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The sun was gone, but the hotel pool still glowed, water lit up from below in shifting blue. We’d meant only to walk the grounds after dinner, but Callie spotted the gate swinging open and dared us closer. None of us had suits, but she didn’t care. She stripped off her sandals, grinned, and jumped, clothes and all.
Her splash drenched my shirt before I could move. I swore, peeled it off, and tossed it to the lounge chair, the night air cool against my chest. Melissa shook her head at Callie, laughing nervously, though the hem of her short dress already clung damp to her thighs from the spray. “You’re impossible,” she muttered, hair falling across her face.
Jun perched on the edge, her cropped tank stretched tight as she dipped her legs, skirt riding up her hips. “She’s insane,” she said, though her smile cracked wide when Callie swam up, grabbed her ankle, and tugged hard.
Melissa squealed when I splashed her back, stumbling before sliding into the pool beside me. Her hand found my arm under the water instantly, clinging as if the cold were too much. “I hate you,” she gasped, laughing too much to sound serious.
Callie floated on her back, kicking lazily, droplets running off her transparent top. “You’ll thank me,” she teased, flicking water at us.
Jun slipped lower, her skirt darkening, clinging to her hips. She pulled it higher, quick and embarrassed, but didn’t step back when her thigh brushed mine under the surface.
Melissa wrapped her arms around my waist, teeth chattering though her body pressed closer than needed. “You’re warm,” she whispered, her breath trembling against my shoulder.
Callie swam over, splashing, then slid between us, her wet chest pushing into me as her hands floated against my ribs. “You two hogging again,” she accused, smirking, though her body bumped mine as if to test what we’d allow.
Jun edged in closer too, her breath sharp as she brushed my leg. She shifted away, then back again, lips tight, eyes flicking anywhere but me.
Melissa groaned, half at Callie, half at herself. “You’re worse than her,” she muttered, but her hand slid lower around my hip, gripping me tight.
Callie kicked up, circling my waist with her legs, her grin wicked. Her nipples pushed against the wet fabric of her top as she leaned down, whispering, “Better,” her lips brushing my ear.
Jun looked around the empty deck, her laugh breaking nervous. “Someone’s gonna see.” But her hand stayed against my thigh under the water.
Melissa’s face tilted up to mine, whispering, “We can’t.” But her body ground closer, thighs squeezing around me.
Melissa floated beside me, her hair fanning on the water, her cross pendant catching the pool light where it clung at the hollow of her throat. She kept one arm hooked over my shoulder, her other hand trailing circles on the surface like she could distract herself. “It’s not even Saturday night,” she said, breathless, laughing nervously. “We should be in bed already.”
Callie splashed her, grinning. “Bed sounds boring. Pool’s better.” She pushed off and wrapped her arms around both of us, forcing Melissa closer against me.
Melissa gasped, her body pressing full to mine. She laughed too quickly, shaking her head. “You’re trouble,” she whispered toward Callie, though her grip around my neck tightened instead of letting go.
Jun swam closer, her cheeks pink, wet strands of hair sticking to her jaw. “She’s always trouble,” she said, her voice quiet but steady. Her eyes flicked at me once, then down, before she hooked her hands on the ledge and pulled herself up half out of the water. Her skirt clung to her thighs, dripping, and she adjusted it with quick, sharp movements.
I slid my hand lower on Melissa’s back, feeling her shiver against me. Her body stiffened, but she didn’t pull away. “You okay?” I asked low, close to her ear.
She nodded too fast. “Just cold,” she lied, though her thighs squeezed mine under the water.
Callie laughed, splashing both of us again. “She’s not cold,” she teased, leaning into Melissa and tugging playfully at her pendant. “She’s burning up.”
Melissa swatted her hand away. “Stop it. You always say the worst things.” But her laugh cracked, her eyes flashing to me like she wanted to make sure I hadn’t noticed how her chest was pressed into mine.
Jun let her feet slip back into the pool, her legs brushing against mine under the surface. She didn’t meet my eyes when she said, “Callie just likes to push buttons.” Her voice was steady, but her breathing wasn’t.
I shifted, pressing Melissa tighter to me, my thumb brushing over the bare skin just above her hip. She gasped softly, her nails digging into my shoulder. “Cray,” she whispered, the warning shaky, almost pleading.
Callie circled behind me, her hands suddenly sliding around my waist under the water. Her wet chest pressed into my back, her chin resting on my shoulder. “You’re not stopping,” she murmured, her lips brushing my ear. “Why should we?”
Melissa shook her head hard, her voice rushing out quick, like she needed to cover everything. “We should be talking about work, or school, or anything else.” She tried to laugh, but her hand slid lower along my chest as she said it, betraying her.
Jun’s knees knocked against mine under the water, subtle, unintentional, but she didn’t move them. She glanced at Callie, then at Melissa, then at me, her lip caught between her teeth. “We’re not exactly talking,” she said quietly.
Callie laughed loud, splashing again. “Then let’s talk. Favorite vacation spot. Go.”
Melissa giggled, breathless. “Florida. Disney. Family trip.” She sounded too fast, too forced, but she didn’t pull her body from mine.
Jun murmured, “Seoul. My aunt’s apartment.” She shrugged one shoulder, her thigh brushing mine deliberately now.
Callie smirked. “Vegas. Obviously.” Her hand squeezed my waist under the water as she said it. “I always win.”
I slid my palm lower on Melissa’s back, resting it over the curve of her ass. She stiffened, eyes wide, but her body rocked closer anyway.
Her whisper cracked in my ear. “You can’t.” But her nails dragged lightly across my skin as if begging me not to stop.
Melissa floated beside me, her hair fanning across the water, her cross pendant catching the pool light where it rested at her throat. One arm hooked around my shoulder like she needed balance, the other skimming circles on the surface as if she could distract from how close she already was. “It’s not even Saturday night,” she said, breathless, laughing too quick. “We should be in bed already.”
Callie splashed her, grinning, the wet fabric of her top clinging to her breasts. “Bed sounds boring. Pool’s better.” She shoved herself between us, arms slinging around both our shoulders, pushing Melissa tighter against me.
Melissa gasped, her body flush to mine. She shook her head, whispering toward Callie, “You’re trouble.” But her grip on my neck didn’t loosen; it tightened.
Jun edged nearer, her cheeks pink, wet strands sticking to her jaw. “She’s always trouble,” she said, voice steady but softer than usual. Her eyes flicked up to me, then away as she hooked her hands on the ledge, pulling herself half out of the water. Her skirt clung to her thighs, dripping, and she adjusted it with sharp, nervous movements that only showed more of her legs.
I slid my hand lower on Melissa’s back, testing. She shivered against me, her body stiff for a beat before pressing in closer. “You okay?” I murmured against her ear.
Her nod came too fast. “Just cold,” she lied, thighs squeezing mine under the water.
Callie splashed again, laughing. “She’s not cold,” she teased, tugging at Melissa’s cross, pulling it against her chest. “She’s burning up.”
Melissa swatted her hand away, laughing cracked and uneven. “Stop it. You always say the worst things.” But her eyes flicked to mine, wide and bright, as if to see if I’d noticed how her breasts pressed against me under the water.
Jun slid back into the pool, her legs brushing mine beneath the surface. She didn’t meet my eyes when she said, “Callie just likes to push buttons.” Her tone was calm, but her breathing gave her away.
I shifted, pulling Melissa tighter, my thumb grazing bare skin just above her hip. She gasped, her nails biting into my shoulder. “Cray,” she whispered, half-warning, half-pleading.
Callie circled behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist under the water, her wet chest pressed to my back, her chin against my shoulder. “You’re not stopping,” she murmured, lips brushing my ear. “Why should we?”
Melissa shook her head fast, words rushing out like cover. “We should be talking about school, or work, or, anything else.” She forced a laugh, but her hand slid lower across my chest as she said it.
Jun’s knees touched mine under the water, soft, unintentional at first, then holding. She bit her lip, looking between us. “We’re not exactly talking,” she said quietly.
Callie laughed louder, splashing once more. “Fine. Then talk. Favorite vacation spot. Go.”
Melissa blurted out too quickly, “Florida. Disney. Family trip.” Her voice was forced, her body still pressing tight to mine.
Jun shrugged one shoulder. “Seoul. My aunt’s apartment.” Her thigh brushed mine again, deliberate this time.
“Vegas,” Callie said instantly, smirking as her hand slid lower around my waist. “I always win.”
I pushed my palm further down Melissa’s back, settling over the curve of her ass. She stiffened, eyes wide, but her body rocked closer anyway.
Her whisper cracked in my ear, raw. “You can’t.” Yet her nails dragged across my skin, clinging, telling me not to stop.
Melissa tipped her head against my shoulder, water dripping from her hair onto my chest. “At camp, we had lights out at ten. Counselors would check the tents. If you whispered too loud, they’d write you up.” Her smile flickered. “I guess I learned to keep myself quiet.”
Callie scoffed, drifting closer on her back. “No wonder you get flustered. You’ve been training for it since you were twelve.” She kicked water up at Melissa, who squealed and pulled tighter to me, her dress sliding along my stomach under the water.
Jun’s eyes followed the ripple, then darted away. She tucked damp strands behind her ear. “I’d have liked that,” she said. “Structure. Someone telling me where to be, what to do.” She shrugged, her voice steady but low. “Too much freedom means too many chances to screw it up.”
Callie laughed, flipping upright. “And I want the opposite. No rules, no clocks. Just do whatever feels good.” She grinned at Jun. “That’s why you need me. Balance.”
Melissa rolled her eyes, though she was smiling. “Balance? You drag us into bars, pools, God knows where next.” She glanced at me quick, her cheeks pink. “You’ve got to think we’re a mess.”
Her hand slipped under the water as she said it, brushing my side, then pulling back too fast, like she didn’t realize where it landed.
Jun rested her chin on the pool ledge, shoulders hunched. “You say mess,” she murmured, “but maybe that’s just living.” She glanced at Melissa. “Not everything has to be so neat.”
Melissa shifted in place, the cross at her chest catching the light again. She bit her lip. “It does, though. If you stop caring about what’s right, ” She broke off, laughing nervously. “I don’t know. That’s just how I was raised.”
Callie slipped between us, slinging her arms over both our shoulders. “Raised is one thing. Living is another.” Her grin widened. “You two think too much.”
Melissa’s laugh cracked, a little too loud. “You don’t think enough.” But her fingers lingered on my arm as she pushed Callie off, her grip tightening before she let go.
Jun finally looked straight at me, her eyes steady though her cheeks were flushed. “She’s not wrong. You can believe in rules and still want something else.” Her voice dropped, almost lost to the splash of water.
I didn’t move. Melissa’s thighs brushed mine under the surface, her laugh turning softer, quieter, as she said, “We should stop talking about this.”
Callie twirled a finger through her wet hair, smirking. “Exactly. Let’s talk about something dumb.” She splashed us both again. “Favorite guilty pleasure food. Go.”
Melissa’s shoulders relaxed, even though her hand stayed against me. “Chocolate chip cookies. Still warm.”
Jun smiled faintly. “Fried dumplings.”
Callie grinned, leaning on me now. “Fries dipped in milkshake. Don’t knock it.”
Melissa’s laugh lingered, her cheek still against my shoulder. I let my hand slide lower under the water, from her waist to the curve of her hip, and kept it there. She didn’t move away. Her voice carried soft and steady, “Cookies aren’t just a guilty pleasure. They’re comfort. My mom used to make them on Sundays after service. It was the one thing that always felt safe.” Her words were calm, but her thighs pressed tighter together against me.
Jun swirled her fingers across the water’s surface, her eyes down. “I don’t have that kind of memory. Food was just food.” My hand drifted from Melissa’s hip to the top of her thigh, under the water where no one could see. Jun glanced up, almost by accident, and then away again, but her breath caught faintly before she continued. “Dumplings, though they remind me of being with my grandmother. She didn’t talk much, but she always made them for me.”
Melissa shifted in place, her chest rising faster against my arm. She giggled at Jun, too quickly. “That’s sweet.” Her words wavered, but she didn’t move my hand.
Callie leaned forward on her elbows at the edge, water streaming down her back. “All this family nostalgia is cute. But mine’s fries and a shake at two in the morning, parked outside some neon dive. Messy, salty, perfect.” She laughed, tossing water at Jun with her foot. “You two are sentimental.”
I slid my hand further along Melissa’s thigh, just short of the hem of her dress. Her body jerked once, then stilled, her voice lifting an octave as she said, “Cookies are better than fries. Any day.”
Jun had edged closer too, her arm brushing mine now and then under the surface. I let my free hand drift, fingers brushing her knee under the water. She didn’t flinch, though her shoulders rose with a sharp inhale. “Dumplings beat cookies,” she said quietly, but her voice was thin, almost trembling.
Callie twisted to face us, flicking her wet hair back, grinning. “Fries win. End of story.” She didn’t notice how Melissa’s grip on me tightened or how Jun’s lips parted just slightly as my fingers grazed higher.
Melissa gave a nervous laugh. “That’s, so wrong,” she stammered, but her words trailed into a breathy sigh before she caught herself. She glanced at Callie fast, then dropped her eyes.
Jun tapped at the water with one hand, trying to keep steady. “Food is food,” she said, her tone flat, though her thighs brushed mine now in small, restless movements.
Callie stretched out, floating on her back, humming. “None of it matters if you’ve got the right company.” Her grin flashed at me before she closed her eyes, water beading across her chest.
I pressed my palm fully against Melissa’s thigh under the water, slow, deliberate. Her lips parted, but she kept speaking, her voice shaky. “I still think, cookies,” she whispered, forcing the word out, her whole body trembling against me.
I shifted against Melissa, sliding my hand higher up her thigh until I felt the damp cling of her dress in the water. She stiffened, but didn’t move, her breath hitching before she forced a laugh.
“Alright,” I said, keeping my voice even, “cookies, dumplings, fries what about drinks? If you had to pick one forever.” I moved my hand lightly, a slow stroke against her skin as I asked.
Melissa’s nails dug into my arm. “Sweet tea,” she blurted out too quickly, her voice cracking. She giggled, shaking her head as if she’d misspoken. “With lemon. My mom made it by the gallon. It’s it’s tradition.” Her thighs pressed together around my hand even as she kept smiling at Callie.
Jun’s eyes were on the water, her lips tight, but I traced a finger along her knee, then higher. She shifted an inch closer, like she was leaning for balance, and whispered, “Barley tea. No sugar.” She exhaled sharply when my hand brushed her inner thigh, then swallowed and repeated louder, “Barley tea. Always.”
Callie laughed, kicking a splash at us. “Beer. Cheap, cold, whatever’s in the fridge.” She tilted her head at me, grinning wide. “You?”
I let my thumb press slow circles against Jun’s thigh, the water hiding everything. Melissa trembled against me. “Whiskey,” I said, steady. “Straight.”
Melissa’s breath caught. She laughed nervously. “Of course it would be something strong.” Her hand squeezed mine under the water as if to move it, but instead she just held it there against her leg.
Jun bit her lip, her voice low. “Figures.” She shifted again, the edge of her skirt riding higher as my fingers pressed further up.
Callie shook her head, smirking. “You’re all too serious. Beer’s simple, fun. No overthinking.” She floated back, humming to herself, water glistening down her chest.
I gave Melissa’s thigh a firmer squeeze. “So what about places? One city you’d live in forever. Go.”
Melissa gasped softly before answering, “Nashville. Music, church, family. It feels right.” She tried to steady her voice, but her hips twitched against my hand.
Jun’s breath stuttered when my fingers slid just under her hem. “Seoul,” she whispered. She blinked quickly, pushing the word out louder the second time. “Seoul. It has everything.”
Callie grinned, kicking water at us again. “Vegas. What else? Always alive.”
Melissa turned her head into my chest, muffling a laugh that sounded more like a gasp. “You’d waste your whole life in casinos,” she teased weakly, her voice breathless.
Callie shrugged, splashing her. “Better than wasting it scared.”
Jun whispered something in Korean, so soft I almost didn’t catch it. Then she shook her head, forcing herself to say, “New York. Too loud to think. I’d disappear there.”
I slid both hands firmer, Melissa trembling against me, Jun’s legs parting slightly under the water. I kept my tone light, steady. “So cookies in Nashville, dumplings in Seoul, fries in Vegas, and whiskey in New York. Sounds about right.”
Melissa gave a broken laugh, clinging to me tighter. “That’s not fair,” she whispered, her thighs pressing on my hand.
Jun’s breath shook, her voice flat but thin. “It’s fair.”
Callie leaned closer, dripping against me, grinning sharp. “It’s perfect.”
Melissa was still laughing nervously, her head pressed into my shoulder. I slid my hand higher beneath the water, the fabric of her dress bunching up against my wrist. She clutched at me tighter, but her voice tried to stay light.
“Okay,” I said, keeping my tone steady, “forget food and drinks. What’s one thing you regret not doing?”
Melissa froze a second too long, then blurted, “Studying abroad. I wanted to. My dad said it wasn’t safe.” She laughed, sharp and shaky. “I told myself I didn’t care, but I did.” Her thighs pressed tighter around my hand even as she smiled faintly at Jun.
Jun’s breathing had gone shallow, but she forced herself to answer. “Art school. I was accepted. I never went.” Her voice was flat, controlled, but her body shifted toward me, her leg pressing along mine under the water as my fingers traced further inside her hem.
Callie smirked, bumping into my side, her wet chest rubbing against my arm. “I don’t regret anything. Regret’s a waste.” She grinned wider, pressing her hip to mine, letting the water push her tighter against me. “But if I had to say one thing? Not starting trouble sooner.”
Melissa groaned softly, almost covered by her laugh. “That sounds exactly like you.” She buried her face against me, her voice muffled. “You’d be chaos abroad. Pure chaos.” Her nails dug faintly into my chest.
I kept my thumb stroking slow circles under Jun’s skirt. “Dreams, then. Forget regrets. One thing you still want most.”
Melissa clung to me, her breath trembling. “Marriage. Kids. A real home.” She said it fast, like she needed to prove it to herself. But her hips pushed unconsciously into my hand.
Jun’s lips parted, her eyes flicking up, then down. “Peace,” she whispered. She wet her lips, tried again louder. “Just peace. Somewhere quiet.” Her thighs shifted wider as if to let me in.
Callie laughed low, resting her chin on my shoulder, her breath hot against my ear. “Fame. I want my name lit up somewhere big. Billboards, stage lights. Everyone watching.” She wrapped her arm tighter around me, her nails dragging faintly over my chest.
Melissa pressed her forehead against me, trembling. “That’s terrifying.” But she didn’t move away, her breasts sliding against my chest each time she breathed.
Jun leaned closer, her arm brushing mine under the water. Her voice was unsteady now. “Peace and fame don’t go together.”
Callie grinned, squeezing my side. “That’s why I need both of you. To balance me out.” She pressed herself tighter, her leg sliding across mine under the water.
Melissa gave a sharp laugh, shaky. “This is insane.” She held onto me even tighter, her thighs trembling against my hand.
I let both hands spread, one pulling Jun closer by the thigh, the other gripping Melissa’s hip under the water. They didn’t pull away. All three of them were pressed against me now, conversation wobbling under the weight of what none of them dared say out loud.
The water rippled around us, the four of us locked in closer than we’d meant to be. I kept my voice steady, pushing them further. “So if regrets and dreams are out, tell me what scares you most. Right now. Be honest.”
Melissa’s nails grazed my chest, clinging like she was anchoring herself. “Falling away from faith,” she whispered. Her voice cracked, but she forced a laugh over it. “Not praying enough. Not being strong enough.” She clutched me tighter, her thighs clamping around my hand, her body trembling against me.
Jun’s lips parted. I slid my fingers higher under her skirt, and her breath stuttered. “Losing control,” she said, her voice low, almost swallowed by the water. She tilted closer, her hair brushing my jaw, her breath warm against my cheek. “That’s what scares me.”
Callie shifted against my side, sliding her hand across my stomach under the water until her palm rested low on my hip. She grinned, leaning close enough her lips brushed my ear. “I’m scared of being ordinary.” Her hip rolled into mine as she said it, bold, hungry.
Melissa pressed her face into my neck, muffling another laugh. “That’s not scary, that’s vanity.” But her chest lifted against me faster, her lips hovering too close to my skin.
Jun’s hand rose from the water, trembling, and settled on my shoulder. She leaned her weight into it, her thighs spreading under my touch. “Losing control isn’t vanity,” she murmured, her mouth almost grazing mine when she spoke.
Callie laughed low, sliding herself tighter, her other hand brushing Melissa’s hip under the water until both girls were pressed against me from either side. “Control is overrated,” she teased, but her lips lingered close to Melissa’s cheek as she said it.
Melissa shivered hard, her grip on me desperate now. “We shouldn’t,” she whispered, her words catching on her breath. But her hips shifted, grinding faintly against my hand, betraying everything she tried to hold.
Jun’s eyes flicked from Melissa’s lips to mine, her face hovering so close I could taste her breath. Her voice trembled. “This is wrong.” Her thighs squeezed, but she didn’t pull away.
Callie tilted her head, hair dripping across all of us, her grin sharp. “Then stop. If you can.” She pressed her body flush to mine, her chest pinning Melissa’s shoulder, her thigh sliding up against Jun’s.
The cluster tightened. Melissa’s lips hovered inches from mine, her eyes wide and shimmering. Jun’s cheek brushed my jaw, her body leaning harder against me, breath shallow. Callie pressed from the other side, laughing softly, her mouth lingering close enough to graze Melissa’s skin, teasing her into shaking harder.
Melissa’s cross pendant slid against my chest, cold metal on hot skin. Her breath came faster, her face inches from mine, lips trembling but not closing the gap. “Faith isn’t supposed to feel like this,” she whispered, the words rushed, desperate, but her hips shifted against my hand under the water, betraying her.
Jun’s voice was steady, though her body wasn’t. “Control either,” she said, her lips brushing my jaw as she leaned closer, her thighs parting against my fingers. Her hand slid from my shoulder to my neck, holding me there, though she never admitted what she was doing.
Callie’s laugh was low, her lips so close to Melissa’s cheek they nearly touched. “Ordinary people aren’t here right now,” she murmured, pressing herself tighter to me, her hand sliding further across my hip, teasing both of them with how bold she was.
The cluster drew tighter, all three pressed around me, their bodies tightening the space. The water lapped at us, their thighs rubbing mine, their lips brushing but not crossing, each breath hotter than the last.
I let them hold the silence of it a beat longer, then I pushed.
“Enough cover talk,” I said quietly, my voice low but sure. I slid my hand higher under Melissa’s skirt, cupping her, firm. She gasped, her nails digging into me, her lips breaking open ,  and I kissed her. Hard.
She whimpered into my mouth, clinging tighter, her cross pressing between us. Her body melted even as her words had said no.
Jun’s breath broke sharp beside me. I pulled her in too, turning just enough that my lips brushed hers next, tasting her, her whole body stiff at first then softening, her hand gripping my neck tighter as she gave in.
Callie grinned wide, watching, then pressed herself in, her wet chest pushing hard against me. “Finally,” she whispered, before I kissed her too, her mouth hot, demanding, her tongue sliding against mine as she ground her hips into my thigh.
Melissa whimpered again, tugging at my shoulder, her lips fighting back to mine like she couldn’t let go. Jun leaned in on the other side, her cheek pressed against us both, her breath ragged, her lips brushing at the corner of mine whenever she dared.
The edge of the pool pressed into my back as I steered us there, all three of them clinging tighter, water sloshing around us. Melissa’s chest flattened against mine, her cross pendant caught between us, cold against hot skin. Jun’s leg hooked over mine, her skirt riding high, her breath trembling on my cheek. Callie pressed herself flush to my side, her mouth on my neck, teeth grazing.
Melissa’s lips broke from mine, panting. She whispered, her voice shaky but clear, “This isn’t, this can’t be, three girls, one guy. That’s not right.” But her hips rolled hard against my hand as she said it, contradicting every word.
Jun’s cheek pressed to my jaw, her lips brushing the corner of my mouth. “Maybe it’s worse because it is,” she murmured. Her hand slid across my stomach, under the water, tentative, but her fingers lingered on my hip.
Callie laughed, low and hot in my ear. “Worse?” She kissed my throat, then licked the water off my skin. “It’s better. Three on one? He can’t handle it.” Her nails raked lightly across my chest as her hips ground against my thigh.
Melissa shook her head fast, whispering, “Don’t say that.” But her lips closed on mine again, hungry, almost punishing, her tongue pushing deep like she wanted to drown her own protest.
Jun gasped softly when my hand slipped further under her skirt, her legs spreading against me. She bit my lip gently, then pulled back with a trembling laugh. “It’s already happening,” she whispered.
Callie grabbed Melissa’s chin, turning her face, kissing her hard before Melissa could resist. Melissa whimpered, her body jerking against mine, but she didn’t pull away. I kissed Jun at the same time, our mouths meeting, her lips soft, yielding, her tongue tentative but wanting.
The knot of us pressed tighter against the ledge, water splashing. Melissa kissed me again, gasping into my mouth, then turned back to Callie, their lips sliding wet and desperate. Jun kissed my jaw, then down my throat, licking the water from my skin in trembling strokes.
Callie broke from Melissa, grinning wide. “See? He can handle it. He likes it.” She licked along my ear, whispering, “Admit it.”
Melissa groaned, hiding her face against my shoulder, her hips grinding against my hand beneath the water. “I can’t,” she whispered, voice raw.
Jun kissed me again, slower this time, her tongue tracing mine. She pulled back, lips wet, whispering, “Then let us.”
Melissa shuddered, her thighs squeezing me tight, torn between protest and hunger. Callie kissed her again, silencing her with her mouth, while I kissed Jun harder, my hands pulling them both in tighter.
The ledge dug into my back as I pulled Melissa tighter against me, my hand sliding under her skirt until I found the thin cling of her panties. She gasped into my mouth, her nails clawing at my shoulders, whispering between kisses, “We can’t, oh God, we can’t, ” even as her hips pressed harder into my fingers.
Jun’s breath broke as I reached for her too, my other hand sliding up under her tank, finding her nipple stiff against my palm. She shivered, her lips clamping on mine in a sudden, hungry kiss, her hips grinding on my thigh. “This is, ” she moaned into my mouth, then swallowed her words with another kiss, her body betraying her.
Callie laughed against my neck, bold, her tongue tracing my skin. She reached under the water, her hand sliding over my waistband. “You two say can’t while you’re doing it.” She grinned, kissing Melissa’s neck. “Admit it. We’re all doing it.”
Melissa whimpered, her chest heaving against me. I tugged her panties aside beneath the water, sliding a finger along her slit. She clutched me tighter, moaning into my mouth, then pulled back, panting. “This isn’t faith, this isn’t right,” she gasped, her words cracking as her hips rocked against me anyway.
Jun’s hand grabbed my wrist under the water, trying to stop me, but instead she guided me harder against her own panties, her thighs squeezing my hand. Her lips pressed against my jaw, hot and desperate. “I’m losing control,” she whispered, and kissed me again, teeth clashing against mine.
Callie pulled at her own bikini top, peeling it down, her nipples stiff in the night air. She pressed them against my arm, moaning loud enough to echo off the pool deck. “See? Feels too good. Three on one. That’s the truth.”
Melissa turned her head fast, kissing Callie to shut her up, moaning into her mouth. Her body writhed against my hand, her panties wet, clinging.
Jun kissed me harder, sucking my lip, her own chest pressed against me, her nipple grazing my skin each time she shifted. She broke the kiss long enough to whisper, “It’s wrong, but I don’t care anymore.” Her hand slid under the water to grip me through my shorts, trembling.
Melissa moaned into Callie’s mouth, breaking away to gasp, “We’re going to hell,” even as she ground herself harder into my hand, her dress bunched to her waist in the water.
Callie grinned, biting Melissa’s lip, then kissing me, shoving her tongue deep. “Then let’s go together,” she teased, her hand sliding down to pull at my waistband, freeing me into the water.
The water slapped against the tile as I pressed Melissa harder against the ledge, my fingers working inside her panties, her hips bucking helplessly. She clung to me, moaning into my mouth, then broke away, panting. “We can’t, three girls, one man, it’s too much, it’s sin.” Her nails scratched down my back even as her body pushed harder into my hand.
Jun kissed my throat, her breath ragged, her skirt floating high around her hips. She moaned when my palm squeezed her bare breast, nipple hard under my fingers. “It’s sin either way,” she whispered against my skin, her voice trembling. “So at least this way we share him.”
Melissa shuddered, gasping, “Share?” She tried to laugh, but it came out broken, a whimper. Her lips found Callie’s, kissing her hard, desperate, as if to drown her own words.
Callie ground her hips into my thigh, her bare breasts rubbing up my arm as she kissed Melissa back, moaning into her mouth. She broke the kiss with a grin. “Better to share one good guy than chase three bad ones.” She kissed me next, tongue sliding deep, then turned back to Jun, her mouth brushing hers before biting her lip.
Jun froze for a heartbeat, then kissed her back, soft at first, then urgent, her hand sliding under the water to stroke me, her thighs squeezing around my wrist. “Safer,” she murmured, breaking the kiss, her eyes heavy. “No secrets. Just us.”
Melissa’s face crumpled, her words falling out between moans as my fingers pumped faster inside her. “It’s not safe, it’s, oh God, it’s too much.” She kissed me again, biting my lip, then clung to Jun, pressing her wet body to both of us.
Callie licked her way along Melissa’s neck, laughing low. “Listen to yourself. You’re already doing it.” She grabbed my cock under the water, stroking me bold, her grin flashing as Melissa whimpered. “This way we’re together. That’s better.”
Jun kissed me deep, her tongue urgent, her chest crushed against mine. She moaned into my mouth, then pulled back, whispering, “It’s safer. Three of us. One man. No one else.” Her hand slid along me, trembling, but she didn’t stop.
Melissa shook her head, gasping, “No, no, ” even as she kissed Callie again, her hips grinding frantically into my hand, her panties soaked, clinging.
Callie broke the kiss, laughing against her lips. “Yes. It’s already yes.” She kissed Melissa harder, then turned to me, moaning into my mouth, her breasts pressed flat against my chest.
Melissa’s panties clung wet to my fingers as I worked her harder against the ledge, her hips bucking, thighs trembling. Her nails dug into my shoulders, her lips crushed to mine, moaning broken words between gasps.
Jun kissed along my jaw, her skirt bunched around her waist, my other hand under it, gripping her bare ass. Her skin was hot under my palm, her hips grinding against my thigh, her nipple stiff against my chest each time she leaned in.
Callie slid lower in the water, one hand stroking my cock under the surface, the other pulling at my waistband until it slid free. She grinned up at me, water dripping from her lips. “Why are we playing?” she whispered, pumping me in her fist. She positioned herself, trying to press down onto me.
Melissa cried out, clinging harder. “No, not that, ” Her voice broke into a moan as I slid two fingers deeper inside her, her body clutching me tight. “Not all the way, please.”
Jun’s eyes were wide, her breath coming hard as she whispered, “It’s too much.” But her hips rocked against my hand, her thighs spread wider, her voice betraying her body. “She can’t, ”
Callie laughed low, grinding herself on the head of my cock under the water, her lips hot against mine when she kissed me. “She can. You want her to.” She pressed down harder, groaning as the tip spread her folds.
Melissa gasped, burying her face in my chest. “Don’t, don’t let her.” Her whole body shook, but her hips slammed harder onto my hand, soaking me.
Jun’s hand gripped my wrist under the water, trembling, but instead of pulling me away, she pushed me deeper into herself, her thighs squeezing around my hand. “It’s wrong,” she panted, kissing me desperate, “but let her.”
I groaned, the water slapping against us as I pumped Melissa with one hand, squeezed Jun’s ass with the other, my cock sliding against Callie’s soaked slit. Their skin was everywhere ,  Melissa’s breasts crushed to me, Jun’s nipple dragging across my shoulder, Callie’s wet lips wrapping around me as she forced herself down.
Melissa sobbed a laugh into my mouth, whispering, “We’re all ruined.” Her hand grabbed mine on her thigh, pushing me harder against her clit.
Jun kissed me again, gasping into my mouth. “One man, three of us. It’s safer.” Her hand slid between us, gripping my cock with Callie, guiding me into her, urging her down.
Callie moaned, her head thrown back, her breasts bouncing against my chest as she sank further. “He can take us all,” she groaned, biting her lip hard. “You’ll see.”
Melissa moaned with her, still protesting, still begging, but her thighs ground against me, her panties shoved aside, her body giving her away.
Callie sank down, slow but sure, her nails clawing into my shoulders as she forced herself onto me under the water. Her moan broke loud against my mouth, raw and hungry, her thighs wrapping my waist. “Yes,” she gasped, grinding hard, breasts pressed flat against my chest.
Melissa cried out, clinging to me like she’d fall apart. “No, no, she can’t, ” Her words cut off in a sob as my fingers pushed deep inside her, her panties shoved aside. Her whole body shook, grinding helplessly against my hand even as she pleaded. “Don’t let her, oh God, ”
Jun’s eyes went wide, her lip between her teeth, her hips rolling against my other hand. “She’s really, ” she whispered, then cut herself off with a trembling moan, kissing me hard. Her tongue tangled with mine, desperate, while her thighs squeezed my wrist tighter, urging me faster.
Callie rode me harder, water splashing, her mouth hot and wet on mine. “He’s perfect,” she groaned. “All of us, he can take all of us.” She kissed Melissa mid-sob, swallowing her protest, licking her mouth until Melissa whimpered into it, clutching both of us tight.
Melissa broke away, panting, “We’re ruined, ruined, ” but she didn’t let go, her hips bucking into my hand, her lips finding mine again, kissing me with a desperate hunger.
Jun kissed Callie next, their mouths locking over me as they pressed together, their wet bodies pressed against my chest. She groaned into her mouth, then pulled back, gasping, “We need to stop, we need to, ”
Callie grinned, grinding down harder on me, crying out. “Too late.”
The water churned around us, all four locked in tight, until finally Callie collapsed against me, trembling, her body clenching around mine. Melissa shook against my hand, moaning wordsinto my mouth, and Jun trembled with her, her whole body jerking against my palm.
When it broke, we clung there, panting, trembling, the pool quiet again around us. Melissa hid her face against me, whispering, “We can’t stay here.”
Jun nodded quickly, her lips still brushing my jaw. “Room. We need to go back to the room.”
Callie laughed low, kissing me one more time before sliding off, her body hot against mine. “Fine. Room.”
We stumbled up the steps, water streaming from our clothes, the night air cool on overheated skin. Melissa wrapped a towel around herself tight, clutching it like armor. Jun did the same, her eyes down, lips swollen from kissing. Callie slung hers loose, grinning, bare skin flashing with every step as she led us down the hall.
Inside, the room’s dim light glowed over the big bed. Towels clung damp to us, but only for minutes. Melissa sat first, knees pulled up, trying to cover herself. Jun perched beside her, towel slipping lower each time she moved. Callie dropped hers altogether, crawling naked across the sheets, laughing.
Melissa whispered, “We should just sleep.” But her towel slid when I pulled her close, her breasts pressed to me again.
Jun tried to adjust hers, but it fell, baring her. She gasped, covering too late, then let it drop, trembling as she leaned into me.
Callie sprawled across the bed, grinning, her arms wide. “Sleep? With us like this?” She tugged Melissa closer, then Jun, then me, until the bed was filled with naked bodies, skin against skin, every intention of behaving vanishing in the heat of it.
The sheets clung damp to us as we pulled them high, all four of us tucked beneath, pretending it meant something proper. My skin was pressed against theirs, every breath filled with heat and the faint chlorine of the pool. Melissa pressed into one side, her towel abandoned, her breasts warm against my arm, her cross tangled in the sheet. Jun curled close on the other, her bare thigh draped across mine. Callie lay sprawled over all of us, laughing softly, her skin sliding against ours with every move.
Melissa whispered, her voice trembling, “This is too much. All of us, like this.” Her nipple grazed my bicep as she shifted, her thighs brushing my hip.
Jun murmured, “It feels unreal.” Her lips grazed my shoulder when she spoke, her breath shaky, her hand twitching against my chest as if she wanted to pull back but couldn’t.
Callie kissed my throat, grinning against my skin. “Feels perfect,” she whispered, grinding her hips down onto my stomach, her breasts crushed against me under the sheet. “Three of us, one of you. Why fight it?”
Melissa whimpered, hiding her face in my chest. “Because it’s wrong.” But her hand slipped down my stomach under the sheet, fingers trembling as they brushed my cock. She gasped when she touched me, then moaned softly, curling closer.
Jun’s hand joined hers without meaning to, her palm closing over me, warm and hesitant. She whispered, “It feels so strong.” Her thighs spread over my leg, her heat grinding slow against me.
Callie laughed, sliding lower, kissing my chest, then my stomach, dragging the sheet down as she went. “Strong enough for all of us.” She licked me once, teasing, then pulled me into her mouth, sucking slow, her tongue circling.
Melissa moaned, clutching my chest, her nipples stiff against me. “Callie, stop, you’ll make it worse.” Her hips bucked against my side, her fingers tugging at me even as Callie’s mouth slid deeper.
Jun gasped, her lips finding mine suddenly, kissing me hard, her tongue desperate. Her ass ground against my hand as I pulled her closer, squeezing the soft flesh, her heat against my thigh.
Callie groaned around my cock, sucking harder, the sheet falling away until all three of them were naked against me, their bodies sliding together, breasts and thighs brushing in the dark.
Melissa’s mouth found my neck, kissing, nibbling, her hand sliding down to my balls, cupping me as if she couldn’t stop herself. “This feels, so wrong,” she gasped, “but so good.”
Jun’s lips were back on mine, grinding herself against my hand, moaning into my mouth. “We can’t stop now,” she whispered. “None of us can.”
Callie pulled up for a breath, grinning, her lips shiny, then dove back down, sucking me deep. Her moan vibrated through me, sending a jolt all the way to my spine.
The sheet twisted around us, naked skin everywhere, their mouths and hands moving over me, their words tumbling into gasps.The sheet slipped lower with every movement until it was just twisted around our legs, heat trapped beneath it, skin sliding against mine. Callie’s mouth moved down my stomach, tongue dragging over me before she swallowed me deep again. The wet pull of her lips made my hips jerk, but I kept my hands busy ,  one locked around Jun’s ass, pulling her tighter against my thigh, the other buried between Melissa’s legs, my fingers spreading her open, stroking her until she was trembling.
Melissa clung to me, her face pressed to my chest, breath catching each time my fingers pushed deeper inside her. She whispered then moaned over them, grinding her hips into my hand, her breasts sliding wet against me. When I pinched her nipple, she gasped, her teeth sinking into my shoulder like she was trying to anchor herself.
Jun kissed me with a sudden hunger, tongue fierce, her hips grinding down on my thigh, heat coating my skin. She moaned into my mouth when I pulled her nipple between my fingers, her body jerking against my touch. She didn’t let up, kissing me again and again, her hand fisting in my hair while her other slid down, wrapping around me under Callie’s grip, stroking in rhythm with her sucking.
The pressure built from every side ,  Callie’s throat tight and wet around me, Jun’s hand working me when she pulled back to gasp, Melissa’s hips shuddering against my fingers. My cock throbbed, shiny with spit, gripped by mouths and hands while their bodies pressed against me, tangled and writhing.
Melissa lifted her head, eyes glazed, lips swollen. She kissed me hard, her tongue desperate, then broke away only to kiss Jun, their mouths sliding together above me. I felt their breasts crush against my chest, their nipples stiff, skin rubbing as they moved. Jun groaned into Melissa’s mouth, her hips grinding harder against my thigh, and Melissa whimpered, pushing herself back onto my fingers.
Callie groaned around me, bobbing faster, then pulled up for air with a wet gasp. “God, you taste so good,” she panted, stroking me with both hands, drool and spit dripping down my shaft. She grinned up at me, then leaned over and kissed Melissa mid-moan, their mouths shiny with my spit before Melissa fell back against me, shaking.
I grabbed Jun by the hips and pulled her across my face, burying my mouth between her thighs. She cried out, her whole body clenching, grinding down on my tongue. Her hands clutched at my hair, her hips rolling against my mouth as I sucked her clit, tasted the heat spilling from her.
Melissa whimpered beside me, her hand reaching down to stroke me with Callie, their fingers brushing as they pumped me together. Callie leaned in to kiss her again, her tongue sliding deep, their bodies pressed tight against my side while I devoured Jun above me.
The sheet was gone, twisted at our feet. There was nothing left but skin, mouths, hands, and the sound of their gasps filling the room as I touched and tasted them all at once.
Jun’s thighs squeezed around my head as I licked her, her cum coating my mouth. She rocked against me harder, moaning ragged into the air, until Callie pulled her down and kissed her, muffling the sound. Their bodies pressed over me, breasts sliding across my chest, skin shiny and hot.
Melissa stroked me with both hands, her lips brushing mine, panting as she whispered, “We’re lost now.” But her hand pumped faster, her thumb smearing spit and pre-cum over the head, her other hand cupping my balls, squeezing them tight while Callie licked along my shaft between her fingers.
I growled into Jun’s cunt, sucking her clit until she screamed, her hips grinding down on me, thighs trembling. She collapsed forward, her breasts heavy against my face, her nipples dragging over my skin as she moaned into Melissa’s mouth.
Callie pulled me from Melissa’s grip and swallowed me whole, her throat tightening, spit dripping down my length. She bobbed fast, her hand jerking the base, her other squeezing my balls until my hips bucked. Melissa whimpered, kissing her mid-suck, moaning when Callie pulled off with a wet pop and smeared spit across both their lips.
I rolled Jun off and pulled her down on me, sliding her dripping cunt over my cock. She gasped, her nails raking my chest as I filled her. Her pussy clenched tight, her hips slamming down until I was buried deep. She threw her head back, crying out, her breasts bouncing against me.
Melissa straddled my face at once, her soaked slit pressing over my mouth. I spread her with my fingers and licked her deep, her moans breaking into gasps as she rode my tongue, her cross swinging against my nose. She ground harder, her thighs clamping around my head, until she was sobbing and trembling, her juices running down my chin.
Callie straddled my chest, grabbing my hair, forcing her pussy down on my lips between Melissa’s thrusts. I licked her too, tongues slipping from one to the other, Melissa grinding one cheek, Callie grinding the other, both moaning over me, their thighs pressed against my face.
Jun screamed louder, fucking herself down on me faster, her nails digging bloody marks across my chest. Her body clenched tight, then shuddered, collapsing forward. She pressed her lips to Melissa’s, then Callie’s, panting into both their mouths while she twitched on my cock.
I rolled her off, pulling out with a pop, and Callie climbed on next, impaling herself in one sharp drop. She howled, clawing at my shoulders, bouncing fast, her tits slapping my chest. Melissa kissed her, licking her mouth as I fucked up into her hard.
Jun moaned, stroking me at the base, guiding me deeper into Callie while she kissed Melissa’s neck, her tongue dragging down to her breasts. Melissa whimpered, wrapping her legs around me, grinding her cunt against my thigh while Callie rode me wild.
Callie’s hips still moved wild over me, but I gripped her waist and slowed her down, holding her still with my cock buried deep inside her. She whimpered, trying to ride harder, but I pulled her chest against mine and kissed her slow, deep, her tongue circling mine, her breasts crushed against me. She moaned into my mouth, her body trembling as I rolled my hips slow and steady, making her feel every inch.
Melissa pressed against my side, kissing my shoulder, then my neck, her breath hot, her hand stroking me where I disappeared into Callie. “You’re too deep in her,” she whispered, her voice broken, almost jealous but more aroused. Her thighs squeezed mine, her clit grinding on my leg as she watched me fuck Callie slow.
Jun lay draped across my chest, kissing Callie’s mouth each time I broke away, licking my lips from hers. Her hand reached down, cupping Callie’s bouncing breast, squeezing the nipple between her fingers until Callie cried out against me. Jun’s lips found my ear. “You’re taking her,” she whispered, her breath shaking. “And she loves it.”
I pushed harder into Callie, slow, deep strokes that made her moan louder, her nails clawing down my back. Her head fell to my shoulder, her lips open against my skin, whimpering with each thrust. Melissa kissed her neck at the same time, her tongue tracing the line of her collarbone, then moved lower, taking Callie’s nipple into her mouth, sucking while Callie gasped and clung tighter to me.
Jun kissed me hard again, her tongue pushing deep, her breasts sliding against my chest as she ground herself along my thigh. Her heat smeared across me, her hips rocking harder the slower I fucked Callie, the rhythm pulling all of them in.
Callie moaned, her body jerking with each thrust, her pussy gripping me tighter, wetter. “God, fuck, don’t stop,” she begged, kissing Melissa and Jun at once, her lips sliding from one to the other, then back to me.
Melissa pulled off her breast with a pop, moaning. “He’s so deep in you,” she gasped, her hand moving faster between her own thighs as she watched. She grabbed my face suddenly and kissed me hard, her tongue desperate, her cross pendant swinging between our bodies.
Jun reached lower, stroking me at the base where I disappeared into Callie, her fingers wet with both of us. She pressed her forehead to mine, panting. “Slower. Harder. Make her feel it.”
I groaned, holding Callie tight and driving into her with long, deliberate strokes. She screamed against my shoulder, shaking, her whole body quivering as she came, clamping around me, her nails breaking skin down my back.
Melissa moaned at the sound, grinding faster against my thigh, her hand working herself furiously. Jun kissed me again, stroking me through Callie’s spasms, both of them trembling against me as Callie broke apart in my arms.
Callie collapsed against me, trembling, her pussy still twitching around my cock as she panted into my chest. I eased her aside, my hands already reaching for Melissa. She froze when I pulled her onto my lap, straddling me, her towel long gone, her breasts heaving as she clutched the sheet like it might save her.
Her cross swung between us as I cupped her ass, dragging her closer. She shook her head, whispering, “No, no, I can’t, ” but her hips rolled forward anyway, her heat brushing the head of my cock. She gasped, clinging to my shoulders, her thighs spreading as if they had a will of their own.
I kissed her hard, my tongue forcing past her lips, swallowing her broken protest. She moaned into my mouth, trembling, her body softening as I gripped her tighter and lifted her. Her pussy was soaked, hotter than the rest, and when I pushed her down onto me, she screamed into my mouth.
Her nails tore down my back, her eyes squeezed shut as she buried her face against my neck. “God forgive me,” she sobbed, even as she slammed her hips down, taking me all the way inside. Her pussy clenched tight, convulsing around me, every bit of her body saying yes while her lips tried to say no.
I held her ass in both hands, fucking up into her, slow at first, then harder as her cries turned to moans. She rocked on me, breasts bouncing against my chest, nipples dragging across my skin. Her cross tangled between us, cold metal tapping my stomach with every thrust.
Jun pressed against my side, kissing Melissa’s neck, licking the sweat dripping down her skin. “You wanted this,” she whispered, her lips brushing her ear. “Don’t lie.” She reached down, rubbing Melissa’s clit as I drove into her, making her cry out louder, her body jerking.
Callie slid to my other side, sucking Melissa’s nipple into her mouth, tugging it with her teeth until Melissa gasped and clung tighter to me. “She’s perfect,” Callie moaned around her breast, stroking my cock where it disappeared into Melissa, her fingers wet with both our fluids.
Melissa shook, her whole body trembling as she rode me harder, faster, her thighs slapping against mine. She whimpered into my ear, broken and senseless, “God forgive, God forgive, ” until her words collapsed into pure moans. She kissed me, desperate, tongue wild, sucking my mouth like she needed to consume me.
I grabbed her hair, pulling her head back, watching her face as I fucked her harder. Her eyes rolled, her lips wet and swollen, her cross shining in the lamplight. She screamed, her pussy gripping me like a fist, and then she shattered, collapsing against me, sobbing into my chest as her orgasm tore through her.
Melissa collapsed against my chest, trembling, her sweaty skin pressed to mine as her breathing slowed. I stroked her back, then eased her to the side, her cross glinting where it lay against the sheet. Jun was still curled at my hip, watching, her eyes dark, her lips parted.
I grabbed her by the waist and pulled her forward, turning her onto her hands and knees. She froze for a heartbeat, hair spilling across her face, her skirt bunched at her waist. “No,” she whispered, shaking her head, but she didn’t move away. Her thighs spread wider on the sheets, her ass lifting almost involuntarily.
I pushed the fabric aside, exposing the soft curve of her ass and the glistening heat between her legs. She gasped when my cock rubbed against her, her back arching, her arms trembling under her. “I shouldn’t, ” she moaned, breaking off when I pushed inside.
Her whole body clenched around me, so tight I had to grip her hips to force myself deeper. She cried out, her voice sharp, then bit the sheet in her teeth, muffling the sound as her body adjusted. When I was fully buried, she moaned deep, guttural, her back arching higher, her ass pressing back against me.
Melissa reached over, cupping Jun’s breast, squeezing her nipple until she screamed into the sheets. “She’s perfect,” Melissa whispered, kissing her shoulder. “She needed this.”
Callie slid beside her, kissing her mouth when she lifted her head, licking her tongue, then biting her lip. “She’s hotter than both of us,” Callie teased, slapping Jun’s ass lightly as I drove into her harder.
Jun’s arms gave out, her chest flattening against the bed, her ass high, trembling as I pounded her. Her moans filled the room, muffled only when Callie kissed her again, their tongues locked while Melissa rubbed her clit.
I groaned, slamming into her, her pussy gripping me so tight I nearly lost it. Her nails clawed the sheets, her back arching, her breasts dragging against the linen with each thrust. “I can’t, I can’t, ” she gasped, then screamed, her body shuddering around me as she came hard, her thighs shaking.
I pulled out, her juice coating me, and the three of them collapsed in a knot on the bed. Callie grinned, already moving to all fours beside Jun. “Line us up,” she said, smirking over her shoulder, spreading her ass wide for me.
Melissa trembled, her face red, but she crawled next to her, her cross swinging as she sank into the same position, ass lifted, pussy glistening. “This is insane,” she whispered, but she spread her thighs anyway.
Jun was still quivering, her face buried in the sheets, but she lifted herself too, crawling forward until all three were on their hands and knees, asses swaying, their hair spilling across their backs.
They knelt in a line before me, asses lifted, backs arched, hair spilling over bare shoulders. Melissa in the middle, trembling, her cross dangling beneath her, breasts swaying with every nervous breath. Jun to her left, still quivering from her first surrender, her thighs spread wider now, ready. Callie on the right, smirking over her shoulder, her pussy already dripping, daring me.
I moved behind Melissa first, gripping her hips, pressing myself into her swollen folds. She gasped, burying her face in the sheet. “No, no, ” she whispered, even as her body pushed back, sucking me deep. Her pussy clamped around me, hotter than fire, and I slammed into her, her cross swinging as her breasts slapped against her chest.
Jun moaned just from watching, pressing her face into Melissa’s shoulder, their hair tangling. I reached across, sliding two fingers into her as I fucked Melissa, her moans rising in sync, her ass rocking against my hand.
Callie laughed, reaching between her thighs, stroking herself as she arched her back higher. “Don’t waste time on them,” she teased, her voice sharp, “you know you want me.”
I pulled out of Melissa, strings connecting us, and shoved into Callie with one hard thrust. She screamed, throwing her head back, her ass slapping against me as she ground back hard. Her pussy milked me, wet and greedy, her nails clawing the sheets.
Melissa moaned beside her, trembling. “It’s too much,” she whispered, but her hand slid down, stroking herself while she pressed her mouth to Callie’s shoulder, kissing her through her cries.
Jun couldn’t hold back, she grabbed my cock as I pulled from Callie and dragged me into herself. Her pussy clenched hard, wet and tight, her whole body arching as I drove in. She cried out, muffled against Melissa’s arm, her ass shaking as I pumped her deep, her juices spilling down her thighs.
I grabbed both their hips, switching between them, out of Jun, back into Callie, both of them gasping as my cock slammed from one to the other, spreading their wet heat across me. Their moans tangled, Callie’s sharp cries mixing with Jun’s desperate sobs.
Melissa whimpered, rocking against my thigh, begging. “Me, please, ” Her hand clutched my wrist, dragging me back to her. I shoved into her again, deep and hard, and she screamed into the sheets, her whole body convulsing as she came, her cross bouncing against her breasts.
Jun collapsed against Melissa, their mouths finding each other in a frantic kiss while Callie bit Melissa’s shoulder, her hips still grinding back at me. I pulled out and thrust into Callie again, the  heat swallowing me, her scream muffled as she kissed Jun at the same time.
I kept rotating, pounding into Melissa until she broke again, into Jun until she shook and cried, into Callie until her voice was raw, all three of them pressed together, sweat and spit and cum smearing across the sheets.
The bed shook under us, the sheets twisted, my thighs slapping wetly against them one by one. Melissa’s moans had gone hoarse, her cross bouncing with each thrust. Jun clung to her, their hair tangled together, both gasping as I drove into Jun hard from behind. Callie arched next to them, her back wet with sweat, her ass rising high, begging for me again.
I switched between them without pause, Melissa’s pussy gripping me tight, then Callie’s wet heat swallowing me down, then Jun’s quivering slit clutching as if she couldn’t let me go. They writhed in a line, their hips rocking, their voices spilling into moans and cries that tangled together, filling the room.
Melissa sobbed into the sheets, her ass pressing back to take me deeper. “God forgive me,” she gasped, her whole body trembling as I pumped into her. Jun whimpered beside her, “Don’t stop, don’t stop,” her voice raw, her back arching higher each time I slammed into her. Callie only laughed, wild and breathless, crying out, “Harder, give me all of it,” her nails tearing at the linen.
The sight of their three asses swaying before me, wet and spread, their backs glistening under the lamplight, sent heat coiling tight in my gut. I grabbed them all, Melissa’s waist in one hand, Jun’s ass in the other, my cock buried in Callie as I drove hard and fast. Their bodies jerked together, their moans blending, the mattress squealing beneath us.
The pressure broke. I pulled out, stroking myself furiously, towering over them as they collapsed forward on their elbows, still grinding their hips in rhythm. Melissa’s cross swung loose, her back twisting and trembling. Jun arched low, hair spilling down, her ass swaying in helpless circles. Callie looked over her shoulder, grinning through sweat and spit, her breasts hanging heavy as she pushed her ass up high.
My orgasm tore through me. I groaned loud, hot ropes shooting across their bare backs, streaking Melissa’s shoulder blades, dripping down Jun’s spine, spraying over Callie’s ass and lower back. They gasped at the sudden heat, shuddering as it splattered over their skin, the three of them moaning in unison beneath me.
Melissa whimpered, her body still rocking, cum streaking her cross where it dangled between her breasts. “Oh God,” she whispered, her voice broken.
Jun’s back flexed under the mess, her lips parted as she moaned low, shivering from the sensation.
Callie reached back with her hand, smearing it across herself, then licking her fingers with a wild grin. “Perfect,” she panted, her eyes burning as she looked at me.
The three of them writhed together on the sheets, their backs glistening with my cum, their bodies trembling, their hips still grinding against the air as if they couldn’t stop.
I fell over them, pressing my chest to their sweaty skin, kissing shoulders, tasting salt and release, their moans softening into little whimpers as they collapsed into one tangled knot beneath me.
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