
        
            
                
            
        

    















My body slowly spun around in place where I hung it from the surface of the centre of the roof-top infinity pool. If I kept my breath slow and even enough without emptying my lungs too much, I could hang weightless, motionless, and utterly unfeeling forever, hearing nothing, seeing nothing — my eyes closed to the sun — and smelling and feeling nothing either, the water was so exactly at that precise temperature that it didn’t seem to exist.
I lifted my head slightly and cracked open one eyelid. It was a perfectly designed infinity pool. The mirroring edge merged with the shimmering Bahia de Banderas, the Bay of Flags, the flags having been tropical bird feathers — what the indigenous warriors were carrying when Cortes and his gang came to battle them for The Rocks, which was the name of the village that became Puerto Vallarta, Mexico, Cortes having won.
All was at peace now, though. I re-inhabited my body, and re-animated it, too, and found the bottom with my reaching toes. I walked as though on the moon to the wide, two-foot deep steps, and emerged with rivulets of soft water running down my body, onto the blinding white cement deck so hot, I curled my foot arches up from it, and I hung a towel over my head for the sun.
Arrayed four in a row from my left to my right directly in front of me, each of them lying exactly the same — on their backs on flat loungers with their arms down at their sides — was Dakota in a new lime green bikini, Alana in a new deep black bikini, Laila in a new striking crimson bikini, and Tatum in a new aqua blue bikini. Alana’s fist twisted in her towel.
Tatum shaded her eyes and smiled and waved from her hip, barely lifting her hand from where it lay beside her. Laila wriggled and grinned and waved too, without opening her eyes. Alana opened her narrow eyes at me and stuck her tongue out.
We’d taken a trip together to Puerto Vallarta for the winter break from school. The sun was hot. The breeze was gentle. The scent was all salt and sea. We could hear the waves wash the loose and round rocks around the shore below us. Light music played on the edge of conscious awareness. A pelican swooped low over the top of the new high-rise we rented a condo in, and pushed the wind with its wide, lazy wings, looking down at me with one widely bulging eye, judgmental and wary, a pursed-lip sneer, it seemed, stretched down his long beak.
I know, pelican, I know: it was more fun than God allows.
Dakota shaded her eyes with her cupped hand. “Can I talk to you about something downstairs?” she said. Alana looked over at her suspiciously through one squinted eye but Dakota patted her hand and pushed herself up from the horizontal lounger. She glanced over her shoulder to check if anyone else was watching, and she seized me around the wrist and took me into the shade outside the rooftop elevator doors. Another couple came onto the elevator the floor directly under us and we rode in silence to the 4th floor where we stayed.
Inside the door to our rented condo, Dakota shut and locked it, before stepping back from me biting the inside of her cheek. It wasn’t like her to be bashful.
“What’s up?” I said.
She snorted and looked sideways and bit her lip and rolled her eyes. She sagged in her shoulders and crossed her bare feet over each other. “I don’t know why,” she said, and she stared at the ceiling and swung her head back and forth. “But I’m just feeling. . . “ she said, and she paused and she jutted her chin as through struggling with the urge to say it. “ . . . so fucking horny!” she finally said in a whisper, wincing, and she squealed and covered her face in her hands and turned away from me.
I came up behind her and gripped the nape of her neck and squeezed. “It’s okay to feel those things,” I said, “it’s a natural part of growing up.”
“Fuck off!” she shrieked and laughed, and she ducked and curled away from my hands. She stepped backward with her thumbs tucked in the waist of her lime green bikini bottoms. “So, I was lying there and couldn’t get this image out of my mind,” she said. “It was driving me absolutely wild.”
“And what image was that?” I said, following her, grinning.
She snorted and pushed her bikini bottoms down, stretching them between her thighs, before they fell down her shins, and she stepped out of them where they crumpled on the cool marble floor. She cupped both hands over her pussy. “Being fucked . . . ” she said, emphasizing the “f,” and she half turned and looked at the wood-topped island counter in the kitchen end of the open condo. “ . . . on a kitchen counter.”
I chuckled and she covered her face in her hands and turned and skipped further over to the kitchen. “Get over here!” she called to me. “I’m so fucking wet already, I swear to god I was going to cum up there on the roof just thinking about it!”
She pulled herself up to sit on the edge of the island, her back to me, and she eased herself down onto her elbows first, and then flat on her back. She pulled her knees up and hooked her heels on the edge of the counter and dropped her legs open. She covered her bared pussy in her cupped hands again and arched high enough in her back, her head rolled up on its top so she could find me behind her with her upside down eyes.
“Do you want to know what we all did before the trip came up?” she said.
“What?” I said, pulling the knot from my shorts and stepping toward her while stepping out of them where they dropped near her bottoms.
“We bought a laser hair remover,” she said in a matter of fact tone. She parted her hands and showed me and laughed in squeals.
“All of you?” I said.
“Uh-huh,” she said to me. I walked around the island and she puled her hands away and spread her arms straight out to her sides. She arched up higher in her back and sucked breath through her narrowly-clenched teeth. She wriggled on her ass and smiled up at me from the surface of the counter where she hung her body flat and loose. “We thought it would be exciting for you.”
I put my hands on her high-poking knees, pushed down to spread her thighs open wider, and looked down at her young, smooth, and perfect body. Her hips danced over the counter surface under my gaze and she giggled up at me. Her groin was pure, clean, and smooth. Her pussy lips, pink and full, opened like a flower. Her pussy saliva oozed from the crevice between her lips. I swallowed and she caught her breath and dropped her chin wide open. The musk of sweet cinnamon filled my senses. “It’s beautiful,” I said.
“I couldn’t wait to show you,” she said.
I pushed up to the edge of the counter and watched my hands travel over her hips and up her sides, over her breasts, and up around her neck. It was her turn to swallow.
My cock grew big and hard. I poked the head around the soft skin surrounding her clean pussy, and she chased me with it, trying to grapple with my cock, trying to catch it, to swallow it. I poked the shiny hard head at the very centre of her lips where her saliva oozed from her, and she gripped the edge of the counter and curled her toes down hard.
“Don’t be so mean,” she groaned.
I sank myself into her. She was so wet, there was no resistance, no friction, just the sensation of sliding under warm water. I continued in one slow, steady motion, filling her, stretching her. She shut her eyes and rolled her head back. Her chest jutted up and her breasts stretched the cups of her green bikini, threatening to bust the ties.
“Fuck, Ethen!” she groaned, and she whimpered.
My hips bumped into her upturned thighs and she gasped an inhalation with her mouth dropped wide open. When I withdrew from her sucking and grasping pussy nearly all the way out of her, her body erupted up from the counter surface, her head fell further back, and she shivered. “Jesus!” she groaned. “So good!”
I plunged myself back into her with my cock now glistening wet from her pussy and she sank, collapsed, onto the countertop and slapped it with her hands and thrashed with her head side to side. “I’m going to fucking cum so fast!” she cried.
I withdrew from her until just the tip of the head of my cock touched the undulating lips of her grasping pussy, and I rammed myself back into her hard enough to jolt her body and skid her back over the cool countertop. She clenched down tightly in her core and stopped breathing. Her eyebrows shot up and her mouth fell more widely open. She shook violently under me and I felt her pussy muscles contract so tightly around my shaft, it almost hurt.
I pulled back up and nearly out of her and she screamed and flopped side to side under me. Her fingers grasped the air between us, greedily searching for my hips to yank. I penetrated her more deeply, more harder, yet, and she grimaced and grunted and convulsed under me. I kept my cock this time buried inside her to the hilt. Her body thrashed under me and her pussy grappled and milked at my cock. She shot her head toward my arm where my hand was planted in the countertop beside her head and she bit down on my skin hard enough to leave a full set of teeth marks on me, deep and red. I felt her pussy, and then her whole body, convulse with spasms, and the tension in her core shot up in a spike, quivered at the peak, and finally released itself all at once.
No kidding she was ready to cum fast. She sounded like a devil two octaves lower than her usual voice and her body seemed to deflate like a pricked balloon. I was unable to hold back, even if I stayed still inside her. Her pussy spasms were too strong, too full of suction and grappling muscles, and while she continued to thrash in her whole body under me, I shivered, I spasmed, and I grimaced harder than her. But I was unable to hold it back. I jerked in my body and erupted into her pussy, hard, deep, and violently.
I staggered back from the counter and nearly fell backward if not for the counter behind me, and I wavered on my weak knees. She sat up and cupped her hands around her pussy, but it was no good. I gushed from her and ran over the counter and down over the edge to the floor. “Whoops,” she said and she laughed.
We wiped ourselves up and pulled our bottoms back on. “That was a doozy, Mr. Ethen,” she said. “Thank you,” she whispered, and she stood on her toes and kissed me on my cheek. “I so needed that.” She took my hand in hers and lead me back up to the roof of the building. She ignored the eyes of Tatum, Laila, and Alana and laid her freshly fucked body back down on her lounger like she had maybe gone for a glass of water only.
I pulled a chair under the shade of a deck umbrella and opened my book. I didn’t see Alana come, I only felt her hand, cool and smooth, slink around my bicep. I lifted my drowsy eyes up to find her gesturing silently with her head for me to follow her and her delicious jet-black bikini.
I glanced at the others. Everyone was in a quiet, contemplative state and remained unaware of our motions. On the elevator, she finally spoke. “What did you and Dakota just do?” she said.
I had practiced a policy of total honesty with the four of them ever since I met them — it seemed way safer than to start with compounding lies. I could tell they all talked all the time anyway, so there was no gain from obfuscating anything.
“We fucked,” I said.
“Where?” she said, unfazed.
“On the kitchen counter, the island,” I said.
She snickered. “That’s her fantasy, did she tell you that?”  she said.
“She did,” I said, and I nodded.
“Want to know what mine is?” she said, and she pushed open the heavy door to the condo.
“I get the feeling you’re about to tell me,” I said.
She stuck her tongue out at me. “We talked on the plane about our fantasies,” she said.
“I thought you were all texting.”
“That’s how we always talk in front of you without you knowing,” she said.
“Figures,” I said.
“In the shower,” she said.
“Wash up you mean?” I said.
“No, silly,” she said. “My fantasy is to get fucked in a shower, hot water splashing over our bodies all over,” she said. “Steam and soap everywhere.”
She reached behind her back and unclasped her top and pushed her thumbs down inside the waist of her bottoms and was stripped naked before I took in what she was asking. She danced high on her toes away from me and laughed over her shoulder at me, and disappeared into one of the bathrooms, the large one, the luxurious one.
She peaked around the edge of the door. “You have to let me get in first, and get started, and then surprise me, sneak up on me, and force yourself inside with me,” she said, “even if I try to hold the door closed.” She laughed with shyness. “And then take me against the glass,” she said, and she laughed more with squeals and shut the door. “Wait until it’s all steamy and wet,” she shouted through it.
I stared out the balcony windows at the day unfolding below us in the streets, buses crawling, tourists gawking, locals finding the hidden food carts in the alleys and getting a quick burrito lunch in.
“Ready!” I heard her voice from the shower in the bathroom. I dropped my trunks for the second time that day, and edged my way through the bathroom door. It was steamy and the glass surrounding the shower was fogged up. Alana stood facing the shower head with her head back, her eyes closed, and her fingers stroking out her hair, rinsing it. I stepped over to the glass door and put my hand on the handle.
Alana pretended to startle inside the foggy shower. I pulled the door open. She yelped and scrambled her arms over her body unsuccessfully covering it and she turned away and cowered from me, curling her shoulders around her chest and pulling one knee up and twisting around.
“What do you want?” she barked at me.
I stepped inside. She pretended to be alarmed, gasping and popping her eyes open wide at me, as though only then noticing that I was naked, too.
“You shouldn’t be in here!” she cried out loud at me.
I staunched an urge to laugh. Her acting was, to say the least, sub-par. I let the door close behind me and I stepped over the puddle-covered shower floor toward her.
She spun herself as though to get away, only to end up facing the tiled wall, her arms up, her hands flat on the tiles above her head, her feet spread and up on her toes, arching her back and jutting out her ass. She twisted around and, through strands of wet hair over her face, she said, in a pretend-scared voice, “What are you going to do to me?”
I snickered. “What I should have been doing to you since you first showed up in my wife’s seminar,” I said.
It was her turn to snicker this time. She frowned with a grin at me a moment before picking up the thread. “She said you weren’t going to be home, that I could use the shower, that it was going to be safe for me.”
“Oh you’re going to be safe, alright,” I said, and I slapped her ass and wrapped my hands around the sides of her hips. “So long as you keep your mouth shut.”
She gasped and dropped her mouth wide open at me. Then she looked down over her shoulder at my hands squeezing tighter around her hips, as though it was impossible to believe. “I won’t tell — but only if you’re gentle with me,” she said. She even made her voice waver.
I rolled my eyes and shook my head and snorted. It wasn’t even as good as the worst porn acting ever. “Just like that?” I said in my normal voice.
“What?” she said and she laughed. “Maybe she knew he was going to be home and kind of wanted something to happen — you never had an older crush?”
“Shut up!” I said.
She startled at my abruptness but also started to jiggle from laughing.
“Turn around!” I barked.
“Okay, fine,” she said, still jiggling. “Bossy much?”
I pushed my hand on her back to bend her over and I slipped my hand around the front of her abdomen and yanked her backward and up to my hips.
“Oh my god,” she said in a hushed voice, slipping out of character again. “Have you actually done this before?”
“I said . . . “ I repeated to her.
She started laughing again, uncontrollably this time. I kicked her ankles and spread her legs wider. She screamed and laughed at the same time. I hefted my cock in my hand — I was heavy and nearly fully erect, even thought we’d been laughing more than arousing each other, but maybe she was right. The hot water, the steam, the wet, smooth skin . . . the forbidden territory. It was seductive. I poked the head of my cock at the gap between her thighs.
She sucked breath through her teeth and arched her back deeper. I cupped my hand around her groin from behind and found the slit in her pussy lips with my middle finger. As Dakota had indicated, she was clean and pure and smooth of all hair there as well. It felt good — warm, smooth, and slippery. The head of my cock pushed into her pussy before I realized I was in there. It was the different temperature, the different kind of wetness, that told me I was inside her.
That and her neck muscles bulging and her breath gasping. She pushed herself higher on her raised toes and bent over further into the wall. Her hips pushed back into my hips, and her pussy enveloped the head and then the shaft of my cock. She lifted a foot and caught it on the side wall, spreading her hips wider, and she pushed her spread hands into the two walls around her. I tightened my grip on the front bones of her hips and bounded my body into hers from behind.
Her hot, syrupy lube coated my cock, while streams of hot water washed down our nude bodies and steam filled our eyes and lungs. Her hands and toes squeaked on the glass and the slapping of my hips against her ass cheeks splashed water up to my face. She twisted hard around and penetrated my mouth with her searching tongue. I filled her pussy with my straining hard cock, and I pushed her body against the glass harshly.
“Are you going to cum inside me?” she cried at me over her shoulder.
“Tell me why I shouldn’t!” I growled at her.
“Cum wherever you want, but hurry!” she said. “Your wife is in the bedroom!”
I started to laugh and struggled to stop it. But Alana pushed harder on the glass walls and backed me up against the other one. She mashed her ass cheeks into my hips and rotated herself against me. She bent over like a folding jackknife and pushed against the opposite wall to pin me between her ass and the glass behind me.
“You’re a bad man!” she cried out, “making me cum like this!”
I looked down at her and frowned with confusion. But inside her pussy, the contractions left no doubt. She wasn’t kidding. I tried to hold myself back, but her pussy squeezed me and her heat went up several more degrees. She whimpered and gasped and pushed me harder into her, pressing me to the glass behind me and leaving me no control whatever. I shook and I lost my breath and I dropped my mouth wide open. Alana’s pussy seemed to stroke me from inside. My toes curled and tension gripped my body. I shook all over and clenched my teeth. I felt her run. I tried to hold back, but I lost my grip, and I ejaculated with complete exhaustion into her pussy from behind.
Alana shook violently and cried out loud so harshly to the ceiling in the shower, the echos worried me about the neighbors. I shot spasm after spasm into her and her entire body convulsed with her pussy still rammed up over the full length of my cock. I staggered but regained my footing and held her hips and thrashed her roughly. She bent over in front of me and hung like a rug over a line. My cum gushed out of her sagging pussy and ran down her leg. She fell from my grip and slid down the front of my body and onto the floor of the shower. I shook in my knees and slid down the glass behind me, and together we sprawled akimbo all over the floor, the hot shower spraying us and the steam hiding us.
She began laughing first and she rolled onto her back and played with the spray on her face and mouth and spit a mouthful up and over onto my face. I managed to reach with my heel up to the controls and I pushed  the water off. We caught our breath tangled up on the floor of the shower and finally crawled out and found towels and kissed over the sink.
“We could make a movie,” she said.
“That would be a great idea for five teachers at an elementary school,” I nodded.
“Good point,” she said. We pulled our swimwear on again and made our way, staggering and helping each other, back up to the rooftop deck. Dakota snickered and rolled over. Alana slapped her shoulder and told her to shut up and she laid down on her stomach, too.
Not being one to enjoy sunning on loungers, I went back to my chair set in the shade of an umbrella and picked my book up again. Last time I tried, I got three pages in before Alana stopped me. This time, I got two, before Laila blocked the light. I looked up.
She stood between the sun and me with her hands on her hips looking like a model in her low-riding crimson-red bikini. She swept strands of hair off her face and tucked them behind her ear. “I know what’s been going on,” she said down to me in a voice too quiet for the others to hear.
“What’s been going on?” I said, looking up and shading my eyes with my hand curved over my brow.
She rolled her eyes and went to the elevator and pushed the button. When I didn’t immediately follow her, she glanced back at me and urged me with a secret curling hand and she flared her eyes at me, as though she couldn’t believe I wasn’t already behind her. But I couldn’t tell her I was too exhausted. I put my book down and glanced at the others. Dakota waved me onward. Alana laughed. I jutted my chin, I turned my face up to the sun, and I went to the elevator whose doors were held open with Laila’s hand curving out and around the edge.
“It’s all Dakota’s fault,” she said when the doors swooshed closed on us. “She got everybody talking about fantasies. She said we had you, we were going to be in Mexico, so if not now, when?”
“She said that?” I said.
“She did,” Laila said, and she grinned, she turned toward me, and she draped her arms over my shoulders. “We all have them, don’t you know that by now?” she said, and she sank her mouth over my mouth and moaned inside our kiss. She wavered on her hips and brushed the front of her bikini bottoms side to side over the front of my shorts.
“What’s your’s?” I said.
People came on the elevator and we shifted to the back. But she remained hung from me, her arms around my neck, her hips jutted forward and brushing side to side against mine. “The balcony, on a sunny day,” she said and she laughed.
“It’s a sunny day,” I said.
She grinned widely at me and brushed her nose side to side over my nose. “Uh-huh,” she said and she giggled.
We hung sheets and towels on the railings to hide our balcony well enough. And we used cushions from the couch to make the cement floor out there more comfortable. We got down on our backs and scanned around at the sky and bricks around us. It looked hidden enough. “You like?” I said.
“It’s perfect,” she said. She brought both her knees up together and pushed her crimson bikini bottoms down from her hips and stretched them, pulling them over her legs and off her toes, and she laughed. She sat up and pulled her hair over her shoulder and turned her back to me, allowing me to unclasp her bikini top. She held the cups to her breasts and had one last scan around to make sure, before she pulled the top away from her body and tossed it back in through the door.
“Come on!” she said, and she knelt between my pulled-up knees and started yanking on my swim shorts. I rocked onto my back and lifted my legs, allowing her to pull them off my legs.
“Feels wild, doesn’t it?” she said, turning the front of her nude body to the midday sunshine, and uncovering my body to the streams of sun, too.
“Feels weird being nude in the daytime and warmed by the sunshine,” I said.
“I know right?” she said.
I laid on my back and flattened my body on the cushions we spread on the floor of the balcony and absorbed the prickly sunlight and let its warmth spread through my body. I didn’t have to open my eyes to confirm the sensation that filled my groin. It was Laila’s mouth, softer than feathers, warmer than warm water, and wet like a jungle swamp, close around the head of my cock. She sucked gently and it stirred inside her mouth and thickened, lengthened, and hardened — not for the first time that day.
She giggled and carefully stepped her knee over my chest to crouch down over my body in reverse. She tucked her hair behind her ear and sank her mouth, so enveloping, so warming, so sucking, down the length of my cock, and she dangled her pussy — clean, pure, and soft just like the others — over my mouth.
I kissed her protruding lips where they dangled, wet and filled, over my mouth. She shivered and moaned with my cock deeply buried in her mouth and her tongue whipped around my shaft inside. I poked the semi-hard tip of my narrowed tongue around the periphery of her hardening nib and she shivered and squealed, muffled, and sucked harder on my cock. Her head bobbed and she closed her little fist around the base of my shaft.
I touched, pressed, and licked my tongue in the crease of her abdomen, over her perineum, and across the top of her enflamed lips, and I even pushed my tongue, full and fat, inside her lips, but I didn’t touch her clit directly.
She cried and groaned and sucked on my cock. Her hips curled in and out and chased my tongue around. She tried to mash her clitoris into my lips, but I pulled away. She shook and I kissed her lips and sucked them in my mouth and flicked my tongue over them. She lifted her head from my groin and gasped at the sky with her chin dropping wide open. And then she dove down on me with renewed vigor and sucked with high-pitched moans and determination on my shaft.
I circled her clit with my tongue in ever shrinking rotations, and I drew my lips and tongue over her pussy lips and skin with ever lighter touches.
She panted and groaned and squeezed my cock in her hand almost too tightly. She sucked on my cock almost too hard. Her hips vibrated and her breathing went jagged. She pulled her mouth off my cock and panted for breath. I sucked her pussy in my mouth and flicked my tongue over her, and she mashed her hips down into my face hard enough to hurt my nose. She squeezed and shook my cock, and half-whispering, half crying, she said “Fuck!” up to the sky.
I planted my lips around her clitoris, I sucked it into my mouth, and flicked my tongue over it directly.
She squealed, she stiffened, and she stopped breathing. I flicked my tongue over it again, and she murmured and clenched her teeth. “Ethen!” she cried out in a tiny, breathless voice. I sucked her clit into my mouth and pulled back, letting it snap back from me and reverberate through her body.
She gasped, she shivered, and she tensed up all over. I could see ripples of spasms ripping through her body. I did it again and she shot up high on her knees, she gripped her bare breasts hard in her hands, and she cried breathlessly like someone falling off a cliff. I barely licked her clit and my mouth was flooded with her oozing glisten, warm and thick. She fell down on her hands and knees and humped her hips messily all over my face. Her hair hung from her head and swept over my cock.
She quickly spun around on top of me and came down to kiss me deeply and with probing tongue. “Fuck that was big!” she groaned with a whimpering cry. She closed her hand around my cock where she found it reaching down between our bodies, and she sank her pussy, bare, smooth, and overheating, down over the head of my cock. It felt like it was going to burn me.
She kissed me on the mouth sloppy and messy and humped my hips with her hips, taking my cock deep inside her sloshy wet pussy. “Cum inside me,” she whispered hoarsely in my ear and she licked it and poked her tongue in it. She mashed her smooth and soft pussy down hard over my cock. She laughed and spun around on me and began to hump her hips with her back to me, reverse cowgirl style.
She looked over her shoulder at me and laughed. “Nice?” she said.
“Uh-huh,” I said, barely able to talk.
She gripped my ankles and spread her knees and lifted her face to the sunshine beaming down on us. “You feel so good,” she said. “You always do.”
I grunted. I couldn’t say words.
“I swear to god,” she said. “I wasn’t like this before you showed up,” she said. “None of us were.”
“I find that hard to believe,” I groaned.
She slammed her ass down on my hips and ground her pussy down around my cock. “We were four very well behaved and careful teachers,” she said. “We have to be,” she groaned.
Her pussy tightened up around my shaft. “Are you going to cum again?” I groaned, barely able to hold on, yet again during that extraordinary day.
“Uh-huh,” she groaned at me. I thought she was making fun of me, imitating the way I was barely able to talk. But soon her pussy fluttered all over inside and she sank down over my legs.
I could feel a new liquid warmth flood my groin. Her pussy squeezed me inside with contractions. I bounded up from the cushions and slammed my hips up into her. She cried out loud and I ejaculated. I bounced her body so hard on my thrusting hips, she laughed and whooped like she was on a ride. I barely had cum enough to fill her. Those girls — they weren’t giving me any recovery time between them.
She came off me and we laid together catching our breath in the sunshine lying on our backs and bathing in it. “Dakota told me you did her on the kitchen counter,” she said. She rolled her head toward mine and we kissed casually. “You made her dream come true. Just like mine.”
We struggled up onto our feet and staggered around, laughing at each other, and putting the cushions back and feeding each other snacks and water. We brought some food up to the roof for the others, and fresh cold water in a thermos, too. We put the plate on the foot of Alana’s lounger and everyone pulled up, eager for the morsels we brought.
“You made us all hungry!” Dakota said. She mussed her hand in my hair. Alana bumped her shoulder into mine and snorted. “I’m pleased,” she said. Laila groaned and scanned around the pool behind her before clutching her hand hard in her groin. “Hurts so good!” she groaned and she laughed. They all laughed.
Except for Tatum. She stood up, she snorted out her nose and frowned at the rest of them, and spun away. She also snatched my wrist in her hand and yanked me up behind her. “I always have to go last!” she said over her shoulder, and she tugged me angrily to the elevator.
“What’s your fantasy then?” I said.
She turned away and hid her face. I kissed the back of her head. She turned to me. “I don’t have one,” she said.
“What do you want to do?” I said.
She kissed me deeply and sank her face against my chest. “Just go to bed with you?” she said.
We continued kissing and making out down the hallway. We barely got through the door, we were so deeply kissing. We didn’t part our lips even to strip our swimsuits off. We peeled the sheets back from the bed and continued kissing as we fell beside each other into it. She flicked her hair out from under her head and fanned it out and around the thick pillows. She pulled her knees up around my waist and I sank my hips down into her body. My cock penetrated her and she curled her hips up to give me deeper access into her furthest recesses.
We continued kissing and moaning and not talking at all. She locked her ankles together in my back and closed her elbows around my neck. I pulled off her mouth because it sounded like she was starting to cry. But that wasn’t it. She was catching her breath, her arousal rising up in her faster and deeper than she was expecting.
“I think I love you,” she whispered, and she buried her face in my neck and pushed her hips up into mine above her, and my cock sank deeper into her pussy. I lowered myself to my elbows and we kissed the whole time as we slowly, evenly, and gently rocked together.
It seemed to come out of nowhere, when she bit down on the nape of my neck. Her body shivered only slightly and she caught her breath and tapped lightly with her finger on my shoulder. I pulled up enough to see her eyebrows dance over her forehead and her mouth drop open. She quivered. I felt her pussy contract and she buried her face up and in my neck again, embarrassed.
I had nothing left in me. She rolled on her side and I spooned her from behind and hugged and held her. We accidentally fell asleep like that.
We were awakened later by the other three who were noisy talking as they came in, openly wondering where we went. It was Alana who discovered us in the big bedroom. I shut my eyes to pretend I was sleeping, just like Tatum really was. The three of them stood in the doorway, Alana, Laila, and Dakota, watching Tatum and I sleep, all nude and wrapped up with each other.
“Let them sleep,” Dakota said, and she shut the door on us.
The afternoon turned to evening and I slipped in and out of sleep. I was awakened by Tatum who was kissing me. “They’re all out there!” she whispered and she tittered. She pushed the sheet from my body and curled herself down into my lap. I was lying on my side. She pushed her mouth over the head of my slumbering cock and licked and kissed it. It grew in her mouth. She continued to slither her tongue around it and to suck on it and kiss it. With only a finger and her thumb, she stroked it. It was lighter than any of them had ever touched me.
I rolled onto my back and draped my arm over my eyes. Tatum followed me over and took me in her mouth deeper, and wrapped her fist around the base of my cock, but she remained light with her touch, and extremely light with her mouth and lips.
The sensation was unexpected. The tension she incurred in me was overpowering. The lighter she touched me, the more my mind focused down on it, the desire, the need, rushing up on me like a constricting smoke.
She flicked her tongue impossibly lightly at the head of my cock and my whole body flinched. She kissed it lighter than a butterfly and my body curled up. She put her mouth down over the head without her lips touching me, and I gasped and dropped my chin wide open. She gave me head over my entire cock down to the base, without anything more than her breath touching me. I shook like a leaf on a twig. My toes curled in and my fists went hard.
She dragged the back of her fingernail up the underside of my cock and blew on the head. My whole body spasmed. “Now you know how I feel,” she said, and she closed her lips around the base, she slithered her tongue around my shaft, and she squeezed her hand around the base.
I instantly convulsed and my core went hard. I squeezed my eyes shut and my thighs turned to steel. She pulled up on my cock with the fullness of her mouth and hand, and my whole body lifted off the bed. She pumped her mouth back down my cock, and I erupted like a capped volcano into her mouth, all over her face, and down over her neck and chest and breasts.
She squealed out loud, pumping me in her fist, my cum shooting up in great arcs and landing all over her nude body. The other three came running in, scared someone was hurt, and they rushed through the door to find me squirming and contorting on the bed, flailing and screaming, while Tatum held my cock like a hose and laughed and squealed at the arcs of cum gushing out of me and landing all over her body.
We later made our meek way out of the bedroom and found the others on the balcony waiting for us and drinking beers. They laughed when we came out.
“Tatum wins, I think,” Dakota said. “About time — get dressed,” she said. “We’re going out for dinner.”
“You broke him!” Alana said to Tatum, and she laughed and went past her. Laila just covered her mouth and ducked low as she scooted by.
We crowded around a small table at some Spanish place enjoying tapas. “We should leave Ethen alone tonight, poor man needs recovery time,” Alana said. “The way Tatum made him cry.”
“You all had him too, I’m surprised he had anything left in him,” Tatum said.
“Alana’s right,” Dakota said. “Ethen, no fucking anyone tonight!” she said. “You’re sleeping on the couch!”
“What did I do?” I erupted in mock protest.
All four of them groaned and laughed. “What didn’t you do,” Laila said, and she shook her head and laughed.
We passed a club on the way back and they all decided it was a perfect night to go dancing.
“Not you,” Dakota said. “You need your strength.”
All four girls danced in front of me near the table. I pushed myself into the middle of the semi-round bench seat hidden by its high back, and watched them. They gyrated for me and they shook at me and made eyes and blew kisses. We got back to the condo and Dakota made me sit on the one chair while they all started off on the couch, squeezed together shoulder to shoulder.
We meant only to watch a show. But they were all feeling riled up from dancing. They pushed each other and tugged at each other’s hair. Soon Alana laughed and lapped a lick up Laila’s face. She screamed and thrusted herself over Alana’s lap and they wrestled with their arms and hands until Laila got her face down close enough to Alana’s face to lick her cheek.
They began spontaneously to kiss. Laila looked over her shoulder at me. “Can’t kiss you, so I guess . . . “ she said. She screamed, too. Alana had scrunched her breast in her hand and tugged her top down to bare her. Laila gasped and fought back, and soon they were both stripped to their waists and wrestling on the couch.
Tatum pretended to get involved to break them up, but somehow ended up quickly stripped to her panties. She didn’t wear a bra. They all laughed and wrestled and bit and licked. Dakota tried to break them up but instead joined in. They looked at me and stuck their tongues out and blamed me for everything.
I sank into my chair and tilted my beer deeply back at my lips and watched.
They tugged at each other’s clothes and screamed and yelped. Soon they were all down to their panties, and then even their panties were on the floor twisted up in the rest of the wreckage. They fought and wrestled at first, but soon they began kissing and moaning and stroking. I kept my distance. I really had had enough for one day, especially with the way Tatum drained me.
The four young smooth bodies became one undulating, writhing and contorting mass of pure clean and toned flesh. They laughed and kissed and teased each other’s bared pussies and glanced at me and taunted me and teased me. Alana pushed herself down between Laila’s legs and laughed and lapped at her pussy with her tongue. Laila grabbed and snatched at Dakota’s pussy and fingered her. Tatum surprised everyone the most: she got up on her feet on the cushions and straddled Dakota’s face and pushed her hips into her mouth.
Dakota licked her and her knees pressed into the cushions on the back of the couch. She looked over her shoulder at me behind her. “It’s your fault,” she said, and she closed her eyes and sank deeper into Dakota’s mouth.
They all began to squirm and moan. It was hard to tell which part belonged to whom. Hands wrapped around ankles and chests, all fresh and pert, mashed into faces.
“We really do give him too much,” Laila said, and she lowered her face into Alana’s pussy.
Alana grunted and said, “I know, right,” in a cry, and put her face into Tatum’s pussy.
Tatum caught her breath and shook and pressed her face hard down into Dakota’s pussy.
Dakota started it, moaning louder, shaking, and gasping. Her climax set Tatum off, and her crying set Alana and Laila off. All four bodies, lithe and spastic, snapped and went hard. Their cries rose up in a harmonized crescendo. Bodies shook in their cores and heads fell back. The crying and whimpering and gasping filled my ears and the sloshy sound of four pussies in full quivering orgasm made my eyes pop out.
I gripped the arms of my chair but I stayed in place. All four of those young teachers began, incredibly, to climax all at the same time. Four high-pitched voices squealed and caught and held. Four sets of hips bucked and pushed. They bit and licked each other and hands squeezed legs, toes curled, and hair whipped around everywhere.
When they finally sank down and rolled off each other, sweating and catching their breath, they pulled away from each other as though embarrassed and surprised at the state they found themselves in, when they came back to.
“That was your fault,” Dakota said. We went to bed, and as promised, they shared the bedrooms, and I got the couch.
In the morning, things were subdued. We all agreed we needed to get out of there for breakfast. Nobody wanted to talk about what transpired the night before. We had a day planned, anyway, of hiking and kayaking.
They didn’t want to confront it, but I knew we would eventually have to. Besides, Tatum said something particularly worthy of revisiting. The dynamic was forever changed by what happened. I gave them their space and time that day, but I could not get out of my mind the vision at night of those four girls tangled up together on the couch, a mass of heaving, grunting bodies all caught up in the same joint orgasm. I could never unsee that. Nor could I unheard what Tatum said to me.
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