a smirk. She pushed herself up, crossed the place in three slow steps, and stood over me. Her fingers curled into the waistband of the towel I’d just got back on. “Up,: she said, uncertain with her confidence, but liking it.
Melissa groaned in protest when I sat, but Callie slid off my leg and stretched, her hand brushing the inside of my thigh as she moved. Jun yanked the towel away, tossed it aside, and pulled me to my feet.
The air was thick standing, heat rising off the mattress, bodies close. Jun stepped back once, looked me over like she was checking work she’d ordered, then turned to Callie. “Do you want him first?” She grinned, not believing herself the words coming out of her. She’d changed.
Callie’s smirk came slow. She pushed her hair back, got to her knees on the mattress, and reached for me. Her hand wrapped around my cock, still soft but warm from where Melissa had been curled against me. She stroked once, deliberate, her thumb running over the head.
Melissa shifted to sit behind Callie, her hands running over Callie’s hips, up her ribs, fingers pressing into her sides. Jun knelt beside them, watching, one hand between her own thighs, privately busy.
Callie pulled me closer until her lips brushed the tip. She looked up once, then took me in, slow, heat wrapping around me. Her tongue moved in short strokes underneath while her hand kept steady at the base.
Melissa kissed her shoulder, then her neck, her hands cupping Callie’s tits, squeezing. Callie moaned around me, the vibration shooting straight through my hips. Jun’s breathing was faster now, her fingers moving in slow, steady circles.
Callie pulled off with a wet sound and said, “Lie down why don’t you.”
I stepped back just enough to stretch out on the mattress again. Melissa pushed Callie forward until she was straddling me, knees wide, the heat from her cunt already on my stomach. She reached down, angled me up, and slid forward until the head pressed against her.
Jun moved in behind her, hands on Callie’s hips, and shoved. Callie took me in one motion, her head dropping, a sharp breath pulling from her chest. Jun kept her hands there, guiding her rhythm, pulling her back down every time she lifted.
Melissa slid in beside me, kissed my jaw, then my mouth, her hand brushing over my chest. She watched Callie’s face with every stroke, her own breathing syncing to the sound of skin against skin.
Jun’s grip tightened, her thumbs pressing into Callie’s lower back. “Harder,” she told me, and I did, thrusting up into Callie until her moans broke into short, ragged sounds.
Melissa’s hand drifted lower, wrapping around the base of my cock where Callie’s pussy stretched over me. She rubbed there, slick and hot, her thumb catching on Callie’s clit every time she dropped.
Callie’s legs started to shake, her nails digging into my chest for balance. She didn’t stop moving, but her pace broke, her hips rocking out of rhythm.
Jun leaned down, her mouth at Callie’s ear. “Come now,” she said, and Callie’s whole body locked before she slammed down on me one last time, a low cry spilling from her throat. Jun chuckled.
Callie stayed slumped over me for a few breaths, her chest hot against mine, sweat running between us. Jun eased her back by the shoulders until I slid free. Callie rolled to the side, still panting, eyes half-shut.
Melissa moved fast to take her place, swinging a leg over my hips before I’d caught my breath. She didn’t ease in, just grabbed me, lined me up, and sank down until her ass hit my thighs. Her head fell back, hair spilling down her spine, a short gasp escaping her.
Jun crouched low at her back, hands on Melissa’s waist, watching the slide. “You’re a lot tighter,” she said into her ear, and Melissa smiled without opening her eyes. She started moving slow, rocking her hips in a small circle that kept me deep.
Callie sat up against the wall now, one knee bent, her hand idly stroking between her own legs as she watched. Her breathing was steadier, her gaze fixed on where Melissa’s pussy gripped me.
Melissa leaned forward, her palms flat on my chest, the sway of her tits brushing me with every movement. I slid my hands up her thighs, over her hips, to the small of her back, holding her steady while I pushed up into her harder.
Jun’s hand slid between Melissa’s legs from behind, two fingers rubbing her clit in tight circles. Melissa’s head dropped forward, her hair curtaining her face as her hips started to buck against me.
Callie shifted onto her knees, crawling closer until her mouth was on Melissa’s nipple, sucking hard, her other hand squeezing the other breast. Melissa groaned, a deep sound that tightened her whole body around me.
“Don’t stop,” Jun said, her voice low and close. She pressed her hand harder against Melissa’s clit, matching my thrusts.
Melissa’s fingers dug into my chest, her rhythm breaking completely now. She rode in uneven, urgent drops, her cunt clenching every time she landed on me. Callie’s mouth didn’t leave her, her tongue flicking fast against the hard tip under her lips.
Melissa broke with a sharp cry, her body trembling hard enough I had to hold her up. Her pussy pulsed around me in quick, wet contractions, her breath catching on every one.
Jun slid her hand down, rubbing over where we were joined, her fingertips pressing against my shaft as Melissa twitched on top of me. “Switch,” she said, already pulling Melissa back by the hips.
Melissa groaned but let herself be eased off, collapsing onto her side. Jun climbed over me, planting one hand on my stomach as she gripped me with the other. She lowered herself slow, her eyes never leaving mine, until she took me all the way in and settled heavy on my lap.
Her pace was different, measured, almost lazy, but every roll of her hips was deep enough to make me grab her ass and hold on.
“You’re going to finish in me this time,” she said, and didn’t blink.
Jun’s weight settled into my lap, her thighs braced wide, the heat of her wrapped around me in slow, deliberate pulses. She rolled her hips forward until I was pressed hard against the back of her, then eased back, dragging every inch. My grip tightened on her ass, pulling her down harder with each return.
Melissa was still catching her breath on the mattress beside us, watching through half-lidded eyes. Callie crawled in behind Jun, her hands roaming over her back, down to the dip above her hips. She kissed the curve of Jun’s shoulder, then moved lower, lips brushing across the smooth skin of her spine.
Jun’s gaze stayed locked on mine, her breathing even. “Try not to pull out,” she said, her voice low but certain.
Callie’s hands spread Jun wider for me, thumbs grazing the edges of where we were joined. She leaned around to watch, her tongue darting out to lick the slick where Jun slid over me. Jun shivered and pushed harder against me, the muscles inside her squeezing tight.
I lifted my hips to meet her, the sound of us wet and loud now. Melissa shifted closer, her hand finding Jun’s breast, squeezing and tugging at the nipple until Jun’s mouth fell open.
“Faster,” Melissa said to me, her nails dragging lightly down my chest.
I planted my feet and drove up into Jun in sharp, deep thrusts. She braced a hand on my shoulder, her other clutching at Melissa’s wrist as her rhythm broke apart.
Callie pressed her mouth to Jun’s neck, sucking hard, her fingers working Jun’s clit in tight, relentless circles. Jun gasped and rocked against me, her body going rigid before breaking into a hard, shaking release.
She clenched around me so tight it dragged me over the edge. I pulled her down hard, burying myself deep as heat rushed out of me into her. Jun held there, her hips grinding in small, messy rolls until we both slumped, our chests heaving.
She finally lifted off, my cock sliding wet from her as she knelt beside me. A slow smile crept across her face. “We’re not done,” she said.
Melissa’s hand closed around me, already stroking. Callie moved to my other side, her lips brushing my ear. “We want more,” she whispered.
Melissa didn’t let go. Her strokes were steady, twisting just enough to keep me hard. Callie slid down, settling between my legs, her hair falling forward as she took me in her mouth. The heat of her, the suction, made my hips lift without thinking.
Jun leaned over me, her hand on my chest, nails dragging slow lines toward my stomach. She watched Callie work, then bent to kiss me, her tongue sliding in, tasting me like she already owned the moment.
Melissa shifted closer, pressing her breasts against my arm as she reached down to cup my balls, rolling them in her hand while Callie sucked deeper. Each pull of her mouth had that wet click at the back of her throat, making my grip tighten in her hair.
Jun’s lips left mine; she moved lower, kissing across my ribs until she joined Melissa’s hand, stroking me in time with Callie’s mouth. Melissa leaned in, her tongue flicking against the side of my shaft every time it slipped from Callie’s lips.
The room smelled like sweat and sex, skin on skin. Every breath I pulled in was warm, damp.
Callie pulled off just long enough to say, “Stand up.”
I did, my legs unsteady. She knelt in front of me, Melissa to her right, Jun to her left. All three reached for me, hands overlapping, mouths taking turns on the head, then down the length. My cock disappeared between them, each kiss, lick, and suck blurring into the next.
Melissa caught me deep, holding me there until her throat flexed. When she pulled back, Jun replaced her, swirling her tongue over the head before sliding all the way down. Callie stayed low, sucking at my balls, her hands gripping my thighs hard.
The heat built fast. My pulse thudded in my ears. They knew it, Melissa looked up at me, her eyes sharp, and said, “Not yet.”
They slowed, drawing it out, keeping me right at the edge. Jun’s nails scraped my hips. Callie’s lips left my skin only to kiss back up the length, trading places with Melissa again.
When Melissa finally said, “Now,” all three went harder, faster, like they’d been holding back just for this. My body locked, the rush breaking out of me in thick, hot bursts over their tongues, their lips never stopping until they’d taken all of it.
Melissa was the first to move after, sliding her fingers through the mess on her lips and holding them out to me. “Taste.”
I took them in my mouth, the salt and heat still there. Jun grabbed my hair and pulled me toward her. “On your knees.”
The carpet burned against my skin as I knelt. Melissa stepped back, letting Jun plant a foot beside my thigh and push her panties down. She didn’t wait for me to think, her hand was in my hair again, guiding me into the soft, wet heat between her legs.
She was already open, the taste sharp and clean. Her hips rocked against my face, slow at first, then harder, until my nose was pressed tight against her. Melissa crouched beside us, her hand on the back of my neck, keeping me there.
Callie leaned down from behind, her breasts pressing into my back as her hands roamed over my chest. She whispered into my ear, her breath hot. “You’re going to do this for all of us.”
Jun’s thighs trembled around my head. She pulled away with a gasp, her hands braced on my shoulders. Melissa stepped in without a word, one leg over my thigh, the other over my shoulder, lowering herself until she filled my mouth. She tasted different, sweeter, softer, but she moved just as hard, rolling her hips, using my face until she was shaking.
When she pulled off, Callie was already there, straddling me. She bent down, kissing me with an open mouth, licking her friends’ taste from my lips. Then she sat up, gripping my hair with both hands, lowering herself onto my mouth like she’d been waiting for this all night.
Her thighs locked around my ears, her hips grinding. I grabbed her ass, pulling her down harder, feeling her shiver against my tongue. Jun and Melissa stayed close, touching her, touching me, their hands everywhere, keeping me pinned in place until Callie’s breath caught and she let out a low, drawn-out moan.
She didn’t move right away. She stayed pressed to me, riding the aftershocks, before finally lifting off and letting me breathe.
Callie pushed me back, her hands flat on my chest, until I was lying on the carpet. Jun dropped down beside me, straddling one leg while Melissa swung a knee over the other. Callie crouched low over my face again, this time slow, watching me as she lowered herself.
Jun’s fingers wrapped around me, stroking lazily at first. Melissa leaned in, her lips brushing my ear as she whispered, “You’re ours now.” Her hand joined Jun’s, their fingers tangling as they worked me together.
Callie’s hips rolled above me, her warmth sealing over my mouth. I gripped her thighs, pulling her tighter. The scent and taste filled my head, every shift of her hips giving me more.
Jun bent to kiss me around Callie’s body, her mouth catching at my cheek before she went lower, dragging her tongue over me in a slow line. Melissa followed, licking the other side, their mouths meeting around me, wet and greedy.
Callie was grinding harder, her breath coming in ragged bursts, her fingers tangled in my hair. Jun’s tongue pressed under the head, Melissa’s lips sealing over me, and I felt my legs tense.
Melissa pulled back just enough to breathe, her mouth glistening. “Don’t you dare finish yet,” she said, her voice sharp and playful.
Jun smirked, giving me one last slow stroke before both of them pulled back. Callie slid off me, her face flushed, and all three knelt over me, deciding what to do next without saying a word.
Melissa grabbed my wrists and pinned them above my head, her weight pressing down just enough to keep me there. Jun swung a leg over my chest, lowering herself until I could feel the heat of her against me through the thin cotton she still wore. Callie moved between my legs, her nails grazing along my thighs as she settled in close.
Melissa kissed me hard, deep, her tongue pushing past my lips, while Jun ground slowly against my ribs, her breath catching. Callie’s hand wrapped around me again, tighter this time, pumping with steady, unhurried strokes.
Jun reached down, peeled the fabric aside, and pressed herself to my mouth. I opened for her, tasting her instantly, my tongue tracing slow circles. Melissa broke the kiss and sat back, watching, her hands sliding down my arms to my chest.
Callie leaned forward, her mouth replacing her hand, warm and slick, taking me all the way in. Her tongue moved in quick little flutters before pulling back to swirl around the tip. Jun’s hips rolled against my face, her moans sharp and low, one hand gripping the back of my head.
Melissa reached between my legs, guiding Callie’s mouth deeper while her other hand squeezed my balls. The pressure, the heat, the rhythm of all three working me at once had me straining against the carpet.
Jun’s thighs trembled, her breathing faster. Callie swallowed me down, her throat tightening, then pulled back to catch a breath before diving in again. Melissa leaned over, licking along my shaft right where Callie’s mouth ended, their tongues brushing.
I felt my stomach tighten, my legs twitching, every nerve lit up. Melissa caught my eyes. “Now,” she said, and all three of them moved faster, Jun grinding harder, Callie’s mouth taking me deep, Melissa stroking the base.
Melissa’s voice snapped through me like a jolt. My hips jerked once, twice, before the release surged up hard and fast. Callie didn’t back off, she took every pulse, her throat working, her hands locked tight on my thighs.
Melissa’s grip tightened at the base, holding me there, milking each spasm while her eyes stayed locked on mine. Jun shuddered above me, pressing down until she let out a sharp gasp, her legs going slack on either side of my head.
Callie finally eased off, letting me spill the last of it over her tongue, swallowing slow, then giving one last lick before sitting back. Her lips were glossy, her breathing ragged.
Melissa leaned down and kissed her, open and deep, until Callie pulled away with a soft laugh. Jun slid off me and collapsed against my side, sweat on her forehead, hair clinging to her cheeks.
No one said anything for a moment. Just the sound of breathing, the faint creak of the couch under us, and the smell of all of us hanging thick in the air.
Melissa finally broke the silence. “We’re not done,” she said, her hand still resting low on my stomach, fingers making idle little circles. “We’re just getting started.”
Jun propped herself up on one elbow, smiling slow. “Then maybe we should take this upstairs.”
Callie’s hand was already on my chest, pushing me gently back into the cushions. “Or,” she said, “we keep him right here and see how long he lasts.”
Melissa finally let her hand fall away, leaving me heavy and spent, the three of them moving around me in slow, easy motions. Jun tugged her dress down over her hips, still flushed, still breathing fast. Callie smoothed her hair back and glanced at the clock.
Melissa caught my eye. “We should get some air,” she said, already reaching for her bag.
Jun grinned. “And food. I’m starving.”
Callie laughed, slipping her shoes on. “Come on. Before we get distracted again.”
The four of us stepped out into the cooler air, the night still busy around us.
The street was alive with the low hum of conversation and the hiss of passing cars. Melissa walked just ahead, her hips rolling under the thin fabric of her dress, the curve of her ass outlined every time the breeze caught it. Jun stayed close to my side, her arm brushing mine, the faint scent of her perfume still warm from her skin. Callie drifted to my other side, fingers tapping against my wrist now and then, her smile flicking up at me before she looked away.
They weren’t talking much, just trading quick looks with each other, like they all knew something I didn’t. Every few steps Melissa would glance back, eyes dropping briefly before meeting mine, and Jun would hide a grin behind her hand.
We found a small place with tables spilling onto the sidewalk. The air was thick with grilled meat and garlic. Melissa slid into the seat across from me, crossing her legs slowly under the table, her shoe brushing my shin. Jun sat beside me so close her thigh pressed into mine, and Callie leaned forward from the other side, chin resting on her hand as she studied me.
The waitress came, and they let me order for all of us, their eyes never leaving my face. When she walked away, Melissa tilted her head. “You’re quiet,” she said softly.
Jun’s knee pressed into mine. “Maybe he’s still processing.”
Callie gave a small laugh, her gaze holding mine just a little too long before she reached for her water.
The plates arrived, steaming, but none of them seemed in a hurry to eat. They took small bites, slow, their eyes never fully off me. Melissa leaned forward, lowering her voice. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?”
I forked a piece of meat, but before I could bring it to my mouth, Jun’s hand brushed my thigh under the table. Not a quick touch, she let it stay there, her fingers light, moving just enough to make my breath hitch. She didn’t look at me when she did it; she was nodding at something Melissa said, her lips glistening as she took another slow bite.
Melissa shifted in her seat, one heel hooked on the rung of her chair, the hem of her dress falling open just enough for me to catch a flash of skin before she closed her knees again. She caught my eye while she chewed, smirking faintly, then looked down as if she’d told me a secret no one else heard.
Callie sat back, swirling her wine, watching the two of them like she was letting them do the work for her. Then she leaned in, her voice barely audible over the clink of glasses around us. “You’re flushed,” she murmured. “Anyone else might think it’s the wine.”
Jun’s hand slid a fraction higher. “It’s not the wine.”
Melissa popped a piece of bread into her mouth and spoke around it. “Careful, Jun. We’re in public.”
Jun finally looked at me then, her eyes catching the light from the overhead lamp, and whispered, “That’s the point.”
Callie glanced at the other tables, her smile tightening in a way that made my chest tighten too, she liked this just as much as they did. Melissa licked a smear of sauce from her thumb and didn’t break eye contact with me.
The food barely moved. My fork was still in my hand, but my focus was on every flicker of movement under the table, every time one of them leaned in close enough for the scent of skin and heat to cut through the smell of food.
Jun’s fingertips pressed a little harder, tracing over the seam of my jeans. I set my fork down, afraid I’d drop it. Melissa shifted again, her knee brushing mine, and for a moment I felt both of them on me at once. Callie kept her gaze on my face, her smile fixed, like she was watching the effect ripple through me.
A couple at the next table laughed too loud, snapping me out of it for a second, but Jun didn’t stop. Her hand withdrew just enough to make me miss it, then came back, slow and deliberate. Melissa leaned in close to my ear, her breath warm. “You look like you’re about to make a scene.”
Callie cut in before I could answer. “We should take this somewhere else before he does.” She drained the last of her wine and stood, her chair scraping back.
Jun pulled her hand away and licked her bottom lip like she’d tasted something sweet. Melissa dabbed at the corner of her mouth with her napkin, then set it down neatly beside her plate. “Let’s go,” she said, and it wasn’t a suggestion.
I dropped cash on the table without looking at the bill. The night air hit me the second we stepped outside, cooler than before, but it didn’t matter. The three of them closed in around me as we walked, shoulders brushing mine, their perfume hanging heavy in the air between us. Jun’s fingers grazed the back of my hand, Melissa’s hip pressed against me for a step too long, and Callie kept glancing up with that same steady smile.
Every step back toward the apartment felt longer than it should have, my pulse climbing with the heat they carried with them.
The door had barely closed before Jun caught my wrist and pulled me in. Melissa stepped around us, locking it without looking back. Callie brushed past, her hand trailing over my chest as she went, turning just enough for me to catch the slow curve of her smile.
Jun’s lips found mine first, soft, but insistent, her fingers curling into my shirt. Melissa was right behind her, sliding in close, her hip against mine, her hand on the back of my neck. Callie lingered for a moment, watching, before she stepped forward and closed the gap, her body pressing into my side.
I could still taste the wine on Jun’s mouth, smell Melissa’s perfume sharp under the warmth of her skin. Callie’s hand slipped lower, finding the line of my belt. Jun broke the kiss just long enough to breathe against my cheek. “We’ve been holding back all night.”
Melissa’s nails grazed my jaw, guiding my mouth to hers. Callie’s breath caught in my ear. “Not anymore.”
They moved together, a slow, practiced press of bodies that left me surrounded, Melissa’s thigh against mine, Jun’s fingers brushing lower, Callie’s lips at my neck. The teasing from dinner hadn’t faded; it had sharpened, turned into something deliberate.
Melissa eased back just enough to speak. “Let’s take him to the couch.”
Jun’s hand tightened around mine, pulling me toward it. Callie followed close, her touch never leaving me.
Jun pushed me down first, her hands on my shoulders, steady but light. Melissa was already kneeling beside me, her legs folding under her, her eyes locked on mine. Callie took the other side, brushing her hair back over one shoulder, leaning in close enough that I could feel the warmth from her skin.
Jun straddled me, not in a rush, her knees pressing into the cushions. Her hands slid over my chest, down my stomach, her eyes never leaving my face. Melissa’s fingers found my thigh, tracing slow circles. Callie’s breath was on my jaw, her lips grazing the edge of it before she kissed me, short, then deeper.
Jun’s weight settled, her hips shifting against me. Melissa leaned in and kissed her shoulder, her lips parting just enough to drag against her skin. Callie’s hand slipped between us, finding my waistband, working it loose. The sound of it, fabric sliding, the faint rasp of a zipper, seemed louder than it should.
Melissa’s touch moved higher, her palm flat over my chest, her nails catching lightly. Jun’s hands went to my sides, gripping as her hips rocked again, slower this time. Callie’s lips moved to my ear, her voice low. “You’ve been patient long enough.”
Jun shifted forward, her breath quick, Melissa’s hand sliding up her back, Callie’s grip tightening on my hip. The three of them moved in a rhythm that felt like they’d worked it out without words, each touch timed, each shift deliberate, until I couldn’t tell which of them I was chasing.
Jun’s hips rolled harder now, her thighs tight against mine, the weight of her pressing me deep into the couch. Melissa’s hand slid between us, guiding her, her touch hot and sure. Callie leaned across me, kissing Jun’s neck, her hair brushing my face, the smell of her shampoo mixing with the heat of skin.
Melissa shifted lower, her mouth trailing down my stomach, slow at first, then faster, her hands braced on my legs. Jun’s breathing broke into short gasps, her grip on my shoulders firm enough to keep me pinned. Callie’s fingers dug into my side as she pressed closer, watching every movement like she was memorizing it.
Melissa’s lips closed around me, the wet pull making Jun shudder above me. She leaned forward, bracing her hands on either side of my head, her eyes half-shut, her mouth open. Callie slid one hand up her back, the other curling around my neck, her thumb brushing my jaw.
Jun moved with Melissa’s rhythm, the three of us locked in it, Jun riding, Melissa taking more, Callie holding me still so I could feel every inch of it. My hands gripped Jun’s hips, pulling her down, matching her movement.
Callie kissed me hard, her tongue deep, her hand gripping my hair, holding me there until she broke away with a gasp. “Don’t stop.”
Melissa didn’t. Jun didn’t. And I couldn’t.
Jun’s pace broke from steady to urgent, her nails biting into my shoulders as she dropped her weight, grinding harder. Melissa’s mouth worked faster, her grip on my thighs tightening with every pull. Callie pressed against my side, her chest heaving, lips at my ear, whispering things I couldn’t fully catch over the sound of my own breath.
Jun’s head fell back, hair spilling over her shoulders, a sharp gasp tearing out of her as Melissa’s tongue and my hips met her all at once. She moved faster, chasing it, every drop of control gone. Callie’s hand slipped down my chest, her palm flat, sliding lower until she was under Jun, her fingers pressing where Melissa’s mouth couldn’t reach.
The couch creaked under us, the air thick and hot. Melissa pulled back just enough to drag her lips over me, wet and slow, before taking me deep again. Jun let out a raw sound, somewhere between a moan and a cry, her whole body shuddering as she came down on me hard, her thighs trembling against mine.
I held her there, my hands locked on her hips, feeling the pulse of her through every inch of me. Callie’s eyes met mine, dark and steady, her fingers still moving until Jun sagged forward, breathing against my neck. Melissa finally let me slip from her mouth, her lips slick, her eyes bright as she looked up.
Nobody moved for a long second. Then Jun laughed, low and breathless, her forehead pressed to mine.
We cleaned up just enough to pass for decent, though Jun’s lipstick was still a little smeared and Melissa’s hair looked like she’d just gotten off her knees, which she had. Callie gave me a look in the mirror by the door, a half-smile that told me she knew exactly what I was seeing.
The club was already loud when we walked in, bass thumping through the floor. Dark corners, flashing lights, bodies packed tight. Melissa looped her arm through mine first, pulling me toward the dance floor. Jun was right behind, her hand in the back pocket of my jeans like she owned the spot. Callie drifted ahead, glancing over her shoulder as if daring me to follow.
Melissa started the game without saying a word, pressing her back against my chest, rolling her hips slow, making sure Jun could see. Jun cut in, taking my hands and putting them on her waist, swaying close enough that her mouth brushed my ear when she laughed. Callie waited until the beat shifted, then slid between us, her fingers curling into my shirt as she pulled me down for a kiss that lasted just long enough to make the other two watch.
Every move was calculated. A brush of a thigh, a grind against my leg, a hand lingering at my belt. They kept circling, trading places, making me feel like I was the center of a fight without rules. The lights caught on Melissa’s eyes as she bit her lip and pressed into me again, her voice low. “Who’s got you harder?”
Jun heard it and smiled, slow, dangerous, and turned so her ass was against me, moving in perfect time with the music. Callie slid her hand over mine, lacing our fingers before dragging them down her own stomach like she was showing me where she wanted them.
They were all in it now, and the more I reacted, the more they pushed.
The music slowed just enough to pull the crowd closer. Melissa’s hand slid down my chest and she turned in my arms, looking up at me with that afterglow softness, her lips still swollen. She pressed in until I could feel every inch of her and moved slow, drawing it out like she knew people were watching.
Jun wasn’t having it. She stepped in behind me, her body a warm, insistent line against my back, her hips locking into the same rhythm as Melissa’s. I was caught between them, Melissa’s mouth brushing mine, Jun’s breath spilling hot against my neck. The heat rose fast.
Callie circled, fingers trailing along my arm before slipping into my hand and pulling it to her thigh. The hem of her dress barely covered her, and when she stepped in, the three of them closed around me, soft skin, perfume, sweat, all of it bleeding together under the lights.
Melissa kissed me hard, Jun’s hands sliding over my stomach, Callie watching with a small, knowing smile as she swayed in place, her dress shifting with every move. I couldn’t focus on any one of them for long, they kept moving, switching, giving me just enough before another was there, touching, pressing, grinding.
Someone bumped into us and Melissa used it to press closer, her thigh sliding between mine. Jun’s nails grazed my hip through my shirt. Callie leaned in, her lips at my ear. “We could do this all night,” she said, her voice low, teasing.
I believed her.
Melissa’s hand slid under my shirt, her palm hot against my skin. She moved it slow, like she wanted everyone around us to wonder exactly what she was doing. Jun pressed tighter into my back, her hips rolling in lazy circles, each one brushing me harder.
The lights spun across their faces, Melissa’s lips parted, Jun’s eyes half-lidded, Callie watching with a sharp little smirk that made it worse. She stepped in close enough that the edge of her dress brushed me, then tilted her head toward Melissa. “You’re hogging him.”
Melissa smiled without looking away from me. “Maybe I am.”
Jun’s fingers curled into my belt loop, tugging me back into her. The music swelled, the bass punching through my chest. Callie slid between Melissa and me just long enough to kiss me, slow and deep, before spinning out again, pulling Melissa’s hand with her so it trailed across me as she moved.
The three of them started trading places, Melissa in front, Jun at my side, Callie behind me, each taking a turn pressing close, dragging nails, leaning in to murmur something only I could hear. My body was on high alert, every brush of fabric, every shift of heat a fresh hit.
Jun’s mouth found my ear. “You’re hard,” she whispered, so low I almost missed it. Then her hand pressed just enough to make sure I knew she knew. Melissa caught it, eyes lighting up, and for a second both of them were right there, hands and hips moving in time, pinning me between them.
Callie watched from a step away, her eyes locked on mine, her lips curling as if she had already decided how this was going to end.
Melissa’s eyes dropped when she moved back in, as if she couldn’t quite meet mine while her hips pressed close. Her fingers barely rested at my side, light as a breath, but the way she lingered made it clear she wasn’t pulling away.
Jun came up beside me, her smile small, almost nervous, and the heat rolling off her betrayed her more than any words could. Her shoulder brushed mine, then again, the second time longer, her body turning into me like she hadn’t meant to but couldn’t help it.
Callie’s hand found my arm, her nails grazing just once before she let it hang there, eyes darting away toward the lights as if she wasn’t sure she wanted me to notice. The music slowed into a heavy, steady pulse, the kind that seemed to swallow us in the dark.
Melissa’s head lowered until her hair fell forward, hiding most of her face, but I felt the warmth of her breath against my neck. Jun’s knee touched mine, stayed there, her weight shifting with each beat. Callie’s fingers slid down my arm, hesitated at my wrist, then closed around it with a squeeze that felt both accidental and intentional.
They traded glances when they thought I wasn’t looking, each one caught between a private smile and the kind of heat that makes it hard to stand still. A soft laugh from Jun, muffled against my shoulder. Melissa’s quiet sigh when I shifted closer. Callie leaning in just far enough that I could smell the sweet trace of her drink on her lips.
The space between us was gone. Every movement now had skin in it, forearms brushing, thighs grazing, hands finding excuses to pass over each other in the dark. None of it bold, none of it claimed out loud. Just three women caught up in the same pull, their control thinning with each beat.
The bass thumped straight through my ribs, each beat drawing them closer until there was no difference between where I ended and they began. Melissa’s hand slid over my stomach, light enough to pretend it wasn’t deliberate. Jun’s hip pressed to mine, her body rolling with the music in a way she couldn’t disguise as just dancing.
Callie shifted in front of me, her back against my chest, glancing over her shoulder with a look that made my mouth dry. She didn’t press harder, didn’t grind, just swayed in time, letting her hair tickle my cheek, letting me feel the heat trapped between us.
Melissa’s head tilted, her lips close enough that the tips of her hair brushed my jaw. “Too hot in here,” she said, but her voice broke at the end like she didn’t believe it.
Jun’s laugh was soft, almost guilty, as she stepped closer to Melissa, their shoulders touching while they moved. I caught them trading a look, quick, questioning, a little daring. Callie felt it too; her hands came up behind her to rest at my hips, fingers curling slightly, testing the line.
The lights flared, then dimmed, throwing us into pockets of shadow. The music seemed slower now, even though it wasn’t, every beat stretched by the way their bodies pressed in, how they kept finding me without meaning to. Melissa’s hand stayed on my chest longer this time. Jun’s thigh stayed pressed to mine through the turn. Callie leaned back and let her head touch my shoulder, breathing deep like she needed the anchor.
I couldn’t tell if they were doing it for each other’s eyes or for mine, but it didn’t matter, the room had narrowed down to the four of us, the rest of the crowd just heat and noise around the edges.
We broke from the crush in a slow, reluctant drift, their hands finding me in little passing touches that didn’t stop even once we hit the edge of the floor. Jun’s fingers curled into my sleeve. Melissa brushed against my side, her hip bumping mine as if by accident. Callie slid her arm through mine, her cheek still warm when it grazed my shoulder.
The air by the bar felt cooler, but it didn’t cut the heat under my skin. Jun ordered water for all of us, her voice catching slightly when she leaned over to pass me one. Melissa tilted hers back and took a slow sip, eyes locked on mine the whole time.
Callie’s breath hit my ear as she leaned in. “They’re looking at you like they want to eat you alive.” She smiled small, shy, almost embarrassed she’d said it.
Jun laughed under her breath, shaking her head. “Don’t tell him that. He’ll get ideas.” But her eyes gave her away, she wanted me to.
We stood close, too close for casual. The music still pounded, but now it was behind us, dulled by the crowd between. Every shift of their weight made another brush, another flash of skin against mine. Melissa’s nails traced the back of my hand and stayed there. Callie’s shoulder rested against my arm. Jun’s hip found mine again when she moved.
None of them seemed in a hurry to leave. Neither was I.
We spilled out into the night with the bass still humming in our chests, the sidewalk damp under the streetlights. The air hit cooler but it didn’t take the flush from their faces. Jun clung to my arm, Melissa brushed her hair back and leaned into my shoulder, Callie walked just ahead, glancing over with that sly little smile that told me she knew exactly what she looked like right now.
Melissa lifted her phone and called the ride, thumb moving quick. “Three minutes,” she said, slipping it back into her bag. Jun pressed closer, her hand on my chest, feeling the beat still there. Callie glanced down at it and grinned, biting her lip before turning away.
The car slid to the curb and the three of them moved at once, pulling me with them into the back. Jun first, then Melissa, then Callie, all squeezing in until I was wedged between warm bodies, the scent of perfume and sweat thick around us. Jun’s thigh pressed tight to mine, Melissa’s knee over mine just enough to feel her weight. Callie’s hair brushed my cheek every time she shifted.
The driver glanced in the mirror once, then kept his eyes on the road. Jun rested her head on my shoulder, Melissa’s hand slid low on my leg, Callie’s fingers idly traced my wrist. No one said anything for a while, the quiet in the car loaded, every bump in the road shifting us against each other in ways that made it harder to breathe evenly.
Jun’s head stayed on my shoulder, her hair brushing my neck. The warmth of her breath slid along my skin every time she exhaled. Melissa’s hand, light at first on my thigh, shifted just enough to graze higher before settling again, her fingers curling in the fabric of my pants.
Callie, on my other side, let her leg lean in harder, the inside of her knee pressed to mine. I felt the slow, deliberate movement of her heel dragging along my shoe, up my ankle, until her calf rested against me.
Jun’s hand slipped between us, palm flat against my ribs under my jacket, her fingertips stroking once, slow. Melissa’s grip on my thigh tightened, her thumb moving in small circles. Callie leaned in as if to say something, her lips brushing my ear, but she didn’t speak, just let her breath stay there, warm and full of intent.
The driver’s eyes flicked up in the mirror again, catching nothing but the four of us sitting too close, too still. My pulse climbed with every small touch. The city slid by in streaks of light, but all I could feel was the slow, careful way they were closing in.
Melissa shifted in closer, her thigh now pressed flush against mine, her perfume curling around me in the close, warm air. Jun’s fingers traced higher under my jacket, then retreated, only to return a second later, slower this time, her knuckles grazing my shirt. Callie’s calf slid up and down against mine in a slow, steady rhythm, her hand resting casually on my knee, fingertips just brushing the seam.
The car hit a bump and Melissa’s palm landed high on my leg, lingering there, her nails pressing lightly. Jun let out the smallest laugh, the sound low and knowing, her cheek still against my shoulder. Callie’s breath stayed at my ear, each exhale making it harder to sit still.
None of them looked directly at me, as if it wasn’t happening, but every movement was deliberate. The heat pooled heavy in my chest, my hands useless at my sides, wanting to grab and hold and not able to.
Outside, the lights of the city flashed across their faces, Melissa’s half-smile, Jun’s lowered lashes, Callie’s mouth just slightly open. The hum of the tires and the faint bass from the driver’s radio made the space feel even smaller. Every second dragged, every touch landing sharper than it should, until the air felt too thick to breathe.
They tumbled out of the Uber still half-laughing, the air warm and heavy, the driver giving a knowing glance in the mirror as the four of us crossed the sidewalk toward the small neon-lit doorway. The place didn’t look like much from outside, just a vertical sign and a stairwell disappearing down into dim, muffled music. Inside, the girl at the counter barely looked up when they asked for a private room.
We followed her down a narrow hall, carpet worn, doors on either side pulsing faintly with bass and muffled voices. The room she unlocked was barely bigger than a booth, L-shaped bench against two walls, small table in the middle, a giant screen on the far wall, microphones waiting on stands.
They piled in first, sliding along the bench, close together, knees brushing. I followed, the door shutting behind us with a soft click, cutting the outside noise to a distant thump. The lighting was low enough that shadows softened the edges of everything.
“Pick something,” Janelle murmured, passing me the song remote but keeping her eyes on mine. Lacey leaned in from the other side, her bare knee grazing my thigh, the heat of it lingering. Madison reached for the mic but instead held it out to me, her fingers slow to let go.
“You start,” she said, voice low, lips curving.
The first track came up without anyone pressing a button, some slow R&B number filling the space. Lacey laughed under her breath, sliding down in her seat so her leg stretched along mine. Janelle’s shoulder pressed against my arm, just enough to register the warmth through my shirt.
When Madison stood to adjust the screen, her hip brushed my knee, her perfume sliding in under the stale air of the room. The little space made everything closer than it needed to be, every movement brushing, bumping, catching.
I took the mic. Their eyes stayed on me while I sang the first lines, not even pretending to care about the words, just watching my mouth, the grip of my hand, the way my voice dropped. By the time the chorus hit, Lacey’s fingers were resting lightly on my thigh, tapping in time, not moving away.
Jun picked a song in Japanese that none of us could follow. She sang in a half-whisper, eyes flicking from the screen to me, her hand still on my leg but drifting higher with every verse. The lights slid through deep pink into a slow red wash, shadows stretching across the walls.
Melissa had the mic next, but she didn’t sing. She just let the music play while she leaned into me, her hair falling forward as she pretended to look at the lyrics. Her breath warmed my ear when she spoke low so the others couldn’t hear. “You’re too quiet.” Her thigh pressed harder into mine.
Callie slid down until her hip was against my side, the hem of her skirt riding high as she shifted. Her bare skin brushed my wrist when I reached for my drink. She didn’t move away.
The song ended but nobody reached for the remote. The screen just glowed, playing soft background visuals while the next track waited. Jun’s hand was resting high on my thigh now, her thumb moving in small circles that made it impossible to focus on anything else.
Melissa leaned back far enough to look me over, her mouth curved like she knew exactly what she was doing. Callie’s arm was still along the back of the bench, her fingertips tracing the line of my shoulder. The air in the room felt warmer, heavier. The music faded into the next song without anyone singing.
Melissa finally took the mic again, but instead of singing, she passed it to me and said, “Your turn.” She didn’t move away. Jun didn’t either. Callie stayed close, her eyes fixed on me like she was waiting to see what I’d do.
I didn’t sing. I just held the mic while Jun reached over me to grab a handful of chips from the table, brushing her chest against my arm like she hadn’t noticed. Melissa caught it and leaned in tighter from the other side, sliding her drink past me so I had to shift closer to her. Callie smirked and swung one leg over the bench so her knee pressed against mine, her skirt opening just enough to flash the pale inside of her thigh.
The three of them weren’t talking much anymore. It was all little looks, quick touches, and that low hum of music filling the silence. Jun’s fingers traced up the seam of my jeans and stopped just short of where I wanted them. Melissa’s nails tapped slow against my wrist, each one a little harder than the last, like she was daring me to look at her instead of Jun. Callie leaned forward to pour more drinks, her hair falling across my hand before she settled back and draped her arm over my shoulders, pulling me into her side.
Jun laughed at something in the lyrics on-screen, and Melissa immediately countered by whispering something in my ear I didn’t even process, just felt the heat of her mouth and the wet edge of her breath. Callie shifted again, her leg pressing more firmly into mine, eyes locked on me while she tipped her glass back.
The pressure kept building, each of them pushing in closer, each touch lingering just a second too long. My drink sat untouched on the table. Nobody was paying attention to the songs anymore.
The lights in the booth seemed darker now, the screen’s glow washing over them in slow pulses. Jun slid along the bench until her hip pressed against mine, her bare arm warm where it brushed my side. She picked a song she clearly didn’t care about, the mic low at her chest, and sang soft enough that I had to lean in to hear, her mouth so close I caught the faint taste of whatever she’d been drinking.
Melissa shifted to face me fully, one knee tucked under her so she could lean over, hair brushing my jaw as she reached for the mic Jun wasn’t letting go of. Their hands tangled briefly, and neither pulled back right away. Callie’s hand settled on my thigh then, light at first, then heavier, fingers spreading just enough that I knew she was feeling the heat through my jeans.
Jun’s voice trailed off as Melissa laughed quietly and let her hand slide down over mine, her fingers lacing for a second before she let go. Callie’s palm dragged upward along my thigh until her pinky hooked under the edge of my zipper. I didn’t move. None of us did, except for that slow, deliberate contact that was starting to feel dangerous in the small space.
Jun’s free hand rested on my chest, her nails tracing a slow circle over my shirt. Melissa leaned in to murmur something to her, and whatever it was made Jun’s mouth curve in a way that sent a jolt straight through me. Callie gave the faintest squeeze before pulling back, just enough to leave my skin buzzing where her hand had been.
The next song started without anyone picking it. Nobody reached for the mic.
Jun was the first to move, sliding the mic onto the table and leaning in so close I felt her breath on my mouth. She kissed me slow, deliberate, tasting of gin and something sweeter. Callie’s hand returned to my thigh, firmer now, sliding higher until her knuckles pressed against the hard shape in my jeans. Melissa was behind me suddenly, her hands on my shoulders, her mouth at my ear, whispering something low and hot that made my grip tighten on Jun’s waist.
Jun broke the kiss just long enough to turn her face to Melissa, and then they were kissing over my shoulder, their bodies pressing into mine from either side. Callie’s fingers worked my button open, tugged the zipper down, her knuckles brushing bare skin. I couldn’t look away from the two of them in front of me, Jun’s tongue sliding over Melissa’s lip, Melissa’s hand cupping the back of Jun’s neck.
Callie freed me from my jeans, her grip wrapping around me with slow strokes that made my head tip back. Melissa’s hand found mine and pulled it down between Jun’s thighs, pushing her skirt up to bare the heat under her. Jun moaned into Melissa’s mouth when I touched her, rocking against my hand in short, urgent movements.
Callie’s strokes quickened, her thumb dragging over the tip while her other hand slipped under my shirt. Melissa slid down to her knees in front of me, taking over from Callie with a deep, hungry pull that made my thighs tighten. Callie moved to Jun, tugging her panties aside and lowering her head, Jun’s fingers threading through her hair immediately.
The booth was filled with soft, breathless sounds, Jun’s voice breaking as Callie’s mouth worked on her, Melissa’s wet pull on me, my own breathing rough in my ears. Jun’s hand gripped the back of my head, pulling me into another kiss, messy now, her hips jerking against Callie’s mouth. Melissa’s rhythm on me matched the quickening sounds from Jun until I couldn’t hold back, my body tightening and breaking under her mouth.
Jun’s legs trembled against me, her release coming almost on top of mine, her head dropping to my shoulder, breath hot against my neck. Callie pulled back with a slow lick, glancing up at me with a grin that said she wasn’t close to done.
We stayed tangled on that couch for a long moment, the room heavy with the smell of sweat and perfume and whatever we’d just done to each other. Jun’s cheek was still pressed to my shoulder, her fingers drawing lazy lines over my chest. Callie sat back against the cushions, smoothing her skirt down like that could undo the mess she’d made of it, her lips still shiny. Melissa stretched out with her legs across my lap, eyes half-lidded but fixed on me in a way that said she was memorizing every second.
No one said much. The silence wasn’t awkward, it was thick, charged, the kind that made you want to shift closer instead of away. I could feel their bodies cooling, but their eyes were still warm on me, trading glances over my lap like there was something unspoken between them I wasn’t supposed to catch.
Jun finally pulled back, kissed me once more, softer this time, and stood. “We should go before they kick us out.” She said it like she was sorry to break the spell.
Outside, the air hit cool and sharp, and they bunched in close again, all of them pressed against me as we waited for another ride. Callie leaned in just enough for her lips to brush my ear. “Next time,” she murmured, “somewhere with a bed.”
Melissa grinned at that, and Jun’s eyes met mine like she’d already decided where that would be.
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