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Ben crouched low over the 442, socket wrench deep in the narrow space between the intake and the firewall, fingers slick with oil, rain pattering on the tin roof high overhead. Thunder cracked behind the hills. The scent of ozone crept in through the open bay doors. A flash lit the inside of the shop for a blink, then the slam of a car door broke the silence.
He stopped himself still.
Another door slammed. Footsteps splashed through the puddles outside. High heels. Two sets of them, one deliberate, one erratic.
Jessa stepped into the glow of the open bay door, trench coat soaked, hair darkened. She tossed a smirk at him and kept walking. Tess followed, hood half up, water streaming off her sleeves.
They were drenched. Their skirts clung. Bare legs streaked. They didn’t knock. They didn’t ask to come in.
Ben wiped his hand on a rag, dropped the wrench into the tray, and straightened up. “What the fuck now?”
“Storm’s worse up the hill,” Jessa said. She pulled the coat tighter at her waist and blinked water off her lashes. “We figured we’d ride it out here.”
Tess brushed past him deeper into the garage, trailing drips, peering into the dark corners. She touched the cold metal of the hoist switch, ran a hand across the steel toolbox, squinted at the workbench.
“I’m not running a hotel,” Ben said watching her sideways, but closely.
Jessa stepped closer. Her coat was open at the bottom. Her blouse clung to her ribs. She smelled of wet cotton and perfume. “We won’t be long,” she said.
Tess wandered over to the vending machine, leaned into the glass. “You still got that champagne?”
Ben didn’t answer. He kept his eyes on Jessa.
“We brought something better anyway,” Tess said from behind him. “It’s in the other car.”
He raised his chin. “What?”
They both laughed. “You’ll see,” Jessa said.
Headlights swept across the back wall of the shop. Tires crunched on gravel. A large SUV coasted to a stop just outside the bay door.
Ben stepped toward the open frame. The driver’s door opened. Lena emerged.
She didn’t move fast. She didn’t run. Her hair was tied back tight. Black coat buttoned. Boots clean. She scanned the garage once and said, “Bathroom?”
Jessa and Tess didn’t say a word. They slipped past Ben and disappeared into the store.
Ben wiped his palms on his thighs. Lena walked toward him without blinking.
“They called me to pick them up,” she said. “They didn’t mention the detour here.”
He stepped aside, pointed. “Straight through. Second door on the left.”
She walked past without looking at him. The sound of her boots changed on the wet concrete, heavier, sharper. She vanished through the inner door.
Ben stared out the open bay door. Rain hit the floor near the threshold in fat drops. Wind curled leaves along the wall. The smell of damp fabric and engine grease filled the space.
He reached for the wrench again but didn’t return to work. He felt the weight of it in his hand and waited.
The downspouts were gushing. Water poured across the low road in a fast current. Debris tumbled through the flow, branches, a Styrofoam cup, a shopping bag. The girls came back out to the bays.
Jessa leaned against the wall at the door, sipping from a coffee cup.
“Thought you said I was just picking you up,” Lena said, coming through the door behind her.
“Changed my mind,” Jessa said. She flashed her eyes at Ben.
Lena looked at Ben. “You just let them come hang out here?”
Ben didn’t answer. He turned and walked back to the 442.
Tess came up behind him chewing something, probably a candy bar. Her hair was still wet, pulled into a messy knot. She looked around, then climbed into the back of the 442 without asking.
“What’s this thing you’re always messing with?” she called from inside. “You never tell us anything.”
He grabbed a wrench, ignored her.
“I mean, are you fixing it, or just hiding in it?” she called out.  She slid across the rear seat, fingers trailing across the leather. Her hand reached up, tapped the headrest from behind. “The leather is stiff. You ever actually drive this thing?”
Ben set the wrench down with a hard clack. “It’s not done.”
“What’s this do?” she asked, flicking a toggle near the dash. “And this?”
He rounded the car fast and leaned over the door. “Stop touching everything.”
She laughed and flopped onto her back in the seat. Her feet kicked upward, one heel falling off and clattering to the floor. “I’m a curious girl.”
He stepped back. She sat up again, rested her elbows on the window frame. “You always this grumpy, or just with us?”
“Both.”
She pointed at his chest. “You work out?”
“No.”
“Then how come, ” She reached out and poked him, just below the collarbone. Her finger lingered a half-second too long. “That’s solid.”
He turned away before she could say more.
He put his tools down and went through to the store. Lena followed him. The small TV played a muted weather report. Lena stood in the customer waiting area, found the folded wool blanket he kept above the shelf. Her coat was open. Her hand ran along the weave of the fabric.
“You sleep here?” she asked.
He didn’t answer, instead rummaged under the cash counter searching for something, feeling for it.
She lowered the blanket. “This place smells like sweat and gas and burnt coffee. You sleep through that?”
“Sometimes,” he said quietly.
“You’re not who I thought,” she said.
He nodded, having found the can he was looking for.
She folded the blanket again. “You’re not stupid. But you are reckless.”
Jessa’s voice carried through from the garage. “Tess! Don’t steal anything.”
Lena dropped the blanket on the couch. “You don’t owe them anything, you know.”
Ben didn’t respond. Lena walked past him. He turned, watched her cross the store. She moved fast, precise, silent now. She didn’t glance back.
Jessa popped back into the shop with her boots squeaking. Her coat was gone. “Found it,” she said. “Last one.”
Lena took the bottle, examined the seal, turned it once in her hand. Without looking at anyone, she popped the cork with a sharp twist. The foam bubbled at the top but didn’t spill. She grabbed a plastic cup, poured half a glass, and slid it down the counter toward Tess.
They poured two more, handed one to Jessa, left the fourth sitting by the register.
Tess took a sip. “Okay,” she said, “rules are simple. One question or one dare. Can’t pass. You pass, you strip something off. Last one with clothes on wins, obviously.”
Ben shook his head. “Nope.”
“You’re already outnumbered,” Jessa said, lifting her cup. “Might as well surrender.”
“Ben goes last,” Tess said. “Jessa starts.”
Jessa tapped her chin. “Alright, Tess. Ever made out with a girl?”
Tess didn’t answer. She leaned in, grabbed Jessa’s jaw with one hand, and kissed her hard on the mouth. It lasted four seconds. No hesitation.
Ben turned away, went for a rag. He heard Tess laugh behind him.
“Ben,” Tess said. “Dare. Pull me across your lap.”
He stood still for a beat, then sat on the shop stool, elbows on knees. Tess walked over and stood between his legs.
“C’mon,” she said.
He reached forward, grabbed her by the thighs, and pulled her down and across. Her weight settled on his lap. Her hair brushed his cheek. She didn’t move.
Lena stood by the door. Her arms were still folded. Her drink was untouched on the shelf behind her.
Ben met her eyes. “You’re not shocked,” he said.
She shrugged. “Not surprised either.”
Jessa stepped closer. Her blouse was undone to the sternum now. “Your turn, Ben.”
He shifted on the stool. Tess was still draped across him, her hand resting on his thigh.
Ben looked over at Lena again. She hadn’t moved.
“Alright,” he said. “Jessa dares me, right?”
“I dare you to kiss Tess,” she said, grinning.
Ben looked down at Tess. Her mouth was slightly open, eyes wide.
He leaned in. She tilted her head.
They kissed once, short. Her hand slid across his neck.
Lena turned away and opened the fridge. Jessa poured more champagne. Tess stayed on his lap. Jessa sipped her drink. Lena closed the fridge door without taking anything. The rain outside had slowed.
Tess leaned forward, cup in one hand, the other flat on the counter. “Lena. Your turn.” Tess grinned. “What would you do if you had five minutes alone with him?”
Ben shifted his weight. Jessa leaned on his shoulder. Lena didn’t blink. “I’d tell him to lock the doors.”
Ben looked around. Front door still open. Bay door rolled up halfway. Store windows lit, blinds still up. No headlights, though. No movement.
He walked to the front door. Turned the lock until the deadbolt clicked. He moved to the bay door control panel, flipped the toggle. The motor groaned. The steel door began its descent, inch by inch, until it thudded closed and sealed the light out.
Tess turned her head slowly to follow him. Her expression was tight, uncertain, breath held.
Ben walked through the store. Behind the counter, he locked the drawer. He stepped around to the switch panel and shut off the open sign.
Behind him, Jessa pulled his hat from his head, dropped it behind the counter.
Lena stepped into the customer area, reached up, and closed the first blind. Then the second. Then the third.
The store darkened except for the garage fluorescents.
Jessa turned him toward him. Her hands slid over his chest. Her lips pressed to his jaw, then lower, to the side of his throat.
Tess stood behind him. Her fingers traced up his arms. She pressed her body into his back. He could feel her breath.
Lena walked across the space. She stopped just in front of him.
“You’re not in charge,” she said. Her hand reached for his. She lifted it and set it flat against her hip, fingers spread across the fabric of her jeans.
Ben didn’t move.
Jessa stepped closer. Her fingers worked his shirt buttons, slow, deliberate. She spread the fabric aside, laid her hands flat against his bared chest.
Tess moved around his side. Her hand slid down to his waistband. She didn’t undo anything. She just held him there.
Lena looked down at his hand on her hip. She adjusted it slightly, pulled it closer to her waistband. Her other hand came up to rest against his jaw.
Ben’s back touched the edge of the counter.
Jessa kissed him full on the mouth. Tess’s hand pressed harder against his side. Lena stepped closer and leaned her weight into his right shoulder.
Lena brought her mouth close to his ear. “If you say stop, we stop.” She pulled him by the wrist and lead him through the door and out into the shop.
Ben said nothing. The two others grinned at each other, grabbed the bottle and glasses, and followed through the door and out into the shop bays.
Tess reached for the champagne set on the workbench, refilled her cup, poured more into Jessa’s. She handed one to Lena.
They all drank. Small sips.
Jessa kissed him again. Tess lifted the hem of his shirt and ran her fingers along his stomach. Lena pressed her thigh between his knees. Ben set his hands on Jessa’s hips. She guided them lower.
Lena stepped behind him now, her hands flat on his back, smoothing down to his belt. They surrounded him. Steady, coordinated, deliberate.
The floor was greasy beneath his boots. The room was quiet except for breathing and the occasional shift of feet on the cement.
He let his head fall back against the steel roof support beam. Jessa grabbed the hem of her shirt and pulled it over her head. Tess leaned into his arm and bit his shoulder through his shirt. Lena’s fingers hooked into his waistband.
Jessa grabbed his wrist and pulled. Tess dropped to her knees beside them, dragging the folded blanket from the shelf and spreading it across the center of the floor. Ben stepped back once but stopped when Lena stood at the edge of the blanket, watching with her arms crossed.
Tess shoved at his chest. “Down,” she said. He lowered himself to the blanket, boots thudding off with a few jerks.
Jessa straddled his hips and leaned over him, planting both palms on his chest. Her hair hung down across her face. Tess grabbed his belt, unhooked it in one motion, and worked it through the loops. His zipper came down next. Jessa shifted forward, pressing her thighs tight to his ribs.
Tess climbed over his leg, one knee on the blanket, the other bent across his thigh. She rocked against him slowly, still fully clothed. Her jeans rubbed hard across his muscle. Her hands squeezed his arm for balance.
Jessa pushed his shirt open, lowered her head, and ran her tongue from his sternum down to his stomach. Her palms pressed flat to his ribs, fingers digging into his sides.
Lena walked slowly, boots quiet on the concrete. She crouched at his head. He turned toward her.
She set her hand on his jaw. Firm grip. No hesitation.
“Now me,” she said.
She lowered her mouth to his. Her kiss was deep, slow, unforgiving. She didn’t pull back until her breath started to shake.
Jessa kept her position. Tess still rocked on his leg, eyes half-closed, biting her lip.
Ben didn’t speak. Lena grabbed the front of his coveralls and pulled the zipper the rest of the way down. She slid the fabric aside, peeled it from his chest, then down his hips. Jessa helped, tugging the sleeves from under his back.
Jessa pulled her own jeans off next, stripping them from her ankles and tossing them behind her. Tess reached under her own shirt and pulled her bra out through the sleeve, then pressed back down against his thigh harder.
Lena leaned in again. Her hand traced the side of his face, then slid across his chest, palm flat, slow drag. She still wore everything, black jeans, dark shirt, no jewelry.
Tess reached behind her and grabbed Jessa’s hand. She guided it down, placed it over Ben’s erection. Jessa curled her fingers and held him there.
He breathed hard, eyes fixed on Lena.
Lena finally unbuttoned her shirt, one button at a time. No rush. No pose. She shrugged it off her shoulders and let it fall.
Jessa pulled Ben’s shorts down past his knees. Tess helped him kick them off.
They didn’t stop moving. Every touch flowed into the next. Every step they took brought them closer in around him.
Jessa pressed her hips to his. Tess ran her hand across his chest. Lena leaned down and bit his shoulder lightly, then kissed the mark.
Ben’s hands were trapped. One under Jessa’s thigh. The other caught between Tess’s knees. He could feel all of them at once, skin, breath, hair, heat.
None of them paused. None of them laughed. They were working together. Each touch followed the last. Each shift in weight pushed him down further.
They were fully focused. Fully present.
The shop floor was damp beneath the blanket. The smell of sweat, latex, and engine grease hung heavy in the air. The only sounds were breathing, sharp, ragged, uncoordinated. Ben lay on his back, chest rising hard, arms numb, his skin tacky with heat and slick with every place they’d touched.
Tess lay half across his legs, one knee bent, her cheek against his thigh. Her breath warmed his skin. Jessa’s arm draped across his stomach, her hair sticking to his side. Lena sat upright, knees drawn to her chest, face blank, sweat shining across her collarbones.
Then came the sound. A metal slam. Sharp. Fast. Close. Not inside, but close. The back garage door.
Lena stood. She stepped off the blanket, grabbed her jeans in one hand, pulled them up with hard, fast movements. Her voice cut the silence. “That better not be who I think it is.”
Ben shot up. His heart thudded against his ribs. “Don’t move,” he said, but he was already yanking his coveralls from the pile, stepping into them without underwear. The zipper snagged.
Tess rolled and crawled toward the far wall, grabbing her shirt on the way, ducking behind the metal bench. Jessa stumbled onto her knees, clutching her bra, fumbling with the straps.
Lena was at the side door, one hand on the handle. “Stay down,” Ben hissed. “Don’t open that.”
She ignored him, threw the door open.
Cold air swept in. Streetlight glare cut across the shop floor.
A man stood outside the doorway in a brown uniform jacket, clipboard in one hand. His eyes lifted.
Ben stepped into the light. “What?”
The guy blinked. “Parts drop for Cal,” he said. “Got a delivery.” He motioned to the small box truck idling behind him. The exhaust puffed white into the wet night.
Lena took the clipboard, signed without speaking, then grabbed the parts box and shut the door hard behind her.
Ben turned. Tess peeked around the side of the bench. Jessa leaned against the counter, topless, panting, arms crossed over her chest.
Lena dropped the box on the counter. “He saw nothing.”
Jessa looked at the door. “He saw something.”
“He didn’t know what he saw,” Lena said. She wiped her forehead with the back of her hand.
Tess stood slowly, still barefoot, shirt wrinkled, her thigh smeared with a streak of grease. She started laughing. Short at first, then louder.
Ben leaned against the wall. His skin was still hot, the cold air hitting his chest like steel.
Jessa pulled her shirt on. She was still trembling. She bent down to grab her panties from the corner of the blanket. Her fingers fumbled.
Lena lit a cigarette. She didn’t sit. She didn’t relax. Her hand was steady, her eyes fixed on the door.
Ben stepped forward, grabbed his shirt, shoved his arms into it. He couldn’t stop breathing hard.
Tess walked past him, dropped onto the couch, curled her legs under her. “We’re going to jail,” she muttered, then laughed again.
“No we’re not,” Lena said, exhaling smoke in a straight, sharp line. “But that’s the last time we get carried away.”
Tess leaned into the edge of the workbench, elbows on her knees, hands trembling. Her chest rose and fell in short, fast pulls. Her eyes were wide, pupils blown. A sheen of sweat glistened on her skin. She wasn’t crying, but her throat clicked when she swallowed.
Ben sat on the shop stool, legs apart, arms hanging loose. Jessa straddled his lap, still half-naked, her shirt hanging open. Her thighs were flushed. Her breathing was steady. She ran one hand through her hair and leaned her cheek against his.
Lena stood at the counter with her back to them. She opened the mini fridge, grabbed the last bottle, twisted the wire off the cork, and popped it fast. The carbonation hissed, wetting her fingers. She wiped them on a rag and poured three uneven glasses into the remaining cups. She didn’t hand them out.
Ben exhaled hard through his nose. The heat in his chest finally started to break. His skin cooled. His thighs ached.
Tess looked up and leaned forward, her voice low and tight. “What happens now?”
Jessa lifted her head from his shoulder and looked at Lena. Tess looked too.
Lena walked over and set the bottle on the counter. She climbed up onto it, legs swinging over the edge. She pulled a cigarette from the pack in her pocket, tapped the filter once against the metal surface, and lit it.
She stared straight at Ben.
“Three rules,” she said.
Ben didn’t move.
“No clingy shit,” she said, eyes still fixed on his. “No jealousy games. And you, ” she pointed at him with the lit cigarette,  “don’t disappear.”
Jessa smiled and looked down. Tess grinned and nodded. Ben raised his chin once.
“I’m serious,” Lena said. “I don’t care if you need space, I don’t care if you’re freaked out. You vanish, it ends.”
“Got it,” Ben said.
“No side deals,” Lena said. “If you want something from one of us, the rest know. No secrets.”
“Okay,” Ben said.
Jessa rolled off his lap, finally closing her shirt and buttoning it halfway. Her legs were shaky when she stood, but she didn’t stumble. She reached for one of the plastic cups and drank.
Tess grabbed a towel from the workbench and wiped the back of her neck. Her breath had evened out. Her hands no longer shook.
The sound of rain had softened. No more hammering. Just a light drizzle tapping the shop roof. A gust of warm wind passed through the cracks in the door frame.
Lena slid off the counter and stepped toward the front. She unlocked the main door and pushed it open. The night air was thick and wet. Steam rose off the asphalt outside.
Jessa walked barefoot through the doorway, the bottoms of her feet streaked with dirt and oil. She stepped into the lot, lifted her arms overhead, and turned her face up.
Tess followed, pulling Ben by the hand. Their fingers locked. She tugged him through the doorway. The warm air hit him in the face.
Lena lit another smoke and leaned against the doorframe. She watched the three of them step out into the parking lot.
The storm had passed. Fog rolled low across the gravel. Puddles reflected the yellow glow from the overhead light. Everything smelled of wet pavement, old oil, and burned ozone.
Jessa turned to face them, water dripping from her hair. “Let’s drive somewhere,” she said.
The 442 roared to life with a deep, uneven growl. The cabin shook with the low idle. Exhaust fumes curled out from beneath the car, mixing with the steam rising off the wet ground. Ben flicked the wipers once. They dragged across the windshield, clearing a smear of drizzle and dust.
Tess jumped into the passenger seat, slammed the door, and rubbed her bare feet on the floor mat. Her hair was pulled into a tight knot, her cheeks flushed. She twisted in the seat and looked behind her.
Jessa opened the driver’s door and climbed across Ben’s lap, her knees digging into his thighs. Her breath hit his neck. Her hand slid between his legs. “You don’t mind,” she said, closing the door with her foot.
Lena climbed over him too, ducked inside, and sat with one leg crossed over the other, arms folded. Her eyes scanned the dashboard, the mirror, the floor, then rested on the back of Ben’s head.
He threw it into gear and pulled out of the lot. The tires hissed over the wet gravel. The tail end slid once before he corrected. Rain streaked past the headlights in thin silver lines.
They climbed the hill in silence. Fog thickened near the top. The engine droned steady, the road slick beneath the tires. Tess rolled the window halfway and stuck her hand out into the mist.
They reached the bluff ten minutes later. No other cars. No sound but the ticking of the engine and the soft hum of the headlights reflecting off the wet guardrail.
Ben killed the ignition. The sudden quiet buzzed in his ears.
Jessa opened the door and climbed out. She walked around the front of the car, leaned over it, one knee bent, eyes watching Ben through the window.
Tess pulled out her phone and stepped out barefoot. She stood on the white gravel and filmed Jessa, slow sweep from head to toe, then flipped the camera around to grin into it.
Ben stayed in the driver’s seat, both hands on the wheel. The air was thick, damp, salty.
Lena leaned forward from the backseat, close to his ear. Her voice was quiet. “We’re keeping you.”
He didn’t turn.
Jessa leaned over the hood, slapped it with a hard clunk. She grinned and walked back toward the car, hips rolling with each step. Tess jumped onto the hood and slid back down across the windshield, her skin streaking the glass.
Back inside, the windows fogged fast.
Jessa climbed over the console and dropped into the backseat. Her knees hit the cushion. She braced her hands against the seatback and leaned forward, her breath hot on Ben’s neck.
Tess opened the passenger door and slipped into the rear, her back pressing into Ben’s shoulder. She leaned over him and reached between his legs.
Ben’s breath caught.
Tess grabbed his hand and guided it behind her. She pressed it into Jessa’s thigh, skin damp, firm. Jessa spread her knees wider. Tess moved his fingers higher. Jessa inhaled sharp and pushed back into the seat.
Lena didn’t move. She sat behind them, arms still folded, head tilted, watching every motion. Her knees bumped the back of Ben’s seat.
Jessa shifted again. Her skirt rode higher. Ben’s hand was trapped under her. Tess kissed his shoulder, her lips wet, her breath unsteady.
Lena finally spoke. One line. Voice flat.
“You don’t know what you’ve started.”
The glow hit first, bright, low beams sweeping across the wet gravel from behind the bluff. The light cut across the interior of the 442, sliced through fogged windows, lit up bare skin, smeared sweat, shifting limbs. Everyone froze.
Ben hissed, “Back in. Now.”
Jessa yanked her shirt down over her chest. Tess grabbed her panties from the dash. The car door slammed as she dove back inside, breath heavy, hair clinging to her forehead. Lena didn’t scramble. She grabbed two jackets from the floor and threw one across Ben’s lap, the other over Tess’s legs.
The cruiser slowed as it approached. Big grille. Push bar. Spotlights off. The badge on the door was dull but visible.
Ben gripped the wheel, eyes locked ahead. His heart hit hard against his ribs.
Jessa dropped flat across the back seat, arm over her face. Tess pressed against Ben’s side, her hand clamped tight over her mouth. Lena didn’t move. She leaned back in the shadows, her chin low, watching the cruiser through the side window.
The patrol car rolled past. The engine idled steady. The driver didn’t look over. The tail lights glowed red as it eased away down the hill.
Lena exhaled through her nose. “That wasn’t luck,” she said.
Ben fired the engine. The tires slid for a second before grabbing. He eased down the slope, one hand tight on the gearshift. The fog swallowed the road again.
Tess dropped her head on his shoulder. Her bare thigh rested against his jeans. Her breathing slowed, warm on his neck. Jessa chewed gum in the back, legs stretched, skirt twisted, her head tilted against the glass. She stared out, eyes blank.
Lena said nothing the whole way back.
They rolled into town without seeing another car. The streets were wet and empty. Lights from the diner glowed low, doors locked. Gas station closed. The neon above the payday loan office flickered.
Ben pulled into the garage lot. He threw it in park, hand still tight on the wheel. Before he could speak, Lena leaned forward from the back seat.
“You’re coming back with us.”
Ben didn’t answer. She didn’t wait for one. She opened her door, stepped out, walked to her SUV, and climbed in. The engine turned over. The headlights stayed off.
Jessa opened her door next, grabbed Tess’s hand, and pulled her from the car.
Ben sat a moment. Rain tapped on the windshield again, lighter now, steady.
He started the 442 and followed them.
They drove twenty minutes outside town. Fewer streetlights. The road narrowed. Then came gravel. A mailbox with no name. A rusted gate hung open at the edge of the drive.
The farmhouse stood back from the road, white paint peeling, porch light glowing. One step creaked as they climbed it. The door opened without a key.
Inside, the house was warm. Wood floors. Big open kitchen. Living room sunken two steps down. One hallway. Three doors.
Lena dropped her coat on a hook. She kicked off her boots and walked barefoot across the kitchen to the fridge. She opened a beer, drank half of it, then set it on the counter.
Jessa opened the cupboard, pulled down a half bottle of whiskey, and poured a glass with two fingers. No ice.
Tess vanished down the hall. When she came back, her hair was wet and combed. She wore nothing but a long shirt that hit the top of her thighs. Her legs were bare. No bra. No socks.
She walked straight to Ben, took the glass from his hand, drank half of it, and handed it back. Her eyes didn’t blink. Her breath smelled sweet.
Behind her, Jessa started pulling off her shirt.
The refrigerator light spilled across Ben’s bare chest as he leaned in for a bottle of water. The cold air hit his skin, still warm from the drive.
Lena stepped in behind him and pressed her hand flat between his shoulder blades. He froze.
“You’re wondering how this works,” she said. Her voice was low, even.
Ben turned around. Her hand stayed where it was until he faced her fully. She looked him straight in the eyes.
“You’re not in charge,” she said. “You don’t get to steer this.”
He nodded once.
“We’re not competing,” she added. “You don’t get to pit us against each other. That shit doesn’t fly here.”
Her breath was steady. Her lips were slightly damp from the beer. Her shirt hung open at the collar, no bra. She didn’t blink.
“You get flakey, you disappear, this ends. Otherwise, ” she stepped closer until her hips touched his, “you’re staying.”
Ben held her gaze. He didn’t speak.
She reached past him, grabbed the water bottle from the shelf, and walked off without another word.
Later, he pushed open the bathroom door.
Steam drifted out into the hallway. Jessa sat sunk deep in the tub, her knees up, arms on the sides. Her hair dripped, slicked back from her face.
Tess stood at the sink in panties, brushing her teeth. Her chest was bare. Water droplets ran down her stomach. She glanced at Ben and kept brushing.
Ben stepped inside. The floor was warm under his feet. The humidity soaked into his skin. His breath thickened.
Jessa raised her arms. “Get in here,” she said.
He dropped to his knees beside the tub. Her hands slid into his hair, tugged his face close to hers. She was soaked, lips wet, skin flushed. Her breasts rose and fell with each breath.
Tess spit into the sink, wiped her mouth, and leaned on the counter with both hands. She watched him without blinking.
Jessa kissed him. Her mouth tasted of heat and salt. Her hands cupped his jaw, pulled him harder into her. The water sloshed against the sides of the tub.
Ben reached under the surface, found her thighs, pulled them apart, slid his fingers up. She gasped and arched her back.
Tess stepped closer and ran her nails across Ben’s shoulder. He turned his head. Her nipple brushed his cheek.
Lena’s shadow moved in the hallway. She didn’t speak. She watched.
Jessa pulled Ben up by the wrist, droplets falling off his forearm. She stood in the tub and stepped out, water splashing across the tile. Her skin gleamed.
They didn’t dry off.
The sheets were already turned down. The room was warm. The bed was wide, low to the floor, clean. No words.
Jessa pulled him down onto the mattress, climbed over him, legs spread wide, hair dripping onto his chest. She took him in one motion, body sinking slow, muscles tight, breath catching.
Tess kissed his shoulder, then his neck, then pressed her cheek to his. Her lips moved against his skin.
Lena entered last. She walked in with no expression, closed the door, dropped her shirt. She climbed onto the bed, crawled forward, and straddled his chest.
She leaned over and wrapped one hand around the back of his head. “Mouth,” she said.
She pulled him to her breast, held him there. Jessa rode slow, hips grinding. Tess traced circles across his thigh.
No one stopped. No one asked. It continued until the sheets clung to all of them.
Ben woke to weight on both sides. Jessa’s thigh was across his hip. Tess’s leg was hooked around his calf. Their skin was damp against his. The sheet was twisted low across their waists. The air smelled of sweat, cotton, and faint body wash. His tongue was dry.
From the kitchen came the gurgle of a coffee maker. Lena moved around barefoot, cabinet doors opening and closing. Mugs clinked. Someone opened the fridge. He could hear the crack of a plastic lid.
Ben shifted slightly. Jessa murmured and buried her face against his shoulder. Tess slid her hand up his stomach and mumbled something without opening her eyes.
He reached for his phone on the floor. Seventeen missed texts. Five voicemails. All from Cal.
He slipped free from the bed slowly, careful not to wake them. He grabbed the first thing he could find, Tess’s robe, soft cotton, short, and pulled it on. He padded into the hallway, squinting against the kitchen light.
Lena looked up. She didn’t say anything, just pointed to a fresh cup on the counter. He took it. The heat bit his palms.
Then came the knock.
Hard. Three sharp hits. The front door.
Lena froze, set her cup down, and walked quickly to the window. She lifted the edge of the curtain.
“Shit,” she said under her breath.
“Who is it?” Ben asked.
“Rae,” Lena said. “She’s not supposed to be here.”
Ben backed up two steps. “What do I do?”
Lena shoved him toward the hallway. “Hide. Now.”
He retreated, barefoot on the cold wood floor. He ducked into the hall closet and pulled the door almost shut.
The front door opened.
“Did I wake you?” a woman’s voice asked. Sharp, confident, older.
“You always wake me,” Lena said. Her tone had shifted, casual, detached.
Footsteps crossed the floor. Hugs. The scrape of a chair.
Ben stood still, heart pounding. The robe didn’t cover much. His thighs were cold. The closet smelled of bleach, detergent, dust. He heard Jessa laugh in the other room. Tess coughed.
The conversation outside grew quieter. He didn’t catch every word. Something about inventory. Something about a missed delivery.
Lena kept her tone flat, clipped.
Ten minutes passed. Then the door shut again.
Ben stepped out of the closet, chest tight. Lena was already in the hall.
“She’s suspicious,” she said. “Get dressed. You need to go.”
He got his clothes from the bedroom. Jessa handed him his shirt. Tess kissed his shoulder once, silent.
They all walked him out together.
The air outside was bright, dry. The gravel crunched under his boots. Sun warmed the metal of the 442. His car still smelled faintly of perfume and leather.
Lena stopped him beside the door. Her eyes were unreadable.
“Don’t get brave,” she said. “Don’t lie to us. Don’t disappear.”
Tess leaned in, kissed his neck. Her hand grazed his chest.
Jessa slid up behind him, whispered into his ear. “See you tonight.”
He drove off with both windows down. His hands shook on the wheel. Sweat rolled down his spine despite the breeze.
The garage came into view. Cal’s truck already in the lot.
Ben parked and stepped out.
Cal stood at the shop door with arms crossed. “You leave this place open last night?”
Ben blinked. “No.”
Cal walked past him, sniffed once. “Smells like you were running it hot.”
Ben said nothing. He grabbed a rag, walked to the 442, popped the hood. The smell still hung around the seats, skin, hair, breath, moisture.
He opened all the doors and let the air move through. Cal didn’t ask again.
But Ben could tell he knew something.
Ben dragged the pressure hose across the shop floor and blasted the grime off the tires. Water ran down the 442’s fenders in streaks. He sprayed under the wheel wells, then moved to the hood, letting the water sheet over the paint. The air smelled of soap, oil, and metal. He worked the sponge across the hood until the surface squeaked, then rinsed again. His fingers ached from gripping the rag too hard.
He opened every door, wiped the seats with a clean cloth, then moved to the dashboard. He cleaned the steering wheel twice, then again for no reason. Tools clanged as he rearranged them on the bench, handles all lined up, heads polished with a rag. The shop lights were harsh, glaring off every surface.
His phone buzzed on the counter.
Jessa: Tonight?
Ben stared at the screen. His thumb hovered, then he typed: Not sure.
Seconds later, another buzz.
A photo. Panties, black lace, sitting on the corner of his workbench. His heart thudded. He looked around, knowing it was old, but still checking the shadows. He typed nothing back.
He grabbed the wrench set and re-sorted them by size. He cleaned the floor with a squeegee, pushing water toward the drain.
A knock at the bay door.
He jumped, hand tightening on the rag.
The door rolled up halfway. Tess stepped under it, jeans damp at the cuffs, hoodie zipped halfway, hair tied up. She wasn’t smiling.
“Forgot something,” she said.
Ben frowned. “What?”
She didn’t answer. She walked straight to the workbench, palms flat, scanning the surface as if searching for something unseen. She didn’t pick up any tools.
Cal appeared at the other end of the shop, wiping his hands. “She yours?” he asked.
Ben shook his head. “Nope.”
Tess turned and stepped close to Ben, so close he could smell her shampoo, coconut and soap. She slipped a folded piece of paper into his pocket. Her eyes flicked toward Cal, then back to Ben, hard and urgent.
She left without another word.
Ben walked to the back room and pulled out the note.
We’re being followed.
The letters were small, tight, smudged. His stomach dropped.
He pulled out his phone and texted Lena: Call me.
No response.
He called. Straight to voicemail.
He tried again. Nothing.
The phone vibrated ten minutes later, a number he didn’t recognize.
He answered. “Yeah?”
Lena’s voice, sharp, low. “Don’t come to the house. Wait for me.”
“What’s happening?”
“Just wait.” The line went dead.
Ben stared at the screen. The number vanished into nothing, no ID, no trace. His fingers clenched the phone so hard it hurt. He looked back toward the bay door. Cal was watching him, arms crossed, brow raised.
Ben stuffed the phone into his pocket and went back to scrubbing the bench, but his eyes kept darting to the road outside. Every sound, the rumble of a truck, the hiss of a tire on wet asphalt, snapped his head up. His skin was damp with cold sweat.
Ben heard the engine before he saw the car. A rattling idle, headlights off. The sedan pulled up just past the corner of the shop. Lena stepped out, wearing a black cap low over her forehead, loose jeans, windbreaker zipped to her throat. Her face was bare, no trace of lipstick or shadow. Her boots were muddy. She walked straight to him.
“You still want this?” she asked, voice low, words clipped.
Ben didn’t answer.
She opened the passenger door. “It gets messy from here.”
He got in.
The car smelled of wet upholstery and cigarette ash. Lena didn’t speak as she pulled onto the road, hands tight on the wheel. The wipers squeaked. Streetlights slid across the dashboard, showing dirt caked on the floor mats. She didn’t look at him once.
They drove for twenty minutes, then turned down a gravel lane. The trees crowded the road, branches slapping the windows. When the tires hit the edge of the lake drive, she cut the headlights. The cabin came into view, small, two-story, single yellow bulb burning in the window.
Ben followed her to the door. She knocked twice, short and sharp. Jessa opened it, barefoot in sweats and a loose tank, hair up, eyes bloodshot. She pulled Lena in by the wrist. Tess stood behind her, arms crossed, oversized hoodie swallowing her frame, no pants, just bare thighs and socks.
“We had to leave everything,” Jessa said. She turned to Ben. “Phones, clothes. Left it all.”
Tess looked past him. “Do you believe her?”
Ben scanned their faces. Jessa wouldn’t hold his eyes. Tess waited. Lena walked to the center of the room and unzipped her coat.
She said nothing for a second. Then: “Josh isn’t just some jealous asshole. He’s their fixer. The McWilliams family.”
Ben blinked. “Who?”
“McWilliams. They own most of central and south county. Car lots, real estate, the fucking bank. Jessa was fun for them. For Josh. Then she got tired of being passed around.”
Ben turned to Jessa. She stared at the floor.
Lena continued. “I pulled her out. Quiet. Took her upstate. Changed the plates. Thought it was over. Then Tess showed up.”
Tess looked at Ben. “She didn’t ask me. I followed.”
Ben stepped back. “What about me?”
“You weren’t supposed to be in this,” Lena said. “But now you are.”
Jessa crossed the room, stood in front of him. “You don’t have to stay.”
Tess peeled off the hoodie and walked to the kitchen in only her shirt and socks. She pulled a drawer open, grabbed two glasses, filled them with tap water, and handed one to Jessa. Then she leaned against the fridge and watched Ben.
Lena pulled the blinds. “They don’t know this place. I paid cash. We have two days, maybe three.”
Ben walked to the back room. A double mattress on the floor. Two blankets. Jessa followed, closed the door behind her. She unzipped her sweatshirt and let it fall. No bra. Her nipples were hard from the cabin’s cold air.
“You didn’t answer her,” she said. “Do you still want this?”
Ben stepped toward her. His hands found her waist, bare under the hem of her shirt. Her skin was warm. She pressed into him, breath fast.
The door opened. Tess walked in, lips parted, cheeks flushed.
Behind her, Lena said, “Don’t fuck around tonight. We don’t get many left.” She closed the door without coming in.
Ben pulled off his shirt. Jessa pushed him onto the mattress. Tess climbed over his thighs, her hands already on his belt. Jessa straddled his chest. The room smelled of skin and sweat. The wood creaked under them. No one said a word.
Ben stood by the cabin door, pulling on his boots. Rain pounded the roof, louder than the radio inside. He reached for the handle.
Lena appeared behind him, towel around her neck, hair still wet from her shower. She stepped between him and the door.
“If he sees you now,” she said, low and flat, “he knows where we are.”
Ben clenched his jaw. The car keys were still in his pocket.
Tess leaned against the counter, chewing a slice of cheese, wearing only a flannel shirt. Her legs were bare, damp from the shower. “Then don’t waste it,” she said. “If we’re stuck here, let’s use it.”
Ben dropped the keys on the table.
The cabin smelled of damp pine, body heat, and garlic. Tess stirred a pot on the hotplate. Jessa spun in a slow circle by the window, hips moving to the beat of a pop song, hair swinging over her shoulders. The wood floor was warm from the fire Lena had built earlier.
Ben went to the bathroom. He shaved in front of the fogged mirror, water dripping off his chin. Lena stepped in, quiet. She pressed into his back, slid her hand under the waistband of his jeans, then lower. He didn’t stop shaving.
“Just checking,” she said.
His body tensed as her fingers moved.
Behind them, Jessa knocked. “Save some for us.”
Lena pulled her hand back and left without a word.
Ben wiped his face and stepped out. Jessa stood near the fireplace now, nude. Her skin glowed from the firelight. She bent to pick up a dropped towel, giving him a full view of her back and hips. Tess carried two plates to the table, eyes flicking toward Ben and then to Lena, then back.
Lena stood at the sink, drying her hands. Her eyes met Ben’s. She nodded once.
He walked over to her and pulled her close. She didn’t hesitate. Their mouths locked, hard and breathless. Her nails dug into his shoulders. She wrapped one leg around him and pulled him toward the wall.
He lifted her, bracing her weight with his hips. She unbuttoned his pants, pushed them down. Her breath came fast against his neck. He pressed into her.
The front door creaked.
Jessa stood there, staring. She didn’t speak.
Ben froze.
Lena didn’t let go.
Jessa stepped forward slowly, her pupils wide, nipples hard. “You started without us.”
Ben looked past her. Tess stood behind the table, plate in hand, jaw tight.
“You’re not supposed to,” Tess said, eyes locked on Lena. “It’s all of us or none.”
Lena turned her head. “Then join in. Or get out.”
The cabin went silent. The fire popped.
Jessa walked forward, never looking away. She touched Ben’s back, dragged her nails down to his waist, then lower. He gasped. Lena tightened her legs around him.
Tess dropped the plate on the table. It cracked. She stepped out of her flannel and walked over. “Then do it right.”
She grabbed Ben’s hand and pulled it to her breast. Her skin was hot. Her mouth pressed to his neck, then to Lena’s.
Jessa dropped to her knees. Her lips found his stomach.
Ben lost track of who touched what.
The floor was hard, the air thick, every inch of him covered in sweat and breath and skin.
No more talking. Just hands. Mouths. Movement.
Rain slammed the windows. No one moved to close them.
Ben’s head was pressed into the edge of the mattress, knees on the wood, sweat soaking the back of his neck. Tess lay under him, mouth open, her nails leaving marks up his side. Jessa was crawling across his back, tongue tracing down his spine. Lena stood over them, arms folded, eyes cold, controlling.
“Slower,” Lena said.
Tess rolled her hips in slow circles. Jessa reached under and squeezed Ben’s thighs, her breath hot and wet on his skin. He couldn’t catch a rhythm. Hands pulled him one way, lips pushed him another. He tried to take control, but Lena clucked her tongue.
“Not yours,” she said. “Ours.”
Jessa flipped onto her back, grabbed his face, pulled him down to kiss her. Tess slipped out from under him, slid to his other side, lips on his chest, her knee between his legs.
Ben’s breathing went sharp. His body tightened.
“No,” Lena said, crouching beside him. Her hand pressed flat against his stomach. “Not yet.”
He groaned.
“Serve,” she whispered, and shoved him down.
He obeyed.
The mattress creaked. Flesh slapped. Nails scratched. They climbed over him, guided him, bent him. He was wet with sweat, spit, come. But Lena never let him finish.
“You’re not done,” she said, tugging his head back. “We’ll say when.”
He dropped onto the floor, panting, spent.
Morning light streaked through the curtains. The fire was out. The room smelled of sex and pine and spilled wine.
Ben woke cold, half-naked, arm under the edge of the mattress. He sat up. The girls were piled together in the bed, legs twisted, hair tangled, breath slow. Someone snored.
He stood, wobbled, walked to the counter, and filled the kettle. The click of the flame was the only sound.
Lena appeared, hair tied up, wrapped in a towel. She walked past him, silent, then turned and leaned against the counter beside the sink.
“You’re not a toy,” she said, voice steady. “But don’t fuck this up.”
He looked at her. She didn’t blink.
He nodded once. “Okay.”
She didn’t answer.
The knock froze him. Hard. Sharp. No mistaking it.
Tess sat bolt upright. Jessa vanished down the hall. Lena grabbed his wrist and yanked him behind the door, pressing his back flat to the wall.
She opened it.
A woman stood there. Dark jeans, grey jacket, leather gloves. Confident stance. Chin high. Dark eyes.
“Lena,” she said. “You said you needed help?”
Lena let the door swing wider. “He’s with us.”
Ben stepped out from the back hall, shirtless, skin still marked with scratches and faint bruises. Rae stood by the counter, boots off, black tank top riding up as she hugged Lena tight. Their arms locked. Their faces turned in toward each other. No one else spoke.
Tess leaned on the table, eyes locked on Rae’s hips. Jessa stood with one hand on the doorway, cocked sideways, watching Rae from head to toe.
Rae broke away from Lena, gave Ben a slow once-over. Her eyes dropped, rose again. She smirked. “You’ve been busy.”
Jessa crossed the room, shoulder brushing his. “He’s not done yet.”
Rae arched a brow, then turned toward the center of the room and started undressing. No hesitation. Tank top first. Bra next. No straps. Her nipples were already hard. She kicked off her jeans, stood in black cotton panties, then pulled those down too. Her stomach was flat, thighs firm, everything taut. She stepped out of the pile and looked straight at Ben.
Tess moved first, tossing a cushion onto the floor. Jessa grabbed a blanket, spread it. Rae walked over, crouched, then dropped to her knees.
“Let’s see if he can keep up,” she said.
Ben glanced at Lena. She didn’t speak. Just watched.
He stepped forward. Rae reached up, grabbed his waistband, yanked it down. She didn’t wait. Her mouth was hot and rough. She took him deep, faster than the others ever had. Her hands locked around his thighs, nails digging in.
Tess knelt behind her, stroking her back. Jessa moved behind Ben, arms around his waist, mouth on his shoulder, whispering filth in his ear.
Rae moaned, gagged, pushed deeper. Her nose hit skin. Her spit ran down his shaft, soaking her hand. She didn’t let up.
Ben tried to brace himself. His legs shook.
Lena finally spoke. “Don’t come.”
His jaw locked.
Rae slowed, drew back, eyes up. Her tongue flicked across his tip. She smiled, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, then stood.
“You’ll do.”
Ben dropped to his knees. Couldn’t stand. Breathing hard. Chest slick with sweat.
Lena stepped forward. “One rule.”
Ben looked up.
She crouched in front of him, hand on his chest.
“No lying. No favorites. No cowardice.”
Tess nodded, grinning.
Jessa stretched out on the couch in her underwear, arms over her head, breasts rising and falling. “You’re ours now.”
Rae walked to the corner, lit a smoke. Her mouth glistened. She took a drag, then let the smoke curl out slow.
Ben couldn’t move. Muscles empty. Body wrecked. Pulse loud in his ears.
Tess leaned down, kissed his jaw. “You still have to fuck me.”
Jessa: “Me first.”
Rae: “He needs water.”
Lena: “He needs obedience.”
He nodded once, still on his knees.
This wasn’t over. It had just started.
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