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We piled out of the Uber onto the sidewalk, the night air still thick with the smell of food carts and exhaust. Melissa tugged at the strap of her purse, eyes darting up the street like she wasn’t sure which way to go. Callie grabbed her wrist, pulling her toward the corner. “This way. There’s a place I know.”
Jun trailed just behind, brushing her damp hair back, glancing at me quick before looking away. I caught her adjusting the hem of her skirt, tugging it down when the wind lifted it higher than she wanted.
Melissa leaned in close as we walked, her shoulder bumping mine. “You’re really quiet,” she said, almost shy. She laughed too quickly after, like she needed to cover it. Callie glanced over her shoulder and rolled her eyes. “He’s fine. He’s just pretending not to stare.”
The place Callie dragged us to was loud, a cramped bar with sticky floors and colored lights flashing over the crowd. She didn’t wait for us to decide, she pushed through bodies until we had a corner spot, then turned, cheeks flushed from the heat and noise. “Drinks?” she asked, already stepping toward the bar.
Melissa shifted from one foot to the other, her hand on my arm. “I’ll go with her,” she said, then hurried after Callie, weaving through the crowd.
That left me with Jun. She stood close, not meeting my eyes, chewing on her lip. She raised her voice just enough to be heard. “They’re a little much sometimes.” Her laugh was nervous, but her hand brushed my wrist before she pulled it back quick.
I leaned in so she didn’t have to shout. “And you’re not?”
Her eyes flicked up, then down. “Not like them.”
Melissa and Callie came back with cheap cocktails sloshing in plastic cups. Melissa shoved one into my hand, grinning quick before looking away again. “It’s strong,” she said, like she needed to explain herself. Callie didn’t bother, she took a sip from hers, winced, then laughed, her hair sticking to her lip gloss.
The music shifted, heavier bass rolling through the floor. Callie grabbed Melissa’s hand and tugged her toward the dance floor. Melissa resisted at first, laughing nervously, but followed anyway. Jun glanced at me, hesitant. “Do you want to?”
I didn’t answer, just took her hand and led her after them.
The floor was packed, bodies pressed close, sweat hanging in the air. Callie moved first, awkward at the start but loosening up quick, her hips swaying against the beat. Melissa followed, laughing with her hand in her hair, cheeks pink. Jun stayed near me, moving small, careful steps at first.
The crowd pushed us tighter. Callie reached for me suddenly, her hand sliding up my arm. “Come on,” she shouted over the music, her grin wide, uncertain, but full of energy. Melissa pressed in from the other side, her eyes wide but determined. Jun was behind me, her body bumping mine every time the bass shook the floor.
They weren’t smooth about it, not practiced. Every move was clumsy, eager, a little rushed. But they were pulling me with them, step by step, until I was caught between all three, their laughter spilling into my ear, their hands everywhere at once.
The lights pulsed red and blue, washing over their faces in quick flashes. Callie spun around with her cup high, half her drink spilling onto the floor, and she laughed so hard her hair whipped across her face. Melissa tried to copy the move, stumbled into me instead, her palms flat against my chest. She looked up quick, her breath catching before she stepped back, smiling too wide.
Jun stayed close, her body brushing mine every time someone pushed past. She moved in small steps, then bigger ones, until she was swaying with the beat. Her hand caught my sleeve once and didn’t let go.
Callie pushed between us, shouting, “Shots!” She grabbed Melissa’s wrist and dragged her toward the bar again. Jun and I followed, weaving through the crowd until we were pressed shoulder to shoulder at the counter.
The bartender slammed glasses down in a row, liquid splashing over the edges. Melissa picked one up, wrinkled her nose, then clinked it against mine. “Don’t think about it,” she said, and tossed it back.
Callie licked the salt from her hand, her tongue flashing, then sucked the lime so hard juice sprayed down her chin. She wiped it with her thumb, grinning. “Another round.”
Jun shook her head, holding her glass half-raised. “I’m slow,” she admitted, sipping instead of throwing it back. Melissa leaned into her, giggling as she stole the lime right out of Jun’s fingers. Jun laughed too, shoving her shoulder.
The music thudded harder, pulling us back into the crowd. This time Melissa led the way, her hand sliding into mine like she didn’t want to lose me in the crush. Callie darted ahead, turning to face us, her hips moving sharp, the hem of her tight dress riding high every time she spun.
Jun caught my other hand, tugging me closer when the crowd squeezed tighter. Suddenly I was locked between them, Melissa pulling one arm, Jun the other, Callie in front, her eyes bright and wild.
The press of bodies around us left no space. Melissa’s back hit my chest, her hair brushing under my chin as she swayed, soft and warm against me. Jun’s hip pressed at my side, her breath in my ear when she laughed. Callie leaned forward, her fingers curling into my shirt, pulling me closer with each beat.
The song shifted into something slower but heavier, bass dragging every movement longer. Melissa’s ass rolled against me in time, Callie sliding her hand over mine, guiding it lower along her side until my palm rested against the heat of her thigh. Jun held on tighter, her cheek brushing my shoulder as her body moved in sync with Melissa’s.
They kept trading spots, shifting around me, one pressing close while another pulled back, then rushing in again. Callie kissed Melissa on the cheek mid-spin, Melissa squealed and shoved her, then caught me by the waist like I was her anchor. Jun only shook her head, laughing as she hooked my arm tighter around her middle.
Every touch was quick, chaotic, unplanned, but none of them stopped.
The floor shook with the next track, faster, brighter. Callie grabbed Melissa’s hand again and spun her until they were both laughing too hard to stay upright. Melissa stumbled into me, nearly knocking her drink over my shirt, then leaned her head back against my chest, her laughter spilling out louder than the music for a second.
Jun loosened her grip on my arm and started moving bigger, bolder. She swayed her hips side to side, her hair flying across her face as she finally stopped holding herself small. She looked at me once, caught my eyes, and smiled with her tongue caught between her teeth before turning back into the music.
Callie hopped in close, her palm flat against my chest as she pushed me back a step, then snapped her fingers above her head like she owned the beat. “Come on!” she shouted, bouncing hard enough her dress rode up, and she didn’t fix it.
Melissa copied her, throwing both hands in the air, spinning clumsy but not caring. She crashed into Jun, who only laughed harder, steadying her by the waist. Melissa stayed there longer than she should have, their hips brushing in the tight press of the crowd.
I caught Callie watching them, her eyes narrowing for a second before she smirked and grabbed me by the shoulders, pulling me down so she could shout in my ear. “They’re worse than me!” She laughed and pressed her body into mine, her chest bouncing against me with every jump.
Jun turned then, pulling Melissa with her, and suddenly the four of us were tangled together in the middle of the floor. Jun’s hand slid up Melissa’s arm until their fingers laced, Melissa giggling as she leaned into her side. Callie kept me close with her hand gripping the back of my neck, but she was grinning at the other two now, not bothered anymore.
The crowd surged with the beat, pushing us tighter. Melissa squealed as someone brushed her from behind, and she spun to hide against me, her arms looped fast around my waist. She didn’t let go when Jun tugged at her shoulder, just leaned her head back to grin at her.
Callie tipped her drink over her lips, finished it, then threw the empty cup high into the crowd. She clapped her hands above her head, shouting the lyrics she only half-knew. Melissa followed, Jun next, until all three were yelling into the music, their voices tangled and raw.
Jun grabbed my wrist suddenly, pulling my hand up, making me throw it into the air with hers. Melissa joined, holding both my hands like she was showing me how to dance. Callie wrapped her arms around my neck from behind, her breath hot on my cheek as she screamed the chorus straight into my ear.
They weren’t worried anymore. They weren’t careful. Every move was louder, messier, bolder. They were letting it go, and I was caught in the middle, sweat and heat and laughter pressing in from every side.
The song shifted into something dirtier, bass dragging low and heavy through the floor. The lights flicked red, then purple, shadows strobing over their faces. Melissa was still holding both my hands above my head, but her hips started moving slower, pressed tighter into mine. She glanced up once, her lip caught between her teeth, then dropped her gaze.
Jun saw it, stepped in on the other side, and let her shoulder brush mine. She leaned closer until her mouth was near my ear. “This is crazy,” she said, but her laugh was nervous and thrilled at the same time.
Callie was behind me, arms still looped around my neck. She shifted lower, grinding against my back in quick bursts, her breath hot against the back of my ear. “You like it,” she teased, but her voice cracked halfway, betraying the edge in her.
Melissa dropped my hands finally, but instead of stepping back, she let them fall onto her hips. Her body kept rolling against me, her skirt riding up every time she moved. She didn’t fix it now. Jun pressed closer too, her thigh brushing mine, her eyes half-lidded in the wash of light.
The three of them pulled me into a tighter circle, bodies bumping, hair sticking with sweat, their laughter breaking into gasps now. Melissa’s hand slid up my chest and stayed there. Jun’s fingers tangled with mine at my side. Callie’s lips brushed my jaw quick, almost like an accident, but she didn’t move away after.
The crowd surged again, forcing us tighter. Melissa let out a short moan she tried to cover with a laugh. Jun’s mouth fell open as her body pressed harder against mine. Callie bit my ear, playful but sharp enough to make me jolt.
The beat dropped heavier. Melissa grabbed Jun’s hand and dragged it down over her own hip, holding it there with a wicked grin. Jun’s laugh was shaky, but she didn’t pull away. Callie saw it and spun around to face me, pressing her chest into mine, her arms still around my neck. She stared straight into my eyes, her mouth open like she was daring me to kiss her right there.
Melissa leaned her forehead against my chest, laughing breathlessly, but her ass ground back into me harder. Jun’s hand slid higher on my side, bolder now, her body pressed full against me. Callie leaned in, her lips brushing mine, but pulled back just short, smirking as the light caught her damp face.
They were laughing, still playful, but the air between us was charged now, the fun tilting into something heavier, hotter. Every move had skin in it, every laugh broke into a gasp, every brush of their bodies lingered a second longer than necessary.
The crowd faded out around us. It was just the three of them circling me, losing themselves in the music, in me, in each other, no hesitation left.
Melissa’s laugh cracked into a gasp when I grabbed her hip to steady her. She tried to play it off, tossing her hair back, but her body pressed harder against me, rolling in small, deliberate circles. Her hand clutched my shirt like she needed balance, but she didn’t let go even when she found it.
Jun edged closer, her shoulder brushing mine again, and this time she didn’t move away. She glanced up, her lips parted, her eyes wide in the pulsing light. “Too close,” she whispered, but she didn’t step back, she pressed in tighter, her thigh sliding against mine.
Callie shoved herself between us, grinning like she was just messing around, but her hand landed on my stomach, low, fingers sliding just above my belt. “Relax,” she teased, her voice almost lost under the bass, though I felt the tremor in it. She tipped her head up and kissed me quick, barely lips on lips, but the shock of it made Melissa freeze against me, then melt back into the grind with a sharp exhale.
The crowd around us shifted, packed tighter. Jun’s chest pressed into my arm, her breath shallow against my shoulder. She tilted her head up, her mouth brushing the side of my neck as if by accident, but she lingered there. Her laugh was shaky, nervous, but thrilled, and it carried right into my skin.
Melissa twisted in my grip, facing me now. Her eyes flicked nervously toward Callie, then back to mine, before she leaned up and kissed me full on the mouth. It was hot, rushed, sloppy, her body pressed flush to mine as if the music had tipped her over the edge.
Callie laughed in disbelief, but instead of pulling away she grabbed Jun and kissed her. Jun’s eyes flew wide at first, her whole body stiff, then she shuddered and kissed back, her hands gripping Callie’s arms tight. She broke off breathless, covering her mouth with her hand, cheeks flushed deep in the flashing lights. “I can’t, ” she started, but her hips didn’t stop moving against me.
Melissa’s nails dug into my side as she bit her lip, breath heavy. “We shouldn’t,” she muttered, though her body ground harder against mine.
Callie smirked, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Too late,” she said, loud enough for all of us to hear. She shoved her thigh between mine and leaned in until her lips brushed my ear. “Don’t stop.”
The three of them clung to me, pressed tight from every side, their laughter sharper now, breaking into gasps, into kisses they didn’t mean to give but didn’t take back. Every move crossed another line, Melissa’s hand sliding lower, Jun’s lips brushing mine by mistake, Callie grinding harder until my breath caught.
They were slipping, all of them, and none of them wanted to stop.
The bass rattled through the floor, every beat vibrating up my legs. Melissa had both fists in my shirt now, grinding against me full, her skirt hitched high on her thighs. She kissed me again, harder this time, wet and messy, her tongue sliding clumsily against mine before she broke away with a gasp. Her eyes darted around like she was afraid someone saw, then snapped back to me, daring herself to do it again.
Jun pressed in on my other side, breath shaky, her body plastered to mine. “We’re crazy,” she whispered, but her hand slid up under my shirt anyway, trembling as her palm dragged across my stomach. The nervous laugh that followed turned into a gasp when I grabbed her hip and pulled her closer.
Callie didn’t wait. She pushed between us again, one hand on my chest, the other slipping boldly down the front of my jeans. My breath hitched hard, but she just grinned, her lips brushing my ear. “Nobody can see,” she lied, her hand already wrapping tight around me.
Melissa froze for half a second, her eyes wide at what Callie was doing. Then she shoved her hand down too, fighting for space until both of them had me gripped, stroking in turns. Her laughter was breathless, disbelieving. “Oh my god,” she hissed, grinding against my thigh as she did it.
Jun bit her lip so hard it went white, her face flushed in the strobes. She pressed her chest into me, her eyes flicking down, then up again like she couldn’t believe what she was seeing. Her thighs squeezed together, her breath spilling fast against my neck.
The crowd surged tighter, pressing bodies around us, hiding us in plain sight. Callie bent to kiss me, open and sloppy, while Melissa worked my cock through my jeans with desperate little jerks of her wrist. Jun groaned quietly, her hand still under my shirt, nails scraping over my ribs.
Melissa’s voice broke into my ear, nervous and hot. “You’re so hard.” Her hips jerked faster against me, her leg shaking with the effort.
Jun leaned up suddenly, kissing me quick, clumsy, then pulling back with a laugh that cracked into a moan. She clutched at my arm, grinding herself against my thigh now, her face buried against my shoulder.
Callie’s grip on me tightened, her strokes sharper, bolder. “You’re gonna lose it right here,” she hissed, her tongue flicking over my lips. She laughed when I groaned, then kissed me again, harder.
Melissa pressed her face into my neck, panting, her body rocking in frantic little bursts. Jun’s breath caught, her nails digging in. Callie was relentless, her hand working faster, daring me to finish with the bass pounding through us.
They weren’t just nervous anymore. They were lost, sweaty, reckless, too far gone to stop.
Melissa gasped when Callie pulled my hand from her waist and shoved it under her skirt. The fabric bunched as she pressed my fingers down, over the thin line of her panties. “Do it,” she whispered, frantic, her eyes darting around the room before snapping back to mine.
The heat soaked straight through. I hooked my fingers under the edge, and she moaned sharp, jerking her hips against me as I slid inside. Her knees buckled once and she clutched my arm to stay upright.
Jun watched, frozen, her breath shallow. Then she grabbed my other hand and pushed it down the front of her own panties, her face flushed deep under the strobe lights. “Please,” she breathed, so soft I almost didn’t catch it. Her thighs clamped around my wrist when I found her clit, her head dropping onto my shoulder, hair sticking to her damp cheek.
Melissa pressed tighter against me, riding my hand like she couldn’t stop herself. Her lips brushed my jaw, open, gasping. Callie laughed, wild and giddy, then shoved my wrist deeper against Jun, egging her on. “He’s got you,” she shouted over the music, grinning when Jun let out a muffled cry.
The crowd shifted around us, covering us in a blur of bodies. Melissa clung harder, her moans breaking between nervous laughs. Jun’s hips rocked against my fingers, her breath ragged, her body trembling as she tried to keep moving with the music.
Callie leaned in, kissing Melissa hard, then turned and kissed Jun, messy and rushed, her hands gripping both their waists as if to hold them in place. She glanced at me over their shoulders, smirking, her eyes wild. “You like this too much,” she teased, her hand squeezing me through my jeans again.
Melissa bucked into my hand, her moan sharp in my ear. “Don’t stop,” she begged, half-laughing, half-sobbing. Jun clutched me tighter, her thighs trembling, her breath hot against my neck.
The music pounded through us, lights flashing across their flushed faces, their mouths parted, their bodies grinding against me. They were lost now, reckless, desperate, forcing my hands deeper, daring themselves not to care who saw.
Melissa was the first to lose it. Her nails dug into my chest, her head thrown back as her hips jerked against my hand. The music swallowed her cry, but I felt it in the tremble of her thighs, the sharp clench around my fingers as she broke. She clung to me, shaking, gasping into my neck while her body pulsed.
Jun’s eyes went wide, almost frightened, watching Melissa come apart right there against me. She froze, my fingers still pressed to her clit, and shoved my wrist back out of her panties in a sudden jolt. Her face was red, her mouth open like she wanted to laugh but couldn’t.
Callie’s grin faltered too. She pulled Melissa upright, smoothing her skirt down, looking around as if she expected someone had seen. “Shit,” she muttered, low, a shaky laugh covering it.
Melissa buried her face against my shoulder, still panting, her body limp. “I, I didn’t mean.” Her words trailed off, muffled in my shirt.
Jun stepped back, tugging her own hem down, her hands shaking as she tried to compose herself. She wouldn’t meet my eyes, biting her lip hard enough to leave a mark. “We can’t, not here,” she whispered, more to herself than to me.
Callie grabbed both their wrists, pulling them toward the edge of the floor. “Come on.” Her voice cracked, still playful but thinner now, as if she was forcing it. “Before we all do something worse.”
We pushed through the crowd, laughter and sweat pressing in from every side, but none of us spoke. Melissa clung to Callie’s arm, her face flushed deep, still catching her breath. Jun kept glancing at the floor, hair falling forward to hide her expression.
Outside, the cool night hit us hard. Melissa leaned against the wall, fanning herself with her hand. Callie lit a cigarette with a shaky laugh, passing it to Jun, who took it quick, inhaling deep like she needed the pause.
I stood with them in silence, my hands still tingling, my chest tight with the memory of Melissa’s body breaking against me. Callie blew smoke out in a long stream, then smirked weakly. “We got carried away.”
Melissa finally looked up, cheeks blazing, her voice barely a whisper. “Way too carried away.”
Jun nodded fast, hugging her arms tight across her chest. “We need to slow down,” she said, though her eyes flicked at me, betraying the heat that hadn’t cooled.
For a moment, the four of us just stood there, breath mixing with the night air, the wild rush of the club still clinging to our skin. The thrill was still there, humming under the surface, but now it was tangled with nerves, shame, the sharp awareness of how far we’d gone.
Callie stubbed the cigarette out with a sharp twist, then hooked her arm through Melissa’s. “Let’s go,” she said. “Somewhere else. Somewhere private.”
They didn’t argue.
We cut down a side street, away from the bass and lights, the air cooler and sharper here. Melissa walked fast, her heels clicking against the pavement, but she kept glancing back at me, her cheeks still red. Jun walked with her arms crossed tight, chewing her lip, her hair hiding most of her face. Callie drifted beside me, swinging her purse, her grin thin but twitching like she couldn’t hold it steady.
“Just a few blocks,” Melissa muttered, not looking at me.
Jun laughed nervously. “Like that makes it better.”
Callie snorted, bumping me with her shoulder. “We’re fine.” She said it loud, but her hand brushed mine once, then again, until her fingers hooked between mine. She squeezed hard before letting go like nothing happened.
Melissa heard the laugh and spun on her, her eyes wide. “Callie.” Her voice cracked with warning, but she didn’t sound convinced herself.
Callie rolled her eyes, biting her lip to keep from smiling. “I didn’t do anything.”
We walked another half block in silence. The only sound was our steps and the occasional hiss of a passing car. Then Jun stumbled over a crack in the sidewalk and grabbed my arm for balance. She didn’t let go right away, her hand gripping tight, her body pressed close. Her breath hitched before she stepped back, whispering, “Sorry,” even though she was still holding my sleeve.
Melissa’s gaze flicked to us, her mouth parting. She tugged her purse strap higher and sped up, but her walk wasn’t steady, her thighs brushing each other faster.
Callie caught it, grinned, and leaned in to whisper in my ear. “She’s thinking the same thing as us.” Her breath tickled, sending a shiver down my neck.
Melissa stopped dead, spinning on us again. “Can you two not?” Her voice was sharp, but her hands trembled where she clutched the purse.
Callie raised both palms, laughing. “Okay, okay.” But her eyes sparkled as she fell back in step beside me.
The air between us buzzed. Jun’s hand brushed mine again, then retreated. Melissa’s hips swayed sharper than before, her dress clinging damp to her back. Callie kept glancing at me, smirking whenever she caught my eyes.
We passed under a streetlamp, and Melissa slowed, waiting until I was beside her. She didn’t look at me when she whispered, “We really can’t lose it again. Not here.” Her voice cracked on the last word.
But as she said it, her hand slipped into mine, her grip warm and trembling.
Jun saw, her eyes wide, and without a word she slid her fingers through my other hand.
Callie burst out laughing, too loud for the empty street. “You two are pathetic,” she teased, then shoved her hand under my arm and hugged in close, her thigh bumping mine with every step.
None of them let go.
Melissa’s building was just ahead, a squat brick place with a narrow entry lit by a buzzing neon sign. She fumbled her keys as we reached the door, dropping them once before scooping them up with a muttered curse. Her hands were shaking too much.
The stairwell smelled faintly of paint and old carpet, every footstep echoing too loud. Melissa led the way up, her heels sharp on the steps, her hips swaying faster than she meant them to. Callie followed close behind, brushing against me every chance she got, her hand sliding along the railing but crossing over to graze my hip whenever the stairs tightened. Jun trailed, quiet, eyes down, but her breathing was quick and uneven, carrying up the narrow hall.
On the second landing Melissa paused, pressing a palm to the wall like she needed the support. I caught up to her, my hand brushing her lower back. She shivered hard and glanced back at me with wide eyes before moving again, faster this time.
Jun slipped her hand into mine as we climbed, her grip trembling but insistent. She didn’t look at me, just held on until Callie caught it and laughed under her breath. “You’re not hiding anything,” Callie teased, her voice bouncing in the stairwell.
Jun blushed deeper, but she didn’t let go.
Melissa’s keys jingled nervously in her fist as we reached her floor. She stopped at the hallway, glancing back at us, her lips parted. “Almost there,” she said, though her voice was thin, breathless.
Callie pressed into me from behind, her chest flush against my back as she whispered, “She’s already gone.” Her fingers dragged over my belt before she pulled away with a quick laugh.
Melissa’s eyes snapped to us, catching the movement. She bit her lip hard and turned, striding toward her door, the hem of her dress riding high as her pace quickened.
Jun squeezed my hand tighter, then abruptly shoved it down the waistband of her skirt, her face buried against my shoulder as she walked. My fingers brushed heat through damp fabric, and she gasped, stumbling but not stopping. Melissa looked back once, caught the sight of Jun clutching me, and nearly dropped her keys again.
“Stop it,” she hissed, but the way her thighs rubbed together betrayed her.
Callie surged forward, cutting between us, and snatched the keys from Melissa’s shaking hand. “You’re useless right now,” she laughed, pushing Melissa gently against the wall with her free hand. Melissa’s breath broke in a soft moan at the contact, her head falling back before she caught herself, cheeks blazing.
Callie smirked at me, dangling the keys. “Come on. Let’s get inside before someone hears us.”
Melissa tried to glare at her, but her chest was heaving, her knees trembling. Jun clung to me, her body pressed close, eyes shut like she was already past pretending. Callie jiggled the keys in the lock, her grin wide and wicked, her whole body vibrating with pent-up energy.
The door shut with a dull thud that seemed louder than the music we’d left behind. The hallway’s echoes died, leaving only the sound of our breathing in the small entry. Melissa leaned against the wall, clutching her purse to her chest, her chest rising and falling too fast. Jun let go of me at last, hugging her arms tight around herself, eyes darting everywhere but mine. Callie dropped the keys onto the counter with a clatter, then turned, grinning too wide.
Melissa, her voice thin, said, “We, ” butstopped, swallowed, then shook her head.
Jun laughed nervously, the sound cracking. She covered her mouth, cheeks blazing, but her body still swayed toward me like gravity had her.
Callie smirked. “You two are pathetic,” she teased, but her hands trembled as she tugged at her skirt, smoothing it down only for it to ride back up when she shifted her weight.
Melissa’s purse slid from her grip, thumping to the floor. She bent to grab it, but when she straightened, her dress had ridden high. Her thighs were flushed, damp at the edges, and she froze when she realized all three of us were staring. Her lip quivered; she tugged the hem down too late.
Jun made a strangled sound, stepped forward, and kissed her. Quick, clumsy, panicked, but Melissa clung to her instantly, their bodies colliding, lips sliding messy.
Callie barked a laugh, almost disbelieving, then shoved herself against me, her mouth crashing into mine. Her kiss was hot, sloppy, all teeth and tongue, her body grinding against me with no restraint now.
Melissa broke from Jun, gasping, her eyes glazed. “We can’t, ” she started, but her words cut off when Jun’s hand slid down the front of her dress, pressing hard between her legs. Melissa’s moan filled the apartment, high and sharp, her knees giving just enough for Jun to catch her by the waist.
Callie pulled my hand to her chest, pressing it under her top, her nipple stiff against my palm. “Don’t hold back,” she breathed, her voice shaky, desperate.
Melissa moaned again, louder, clutching Jun’s shoulders, her head falling back. Jun looked at me over her, eyes wide and wild, her lips wet and parted, her hand working faster between Melissa’s legs.
The hesitation was gone. The shame was still there, flickering on their faces, but it had no weight anymore. Their bodies moved on their own, reckless, hungry, all of us too far gone to stop.
Callie grabbed her phone off the counter and jammed it into the speaker dock. Music blasted instantly, too loud for the small apartment, rattling the picture frames on the wall. She didn’t even check the song, just cranked it until the bass thumped heavy, filling the silence they couldn’t stand.
Melissa jumped at the noise, but instead of turning it down she laughed breathlessly, covering her face with one hand. Jun was still on her, kissing her neck, pulling her dress strap down over her shoulder. Melissa tried to fix it, fumbling, but Jun pushed it lower, baring the curve of her breast.
Callie tugged at my shirt, yanking it up and over my head. “Too hot,” she muttered, though her grin betrayed her, wide and wicked. She pressed her lips against my chest, open-mouthed, sucking until I groaned.
Melissa’s dress slid down another inch, and she squeaked, half-giggling, half-protesting. “The neighbors, ”
“Can’t hear us,” Callie cut her off, raising the volume another notch. “Trust me.”
Jun shoved Melissa back onto the couch, climbing on top of her. Melissa squirmed under her, her dress bunched high around her hips, legs kicking weakly against the cushions. She laughed too hard, her voice shrill with nerves, but when Jun’s hand pressed down between her thighs again, she gasped and clutched at her wrist instead of pushing it away.
Callie straddled my lap, grinding hard, her skirt riding up until the thin line of her panties pressed into me. She reached back, tugging my belt loose, fumbling with the buckle like she couldn’t get it fast enough. “Help me,” she hissed, frantic, her hair sticking to her lips.
I shoved it open for her, and she slid down, dragging the zipper with a sharp rasp. Her hand wrapped around me instantly, squeezing hard, her eyes locked on mine. “Don’t stop watching me,” she whispered, voice trembling with need.
Melissa moaned on the couch, her thighs spread wide now, Jun’s hand buried between them. She covered her face with both hands, her laugh breaking into sharp little cries as Jun worked her faster. “This is so wrong,” she gasped, but she didn’t move, her hips jerking against the touch.
Callie kissed me again, rough and sloppy, her other hand shoving mine down the front of her panties. The heat hit me instantly, hurried and desperate. She cried out into my mouth when I slid two fingers inside, her body rocking hard against me.
Jun looked over from the couch, her face flushed, her mouth wet from Melissa’s skin. Her eyes locked on mine, wide, nervous, but thrilled, her fingers never stopping as Melissa writhed beneath her.
The music pounded louder, covering the moans, the sharp gasps, the sound of skin against skin. Clothes half-off, bodies tangled, the room spun with heat and noise. None of them could stop themselves anymore, not even when they tried.
Melissa shoved Jun off with a shaky laugh, tugging her dress back up over her chest. “I need, water,” she stammered, pushing past us toward the kitchen. Callie rolled off my lap, breathless, her skirt still hiked to her waist. She laughed too, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. “Yeah, water. Sure.”
Jun and I followed them, the music still pounding too loud in the living room, muffled by the wall. Melissa yanked two bottles from the fridge, fumbling the caps off with trembling fingers. She handed one to Jun, but when Jun reached, their hands brushed, and Melissa froze. The bottle slipped, splashing over both of them.
Jun laughed, half-mortified, half-thrilled, water running down her thigh. Melissa swore under her breath, grabbing a towel, but Jun caught her wrist, holding it there. Their eyes locked for a beat too long, then Jun leaned in and kissed her, quick and hot, before pulling back with a sharp intake of breath. “Sorry,” she muttered, but she didn’t let go.
Callie pressed up behind me, sliding her arms around my waist, her fingers slipping under my jeans again. She nipped my shoulder through my skin, whispering, “She’s not sorry,” then shoved my other hand toward her chest. She moaned when I cupped her, muffling it in my neck.
Melissa had backed Jun against the counter now, her towel forgotten. She tried to wipe the water off Jun’s thighs, but her hand lingered higher, fingers brushing under her skirt. Jun gasped, clutching the counter edge with both hands, her knees knocking together.
Callie watched, grinning, then dropped to her knees in front of me, tugging my jeans open completely. Her mouth was on me before I could stop her, wet heat pulling a groan out of me that made Melissa’s head whip around. Her eyes widened, then she bit her lip and shoved Jun harder into the counter, her fingers sliding deep between her legs.
Jun moaned, loud, clutching Melissa’s shoulders now, her face buried against her neck. Callie sucked harder, her hands gripping my thighs, the wet click of her throat lost under the thumping bass in the other room. Melissa’s dress straps slid down again, baring her breast to Jun’s open mouth.
Melissa suddenly broke, pushing Jun back, chest heaving. “No, no, we can’t, ” Her voice cracked. She shoved past us toward the balcony doors, fumbling them open, cool air rushing in.
We followed. Jun staggered out after her, still shaking, hair plastered to her flushed face. Callie wiped her mouth with her hand, standing, her grin crooked, reckless. She trailed after us, her bare thighs brushing mine.
On the balcony, Melissa gripped the railing, staring at the dark street below, her dress still rucked up high on her hips. Jun stepped behind her, sliding her arms around her waist, kissing her neck despite her stiff resistance. Melissa shuddered, gasping, “Stop,” even as her hips rocked back.
Callie grabbed my hand and pressed it down her panties again, moaning into my shoulder as she watched the other two lose themselves against the rail.
None of us were stopping.
Melissa spun out of Jun’s arms, breathless, her dress clutched high against her chest. “We can’t. Not here,” she said, glancing at the apartments across the street as if someone might be watching. Her thighs still trembled, bare under the hem she couldn’t tug down fast enough.
Jun’s face flushed deep; she stepped back quick, folding her arms, eyes darting to the floor. “Sorry,” she mumbled, but her lips were still wet, her chest heaving like she’d just run.
Callie leaned against the glass door, smirking, though her hair stuck damp across her cheek. “You both look insane,” she said, but her hand slid under her skirt, rubbing herself slow and obvious. She laughed low when she caught me staring, then yanked my wrist to press over her hand.
Melissa gasped, spinning on us. “Callie!” But her voice broke, trembling, and her body didn’t move from the railing.
Callie only grinned, guiding my fingers deeper, her hips rolling shamelessly. “She doesn’t mean it,” she whispered, her eyes locked on Melissa, daring her to look away.
Jun shuffled forward, biting her lip, caught between them. Her hands twitched like she didn’t know where to put them. Finally she reached for Melissa again, hesitating, then pressing her palm flat on her back. Melissa stiffened but didn’t push her away.
The city noise rose from below, tires passing on wet pavement, a siren in the distance. Melissa leaned heavier on the rail, her head falling forward. “This is so wrong,” she whispered, almost lost in the rush of air. But her legs parted, and Jun’s hand slid around her hip, fingers trembling as they slipped under her hem.
Melissa whimpered, knees giving just enough that Jun had to catch her. “Stop me,” Jun breathed against her ear, but Melissa only moaned louder, clutching the railing tighter.
Callie was panting now, my fingers soaked under her grip. She turned her head and kissed me hard, messy, her mouth open and desperate. When she pulled back, she laughed shakily, half-gasp, half-moan. “We’re going to get caught.” Her eyes gleamed, she wanted it more for that reason.
Melissa suddenly pushed off the railing, shoving Jun back, staggering into the apartment. “No. No, we have to stop.” Her voice cracked into a near sob, but her body betrayed her, the hem of her dress twisted high, her skin flushed all the way down her chest.
Jun covered her face with both hands, shaking her head, muttering something I couldn’t hear. Callie let my hand go and stepped inside, grabbing Melissa’s wrist, kissing her cheek fast before pulling away. “Water,” she announced, loud, false-bright, like a cover.
Jun followed, still trembling. Melissa trailed last, tugging her dress down, but her lips were swollen, her eyes wild.
The apartment swallowed us again, the music pounding too loud, our breaths ragged under it. We had stopped, but not really.
Callie killed the lights on her way back from the kitchen, leaving only the glow from the streetlamps outside and the pulsing LEDs of the speaker. The music shook the walls, drowning out everything else. Melissa stood frozen in the middle of the room, her chest heaving, her purse still on the floor where it had fallen. Jun hovered at her side, her hand hovering inches from her waist like she was terrified to touch her again.
Callie didn’t hesitate. She grabbed Melissa’s hand, yanked it down, and kissed her hard. Melissa gasped against her mouth, resisting for half a heartbeat before sagging into it, moaning as her body pressed forward. Jun’s eyes went wide, then she grabbed Melissa from behind, arms circling her waist, her lips on her neck.
Melissa broke with a sharp cry, clutching them both, her dress sliding down her shoulders, her breasts spilling free. Her cheeks flushed dark, her eyes squeezed shut, but she didn’t cover herself this time.
Callie shoved her back onto the couch, climbing after her, her mouth already on Melissa’s chest. Jun followed, clumsy but determined, sliding between Melissa’s legs, kissing her thighs with trembling lips. Melissa’s laughter turned to ragged moans, her heels digging into the cushions as she spread for them.
Callie glanced up at me, her mouth wet against Melissa’s skin. “Get over here,” she ordered, her grin wild, daring.
I dropped my jeans and moved in, Melissa’s eyes locking on me, wide with shock and need. Her hands reached, pulling me down, her nails scratching my back as she moaned into my mouth. Callie tugged me lower, pressing me between them, her hands guiding mine onto Melissa’s hips.
Jun’s head lifted, her mouth shiny, her eyes glazed. She pushed Melissa’s dress higher, baring her completely, then looked at me, breathless. “Do it,” she whispered, her voice shaking but certain.
Melissa whimpered, clutching my shoulders. “Please,” she begged, her shame gone, her body rocking up against me.
Callie licked her lips, sliding beside us, her skirt bunched around her waist, no panties now. She pressed her hips against mine, grinding shamelessly as Melissa writhed under us.
Jun climbed up onto the couch too, straddling Melissa’s chest, her hand fisting in her own hair as she lowered herself down. Melissa gasped but opened her mouth, her hands clutching Jun’s thighs as she moaned.
The music covered it all, the slap of skin, the sharp cries, the breathless laughter that turned to desperate groans. Every bit of restraint shattered. Clothes ripped away, mouths everywhere, bodies tangled. Melissa, Jun, and Callie lost to me, and to each other, no longer stopping themselves, no longer pretending they could.
Melissa’s skin was smooth under my hands, hot with sweat, the thin fabric of her dress twisted into a rope around her waist. Her breasts heaved against my chest, the nipples stiff, brushing my skin with every shallow breath she dragged in. Her thighs trembled against my hips, smooth and damp, opening wider as I pressed into her.
Jun’s hair brushed across my cheek when she leaned lower, her scent sharp, shampoo and sweat. Her thighs clamped around Melissa’s face, trembling, her nails biting red crescents into Melissa’s shoulders as she rocked harder, chasing every flick of Melissa’s tongue. Her gasp was ragged, high-pitched, breaking into little sobs of pleasure she couldn’t swallow.
Callie was beside us, straddling my thigh, her panties shoved down and hanging off one ankle. Her wetness smeared across my skin, each grind leaving a wet trail. She clawed at my arm, her voice cracked and rough as she whispered into my ear, “Harder, don’t stop.” Her breath smelled of cheap liquor and sugar, hot against my cheek.
Melissa writhed beneath us all, her lips shiny, her face glistening with Jun’s arousal. Her moans came in stuttered bursts, muffled by Jun’s body, louder when she broke free to gasp for air. She clutched at my back, nails scraping, dragging lines down until I winced and groaned.
Jun’s voice cracked as she cried out, thighs squeezing around Melissa’s head. She arched back, her hair spilling down her spine, her chest pushing forward, nipples stiff under her damp top. She shook as Melissa’s mouth worked frantically, desperate to keep up.
Callie pressed her wet mouth against mine suddenly, her tongue tangling with mine, the taste of sweat and alcohol sharp. Her hips bucked against my thigh, slapping sounds louder than the music for a beat. She moaned into me, her breath caught, and bit my lip when she pulled back, leaving it swollen.
Melissa’s hips surged upward, her cunt grinding against me, her cries muffled under Jun. Her body shook, her legs clamping around my waist, her chest pressed hard into mine. The heat of her wrapped around me, pulling me deeper, tighter, her moans vibrating into Jun’s body above her.
The couch squeaked with every thrust, the cushions sliding under us. The air stank of sex and sweat, thick and heavy, every breath a mouthful of heat.
Callie leaned down, her tongue dragging over Melissa’s nipple, sucking hard until Melissa arched with a strangled cry. Jun gasped again, shivering above her, clutching Melissa’s hair with both hands, pulling her closer, sobbing her release into the pounding music.
Melissa moaned into her, her body seizing tight around me, pulsing, clutching me so hard I nearly lost it. Callie ground harder against my thigh, her voice rough, begging without words, her body jerking in frantic little bursts.
The couch was a mess of limbs and sweat, every surface messed, every cry swallowed by the music thundering over us. None of us were holding back now.
Melissa’s breath hitched in my ear, hot and uneven, each gasp broken by the jolt of my hips inside her. Her lips dragged along my jaw, wet and trembling, leaving smears of saliva and sweat that cooled before the next frantic kiss pressed in. Her chest slid against mine with every thrust, nipples stiff, grazing rough over my skin, making her moan into my mouth.
Jun’s thighs twitched around Melissa’s face, squeezing against her cheeks, the muscles in her legs tightening then loosening in jerks she couldn’t control. Her cunt glistened under the light spilling from the streetlamp, every shift of Melissa’s tongue pulling another sharp cry from her throat. She pressed her pelvis down harder, grinding in, her nails tangled in Melissa’s hair, pulling, yanking, desperate.
Callie’s hand wrapped around me from the side, wet with spit, her fist pumping in quick, messy strokes between thrusts. Her knuckles bumped Melissa’s stomach, sliding against the wet fabric bunched around her waist. She was panting hard, her hair stuck to her forehead, sweat dripping down into the hollow of her throat. Her voice cracked into my shoulder: “Don’t stop, don’t stop, ”
Melissa’s hips jerked up, grinding against me, her clit mashing against the base of my cock. She whimpered into Jun’s cunt, her tongue still flicking desperately, her face wet, shining. Her nails scraped down my back, then clawed my ass, hauling me deeper, harder. Her moans vibrated against Jun’s swollen folds, muffled, frantic.
Jun’s cries grew higher, choked sobs that shook her whole body. Her knees squeezed tight around Melissa’s head, trembling so violently her thighs slapped against Melissa’s shoulders. Her hips rolled clumsily, grinding into Melissa’s mouth until she screamed, the sound sharp and broken, shuddering hard as she came.
Melissa groaned at the taste, sucking, licking, swallowing her release even as she moaned her own need against me. Her cunt spasmed around my cock, clenching, rippling, dripping down her thighs, soaking the couch beneath her. Her body arched hard, forcing me deeper, her toes curling, heels digging into the cushions.
Callie bent low, sucking my balls into her mouth, her tongue rough and frantic. She moaned around me, the vibration shooting straight through, her spit running down over Melissa’s slit, wetting everything together. She pulled off with a wet pop, gasping, her lips shining. “Fuck, you’re so close,” she panted, stroking me again with both hands now, slippery and fast.
The air stank of sweat and pussy, heavy and sour-sweet, each ragged breath thick enough to taste. Skin slapped skin, smacking loud under the bass that rattled the walls. Melissa’s whimpers dissolved into sobs, Jun’s thighs twitched in aftershocks against her face, and Callie’s nails dug crescents into my shaft as she stroked, her own cunt grinding desperately against my thigh.
Every inch of us was touching, wet, hot, shaking. There was no space left, no air, no room for hesitation. Just flesh, friction, breath, and the sound of all of us breaking together.
Melissa sagged back into the cushions, chest heaving, her breasts dripping with sweat and spit. Jun slid off her, shaking, collapsing against her side. Their legs tangled, Melissa’s dress bunched high, Jun’s skirt twisted at her waist, both of them half-naked, clinging to each other in the dim glow. Melissa kissed her shoulder in a daze, lips dragging across damp skin, her moans still spilling out.
Callie pulled up between them, straddling Melissa’s thighs. She shoved Jun’s shoulder aside playfully, then kissed her full on the mouth, messy and open, their tongues flashing in the half-dark. Jun moaned, surprised, but grabbed Callie’s waist anyway, grinding up into her, their bodies sliding against each other. Melissa slid her hands over both of them, trembling fingers roaming aimlessly, cupping Jun’s breast, clawing at Callie’s ass, pulling them tighter.
I pushed forward into Melissa again, and she gasped into Jun’s mouth, breaking the kiss with a sharp cry. Jun caught her lower lip between her teeth before letting go, giggling breathlessly. Callie bent down and sucked one of Melissa’s nipples into her mouth, tugging hard, making Melissa shriek and buck against me.
Jun slid lower, pressing kisses across Melissa’s stomach, her hair sticking to damp skin. She looked up once, her eyes glassy, then buried her face between Melissa’s legs, licking up everything I left behind. Melissa’s scream broke into sobs, one hand clutching Jun’s hair, the other clawing at Callie’s back.
Callie lifted her head, her lips shiny, and kissed me, stealing Melissa’s taste off my mouth. Her tongue pushed in, rough and greedy, while her hand wrapped around me again, guiding me deeper into Melissa. Jun’s tongue flicked faster, the wet sounds mingling with Melissa’s desperate cries.
Melissa thrashed between them, her body arching, sweat dripping down her sides. “I can’t, oh god, ” she sobbed, but her legs locked tight around me, dragging me deeper, refusing to let go. Callie kissed her again, smothering her voice, moaning into her mouth while Jun devoured her below.
Their bodies tangled over mine, wet mouths swapping, hands sliding across sweaty skin. Melissa writhed at the center, gasping into every kiss, trembling under every touch, her cries swallowed by both of them in turn.
The couch rocked under us, the music pounding, the air thick with heat and the scent of sex. Every movement was layered, mouths on mouths, hands over hands, three girls lost in each other even as they clung to me, pulling me deeper into their mess.
Melissa bucked under us, her body tightening all at once, her scream muffled into Callie’s mouth. Her thighs locked like a vise, clamping around my hips, dragging me deeper. Jun’s tongue worked frantic between her legs, the wet sounds louder than the bass thundering through the walls. Melissa’s nails raked down my back, desperate, then clutched Callie’s hair, yanking her close.
Her body convulsed in waves, shuddering against all three of us. Every gasp broke into another cry, her chest heaving, her breasts bouncing under Callie’s hungry mouth. She sobbed her release into the room, her face twisted in raw pleasure, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes.
Jun lapped at her greedily, moaning into her slit, her lips shiny with everything pouring out of her. She didn’t stop even when Melissa tried to push her away weakly, whimpering that it was too much. Callie held her down, kissing her harder, swallowing her screams.
Melissa collapsed finally, limp between us, her thighs twitching, her body steaming with sweat and cum. She gasped into the cushion, her chest rising and falling fast, her hands shaking as they clutched at nothing.
Callie lifted her head from the kiss, her lips wet and swollen, her grin wide and wicked. She glanced at me, then at Jun, her eyes blazing. “My turn,” she breathed, climbing higher onto the couch, pushing Melissa’s spent body aside without hesitation.
She straddled me, tugging her skirt up around her waist, her panties long gone. She grabbed my cock, lubrcated with Melissa, and dragged it along her slit, smearing herself before sinking down slow. Her moan split the air, high and sharp, her head falling back, hair flying as she took me all the way in.
Jun slid up beside her, kissing her neck, sucking hard until a bruise bloomed. Callie shivered, her body jerking, her hips grinding deeper. “Yes, fuck, yes,” she gasped, clutching at my shoulders, her nails biting deep.
Melissa, still trembling, pushed up weakly on the cushion, her eyes half-closed, lips parted. She reached for Callie’s breast, tugging her top down, sucking the nipple into her mouth. Callie shrieked, her whole body shaking, grinding harder against me, her thighs quivering around my hips.
Jun’s hand slid down between Callie’s legs, finding her clit, working it fast as she bounced on me. Callie’s cries tore through the apartment, ragged, desperate, the sound swallowed by the pounding bass. Her sweat dripped down onto my chest, hot and salty, her body bucking wild as she rode me harder.
Melissa sucked greedily at her breast, moaning into her skin. Jun’s tongue dragged up her neck, lips catching her ear. And I held her hips, driving up into her, every thrust making her scream louder.
Callie was unraveling, right there, caught between all of us, her voice breaking into sobs of pleasure.
Callie’s thighs gripped me so tight the muscles shook, trembling with each grind down. The heat of her cunt swallowed me, suckling and clenching, her walls fluttering around every inch but never letting me free. She gasped into my ear, her voice breaking, every word jagged: “Don’t, stop, please, ” Her breath came hot, sour with liquor, the edge of sweetness from her lip gloss still clinging.
Melissa’s mouth latched on her nipple again, sucking hard, her teeth grazing until Callie shrieked. Her saliva dribbled down Callie’s breast, wetting the soft curve, sticky trails catching in the dim light. Melissa’s hand clawed at her ass, pulling her down harder onto me, her nails dragging over sweat-damp skin.
Jun’s fingers moved in quick circles over Callie’s clit, two knuckles grinding the swollen nub with relentless pressure. Her other hand spread Callie’s lips wider, stretching her open so every thrust of my cock hit deeper. Callie’s moan pitched higher, cracking, her hips jerking in ragged spasms against the double assault.
Her hair stuck to her cheeks, damp strands plastered against her lips every time she cried out. She clawed at my shoulders, leaving welts, then grabbed Jun’s wrist, trying to slow her, failing. Her head fell forward, mouth open, spit glistening on her tongue as she panted hard.
Melissa switched to the other nipple, teeth closing just shy of biting, her tongue flicking fast over the hardened tip. Callie squealed, almost hysterical, her body locking down around me. Her cunt squeezed so tight I groaned, the  squelch of her body swallowing me loud under the music.
Jun leaned in close, whispering into Callie’s ear, her voice low and trembling. “You’re going to come so hard. Right here. Don’t fight it.” Her tongue traced the shell of her ear, leaving it wet, shiny, before sucking the lobe into her mouth.
Callie thrashed, her hair whipping, her thighs quivering like she couldn’t hold herself upright. She slammed down on me harder, frantic, messy, her nails raking across my chest until tiny lines of heat bloomed. She sobbed, the sound raw, begging but wordless, every gasp breaking apart as her body shook.
Melissa moaned against her breast, tugging her nipple with her teeth, her lips swollen and red. Jun’s fingers blurred faster, sticky with Callie’s arousal, squelching audibly as she rubbed her to the edge.
Callie’s whole body convulsed, the heat inside her pulsing, her cunt gripping me in spasms. Her scream tore from her throat, muffled into my shoulder, her voice breaking into sobs as she came. She collapsed against me, limp, trembling, her sweat dripping down my chest, her pussy still fluttering around me with every aftershock.
Jun kept rubbing, slower now, coaxing little whimpers out of her until Callie shoved her hand away weakly, crying out, “No more.”
Melissa kissed her lips quick, messy, their mouths sliding together, spit stringing between them when they broke apart. Callie’s body sagged heavy on mine, still twitching, her face wet, her voice gone raw.
She was slayed. And she was beautiful like that, broken open, trembling, undone under all of us.
Jun had slid down onto the floor, her skirt twisted high on her hips, her thighs spread open but her hands frozen at her sides. Her chest rose and fell fast, her lips parted, her eyes locked on Callie trembling in my lap. Melissa turned first, crawling toward her, her hair hanging damp across her flushed face. She pressed a kiss to Jun’s knee, then another higher, her tongue leaving wet streaks on her inner thigh.
Jun gasped and grabbed the cushion beside her, her knuckles white, her hips jerking at the touch. “No, don’t,” she whispered, but her legs opened wider, betraying her.
Callie grinned weakly, still trembling, but leaned down anyway, grabbing Jun’s jaw and kissing her rough. Their mouths slid together, teeth clicking, spit running down Jun’s chin. Jun moaned into it, her body sagging, her resistance gone the second Callie pushed her tongue deeper.
Melissa pushed Jun’s skirt up around her waist, tugging her panties aside. The fabric snapped against her skin, damp and dark at the center. Melissa’s fingers slid over the wetness, slow at first, then circling with more intent. Jun cried out, muffled into Callie’s mouth, her body arching off the floor.
I dropped to my knees beside them, watching Melissa sink lower. Her tongue replaced her fingers, lapping through Jun’s folds with greedy strokes. Jun’s hips bucked hard, her cries breaking free now, sharp and frantic. She clutched at Melissa’s hair, pulling her closer, grinding against her face with ragged desperation.
Callie grabbed Jun’s breasts through her thin top, tugging at her nipples until the fabric stretched. She leaned down, biting one through the cloth, her teeth leaving the outline visible even as Jun screamed. Her legs kicked, toes curling against the floor, her whole body a mess of jerks and spasms.
Melissa’s tongue flicked faster, her moans vibrating into Jun’s slit. Jun sobbed, “Please, please, please,” her voice cracking, her body locking tight. Callie kissed her again, swallowing every cry, her hand twisting at Jun’s other nipple.
Jun thrashed between them, hips jerking up, thighs squeezing Melissa’s head. Her voice cracked into a raw scream as she came, hard and sudden, her pussy pulsing, soaking Melissa’s mouth and chin. Melissa clung to her thighs, licking frantically, drinking every drop, until Jun collapsed back, boneless, her hands falling limp to the floor.
She gasped for air, her chest heaving, her top soaked through with sweat. Callie kissed her cheeks, her mouth, her neck, while Melissa climbed up, her lips shining, her eyes glazed.
Jun trembled, clutching them both weakly, still twitching, her voice hoarse. “I can’t, oh god, I can’t anymore.” But her body said otherwise, her nipples hard under the damp fabric, her thighs still open and trembling.
They had finished her, but she was hungry for more.
Melissa climbed back onto the couch first, her breasts wet against my chest, her lips frantic on my mouth. Her tongue pushed deep, wet and messy, her teeth clicking against mine as she moaned into me. Callie slid down between my legs, her hands spreading my thighs wide, nails biting into my skin. Her breath was hot against the base of my cock, the air sticky with her saliva before she even touched me.
Jun crawled up on the other side, her hair falling wild across her flushed face. She kissed my shoulder, then lower, dragging her tongue across the salt of my skin, her lips wet as they traced down my ribs. She moaned into me, the sound vibrating through my chest, leaving trails of spit that glistened in the low light.
Callie took me into her mouth suddenly, hard and deep, her throat clenching, gagging wetly before she pulled back with a gasp. Strings of spit clung from her lips to my shaft as she pumped her fist fast, sloppy, soaking me. Melissa broke from my mouth and dropped lower, wrapping her lips around my balls, sucking them into the heat of her mouth, her tongue swirling in quick circles.
Jun slid beneath my arm, licking the side of my shaft Callie couldn’t reach, her tongue flat and slow, leaving it shining. She moaned at the taste, her nails scraping down my stomach, her hand clutching the base tight to keep me hard in her mouth’s reach.
I groaned, my whole body jerking. Callie laughed around me, the sound vibrating through her throat, her spit pouring down onto Melissa’s lips as she licked underneath. Melissa moaned, lapping up everything that dripped, her chin dripping, her tongue dragging greedily across every drop.
Jun pulled back just enough to spit onto the head, the wet slap of it loud, before leaning down to spread it with her tongue, swirling, sucking, moaning into the heavy heat. Callie shoved her off with her shoulder, taking me deep again, gagging, her throat clenching as she choked around me.
Melissa’s fingers wrapped around the base, stroking me fast in rhythm with Callie’s throat. Her thumb pressed under the head, circling, smearing spit everywhere. She kissed the side of my shaft between strokes, her lips glossy, whispering against the skin, “So hard, so close.”
Jun kissed me again, climbing up to press her wet mouth against mine, her tongue insistent, her taste mingled with all of us. She moaned into me, clutching my jaw, dragging my focus back even as Callie’s throat milked me and Melissa’s mouth worked below.
Every inch of me was wet ,  spit dripping down my balls, tongues dragging across my shaft, hands pumping, squeezing, twisting. Their nails scratched, their lips sucked, their moans blended with the bass pounding through the walls.
All three of them were on me at once, devouring, worshipping, drowning me in heat and wetness until my whole body shook.
Callie pulled off with a wet pop, spit dripping down her chin, her hand still stroking me fast and sloppy. “Not yet,” she panted, her eyes wild. She smirked at Melissa and shoved her forward. Melissa climbed up onto me, straddling my chest, her breasts hanging heavy over my face. I caught her nipple in my mouth instantly, sucking hard, rolling my tongue around the stiff bud until she cried out and clutched my hair.
Her skin tasted salty, slippery, sweat dripping from her chest into my mouth. I kissed across to her other breast, biting lightly, making her squeal, then moan deeper as I licked her again, slower. Her thighs squeezed my ribs, hot and trembling, her cunt grinding against my stomach, soaking through the thin fabric of her twisted dress.
Jun knelt beside me, pressing her breast to my lips when Melissa pulled back for air. Her nipple was smaller, tighter, and I flicked it with my tongue, circling until it hardened against me. She whimpered, brushing her hair back with shaking hands, whispering, “More.” I sucked harder, pulling it into my mouth, tugging until she gasped and shoved herself closer, her thigh sliding along my arm, wet and bare.
Callie laughed low, crouching again between my legs, licking the length of my shaft with long, flat strokes, moaning every time her tongue dragged over the head. “God, you taste filthy,” she murmured, gripping me tighter, pumping with her spit-soaked fist.
I slid a hand down Jun’s stomach, fingers slipping under her waistband, finding her clit swollen and dripping. She cried out, her body jerking as I rubbed in small, tight circles. Her moans shook against my lips as I kept sucking her nipple, her thighs trembling against my hand.
Melissa lowered herself again, pressing her breasts against my face, smothering me in heat and damp skin. I licked sweat from between them, kissed the curve, bit the side of one until she shrieked, her hips grinding harder into my stomach. My fingers reached lower, pushing under her hem, sliding over her soaked slit. She gasped, clutching the back of the couch, her body shuddering as I slipped two fingers inside her.
Callie moaned louder at the sight, her mouth sliding over me again, her throat clenching around the head, gagging before she pulled back to suck hard on the tip. Her nails scratched down my thighs, her hips rolling against her own hand as she worked herself.
I had both Melissa and Jun squirming under my hands now, my fingers knuckle-deep in Melissa’s cunt, my thumb circling Jun’s swollen clit. Melissa sobbed against my neck, her voice high and broken, while Jun kissed me hard, her tongue messy, desperate, tasting of sweat and spit.
All three of them were shaking, moaning, their bodies pressing into me, their mouths and hands swapping places, keeping me dripping but holding me right at the edge. My cock throbbed against Callie’s tongue, Melissa’s cunt spasmed around my fingers, and Jun’s clit pulsed under my thumb, every nerve stretched taut, every sensation amplified.
They were wrecking me slowly, deliberately, not letting me finish yet.
Callie didn’t wait this time. She shoved Melissa and Jun aside and swallowed me down to the base, her throat clenching around me, gagging loud before pulling back with a wet gasp. Spit poured down my shaft, wetting Melissa’s hand as she grabbed the base and pumped hard. Jun leaned in from the other side, licking along the underside, her tongue flat and trembling, moaning into the heat.
Melissa kissed me as she stroked, her lips frantic, teeth knocking against mine, her moans spilling into my mouth. I grabbed her ass with my free hand, squeezing, spreading her cheeks, my fingers slipping lower until she jolted with a cry, grinding down against my palm. Her cunt was dripping, hot against me, soaking my hand as I worked her.
Jun clutched my thigh with both hands, her nails digging deep as she licked faster, circling the head every time Callie pulled back to spit. Her hair was plastered to her face, her cheeks glowing red, her eyes glassy and wild as she moaned into me.
Callie was relentless, her throat taking me deep, then shallow, then deep again, saliva bubbling at the corners of her mouth. She jerked me with one hand, twisted hard, while her other clutched my balls, squeezing, rolling, tugging. She pulled off with a loud slurp, gasping, “Come for us,” before sucking me back in, even harder.
Melissa bent down, her tongue dragging across my balls, licking everything Callie’s fist missed. Her spit mixed with Callie’s, running down onto Jun’s tongue as she lapped it all up, hungry, whimpering, desperate.
Their sounds blended together ,  Melissa’s muffled moans against my skin, Jun’s wet slurps under the base, Callie’s gagging gasps as she shoved me deep into her throat. My whole body tensed, every nerve on fire, my cock swelling in their mouths and hands.
Melissa pulled up and kissed me again, her lips soaked with spit and cum. Jun moaned into the base, her tongue vibrating against me. Callie groaned low in her throat, sucking harder, faster, until my hips bucked uncontrollably.
I shouted, clutching Melissa’s ass with one hand and Jun’s hair with the other, thrusting deep into Callie’s mouth. The orgasm tore through me, hot and violent, spilling straight down her throat. She gagged and swallowed, coughing around me, spit and cum leaking down her chin. Melissa dove lower, licking the mess off Callie’s lips, moaning into her mouth as they kissed wet and sloppy.
Jun stroked me through the aftershocks, her hand gentle but insistent, milking every last drop. Her tongue cleaned me in slow, reverent licks, her moans soft and shaky as she tasted me.
Callie pulled off, gasping, cum shining across her lips and chin. She laughed breathlessly, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Melissa kissed her again, licking the taste off her face, while Jun sucked my tip clean, eyes shut, whimpering quietly.
The three of them clung to me, sweaty, messy, ruined, every mouth, every hand, every inch of them still trembling from what we’d just done.
The music still thumped against the walls, but none of us moved to turn it down. Melissa slumped sideways on the couch, her hair stuck in damp clumps across her flushed face. Her chest rose and fell hard, nipples still stiff, dress bunched at her waist. She let out a broken laugh, covering her eyes with one shaky hand.
Callie collapsed beside her, her skirt twisted around one thigh, her panties dangling loose at her ankle. She sprawled half across Melissa, still catching her breath, her lips swollen and wet. “Holy fuck,” she muttered, voice raw, the words barely audible over the bass. She laughed again, pressed her face into Melissa’s shoulder, and left it there.
Jun curled against me, her cheek on my chest, her hair plastered with sweat against my skin. Her breathing slowed, shallow at first, then steadier, her hand resting limp across my stomach. She kissed the spot once, soft, then closed her eyes as if she might fall asleep right there.
Melissa peeked at us through her fingers, her mouth twitching into a smile she tried to hide. “We’re insane,” she whispered, shaking her head, but she didn’t move away from Callie’s weight on top of her.
Callie hummed in agreement, her arm sliding across Melissa’s stomach, fingers brushing her hip. “Worth it,” she said, then yawned, her laugh following close behind.
Jun shifted, pressing closer, her thigh over mine, her body trembling in the aftershocks. She kissed my chest again, slower, lingering longer. “Too much,” she mumbled, but her lips curled into a tiny smile before she buried her face against me again.
The apartment reeked of sweat and sex, the air heavy and sour-sweet. The couch cushions were damp under us, squeaking every time someone shifted. Melissa reached weakly for the bottle of water on the table, spilled half of it down her chest when she drank, then laughed so hard she almost cried. Callie licked a drop from her collarbone before sinking back against her, eyes half-closed.
I stroked Jun’s back absently, fingers dragging through the sweat-damp fabric of her top. She sighed into me, humming low, her breath hot across my skin. Melissa and Callie murmured to each other between tired laughs, voices muffled, their bodies tangled so tight it was impossible to tell where one ended and the other began.
For a while, none of us spoke. Just the pounding of the bass, the buzz of the streetlight outside, and the sound of our breathing leveling out together.
“I think we’re in trouble,” Melissa said. Nobody had anything to say by way of reply.
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