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Carrie

What I saw completely changed me.
I couldn’t sleep. I thought I heard something downstairs, so I carefully opened my bedroom door and peered, scared, over the railing of the loft. It was the middle of the night. The place was pitch black.
Jayden and I had came up to her dad’s cottage for a well-deserved mid-semester getaway weekend. But Jayden didn’t bother to check beforehand, and when we got to the lake, there was some random guy living there, doing a bunch of carpentry and reno work on the place.
“I mean, I ‘m doing mostly outside work for now,” he said, scratching the back of his head and looking around, tools hanging from a belt around his waist, a light sleeveless tee showing off his quite interesting massive arms. “Most of the work is on the shed anyway,” he said, hooking his thumb over his shoulder. He was maybe 45, maybe more. We were 21, nothing maybe about it. I looked away.
Jayden turned to me. “I didn’t think dad meant like now,” she said. She turned back to the guy. “It’s a super long drive up,” she said.
The guy shrugged and looked back inside. “I mean, you’re welcome to stay,” he said. “I’m just sorry I’ll be making a racket for you.”
“What did you say your name was?” she said to him.
“Royce,” he said. For some reason he glanced past Jayden’s shoulder to me standing behind her, bags weighing me down more with each passing moment not knowing what I was supposed to do.
“Here, here,” he said, and he reached around Jayden to gesture with his hands for me to pass him our grocery bags and duffles. “Lots of room upstairs,” he said.
Jayden went inside and immediately nudged open the main floor bedroom door that lead off the massive living room opposite the huge stone fireplace. “You’re staying in here?” she said, dropping her mouth wide open.
“Well,” he said, and he shrugged. “Not like . . . . “ he started again, but he didn’t finish.
Jayden walked past me and rolled her eyes privately at me and headed up the thick pine planks of the twisting wooden staircase to the loft that ran around the upstairs.
I glanced at Royce and caught him again staring at me — which he knew he was doing, because he looked away and cleared his throat and made as if to feel the smoothness of the door frame with his equally interesting big hand.
It was late already when we got there and we only wanted to go straight up to bed anyway. A bathroom linked our two bedrooms and after Jayden and I washed and changed for bed, we sat on the edge of my bed and whispered to each other.
“I guess he lives here as long as the work takes,” Jayden said. “I’m so sorry I didn’t check first.”
I shrugged. “Not so bad,” I said. “I mean, he did say he’d be working outside while we’re here. On the shed, he said.” 
We both stared at the floor in the dim light of the one bedside lamp, Jayden in her copper-tone satin cami and shorts, me in my long black very loose tee and panties. We were ’t expecting company. I told Jayden one time I really liked that cami and shorts on her. She said she liked my long black tee. We didn’t plan it that way, but I guess we must have been thinking the same thing. There’s always possibilities, isn’t there, even for impossible things.
Jayden suddenly snorted and covered her mouth to muffle a snicker and she pulled her eyes hard to their corners to find me through the strands of her quite beautiful long and wavy blonde hair.
“What?” I said, but I snickered too. I could tell we were having the same thought. We read each other’s minds like open books. In the car ride up, Jayden and I started talking about sexual fantasies and where they come from and what they mean. I admitted to her that my current go-to fantasy was the tried-and-true Mountain Man theme.
“A man living alone out in the woods, making his own food, making his own fire, really primordial stuff,” I said. “Self-sufficient. Turns my crank, I tell you what,” I said, and I laughed out loud.
Her’s was equally commonplace. “Older man,” she said in the car and she rolled her eyes. She gripped her hand around my forearm. I was driving at the time. “Don’t laugh, I know what you’re going to say, but there’s a reason it’s so cliché!” she said.
“I’m not laughing at you, we’re just both pretty pathetic,” I said. “I guess we’re the types where nothing ever happens to us, not really,” I said.
“I just like fantasizing about a man who knows who he is already, and who isn’t trying to be someone else. A guy who knows what he likes, I guess,” she said, and she shrugged. “Cause I’m so opposite!” she added, and she laughed at herself.
“Unlike the boys on campus,” I said.
We both rolled our eyes and laughed some more.
“Anyway,” she said. “Like it’s ever going to happen, for either of us. Nothing ever does,” she said longingly, and we hooked our pinkies on that.
Jayden and I grew up together. Our families were close — we were connected through church. I guess you would say we were both very Christian. One thing that we knew for sure was, we were both saving it for marriage. We vowed to each other that we would help and support one another if we ever felt like we were going off that straight and narrow.
But just because we were both “that kind” of girl, it didn’t mean we didn’t have our fulsome and detailed fantasies. Maybe it meant we had more than the average fantasy life as a consequence of our promise. We told ourselves that it was only to help each other manage the “stressors,” as we called them, to talk about things sexual in private together. Or you could argue that we were fooling ourselves and just giving into temptation the same as everybody else around us was. That may be, but at least we were still pure in body, if not always in mind.
The thing was, we’d never been alone with a boy, or a man, for that matter, overnight in a room or a house or a cottage, either of us, the way we accidentally found ourselves that night. Ignoring the strong male presence in the place, directly below us, was not easy to do.
“What if he comes upstairs?” Jayden said in a whisper.
I grinned and rolled my eyes. “Why would a man like that come up here?” I said. “Anyway, we’re both you-know-what, and we’re never going to give it up anyway, no matter.”
“We don’t know how long it’s been for him, do we,” she said. She acted like she was serious, too. “Maybe he’s a desperado, maybe he’s a man on the run.”
“You’re just seeing the older man in him,” I said and I bounced my knee off her knee and snickered. “That man is not running nowhere, no-how.”
“And you’re just seeing the mountain man in him,” she said.
“As if!” I said, and I slapped her arm.
After a few moments, we heard water come on and go off, we heard footsteps below us, and we heard a door gently close. Jayden crept over to my bedroom door and, grimacing over her shoulder, she carefully pulled it open a few inches and peered out across the hallway and down over the loft railing.
“The lights are off down there,” she said.
“Because he’s gone to bed,” I said. “Like we should be, too.”
She crept out of the door. I whisper-shouted her name but she only hunched up her shoulders and covered her mouth with the palm of her hand. So I had to come out, too.
“I mean,” she whispered, “he is an older man.”
“Jay-Den!” I said in a harsh whisper.
She went down two or three steps and leaned far around the railing to peer under the upper hallway. “His bedroom door is closed,” she said.
“News flash,” I said. “Bed time?”
“He was interesting, wasn’t he,” she said.
“No he definitely was not, and anyway, what are you even talking about?” I said.
“I forgot to get us glasses of water,” she said.
“Jayden!” I whisper shouted her name again, but she ignored me and crept further down the thick planks of pine. Did I mention that she was dressed in only that copper cami and shorts of hers, and that her cami was the crop-cut kind? I had to go after her, of course. It wasn’t safe for her, was it. Did I mention that I was dressed in only my long and loose black sleep tee and skimpy hip-high white panties?  I know I mentioned the 40-something carpenter-man down there behind the bedroom door.
“Careful of the mountain man,” I said, and I snickered behind her.
“The older man,” Jayden said, and she hunched up her shoulders and covered her mouth.
I caught up to her in the kitchen after we both made like cat-burglars, high stepping on our toes across the main room past the bedroom door down there. She carefully twisted the tap and filled two tall glasses of water before turning around and leaning back against the edge of the counter.
“Let’s go!” I said, taking my glass.
“In a minute,” she said, now annoyed with me. We were whispering the whole time.
“What if he comes out?” I said.
She widened her blue eyes at me and bit the corner of her lip. “I don’t know,” she said. “So he finds two super-hot 21-year-old college girls barely dressed in the cottage he’s been living in, all alone and far away from anybody else on a cold winter night. Who’s going to know anyway?” she said.
“You can’t talk like that,” I said and I flared my eyes at her.
“But if anything did happen . . . “ she said.
I rolled my eyes and pulled at the side of her cami and dragged her with me past the bedroom door in question and around the enormous carved newel and up the steps. I glanced at Jayden behind me and she widened her eyes at me and we both cupped our palms over our mouths. We’d seen the same thing: a dim light coming out from under that man’s door. Was it on when we came down, and we just didn’t notice?
“We’re going to know, is who,” I said to her when we got back up to the loft.
“Don’t you wonder sometimes, though?” she said.
“Wonder what?”
“What it’s really like.”
“No I do not,” I said.
“You’re a liar,” she said. She was right about that, though.
“This is hardly the time or the place anyway,” I said.
“When would be the right time or place?” she said.
I’d noticed that about Jayden lately. She’d been bringing things up about our faith, about our commitment, and about our promises a lot. It was harder at college, I’d be the first to admit. It wasn’t just the boys, either. We shared an apartment. We teased each other a lot and we made jokes about it, but you know what they say about the kernel of truth inside every joke.
“What would people say?” I said.
“Why is it always about what other people would say?” she said.
We went to our separate bedrooms without saying anything more about it. She had a point, as she usually did. I didn’t like where she was going with it, though. The fact of the older man, or mountain man, whichever it was, living in the room below us in that remote cottage all alone far from home must have been what heightened the stakes in that particular conversation. We’d been having the same convo a few times lately, but it was never so charged with energy and clarity the way it felt like it was that night. We’d never been that close to a man like that, not alone, not at night, not with nobody else around.
I was happy enough to be finally ready to go to sleep. It was a long drive. But I was having trouble falling asleep. I kept listening for him. When I did hear sounds that could not be ignored, I went to look out over the railing. I didn’t see anything down there, of course, but I knew I was lying to myself. I had other reasons to look down. I went back inside my room and crept through the bathroom between Jayden and me to see if she was awake too, to see if she heard something, to see if she was having trouble sleeping, too.
That’s when I saw her bed empty, her sheets pushed aside. Confused and alarmed, I went back out to the loft. Seeing nothing below, I crept to the stairs and leaned over the railing. Light was coming out over the floor from beneath the loft. I crept carefully as I could down a few more steps and leaned out over the railing again.
That’s when I saw the thing that changed me. At first I couldn’t make any sense of the image. The door to the bedroom down below was open now, about just enough for a body to slip through. I could see the bedside lamp on inside. I crept down another two steps and, clenching my eyes and trying to steady my breath and my heart rate, I got up the courage to lean slowly around the railing one more time and to peer up under the loft and into that bedroom.
I saw in there the man lying in his bed. His head was propped up against pillows the way you might if you were reading a book. But his eyes were closed. I came down another two steps, sliding myself down where I hung over the thick wood railing running against my ribs. The man was holding something glowing in his hands and he was moving it up and down in his lap and it made me squint, being the idiot that I am.
I still couldn’t tell what I was seeing, until Jayden lifted her face up from the man’s groin, pushed her hair from one side of her head over to the other side, smiled at him, and pointed her face down again, and opened her pretty mouth.
At that point, I could see the whole thing: thick, long, and hard— and glistening. I stood there and watched as my best friend in the whole mixed-up world pushed those pretty lips of hers down against the tip of the head of that thing, allowed it to press against her there, before she dropped her chin down, let her lips fall apart, and allowed his entire thing to disappear inside her mouth, inch by slow agonizing inch. I heard, even, her moan, and I realized that that was the sound that had earlier woken me up. My best friend moaning because that man’s cock was in her mouth. He was pushing her head up and down in his lap, pumping her mouth with it, holding her head in his massive hands.
I want to say that I was scandalized by what I saw. I want to say that I rejected it and that I tore my gaze away and that I climbed right back up those stairs and shut my door and went back to bed. I want to say that it was all a dream. I want to say that I was over-imagining things, that I was seeing things that weren’t there, that it can’t possibly have been what it looked like it was. We talked about doing that very thing, Jayden and I, obviously, and many times too, but I was completely unprepared for seeing her actually doing it. To say I was shocked would be a massive understatement.
But yet, I couldn’t tear my eyes away, could I. Jayden is extremely pretty. There’s nothing wrong with admiring that in a person you’re close to. But it looked so violating, so incongruous, so wrong, when she pulled back up from his lap and that thing, that cock, re-emerged from between her soft, full and naturally pink lips, wet with her saliva, his thing trembling from her touch, her fingers lightly dragging in circles over the top, teasing him, bringing him under her control, making it real for him. I saw her smile. I smiled too. My eyes widened.
The man’s head curled back into his pillows so far he was nearly facing the headboard behind him upside down. I slid down another step and gaped with my eyes bugging out at the vision of my friend Jayden in her shimmering copper cami and shorts crouching between his strong legs, knees half raised, legs fallen wide apart, his whole body nude under her, rippling, tight, and built, but not a fake gym build, a real work build. He looked like he could clear a path in the forest with his hands alone, like he could build a whole house with just a hammer and saw only, like he could fight off bears and cougars and still sip a cup of coffee. He looked like he could protect a lady, a ridiculous thing to say, me a college girl, a wanna be scientist.
Against his hard, straining, and work-sinewy body bobbed Jayden, soft, cute, small and pretty. And yet, while his thing, his cock, was surely the most manly thing about him, so wide, so hard, so long (so very, very long . . . ) and the most feminine thing about Jayden was her always smiling, always expressive, always soft and moist mouth, to see that mesmerizing woman’s lips move like waves on a lake up and down over that beguiling man’s cock, the contrast was too much for me.
He twisted and contorted throughout his whole rippling, muscle-strewn body, while she grinned and licked and sucked on him, her whole body moving up and down over his. She was doing it to him. She was giving that man pleasure. And the pleasure was plainly evident on his face and in his body, and it was invading me in my mind and soul, too. I’d never witnessed a thing like it.
I could see one of her hands wrap around the base of his cock and pump it with her mouth on him. But it was her other hand that made my eyes widen more. I couldn’t see it — it was inside the waist of her satin shorts. I could see the front of them bulge with her hand, I could even see her middle finger push against the underside of the shining fabric, and then disappear, and I knew where, too. It made me stagger forward on my feet. Jayden, I wanted to say. I can . . .
The man, Royce, draped one arm over his eyes and his mouth fell open. His other hand reached down to her shoulder, caressed her neck, and slid down inside the top of her cami, palm up. She slept with a bra on out of purity. But I saw her bare breast cup perfectly into his hand. He had pulled the cups of her bra up aro und her neck. I swallowed hard. It looked so real. It looked so dangerously adult. She was playing with fire and she didn’t seem to care what could happen.
But that fire, it was so hot, I was feeling my body buttressed by the heat of it. Her and I — we made jokes about masturbating, but we never showed each other. We told each other it was healthy to do it, that it helped us keep ourselves pure, even. But now, watching her touch herself like that, it opened a door in me. College is supposed to be a time of exploration and growth, but Jayden and I fought against it every step of the way. Now, in the cottage, we knew we’d be alone, but we were prepared for that. What we weren’t prepared for was a man in there with us.
I told myself maybe she was doing it now to stop herself from going further. I was never quite sure if she was telling the truth about not doing that before — giving head to a man — and I knew I hadn’t, of course. But we talked a lot about it, about how it wasn’t really sex, people said, that it might relieve situations, other’s said, that it could save you from doing the real thing, that it wasn’t really mentioned anywhere, anyway, we said.
I dropped my jaw to my chest. My back arched in. My chest pushed up and forward. It was like my body was taking over my mind. Jayden pulled her arms up and out from under the thin straps of her cami so that it fell now around her waist. The man unclasped her bra and she let it fall from her chest and took the thin straps down her arms and pushed it to the side of the bed. I could see inside the leg of her shorts now. I could see her panties. Her hand was inside them, too.
I touched the front of my own panties because I had to, didn’t I. I was shocked to find them wet and I stepped back, pulled the waist out, and looked down. I was soaking down there and I didn’t even know it.
I was ashamed of myself for what I was thinking and I quickly went back up the stairs and into my bedroom. I took my wet panties off and laid on my bed. Filled with frustration and feeling like I wanted to peel my body apart, I tore off my tee and fell back into the pillows and blew strands of my black hair up off my face.
I couldn’t get what I saw out of my mind as though the image of Jayden crouching half naked between Royce’s legs was etched on my eyes. I pulled my blanket up over my body, but I raised my knees, too, and let them fall half way apart. I cupped my hand around my puss. I rolled my eyes at myself at how wet I was. Does the body really know no bounds? I touched myself and gaped at the dark ceiling with widened eyes at how hot I was down there.
Of course there was nothing for it but to “soothe my savage soul,” as Jayden and I called it. I even draped my arm over my eyes the way Royce had in the room directly below our rooms. The blanket was instantly too hot and I kicked it aside. My finger slipped through the crease in my pussy lips as easy as anything. I dared not touch my clitoris, until I did, and instantly my body flew up in a sit-up and flopped back down and I pulled my hand away like I had just touched a hot stove element.
“Damn you, Jay!” I whispered through my clenched teeth. I couldn’t help it, I couldn’t stop it. I rubbed myself and opened my mouth imagining you-know-who’s thing penetrating me there, forcing himself down deep into my throat, making me gag, even. Mountain men are like that, I thought to myself. They need the relief of it, they work so hard, and so always alone.
I pretended to be holding him by the base, me under him, him pumping himself into my mouth, my head back for him, my mouth wide open for him, ready for him, wanting him to do it, because it would be like sex for him, pumping himself into my mouth like that, and I would still be pure, wouldn’t I.
I rolled over and closed my legs and scrunched the pillow up into the sides of my head and punched the mattress. And then I pushed the other pillow down under my stomach, and further down, too, under my hips, and I raised them to push the pillow further down. I curled my hips in and pushed them out and down into the pillow. What would it feel like, I couldn’t stop thinking, if that’s what it felt like sliding through my lips and deep down into my mouth. What would it feel like deep into my pussy?
More frustrated then ever I rolled over again and stared at the ceiling. That’s when I heard Jayden’s voice, high-pitched like a gasp, and then that light giggle of hers. She’s still down there, I realized. She was doing it, and I was only thinking it.
I yanked on my long black loose tee again and snuck out of my bedroom door and crept down the steps again. The bedroom door down there was still open. The bedside lamp was still on. Only this time, it was Jayden’s head buried in the pillows, her luscious blonde hair spread around the whole top half of the bed, her chin down, her mouth open, her eyes closed.
I nearly lost my entire lungful of breath. I felt dizzy. I fell down three more steps from nearly half-collapsing, and then slid further down.
Jayden gasped again, louder this time, and she laughed, too, at herself. “Sorry,” she said. “It’s just . . . “ she struggled to say, but then her lungs filled rapidly, her head twisted further back toward the headboard, and her whole body seemed to lift up off the bed. I saw her hands cup her breasts. I watched her fingers twist and pull on her nipples. The lighting, the bed, her face, it was overwhelming.
I nearly stumbled and fell the rest of the way down the steps. I held onto the railing and rolled my head back and clenched my eyes shut trying not to see. What were they doing? How could she let him? My head swam and my body turned to rubber.
I crept around under the stairs. The closer I drew to the open doorway, the more of the bedroom I saw, and the more of the bed and the more of Jayden, and the more of Royce, too.
His hands slid up over her hips, around her waist, and up over her ribs. They were big and strong and tough and calloused, each finger the size of my wrist. Jayden’s breath came fast and hard and her chest rose and fell. Her stomach clenched hard. Her hips lifted up off the bed and dropped heavily  back down on it.
I stepped closer. I knew the light of the lamp now fell over my face. But I had to see. I checked my pussy as if I didn’t know already, and I caught my breath and bit my lip and scrunched one eye. Of course I was dancing down there. I pushed my hand under my tee and cupped it around my puss as if to protect it. But I also curled my middle finger up and into myself. I didn’t mean to. I reached across my body with my other arm and dug my fingernails into my other bicep. I pushed my breasts up half through the neck of my loose tee with my squeezing biceps. I tried not to touch them, to rub them. But I liked the cleavage I could make, too. Good mountain man cleavage. I had to rub them, Jayden was.
I stepped forward more into the light. Royce’s head was between Jayden’s legs. I could see, I could hear, his lips, his tongue, his moans, the way he was working on her. Her body contorted under him. Her breath was uneven and catching. Her whole body rose and fell and stretched and twisted. Her satin shorts were on the floor. Her panties were rolled up and on the foot of the bed. The girl was completely naked in bed with the man — himself completely naked, too. How could she?
It made me angry. It made me jealous. It made me feel a million things at once. I crossed my arms over my body and lifted my tee up and over my head and I put it on a step that I could reach through from underneath and I turned back to the open doorway. Fine, I thought, now we’re all nude, that’s just great, isn’t it.
I held my other bicep again and looked down at my now bared breasts, the way they pushed up, squished by my arm. I had bigger breasts than Jayden, and she had wider hips. I stepped another step forward. If either of them cared to take a moment from each other and look, they’d have seen me in all my naked glory in that dim yellow light, standing there staring back while shamelessly rubbing my finger in and out and all over my soaking wet puss. I blamed Jayden. And then I apologized to her for blaming her, all in my head. She was bold where I was withdrawn. Who’s right?
The man came up from between her legs and I pulled back into the safety of the shadows outside the door.
I heard Jayden, her voice shaky and whining, “Why did you stop?” She sounded like she was on the very cusp.
But Royce said nothing, and I knew. I stepped forward into the light to find him staring right through the opening of his bedroom door, and completely unsurprised to find me there.
Jayden spun her face toward me and dropped her chin to her chest. She scrambled to find sheets, but there were none there. They were all over the floor where the passionate couple had kicked them in the heat of their lust. She pulled her knees up and covered her beasts with one hand, her pussy with her other.
“What are you doing down here?” she said, still in that shaky voice.
“What are you doing, you mean,” I said, and I came into the room, still clutching my body.
Royce hung on his hands and knees, hovering over my friend’s body, his schlong huge and hanging down from him like a sausage. His body was so muscle-bound all over, rippling and indented and grooved everywhere. His shoulders had mounds of definition, his sides were stretched tight, his abs were lined deep enough to get lost in them, and his hips looked like power poised.
Sometimes there’s so much that can be communicated in a glance, and sometimes there’s nothing. I stared at Jayden and she stared right back at me, even as I crossed the floor to the edge of the man’s bed. “So shove over, then,” I said, and I made to punch her arm, grazing it.
She glanced at Royce and then back at me. I lifted a knee onto the bed and nudged her hip with it. She finally moved herself over when Royce gestured with his head and I came into the bed beside her, both of our heads sinking into his pillows, both of our bodies, nude, laid straight down the length of the man’s bed, our legs pressed together, our toes curling, our fingers entwining.
I was hardly able to breathe. “What were you just doing to her?” I said to Royce with a breaking, high-pitched voice.
Jayden rolled her head over the pillow to face me and I rolled my head toward her. We both opened our mouths, we both struggled to form words, and we both met the other’s eyes with a helplessness in them. There were no words, of course. I looked down at her mouth and back up to her eyes, and she did the same thing, both of us equally afraid of what we were doing, what we were allowing to be done to us, but neither of us able to stop ourselves or the other.
I don’t know who did it first, but our lips came together and we started to kiss. At first it was light pecks, like exploration. But then the tip of her tongue emerged, I touched it with mine, our mouths fell open, our lips sealed around the others’ lips, and then our heads began to twist and stretch at each other and our tongues wrestled. In seconds we were full-on romantically kissing with all the passion of lovers.
And good thing, too, because Royce’s huge strong hands wrapped around my ankles and I felt my legs become parted, my knees get pushed up, and my legs pressed apart. Had I not been kissing Jayden, had I not had my head turned to face her, had our fingers not entwined together and squeezed hard down between our hips, I’d have been forced to acknowledge more fully what that man Royce was doing to me.
But I couldn’t look. Jayden kept her pretty eyes on mine the whole time, as though to reassure me, as though to tell me, it’s good. My body stretched and strained. My breath caught and went short. I felt the man’s lips on my inner thighs. I felt the hard, hot, and wet tip of his tongue touch my skin there and draw a line down toward the very centre of me and I held my breath. Jayden squeezed my hand more and smiled at me through her widely open mouth. Her eyes danced with delight for me. She was right, it was amazing. It was wrong, of course, but oh my god, it was good.
My body shook when his mouth touched my abdomen. Jayden clenched her teeth and arched in her back beside me and I realized my eyes were as glassy as hers. Her left leg raised up and came down to entangle itself around my right leg and I raised my head to see down my naked body — down both of our naked bodies — to see that Royce’s face had come down between her legs now, and it was his fingers that played in my puss while his mouth covered hers. I nearly blacked out.
He switched back and now it was my turn to gasp and shudder and clench my eyes, and Jayden’s turn to look and drop her mouth open and watch.
“I told him he could only touch it against me down there,” she said to me between our tongue-lashing kisses. “But not go inside me,” she whispered, her eyebrows shooting up over her forehead. He had returned to her puss.
“What?” I said. I didn’t understand what she was saying to me, but when Royce sat back on his calves and lifted our legs together, Jayden just stared at me fatalistically like it was all meant to be, like there was nothing that could stop it now. Still unknowing, she touched my jaw when I turned to look at what he was doing, and she brought my eyes back to hers.
I felt my whole lower body get yanked up and my ankles fell draped over his shoulders. Jayden’s leg was crossed with mine still and I glanced and saw her legs pulled up, too, and her ankles also draped over his shoulders.
I looked back at her over the pillows. Did she know what position our bodies were in? Did she even care anymore? I felt vulnerable. I felt exposed. We were being tossed around like pillows on his bed. And then I felt something both soft and hard touch me down there, and I realized after two confused beats what it must be. It was neither the man’s tongue nor his fingers.
My body clenched up and I grimaced and bit my lip. But Jayden smiled at me as though excited. She reminded me of when we climbed into the lead car of a roller coaster we were afraid of. A moment later, I saw her face do exactly what mine had just done — it contorted, her eyebrows shot up, her mouth fell open. We both looked down our bodies and now simply watched like they weren’t really ours as Royce, rearing up with our feet dangling over his shoulders, held his huge cock in his hand and touched the tip of the head first to the lips of Jayden’s pussy, and then to mine, strings of her pussy saliva stretching across to mine.
“Just touching it,” Jayden said to him.
“Just touching it,” he said, and I realized with a start that those were the first words I heard him say the whole time I was in his bedroom.
We both looked at our long legs stretched up against his body and we touched our own thighs and then each other’s. Royce rubbed the head of his cock up and down through the lips of Jayden’s pussy and then he did the same thing to my pussy and when he did, Jayden reached over, and with her two fingers, she spread my lips down there. We looked at each other and her smile, so infectious, it made me smile, and we kissed again. Wherever we were going, it seemed we were going there together.
“A little bit inside if you must,” Jayden said to him. “But just a bit.”
He brought his cock back to Jayden’s pussy and she squealed and recoiled from him when he entered her a little bit, and she pulled her heels down from his shoulders and pulled her knees up to her chest. “Enough!” she said to him, and she playfully wagged her finger at him.
He came back to me. When he touched the head of his cock to my pussy lips, Jayden laughed and leapt up to get onto her hands and knees and she pushed her face down into my groin in front of his stomach.
I gasped and held my breath and strained in my neck to see. My friend was fingering my pussy and kissing the man’s cock where it touched and probed my lips down there. When he pulled up, she opened her mouth, and when he pushed back down, she took him in her mouth all the way to her throat.
It was by surprise, then, that when she came off his cock and held him in her hand, he pushed the head now against my pussy — only this time, my pussy lips spread widely around the head of his cock, stretching and yearning.
I gasped with shock, but Jayden pulled on him and threw her body over top of mine, crouching over me so I couldn’t see. She draped her body over mine and her head laid sideways on my stomach watching how he entered me from inches away.
I groaned out loud and twisted sharply in my body. I could feel that thing of his filling me up, stretching me open, invading me fully — penetrating me to my core deep inside. But I was so wet, he was so lubricated from both of us, and the moment was so undeniable, that I had to let him. It felt like he was going to come up my throat and out my mouth. It seemed never to stop sliding further into me. Jayden was moaning even louder than I was.
When Royce jolted my body with his hips bumping my hips, Jayden spun around and kissed me sloppily all over my mouth and face. When Royce pulled back out of me, it felt like I had been disemboweled. A moment later, Jayden, now lying on me, face to face, chest pressed to chest, stomach on stomach, gasped and lifted her face up to the wall behind me and grimaced, her eyes shut tight, a tiny yelp escaping her throat, and I knew he was penetrating her now.
I realized our two pussies must have been stacked neatly on top of one another for him. He pulled out of one and poked himself into the other, and back and forth he went, pushing himself all the way through us, first her then me then her again. Like everything else, we were losing it together.
He finally gave us relief from our nearly intoxicating hyperventilating, and he leaned back on his calves. Jayden rolled off me and flopped down beside me and I looked at her and saw her close her eyes and open her mouth and smile. I didn’t understand why until I felt huge, hot and heavy arcs of the man’s cum fly out across our breasts, our necks, and our faces, over and over again. Marked, was what my mind thought of. Our man was marking us.
He fell back and rolled sideways and rose from the bed. He staggered around like he didn’t know where he was or what he was doing. Jayden grabbed my hand and leapt up from the bed too and we ran like we’d been so bad, all the way up the stairs and into our rooms. I heard Jayden in the shower, and when she got out, I went in.
We didn’t talk. We definitely did not go back down to see Royce. We didn’t do anything after that, except try to go to sleep. It was as though what happened occurred outside normal time and space, and that it lay beyond words, and certainly beyond justification or confession. It was so extraordinary, it was easy to classify it as something that didn’t actually happen.
I stared at the ceiling. My heart was still pumping. I don’t recall falling asleep, but in what seemed like only three minutes, the sun was beaming through the window, birds were going crazy outside, and I realized I slept naked for the first time in my life. Because my night clothes were downstairs. In a man’s bedroom. A man who — oh my god — fucked us both the night before. I cupped my hands over my mouth and inhaled deeply.
I heard a tap on the other side of my bathroom door. I looked over and saw Jayden come in, first peering around the corner, then running high on her toes toward me and she leapt into my bed. She was still naked. She hid her naked body under my blankets.
“All our clothes are down there,” I said.
“I know!” she scream-whispered. It wasn’t the first time we shared a bed, not by a long shot. But it was the first time naked. And, of course, the first time no longer being “good” girls. As for what else happened the previous night, she seemed no more eager than me to bring it up. That was just as well. I had no idea what to think about it and I’m positive she didn’t either.
We heard the distant sound of a power drill or a sander or something and I looked at my phone. “Holy!” I said. “Really 11 AM?”
Jayden gasped too. “What happened?” she said, and we both laughed. We realized Royce had probably killed off half a day of work trying to stay quiet for the two girls sleeping in all morning.
She no more wanted to face him or reality than I did, but we had to get up at some time and eat. I peeked out the window and pulled the curtain closed. I could see that man out at the shed with the barn doors off and lying on sawhorses. I think he was rebuilding the opening maybe. Good, I thought to myself with a smirk, the man is good at openings, we know at least that much about him. But to think about what we let him do to us the previous night, and hardly knowing him either? I tried to find the remorse in me, but it wasn’t there. All that came up was joy and excitement. All I could think about was doing it again. And again and again!
We’d been to the cottage loads of times and when it was just the two of us, we never even thought about it, but hung around inside in just tees and panties. It’s just the way it was there. It was only ever just us on weekends like that, nobody ever came over, and if they did, you had about a ten minute warning from the time you could see a car coming over the ridge and down through the grassy fields.
So it was that morning, when Jayden and I went down to make coffee and breakfast. We were standing in the kitchen leaning against the edge of the counter sipping our mugs of coffee and evading the subject that was really on our minds, making jokes about mountain men and older guys, teasing each other like we did before, almost as if to reassure each other that through all that happened the previous night, we were still just who we were, and we weren’t really changed.
But then Jayden pushed her blonde hair back over her head and flashed her face back up to me with a serious expression, except for the way the very corner of her mouth curled up.
“Did we really lose our v-cards last night?” she said in a tiny, gravelly voice.
I grimaced at her and squinted my eyes. “I think so,” I said and we both gasped deeply and squealed.
And just like that, the thing we thought we were protecting with our lives for the special one, and all the rest of it, seemed gone like a pair of old socks in the dryer — of no more consequence, it seemed, than that. We weren’t in fact changed. We were still Carrie and Jayden.
“I thought we’d have a lot more to say about it, to be honest,” I said.
“Me too,” she said, and she laughed and shrugged. “I just want you to know I didn’t mean for it to happen.”
“I know,” I said. “But I don’t feel bad anyway.”
She shook her head in agreement. “It just feels. . . “ she said, and she squinted at the ceiling searching for the word.
“It feels incredible?” I said, widening my eyes at her.
She bit her lip. “It feels fantastic?” she said in a low murmur.
We both hunched our shoulders up and squelched the urge to laugh. “I couldn’t believe how good it felt, the way he just . . . “ I said, and I couldn’t finish the sentence without gasping all over again, bending over, scrunching my hand into the front of my panties.
“The way he . . . “ she said, and she pursed her lips and leaned close to my ear. “Fucked our tight little pussies!” she whispered.
That was Jayden all over. She had lately been teasing me with the rudest language.
I gasped and play-slapped her face. “Jay-Den!” I said. But then I was the one pursing my lips and leaning over to her ear. “And the way he cummed all over our tits!” I said.
Jayden now squealed and covered her mouth with her cupped hands. “I sucked his whole cock in my mouth!” she said with a groan.
“You are so bad!” I said. “But when I watched you from outside the bedroom — I couldn’t believe it.”
“I watched him fuck you, too,” she said.
I slapped her again and held her wrists in my hands. “You were the one who pushed his dick into me!” I said through a grimace.
“Girl, you were opening your legs so wide and pushing your hips up at him, I had to!” she said.
“You’re such a liar!” I said. “As if you were going to stop him at just touching our pussies with his cock.”
“I had a little climax when he did that,” she said. “I was too nervous about letting it all go, though.”
“I think I had like three or four of those,” I said. “But I was too scared too.”
“He certainly had one,” she said.
“All over our boobs!” I said, and we both snorted and pushed each other and rubbed our bodies together and rolled our eyes.
“He landed on you all over your chest,” she said, “here and here,” she said, and she touched me through my tee.
“He came all over your neck and face,” I said, and I touched her where, saying here and here like she did.
“He pushed his cock into you, here,” she said, and she touched the front of my panties.
“He fucked your cute little body here, too,” I said, and I touched her panties, but then I also slipped my hand down inside the waist of her’s.
We heard the clomp clomp of boots on the wooden porch that ran all around the whole cottage, and I yanked my hand out of my friend’s panties and she pulled her hand back from between my legs. We looked at each other with alarm. It was only then that we realized we were in our tees and panties and that a man was living in the cottage. And that that man was coming through the front door and that he was the one who had done those things to us the previous night. What do you say in the morning in that situation?
There was no time to run and hide. He stepped inside, and even before he peeled off his boots, I turned to him from across the expanse of the cottage. “We’re just making lunch, if it’s time for you,” I said.
Jayden looked at me about to burst out laughing. But then she turned to Royce. “Chicken salad fine then?” she said in the same voice I had put on.
He half tilted his face and twisted it around and stared at the floor between us with a partial grin. “No, that sounds great,” he said. “Sounds perfect.”
“Well then,” Jayden said, surprising me — shocking me — “why don’t you sit down right here and rest while we get it together for you.”
She pulled out a chair and stood behind it until he sat in it.
Not to be out-done, I get a beer out of the fridge — there were always beers in the fridge — and I opened it and put the bottle down in front of him and raised eyebrows at Jayden where she watched me with narrow eyes from the kitchen. If she could act like some kind of throw-back character in a book, so could I.
“There you go,” I said in a soft sweet voice, and I leaned over and kissed the top of his head.
“Thank you mightily,” he said.
It was awkward. But everything was awkward that whole weekend long. Jayden and I might have been good Christian girls — or were, up until the night before — but that didn’t mean we were down for the whole serving the man thing. Only, it was kind of fun, too. Who was going to notice? We were all alone up there with that man to role-play with.
Yet, when I rejoined Jayden in the kitchen, we both felt something also like pride or joy in fixing our man a nice hearty chicken salad. I mean, it wasn’t steak and potatoes, but then we didn’t exactly prepare for a man at the cottage.
We smirked like we were in a different age and we glanced over our shoulders at him while we chopped things and sliced them. We had had by then plenty of opportunity to get upstairs and change into more decent clothes, but neither of us did. Another thing we didn’t discuss, we just did.
We brought lunch to the table and joined him.
“I’ve got a place back in town I can stay while you’re out visiting here,” he said.
“No, no,” we both quickly said, and we chuckled at each other. “We should go back today,” Jayden said, her eyes big and deep as she lifted her face from her salad and looked at him through her fallen blonde strands. “If we’re in your way here.”
“You have work to do,” I said and I nodded at him.
“You’re on your holiday,” he said. “You don’t want some older guy hanging around.”
“It’s okay,” Jayden said. “I don’t think we mind, plenty of room, right?” she said, and she nodded at me with big innocent eyes.
“Three bedrooms,” I said, and I coughed at my stupidity. “At least three,” I said. I looked away and dropped my jaw wide open and bulged my eyes at the wall.
“What she means is . . . ” Jayden said to him.
But he cut her off. “I know. Last night was . . . ” he paused, searching for a word. “Unusual. Things just sort of happened,” he said. “Nobody’s fault, really. My fault, I suppose, being the older one.”
“Nonsense,” Jayden said. She let her hand drop down on his big, thick, hairy forearm. “It was all our faults. I think we knew what we were doing,” she said. “We’re grown up too, if you didn’t notice.”
I snorted and dropped my grinning face down.
He nodded at his plate not raising his eyes. “Was actually amazing,” he said in a quiet murmur.
“It was mind-blowing,” Jayden said in an equally quiet murmur.
“Fine,” I said, “it was all my fault, I confess,” I said, and I laughed.
He turned to me and smirked. “Sort of was, way you were looking at me when you first showed up on the doorstep,” he said.
“Well, what you don’t know,” I said to him, wagging my face at him, “is that all drive up, her and I were discussing those very exact same sexual fantasies, so there.”
“Carrie!” Jayden shouted, and she gasped and covered her face with her hands. “Oh my god!” she cried out loud and she shot her eyes to Royce.
“And,” I said, dragging my eyes and grin from Jayden’s face to Royce’s, “I told my best friend here that mine was to lose it to a real bona fide mountain man.”
“I was wondering if you . . . if both of you, were, so to speak . . . ” he started, but he didn’t finish.
“Oh my god, we are not having this conversation,” Jayden said and she turned away. But her face turned red.
“I would have thought you were the bold and assertive one of the two of you,” he said to Jayden. “Given last night.”
She slapped his arm with the back of her hand. “I am!” she said. “But you make me shy when I’m around you.” She looked at me. “I don’t know why either.” She narrowed her eyes.
“Because he’s your fantasy too,” I said.
“What’s her fantasy?” Royce said, warming up to our teasing. 
“No telling!” Jayden shouted. But she grinned too.
“Jay, I’ve never seen you like this before,” I said, shaking my head, my face full of put-on innocence.
“Well I’ve never seen you like this before either!” she snapped back.
“What are you normally like?” he said to me.
I glared at Jayden, but we both grinned at each other, too.
“I guess I’m usually the one who doesn’t talk much,” I said.
“Could have fooled me,” Royce said.
Now it was my turn to slap his other arm with the back of my hand. “Damn it,” I said, “you’ve got such huge and hard biceps.”
“Doesn’t he just, though,” Jayden said, and she gasped at me over the table and wrapped her hand around his other arm, or as much of it as she could, which wasn’t much.
“Her fantasy,” I started again, my eyes on her’s, “is, or was, I should say, to lose it to an older man.”
She propped her chin on the back of her hand. “Which is what you are, so what,” she said. She held gazes with him for three full beats. “And I fucking loved it!” she cried out loud, and she squealed and hid her face.
“You made her cum,” I mouthed to Royce.
He finished his plate of food and put his elbows up and cupped his hands together in front of his face, He rubbed his cheeks.
“Well this is certainly entertaining and all,” he said. “But we ought to cool it, I think,” he said.
“Are you afraid of what two 21-year-old girls are going to do to you, old man?” I said, and I laughed.
“You see, right there,” he said. “I’m 48 — old enough to be you’re you-know-what,” he said. He looked at me with eyes that for the first time looked scared to me. “And until you just said them a minute ago, I didn’t even know your names.”
“Well, I’m Carrie,” I said, and I dipped my hand down in front of him. He shook my fingers reluctantly. “Pleased to meet you.”
“Likewise,” he said.
“And I’m Jayden, also pleased to meet you, and I’m the one whose family owns this humble abode.”
“Pleased to meet you right back,” he said, his eyes widening, “and for real now, I really need to go stay in town for the time being.”
“How so?” Jayden said. She leaned over her corner of the table and kissed Royce on the cheek. She then pulled his cupped hands apart and clasped his one hand inside both of hers.
He watched what she did and he nodded and twisted his head. “I guess I’m saying, I’m pretty sure the owner of this humble abode is not going to be too pleased to learn about goings on at his cottage between the likes of me and . . . “ he stopped and only gestured broadly to Jayden with his outstretched hand. “His daughter,” he said under his breath.
Jayden pushed her chair back and stepped over to Royce, pulling him back from the table, too. She pushed a foot over his lap and sat down on his thighs facing him. She draped her arms over his shoulder. She ducked her head down. She let her wavy blonde locks fall around his face, neck, and shoulders, and down his broad chest. I’ve seen her get like that before. Girl knows how to put it on, to a certain point, anyway.
“Oh . . . ” she sang. “I think me and my best friend are pretty good at keeping secrets.” She sank her mouth down over his mouth. I watched them kiss. It reminded me of the previous night, watching them in bed, unseen from the stairs. What should have been off-putting, what should have been disgusting, was instead arousing, it was intoxicating.
He cupped his hands around her tush, she wearing only panties. She wriggled on him, making it clear she was not getting off.
“I mean,” he said, and he pulled his face back from her despite her stretching her neck forward and chasing his mouth with her wagging, extending tongue. “Two girls like you, what did you say, 21?” he said.
I got up now and I nudged my knee at Jayden’s leg. “Shove over,” I said to her, just like the previous night in bed. She snickered — she got the joke — and she pulled a leg up and back over his thigh so that she sat on one of his legs. I sat down on the other. There was no question he would have no issue supporting both of us, a man like him.
“Don’t we come close when you add us up together?” I said, and I ducked my head down like Jayden had, and I caught his mouth with mine and sank my tongue between his lips.
Now he wrapped a hand around my tush, too, and he held us both by our asses. “You don’t understand,” he said.
Jayden stretched in her body and reached down to the bottom of her tee to start pulling it up. But he stopped her.
“No,” he said. “Much as I’d love to, you have no idea.”
Jayden pouted and stuck her chest up and out and she pushed her tits into his neck. “You started our motors,” she said. “I don’t think you really want to turn them off just yet.”
“C’mon, baby,” I said to him, and I started to push my chest up into his neck, too.
None of what either of us was doing, from last night, to lunch, to this, was anything like what we were, back in the city, at college. Where do these alternate personalities come from? It felt like acting on a stage, only there was no need for a script.
“If any of our friends saw us now,” I said to Jayden, “if they could hear us, they’d just die, you know.” I pawed the man’s head, I kissed the back of his neck. I squirmed my groin against his thigh. I was high, I was delirious. I was somebody else. We were both being such sexual deviants, coquettish and teasing, but neither of us could stop.
“If my dad caught us, we’d be instantly dead,” Jayden said.
“And is there any chance of that?” Royce said.
“Nope,” she said, and she licked his neck under his ear. She was squirming her groin even harder down into his other thigh than I was. “He’s a busy lawyer in the big bad city,” she said, and she chuckled.
“He’s famous,” I said. I pushed my breasts up to his chin. Everything Jayden did pushed me to do more. It was like, once freed, we couldn’t go back. We felt unleashed. “He gets people out of jail,” I said. “He frees them.”
“Oh,” Royce said thoughtfully, “is that so.” He put his face into my cleavage. He kissed me and then he put his face into Jayden’s cleavage and kissed her there, too. “And how does he do that?” he said.
“He’s in charge of this organization that overturns wrongful convictions,” Jayden said in her best breathy and sultry voice. “So about last night,” she said in an even deeper tone.
But Royce pulled his face back from our chests. “Wrongful convictions, you say,” he said. He stiffened. His eyes opened more widely.
“Do-gooder stuff,” I said to him. “Everybody loves him. Apparently he’s going to be governor very soon.”
He paused a few moments saying nothing, not even moving, but staring into the distance behind us. We both caressed his face and neck and pushed our bodies at him, me inciting Jayden, I think, as much as she incited me. We were both in completely uncharted territory. The day was quickly becoming last night all over again. The want was becoming the need.
But now he stood up, and though we clung to him and he let us hang from his huge arms, both of our bodies dangling, he set us down on our bare feet. He backed up across the main room of the cottage nearly stumbling backward. “We can’t do this,” he said, seemingly horrified now. “I just can’t!” he shouted, and he turned and went out the door, not even stopping to shut it.
We looked at each other, Jayden and I, even as we heard his truck behind the shed turn on and saw it roll and squeak up the driveway, over the hillock among the tall grasses, and away.
Just then Jayden’s phone buzzed on the kitchen counter. She went to it. “It’s dad,” she said, and she put it on speaker.
“Hey squirt,” her dad said. “Just meant to warn you, if you thought you might be headed up to the cottage anytime soon, you let me know before you go, I got a guy doing work on it up there.”
“No, dad,” she said to him, her eyes deeply on mine. “Got too many mid-terms coming up to even think about going up there,” she said. She squeezed her face down in a tight smiling grimace and pinched the tip of her tongue sticking out. It made her laugh to lie.
“Well if you do want to go up, just give me a ring a week before, I’ll get him out of there for you,” he said.
“What’s he doing up there?” she said.
“Bit of reno, little repairs, shed needs the door re-done, that kind of thing — nothing big, just usual cottage stuff,” he said. He paused a moment and he chuckled. “Just not the kind of guy you want to run into by surprise,” he said. “Or under any circumstances, for that matter,” he added more to himself.
“What’s that mean?” Jayden said.
She never talked about her dad’s clients much. I gathered he never told her much about them either.
“Just . . . “ her dad said again and he paused a long time. It wasn’t like her dad to be without words. “Best not to cross paths, enough said, okay squirt?” he said.
“Okay dad,” Jayden said. Then just before she ended the call, she started again. “Only, dad, if we do want to go up, like next weekend, say, what, is he living up there or something?” She stared at me hard with her big blue eyes.
“Well it’s a lot easier just to stay there while he’s getting it together,” he said.
“Getting it together or doing renos at the cottage?” she said.
“Renos at the cottage, I said,” he said. “Getting the cottage together. It’s getting old, just like me,” he said, and he laughed.
“But he’s got a place to go if I came up with Carrie, say?” she said.
“Yeah, no,” her dad said and he chuckled again. “Don’t worry about that, just be sure to give me a call if you do, yeah?”
“Well I don’t want to come up to the cottage if your helper has to then go sleep in his truck or something stupid like that,” she said.
“You just be sure to call me first,” he said ignoring her comment. “It’s what’s best.”
They ended their call.
“Do you think we should just go? Like leave?” I said.
“I think we should,” Jayden said. “But I want to stay.”
I jutted my jaw crookedly and looked down at the floor between us. “I think I want to stay too, maybe,” I said.
And so we did, both of us glancing up the driveway checking for his truck coming back the rest of the day and into the night.




Royce

If I were a smart man, I wouldn’t have got myself tangled up with that fucking sneaky, dirty lawyer in the first place. If I were a smart man, I’m saying, I should have realized the “friend’s cottage” he sequestered me in was in fact his own cottage way before I was trapped inside it. If I were a smart man, god damn it! I should have known the girl who came down those steps in the middle of the night, the girl who came into my room dressed like that, I should have know she was the lawyer’s own fucking daughter.
That last one maybe I don’t regret so much, tell the truth. Everybody’s got to die sometime, right? And then when her friend showed up in the bedroom doorway stark fucking naked like that and already wet, Jesus pray for me, that was something. The one with the eyes. You can’t tell stories like that, who’s going to believe you?
Just touch it, she said. Just a little, the other said. The both of them, weeping and whining. I can hardly believe what happened, and I’m the one it happened to! It does take the sting out of facing your own death though, just a little bit, telling you what — a night like that.
But now my god damned phone was in the work shed — my lifeline and my noose, both. I had to have it. The lawyer was going to call at any moment, and if I wasn’t on the other end of it when he did, well, that would be it for me, wouldn’t it. Curtains for a second time, and surely the last time for the dumb motherfucking idiot I’m looking at in the mirror.
Of course I’m going to forget my phone. The way those two girls were starting it up with me all over again morning after, both of them sitting on my lap like that, rubbing themselves down my thighs like that, reminding me, wanting me to do it all over again with them. Fuck me stupid, I guess is the phrase they use. Those two college girls, what, 21 years old they said? They wouldn’t know where I spent the last eight years of my life.
I punched that god damned mirror. I didn’t break it, though. If you’re looking for a story about a rough, tough criminal maniac, wrong book.
The mirror featuring yours truly was going to live to see another day in that gas station bathroom. Which for me is my happy place, the gas station bathroom, conveniently recreated thousands of times down every road that laces this country. They get the size about right, and the sweating cinder block walls, too, with no windows, which is always a nice nostalgic touch. Whenever I get a suffocating panic attack, I’m never far from one, am I, where I can pace in tight circles, where I can mumble, and where I can get myself back down off the ledge. It’s the lighting that nails it, the hard flood of fluorescent white, so harsh you can see your veins through it, you hold your arm up to the ceiling. Takes me back every time. Helps me think.
I came out of the box with a plan. I drove around till nightfall and went past the cottage driveway and back about 10 times before I thought it might be safe enough to at least turn the headlights out and creep across the fields close enough to see if the lights in the cottage were finally out. It wasn’t easy to wait with each minute spent away from my phone being a year ticking by on my life, it felt like. But if I developed one skill on the inside, it was the ability to wait. This already felt like I’d been sent back up to the big house, where every minute was a year. I felt right at home, on other words.
The cottage looking like bedtime finally came for those two girls, I turned the truck around and parked over the rise from the cottage and hiked the rest of the way to the shed. Finding my phone exactly where I thought I left it, despite there being less light in there than a blackhole, I felt lucky, I felt good. Double that when I checked it for phone calls missed. None.
Maybe ol’ Roycy-boy was going to pull one out of the fire for a change, you begin to think.
I got back to the truck and checked over my shoulder: no lights had come on in the cottage. I was feeling free and clear, an admittedly rare feeling for me, and it made me giddy. Maybe I tell the lawyer, I was out getting supplies, came back, saw the strange car in the driveway at the cottage, thought better of rolling in on whoever it was, as I had no idea, swear to god, absolutely none. He’d say, atta boy, and slap my back. He’d call me a smart man. He’d say, you’re getting it now, Royce. I’d tell him I slept in my truck that night, sure. Tell him I stayed well the fuck away.
Do-gooder lawyer, my ass, I thought. But I wasn’t going to be the one to peel the scales from his daughter’s eyes. I wouldn’t get the slammer for that dumb-assery, no, instead it would be just straight-up Roycy-boy’s murder, is what that leads to, execution style to the back of the head, if I knew his type. I pulled the driver’s door gently closed and leaned over one more time to check on the cottage. No worries there, all lights out, so I reached to twist the key and get the fuck outta Dodge.
Now, I was sure I left the key in the ignition. I was careful about that. I felt my pockets. Nope, not there either. I took a breather and cooled myself down, steadied my heart, and retraced my steps in my mind. I looked up and out the front window. There, leaning against the grill of the truck, their bodies draped over the hood, their faces lifted up to mine, smiling and dabbed in the dim light of my truck cab, were the two girls. And the daughter-one was dangling my keys from her fingers with a grin on her face.
The fuck, kid. I’m trying to save you as much as myself here.
I climbed down from the truck seat and hung onto the creaking open door trying to portray a relaxed man with no big reason to freak out. “Now girls,” I said. “I’m going to need those keys, see.” I snorted and I shook my head and grinned. But I also swallowed hard. It’s like defusing a bomb when you discover your cutters are a kid’s rubber toy.
“Nah uh,” the other one said, the daughter’s friend, Carrie I believe, the one with the eyes. “You have to catch us first,” she shouted, and they both ran away high on their toes laughing and squealing, disappearing into the absolute darkness.
I looked around and out across the invisible fields and I inhaled the clean, fresh air, closed my eyes, focused on how that felt coming back out my mouth, all the way down until my lungs felt scrunched up like a crumpled ill-advised note deep down inside my chest, and I flicked my eyes back open, wide and hard.
“Girls,” I said. I knew they weren’t far. Out there, it was so quiet, you could hear a lone loon three lakes over.
“Why’d you have to leave in such a hurry?” I heard a disembodied voice say, coming at me through the still, soundproofed air. Hard to tell the direction. I moved away from my truck to minimize the interference.
“I’m not a man to hang around, is all,” I lied. I crept a few more steps forward and found myself in the wet grass. “Not one much for mornings after, see?” I said, and I scanned hard around me.
“Bullshit,” I heard her voice. It was closer. I spun around and made out the silhouette of the shed against the slightly less black sky. “You looked scared,” she said.
I snorted. Scared. I began stepping softly and slowly toward the shed. Girl, I wanted to say, scared is what you get when you hear a branch brush a window outside your college dorm when you’re all tucked in snug for the night.
The shed door was open wide enough for a body to slip through. No, what I felt when I realized who she was and where I was, that was as far beyond scared as a kitchen sink is from the Pacific fucking Ocean. I crept along the outside of the wall behind the open door before I quickly slipped inside, and I shut it and bolted it behind me.
“Now maybe this little game of your’s is over,” I said inside the closeness of the shut shed, “and you can just give me the keys.” I felt behind my back for the electrical box and, finding it, I flicked the switch. Light flooded the shed.
The two girls yelped and hung onto each other. There was a tool bench in there down one side, a few tools like a drill press and a grinder, and under a low-running thick beam, there was an old pot-bellied wood stove on the other side, a worn-out rug, a beat up old couch. Part of the plan, the lawyer told me — still then speaking of it as though it belonged to someone else — was to upgrade the shed enough someone could live in it.
Everything was taking on a whole new hue once I understood who everyone was.
“You’re going to have to tell us why you suddenly had to leave like that before we give you back your damned keys,” the daughter, Jayden, said.
“I already told you,” I said, and I stepped forward toward them.
They moved away from me and under the beam into the side of the shed with the couch.
“We don’t believe you,” the other one said, her eyes like embers of coal. Maybe that’s why she had that effect on me: my soul was made of the same stuff. “Anyway, the key isn’t on us, we hid it, so now you have to tell us,” she said.
“This ain’t no game,” I said keeping my calm. “We can’t be fooling around like this.”
“You don’t sound like you’re just a hired hand up here to do some renos,” Jayden said.
“I swear to god I was just doing renos on the place,” I said, and I took another step toward them.
They backed up until their calves came to the front edge of the old dumpy couch behind them. “I don’t doubt you were doing renos, but that’s not what you sound like,” Jayden said.
“Besides, you sure weren’t in too much of a hurry to leave last night,” Carrie said.
Stop looking at me like that, girl, I wanted to shout. Stop pulling me wide open right across the cork board like that.
Jayden pulled on Carrie’s sleeve and they both sat down on the couch beside each other with their arms folded over their chests. They both crossed one leg over the knee of the other, both of them putting on as relaxed a pose as they could.
“Well that’s before I realized who you were,” I said, and I clenched my eyes and looked sideways. Like I said, I am not a smart man. I give things away for free. If you’re hoping this story was about a genius criminal mastermind, this is also not your book.
Of course she picked up on it. “And what does who I am have to do with what you’re doing here?” Jayden said. “Who did you think would be coming up to her parent’s own cottage if not their daughter?”
“I didn’t know he had a daughter,” I said. “I didn’t know this was his cottage.” I stared sideways at the wall. No wonder I ended up in the big house, I thought. I can’t keep my mouth shut to save my life.
“I thought you said my dad hired you to do work here,” she said.
I shrugged feeling like an eight-year-old all over again, caught by the teacher. “He said it was somebody else’s cottage, didn’t he.”
“So it’s his, and I’m his daughter, that still doesn’t explaining why that means you have to flee like you’re some kind of escaped convict or something,” she said.
I flinched. She caught that too.
“Oh my god!” Carrie said, her eyes bulging out. She sat forward. “You’re an escaped convict?”
“No,” Jayden said, patting Carrie’s leg but staring at me. “Not escaped. Freed.” She turned to her friend. “Dad’s bono work for the wrongfully convicted?” she said. She turned back to me. “So he got you out. How long were you in for?”
I stared up at the ceiling of the shed and jutted my jaw with my hands on my hips. Girl had a point. If her father got me out of jail by overturning my conviction, why would I now be afraid of him and afraid of his daughter, too, and why would the lawyer lie to me about who owns the cottage? I never could think fast on my feet.
“What do you know about your dad, anyway?” I said. “What he actually does.”
Jayden chuckled. “Everybody knows what he does,” she said. “He rescues sad-sack people like you, for one thing.” She crossed her arms over her chest again, chin up, wagging her face at me like she had me there. 
“Yeah he does that alright, but it comes with a price,” I said. I wondered how she would take it. She seemed tougher than I first thought. She wasn’t afraid of me, for one thing. I wondered if she would believe a word of what I told her. And I wondered, if she learned the truth, would she give me the key then? Wouldn’t she see that I had to get out of there, that we had to cover up that we ever met? “You know that if he knows we met here, he’s going to assume I told you everything, don’t you?”
“So if he’s going to assume it anyway, why not tell me everything?” she said. “What don’t I know?”
I chuckled and swung my face over the floor. So confident. So brave. “It’s not that easy,” I said.
She rose from the couch as though on air and floated over the beat-up old rug toward me. Her hand, soft and warm, wrapped around my wrist and she tugged on me.
“Come on,” she said, pulling me. Behind her, the other one patted the couch cushion.
“It’s too complicated,” I said, pulling my arm back. But she didn’t let go.
“We can keep secrets,” she said. She turned around to face Carrie. Carrie nodded earnestly.
“We have a lot of secrets to keep,” she said.
I slowly exhaled through pursed lips. The both of them — they were a future I didn’t take back then. Now here it is again, circled back around for me, one pulling on my hand, the other drowning me in her eyes. I was 21 once too, you know, I wanted to scream. Full of confidence and bravery, just like them. And innocence. Sort of.
I took a step forward but only to regain my balance, she was pulling me too hard. I raised my face to her and took her in. It wasn’t just their innocence that got into my veins like some kind of hit. They were excited about life, they were expectant about it, they both had grins on their faces.
Maybe I was already dead and these are the angels gonna carry me up through the sky, I thought. 
Carrie, her darker eyes all mystery and questions, looking away from me when I caught her staring, only adding to the mystique. You had the feeling she was seeing you in a way other’s never did, or couldn’t, and that she turned away to spare you your own truth about yourself.
I stepped forward another step. Jayden kept pulling. They were both dressed in jeans and sweaters and jackets.
“It’s cold,” I said. “Let me put a fire on.”
She let go of me on that and I crouched by the pot belly and tore up paper and built up a bed of kindling inside. I could leave, but without the key, run where? Night like that, I’d get lost in five minutes out there. I got the fire going and shut the creaking steel door. It wasn’t long before the shed warmed up and they both took off their jackets.
“Here,” Jayden said, and she patted the cushion that she and Carrie left between them on the couch where they sat slumped down deeper.
I stood in front of the stove and faced them. “Your dad can’t ever know that we met,” I said.
“That’s such a strange thing to say,” Jayden said. She narrowed her eyes and shook her head. Her blonde hair flounced all over her face. Last night came back to me in bits and pieces. The way she rode me. The way she moved on me. Her blonde hair all over my face.
“If I tell you this, will you give me the keys finally?” I said.
“Is it really that important?” she said.
“Promise me,” I said. “You have to give me the keys when I tell you, and you can never let him find out you were here with me and that I told you anything.”
“I promise,” she finally said and she shook her head and rolled her eyes.
The space they made for me between them — I stared into it the way another man might look at a pool, a man crossing a desert. Carrie, eyes deep and dark like a pool you could lie in, Jayden, eyes bright and blue like the sky on a perfect day you could fly up into. I went to them and I sat down between them on the couch and I set my jaw. It would take a much stronger man than I was to turn away from that, let’s be honest.
“Nobody knows this story,” I started.
Carrie drew her fingernails along my temple and tucked loose hair behind my ear. “You can trust us,” she said so close to my ear, it was like she was inside my head.
I snorted and turned sideways to her and hung my jaw with a grin. “You have no idea how many times I was told that exact same line,” I said. She didn’t reply, she only stretched forward, tucked her finger under my chin, and closed her lips onto mine. She penetrated my mouth with her tongue, hot, soft, and wet.
It felt so seamless to sink back into her touch. It felt so easy. Jayden turned my face toward hers and she sank her tongue into my mouth just like Carrie had. The two of them, and it wasn’t even a conflict. They liked it that way, it seemed. Imagine that, I thought. A three body situation, but balanced this time, not flying apart. Smoke canisters aren’t exploding. Guns aren’t going off. No cops are piling through the front door, yelling “Get the fuck down! Get the fuck down!”
“Talk,” Jayden said.
And so I did. “People see me, they see a lot of things they want to see,” I said. I glanced down when Jayden drew her cupped hand over the front of my groin. And then Carrie too, both of them rubbing me down there.
“Keep talking,” Carrie said. Her fingers, long and thin, popped open the button in the waist of my jeans. They tugged the tag of my fly down.
“Liar, thief, criminal,” I said, not looking away. “I’m the one in the mirror. They hate their job, they think I’m a thief. They hate themselves, they think I’m a liar. They hate the world, they think I’m a criminal.”
Carrie, oh sweet Jesus, come and take me now, I thought. She drew my cock out of my pants and bent over at her waist. I felt her mouth close over me, burning hot, soaking wet, soft as clouds.
“They hate their wife, they think I killed mine,” I said, and I rotated my face slowly around to bring my eyes directly onto Jayden’s eyes.
“So did you?” she said. She kissed me with her tongue pushing into my mouth, not letting me answer.
I inhaled unevenly and looked down. Jayden’s hand gently caressed my balls. Carrie’s mouth pumped slowly and deeply up and down my dick. I was thinking, detectives ought to employ this method, get a man to talk. It works.
My eyes wide upon the scene unfolding in my groin, I said, “That’s what they put me in the house for doing, 25 years to life,” I said. “Only, your dad comes along,” I said, and I lifted my face and twisted it back to Jayden. “He says he’s with that organization, gets people out,” I said.
She nods. She’s using her other hand to pull the zipper down the front of her sweater. She’s got no top on underneath, only a pearly white bra, lacy, textured.
“He says,” I said, my eyes entranced by the infinitely smooth mound of her breasts cupped inside that bra. “Say you did it, it was an accident, you panicked, cop to the story, show remorse, and then you get parole just like that, he said, and he snapped his fingers.”
She stretched to pull her shoulders out of her top, switching hands around my balls just to keep me occupied down there. She started in on the button in her jeans after that. My throat ran dry. Oh yeah, I thought, as long as I keep talking, is that the deal here?
“Did you do it though?” she said.
“I did not do it,” I said. “But he says, your dad now, he says they have this theory, only a guilty man would never admit to a crime, he says, so you cop to the story I’m telling you to say, they’re libel to think maybe you’re right about not intending to do it.”
She rolled back into the couch and lifted her knees to her chest. “Just keep talking,” she said. She pulled her jeans down her legs and off over her feet. The whole time, Carrie is sucking me off just hard and slow enough to keep me there without taking me over. I’m caressing her hair. Rubbing her neck. She’s squirming in my lap and taking her top off, too.
“It’s like testing if a witch floats, he said to me,” I told her, barely able to watch Carrie with her mouth sliding up and down my cock so rhythmically.
Jayden stretched out beside me on her side, pushing her body up against me, her legs coming up and down, her knees rubbing together. She’s a cat in heat, she’s dropping her mouth open, she’s pushing her hand under my shirt, she’s trying to take my clothes off, too. Man, these girls, did something happen the last eight years?
“He coached me in how to say I did it, he taught me how to pretend to be remorseful for something like that, for something I never did,” I said.
“I thought you said he got your wrongful conviction overturned,” she said, her tongue coming out, licking my neck, moaning close to my ear, my shirt off now, both of them with their hands spread out over my torso, clutching at me, scratching me with their nails. You’d think it was these girls who went eight years without it, the way they were all over me. They bit me and clawed at me and scratched me.
“He said those are the ones that make the news. He said to me, most of the time he’s making backroom deals, you clear their decks for them, they fix up your parole, it’s the same outcome, you get free anyway, everyone’s happy, and no one has to look bad, and no lawsuit, either,” I said.
Jayden sucked breath in sharply through her teeth and pushed that wild mop of blonde hair up and over her head, leaving it messy all over her face and shoulders. She stared at my mouth as I talked, her blue eyes half lidding like a woman about to cum, she was looking so enraptured.
Carrie rolled off my lap but only long enough to peel her tight jeans down and off, leaving her, just like Jayden, in her bra and panties, her in black satin, smooth and shiny, just like her hair. She sucked breath through her teeth too, and dove down in my lap like she was hungry for it, like she was dying for it. I wrapped my arms around the backs of both their bodies and felt how they contorted, how they twisted, how they yearned. And all I had to do was sit there and talk.
“Only you didn’t do it, I thought you said,” Jayden said. She kissed my mouth.
“Only I didn’t do it,” I said. “And they believe you, the lawyer  — your dad — he says to me,” I said to her. “He says, so long as nobody ever finds her body, you remain forever-more a free man.”
“The body?” Jayden says, stopping still.
“I say to him, the body? Just like you did,” I said to her. “He says, you forget about the body of your wife already? and he laughs.”
That’s when Carrie comes up from sucking so sweetly on my cock. Jayden falls back into the couch staring at me with narrow eyes.
“What are you saying?” she said.
I realized she didn’t know the first thing about her mobbed up lawyer dad. She thinks he gets people out of jail out of kindness, out of a passion for his fellow man. She doesn’t know the lawyer had my wife killed, had me set up for the fall, then later steps up to get me out, and now has the location of the body to hang over me, just in case I think twice about what I owe him for all this largesse.
“I’m saying,” I said, turning to her. “Your dad, the goody-two-shoes lawyer, he ain’t what he appears to be.”
The look on her face, I knew I made a terrible mistake. She’s so young, so idealistic. She’s going to confront her father over this now, and he’s going to realize I met up with her and told her all about it, so then he’s going to have to spill to the authorities about the body, they’re going to find the evidence all over it that it was first degree all the way, and I’m put right back in the house.
“He got you out,” she said, seething. “How could you say that about him?”
In for a penny, in for a pound, isn’t that what they call this kind of moment? I had to tell her the whole arrangement now, or she wouldn’t believe me, she’d tell her dad about me, and I don’t even know what he’d do to her. Or to Carrie, sitting here right beside us the whole time, even more innocent.
“Who do you think paid him to work on my behalf?” I said to her.
“The organization!” she said.
I snorted and shook my head. “You ever look over their donor list? The people that fund it?” I said.
She just narrowed her eyes. Carrie too, her cool hands wrapped around my thigh, holding herself up from my lap.
“All sorts of your local criminal ringleaders,” I said, and I nodded at her. “Which is why I had to come back here, I forgot this,” I said, and I pulled my phone out of my jeans pocket and waved it at her. “He’s going to be calling me and there’s going to be a job I have to do. That’s what I was sprung for. And that body was kept in abeyance to make sure I was suitably motivated to do the job.”
She folded her arms over her chest. “I refuse to believe any of this,” she said and she lifted her chin and looked away.
She needed convincing, it was too late to back out now. “I was told,” I said to the back of her head, “when he got me out, to go up to this place, pose as an itinerant working guy, stay in this cottage. I was told it’s somebody’s cottage, don’t even ask. I was told, just work on the cottage, anybody ask, your doing renos on it, fixing up the shed, redoing the door,” I said. “But keep the phone on me at all times because he’s going to call me on it, and it wasn’t to be used for any other purpose, ever,” I said.
“But you said you’re not a killer,” Carrie said, still hanging over me in her underwear.
“I’m not,” I said. “But I also said people see in me what they want to see.”
“You said people who hate their wife see you as a wife killer,” Jayden said.
I swung my face back to her. “My wife was having an affair with your dad,” I said to her. “That’s what I was hung on. That was the case against me.”
There followed a long pause, of course. “Where were you going to go, if I didn’t take your key?” she finally said.
“Not far,” I said and I shrugged. “Just not here — with you being here.”
“He doesn’t know I’m here,” she said.
“And I highly recommend you keep it that way,” I said.
“Wait,” Carrie said. “He was having an affair with your wife? And then he also had your wife killed?” she said. “And you got blamed?”
I turned to her. “Yep,” I said and I nodded once. “That was not a good week for me, tell you what.” I snorted.
“But why would my dad have your wife killed? I thought you said they were having an affair,” Jayden said.
“I note that that part does not particularly surprise you,” I said, turning back to her.
“Yeah well,” she said, and she looked away.
“I don’t know, Jayden,” I said. “I can’t figure it all out either. Maybe she called it off and he was mad about that. Maybe she learned about him — what she knew, maybe she could sink his undying ambition to be governor. Maybe it was an accident, who knows,” I said.
“How do I know you’re telling the truth?” Jayden said. “How can I trust you?”
“You can’t trust me,” I said. “But you don’t have to. All you have to do is give me the keys, I drive off, you pack up and go back down to your college life, and we never met. You saw nobody up here.”
“You don’t have to leave,” Carrie said. “We already did meet, you already told us everything. Leaving now doesn’t change anything. We’re already lying.”
If her eyes weren’t penetrating into me so deeply, I wouldn’t have thought about it for another second. But she did have a point. Driving around wasting time until they got out didn’t do anything. Besides, if her old man never finds out she was up there, I wouldn’t have to say anything about clearing out myself. No strange car, no lights on in the cottage, none of it.
“I need to leave because you’re spending time with a convicted killer, a man who admits to his crime, no less,” I said. “You should not be with a guy like me. Besides, I’m way too old for the likes of you two.”
“But you aren’t,” Jayden said. “And you’re not a killer, either.”
“Thought you said you didn’t trust me,” I said.
“I didn’t say I didn’t trust you, I said, how can I trust you. It’s a big difference,” she said.
I narrowed my eyes at her. “You don’t seem nearly as upset about everything I just told you as I thought you would be,” I said.
She glanced past me to Carrie on my other side. “Let’s just say it’s not completely out of the blue,” she said.
“You had ideas about him,” I said.
“Not like this,” she said. “But you’re not the first person staying up here doing renos apparently,” she said.
“No, I didn’t think so,” I said. “There were a few jobs left undone, like someone maybe got a phone call one day and dropped what they were doing and never came back.”
“Exactly,” Jayden said.
“How long did you say you were in jail for?” Carrie said.
“Eight years,” I said.
“When did you say you got out?” she said.
“I didn’t. But it was three days ago,” I said.
“Did you love your wife?” she said.
I smacked my lips. “This was all nine years ago, ten years ago,” I said. “That’s a lot of time to think about things when you’re on the inside.”
“How did you find out about her?”
“Pictures came through the mail slot. No explanation. Nothing else.”
“Did you confront her about them?”
“She never came home from work that day.”
“You never saw her again?”
“Not even her body,” I said, and I smiled a frown the way you do when you don’t feel like saying much more.
“My dad could have got you out at any time,” Jayden said, staring at the floor.
I nodded, pouting my lips. “Not without giving himself up for the same crime, though,” I said.
“You didn’t recognize him in the pictures?” Jayden said.
“The pictures were cropped just so,” I said. “Never seemed to get the guy’s face, imagine that.”
“Eight years?” Carrie said. She pushed herself against me a little harder. “Nobody for you until . . . “ she said and she trailed off.
“Last night was . . . “ I said, and I trailed off too. Were there even words for what happened the previous night?
“Like a first time,” Carrie said, her voice dropping down so low you could barely hear her.
Jayden glanced past me at Carrie and covered her mouth with the palm of her hand. They looked at each other and communicated with only their eyes the way two long-time friends only can.
They seemed to come to some determination. “We have a secret to tell you, too,” Carrie said, “but its nothing like yours!” she said, and she bit her lip and slapped my arm.
Jayden twisted around to drape her leg and arm over my lap and chest. Carrie did the same thing on my other side. We seemed to have gotten past the whole murder mayhem threats and jail thing fairly well, I thought. I wrapped my arms around their bared waists. I’d almost forgotten they were stripped down to their bras and panties. And that I was sitting there nude between them. The pot belly stove was amazingly efficient at keeping that shed toasty warm.
“So last night?” Jayden said.
“We’re very . . . ” Carrie started but she stopped herself. “Well, we used to be very Christian,” she finally said in a tiny voice.
“Meaning,” Jayden said, and she gripped her fist around my cock and drew her thumb over the head back and forth. Carrie’s hand joined her hand around my shaft. Together they stroked me. It made listening and thinking very hard. Jayden leaned close to my ear. So did Carrie, who nibbled on it. “We were virgins before last night,” Jayden said.
Carrie snickered. “It’s true.” They both licked me, they both kissed me, they both stroked me and rubbed me and pressed their bodies into me. They moaned, they groaned. “And now we’re not anymore,” Carrie whispered.
Jayden snickered.
And wouldn’t you know it, both of my hands felt the back strap of both their bras at the same time. I remembered when me and a friend acquired a bra from his mom’s laundry room and we wrapped it around a couch cushion to practice opening the snaps with one hand. We even practiced with both hands, my friend being the one to point out we didn’t know on which side of us our imagined dates might sit. It was a good point.
Could I still do it? I popped both of their straps at the same time and smirked. Jayden and Carrie both pretended disdain for me, even as the straps slackened and the cups fell loose from their chests.
Now naked but for panties the both of them, Jayden pushed her body against mine all the harder and she snaked her leg around my calf, her knee pressing into my lap. Carrie the same thing on the other side, both of them running their hands up and down over my chest and stomach, Carrie the more enthusiastic of the two, but Jayden the more shuddering, the more seemingly overcome with it.
“You don’t seem like such a bad man to me,” Jayden said, and she took my mouth with her mouth and moaned inside the kiss she pushed against it.
When she came off me, Carrie pushed Jayden’s face away with her own face and kissed me the same way.
Only, when she came off me, they looked at each other, then at each other’s mouths, and with me popping my eyes wide open, they closed their eyes and fell into a kiss on each other’s mouths.
I leaned back into the yielding couch and ran my hands up their backs to their necks, down their sides to their waists, and over their hips. I watched them rise up over me higher on their knees enough to arch their backs and press their breasts together in front of my face.
No, I thought to myself, there really wasn’t much reason left to leave, and nor would much be served in them leaving now, either. I could stay, I reasoned. No big rush.
“Lie down,” Jayden said to me.
People always saw in me what they wanted to see, didn’t they. I stretched myself out along the length of the old couch. Jayden looked down at me and puffed air out her nose and pinched the tip of her tongue between her teeth. She stood up on the couch and helped Carrie stand up too. They laughed and wobbled unsteadily, grabbing and holding each other, and helping each other take their panties down until they were low enough for me to reach around their knees, and I helped them, courteously, as they stepped out of them.
Both now completely naked, Jayden came down and pressed her hands hard into my ribs enough to lift her knee over my hip, and she knelt high up over my groin and reached down to find my cock, hard and long, yearning up under her gap.
But I didn’t get long to watch before Carrie came down on her knees too and placed them gingerly outside my shoulders, her hands, too, spread over my chest, until she lowered her steaming hot groin close to my face. Jayden drew the tip of my cock through the lips of her pussy and reared up to face Carrie, who came up to her at the same time. They began to kiss again, their backs arching in deeply, their bare breasts mashing together. Carrie lowered her pussy lips, wet and boiling hot, down against my mouth just as Jayden lowered her own boiling pussy lips down around the head of my cock, and further down yet.
I held Carrie by her waist and began to kiss and suck on her hanging, full lips, and to probe her inside her pussy with my tongue. Her body shivered. Jayden pushed her hips down into mine and engulfed me inside her equally hot and leaking pussy, and my body shivered. They moaned out loud together, embracing and kissing, both of them wavering their hips over me, one catching my mouth, the other catching my cock. Bullshit they’re virgins, I thought to myself, but if they wanted to pretend, who was I to argue? We were all living on dream time.
Carrie started to buckle and cry out. She tried hard to stay upright and keep kissing Jayden, but she also kept gasping deeply and looking down below her stomach as though disbelieving what she was seeing down there. Jayden began to ride me harder and deeper, throwing her head back and letting her long waves of blonde hair brush my legs behind her. Both girls seemed to drive each other higher. They started to swear, bad Christian girls they were, and they hung onto each other like two survivors of a ship wreck, and both of their bodies began to shake violently.
I struggled to last. I didn’t want to finish yet, I knew there was at best a 50-50 chance I’d be free or even alive in only a day or two. Every man wants to think that if he were ever in bed with two girls, well, he’d make them cum at the same time, wouldn’t he. That’s the male fantasy, girls say, that’s porn movie bullshit, don’t flatter yourself. Only for some guys, sometimes, it can happen, can’t it. For this guy, at that time, it did happen.
I licked Carrie, she of the dark mysterious eyes that see into my soul, and I fucked Jayden, she of the clear blue eyes that show me the sky, and damn if those girls didn’t start holding their breath and crying out loud in higher pitched cries at the same time, their bodies shuddering, the pussies both contracting, one around my fingers, the other around my cock. I had sense enough left in me to think, this isn’t the first time they did it together. No way.
They both sighed too loud for neighbors, their bodies both went stiff and shaking even more unevenly, and they both stopped breathing. And then they both inhaled deep as the ocean, shoulders driving up, smiles spreading over their faces, eyes barely closed, before they both started to laugh and their bodies lost all their tension. God damn, I thought. They kissed, too. Yeah, no. There was nothing first time about it.
They switched positions and quickly Carrie shoved herself down on me. She began to rise and fall on my lap madly, her pussy tighter, feeling different from Jaydens. Jayden came down over my face with her own pussy, her lips hanging down more than Carrie’s did, everything bigger down there about her. Both being so high already, they weren’t far away from cumming again, Jayden shivering on my face, Carrie squeezing me with her muscles deep inside, both of them now crying out loud, but half laughing at the same time.
Their bodies gone to rubber, they flopped off me and I pushed them aside and got up from the couch and staggered around like a drunk at sea. I brought us all cups of water. Their limbs remained splayed all over the couch tangled up with each other, both of them gazing up at me with half-lidded eyes and drunk grins on their faces. I pushed my cock into Carrie’s mouth. She was casually receptive to it. I pulled Jayden up by the hips. She yelped and screamed and laughed, and I held her there standing up while I pumped my cock into her from behind, jarring her body, she hanging from me like a rag doll and loving it, too, laughing about it, her and her friend gazing at each other, her hair rippling with each thrust I poured into her.
I stayed inside her from behind and shifted her sideways so she could bend over and down to her friend so they could kiss some more. I liked that. Carrie slumped further down in the couch and pushed her legs up and around Jayden’s waist and she locked her ankles together in her back. Jayden lowered herself to kneel on the edge of the couch straddling Carrie’s legs. I bounced her ass on my hips like playing paddleball with her body.
They started getting into it again, necking like new lovers, until Jayden lowered her body even further down onto Carrie’s body. I came down too, and knelt on the rug in front of the couch, the heat of the pot belly stove warming my back.
I accidentally popped out of Jayden’s pussy, but when I thrusted myself forward to push it back in, a different sensation wrapped around my cock, and I curled over to see. It was Carrie’s pussy I pushed myself into. They were stacked one on top of the other and they rubbed their groins together. Of course that started the crying and gasping and shortness of breath all over again. I went back and forth between their sopping pussies. They were both so flooded and slippery, it was only the extraordinary heat that told you that you were inside one or the other of them.
I tell all this in detail because it’s important to understand the wavelength we were all out there meeting on. We were like new lovers the way we lost track of time. We made our way back to the cottage and the girls moved their stuff down from the rooms above. The boundary between wakefulness and sleeping became less defined, just as waking was never clear and bright, and sleeping was never deep or solid. We drifted from the bed where we either woke up or fell asleep fucking, to the kitchen to eat something, fucked there, moving to the main room with a big fire on and we fucked there, or we didn’t, maybe we just laid around in each other’s arms not sleeping but not awake either.
The night turned to day and day turned to night and nobody even made it outside once. Carrie bent over at the window looking at the fields at night and I lifted her long tee and pulled her panties down and entered her from behind with Jayden hugging me from behind and reaching around to grip my cock in her hand and guide me into her friend’s pussy. The way she moaned and nibbled on my ear, you’d think it was her pussy getting penetrated.
We all saw the headlights at the same time. It was only for half a second and they went out again. They didn’t recede though, they were turned off.
I pulled my dick out of Carrie’s pussy and she cupped her hand around it as though to soothe it. She stood up in front of me and I placed my hands on her shoulders. “Just slide away from the window, but not fast,” I said to her in her ear. “Jayden,” I said to her behind me, “you just duck down, you just slide down behind me, why don’t you, get down on the floor.”
I took Carrie by the hand. “Let’s you and me just walk slowly to the bedroom,” I said. “We’re getting dressed, maybe we’re thinking of making something to eat, yeah?” I said to her. She nodded without speaking. “And Jayden, you stay very low, but go on upstairs, only do not turn any lights on up there, yeah?” I said to her.
“My clothes are down here,” she said from the floor.
“Crawl, don’t stand, but get everything that’s yours in your bag, everything, and you get that upstairs with you,” I said. “Me and Carrie, we’re going to go into the bedroom, I’m going to close the curtains, and you quickly get everything,” I said.
I gave Carrie reassuring eyes to calm her down and I gestured for her to follow my lead, getting dressed normally, not quickly, not showing any alarm. “Just ignore Jayden,” I said.
I took her by the hand out of the bedroom as Jayden scurried on her hands and knees dragging her bag behind her and I didn’t watch as she scrambled up the stairs. “Lights stay off,” I reminded her. “And no matter what you see or hear,” I said, “do not make a sound, do not come down, do not make yourself known to be here.”
I took Carrie to the kitchen. “Now,” I said, “I don’t know who that is, but I have a suspicion,” I said. She nodded. She was afraid. But there was no time to deal with that. “Here’s what you are, okay? Now listen,” I said. She nodded. Her eyes welled up. I had to ignore that, too. “You go to college, same one you go to, no problem, okay? And you got into a fight with your boyfriend, see? And you’re so mad at him, you go for a long drive by yourself, you don’t know where, you made no plans, okay?” She kept nodding. I wiped a tear from her eye. “When you finally looked around, you realized you were lost and you drove into the first driveway you saw.”
“Why didn’t I use my phone?” she said.
I was glad to see she was thinking. “No service, it’s spotty out here. You think to ask for directions, you saw a guy outside, he was working on the shed doors. Good so far?”
“Uh-huh,” she said, still nodding.
“Now me, I’m alarmed, there’s not supposed to be anyone up here, and I’m going to tell him I decided I’d better find out more about this girl coming up the driveway, try to find out if she’s up to something no good, right?”
She nodded. “Just work with me making dinner here,” I said to her. She wiped her eyes with the heels of her hands and started to chop things again.
“I kept probing to find out who you really are, but at the same time,” I said to her, “I mean, look at you, you’re beautiful, you’re stunning, and I just got out of the big house after eight long years,” I said.
She snorted and smiled.
“Did I tell you anything about myself?”
She shook her head. “No,” she said.
“Good,” I said. “Just remember, I don’t know who the owner of the cottage is, and nobody else is here, we just . . . ” I said. “. . . one thing lead to another, and things just happened.”
“It’s pretty true,” she said in a tiny voice, and we kissed.
We heard two loud clomps of boots land on the porch and the front door swung open.




Jayden

I heard the front door shut below and I crouched down inside the closet, pulling the slats of the closet door closed on my face. I strained to hear, but it was deathly silent downstairs, save for the crackling and spitting of the calmly rolling fire in the stone mantel.
But then I heard it, my own father’s voice: “I’m not a bad man, you know, deep down, Royce,” he said.
I squinted and I gasped, my mouth dropping down to my chest. Could it be possible that everything Royce told me was true? No. I had to see with my own eyes. I didn’t believe my ears.
“I was the real victim in all this, you know, Royce,” I heard my own dad say.
I moved carefully on my stomach, propelling myself forward on my elbows like some Marine in training, until I could just barely see over the edge of the loft. Down directly below me was the partially balding crown of the head of my own father.
“I was being blackmailed,” he said. “Me! Can you believe that?”
I glanced toward the kitchen. Royce and Carrie stood stock still there saying nothing, staring back at him.
“I had to buy those pictures,” he said to them from across the whole wide space. “And you know what, they did not come cheap!” he said, and he chuckled.
To see your idol laid bare like that, to realize the person you looked up to all your life was in reality nothing to admire at all, well, that’s apparently a normal part of growing up and becoming your own adult. But in my case, my dad was the famous Cliff Young, tagged to be the next governor, his reputation for overturning tragically wrongful convictions making him a national figure fighting for justice and the rights of the defenseless. And now, if Royce was right, he was what, a murderer? Everything he says and does a sham? My world was imploding.
“Those pictures, none of them showed you in them,” Royce said.
“Naturally not, no,” my dad said. “No, I cropped them to remove me from them, rather crudely too, actually using scissors, just snip, snip, cutting me out of them,” he said, making hand gestures as though wielding those scissors, and he laughed. “Though it pained me, you know. Some of them, I rather quite liked. I looked pretty good!”
I dropped my jaw further down, whether from disbelief or from readying to puke, I wasn’t sure.
“The whole hidden camera thing, the spy-craft. You look at those pictures like you were spying on the couple yourself, finding them going at it like that, monstrously, you could say,” he said. “No, I didn’t want to cut them up, I liked seeing myself in them, behind her like that. Like I said, I paid enough for them!” he said, and he laughed again. “That pained look on her face — rather cute, no?”
“Why though?” Royce said, deflecting my dad’s painful jabs at him.
“Why did I cut myself out of them?” dad said.
“Why did you . . . “ Royce said, but he couldn’t finish. He crunched his eyes shut.
“Ohh! Yes! Sorry!” dad said. “What am I thinking! Why did I kill her, you mean? Why did I kill your wife? Is that what you’re talking about?”
Royce of course said nothing. I could not believe how my dad was taunting him so cruelly like that. It made no sense.
“You see,” my dad started, and he pulled around the big old overstuffed chair and sat down comfortably in it, watching his hands stretch out over the wide fabric arms, crossing his legs, wriggling to fit back into it snuggly. “Your wife, she started to make no sense whatsoever. She started to say the craziest things, you know? Did you notice that about her at the time? I mean, when she finally got home on those late nights?”
Again Royce said nothing. But his jaw muscles bulged.
“No, she was saying the most ridiculous things back then, things about the men I got out of jail, the men I rescued, you see. She started to say that maybe it wasn’t for them that I got them out after all, can you believe it?” he said, and he chuckled. “Royce, can you believe it?” he said.
Still Royce stayed silent. Me, I wanted to scream. I wanted to cover my ears and run away. The cruelty, the callousness. I could hardly believe it was the same man I knew as my own sweet father, the hero of justice, the righter of wrongs. And there was Royce, a man I met only two days before, taking it, standing up to it, not giving in to the urges he must have felt.
“But, ohhh no!” my dad went on, now a grin spreading over his face. “She was a fighter, I’ll give you that,” he said. “She had the Irish in her. She did not go down easily,” he said, and he nodded as though that was something to Royce’s credit. “No, she put up a real fight, I can tell you that. She started to scream, you know.”
“My wife . . . “ Royce said, but he didn’t finish his sentence.
“Your wife, yes, I had to stop her screaming first and foremost. That’s what makes it an accident, you see. She didn’t know just how bad she was making things, to be screaming like that. How could she? You see the problem, don’t you?” He inhaled and shook his head slowly side to side. “I held her by her throat, both hands, just like this,” he said, and he formed his hands into a small circle in front of his face, and he glared at what he imagined they were wrapped around, his hands shaking, his mouth in a grimace.
And then he relaxed, dropping his arms down over the sides of the chair so his hands dangled lifeless. “But as you know, accident or not, I mean, there’s a dead body there now, a woman I’d been, how do you say?” he smiled. “Fucking? Rather ruthlessly, at that, too,” he said, and he laughed more to himself, like someone reminiscing. “So she’s now lying there in my foyer, out cold on the hard marble floor. Who’s going to give me the benefit of the doubt about it being an accident now?” he said, his eyebrows dancing as he chuckled with disbelief. “The party wouldn’t risk the governor’s office on it, so I was surely going to lose their support. I’d be sunk before I even got started, anyone can see that.”
“You hid her body,” Royce said.
I felt like I was watching a movie. I felt like none of this could possibly be real. I felt like I had crossed through a porthole into some alternate world.
“I hid her body, quite right,” he said. “And then it dawned on me. I could send the pictures I bought to you! You wouldn’t know what to do with them, of course. You would never be able to think fast enough, right? I mean, that’s right, isn’t it?” He snorted. “You’re no murderer, Royce! We both know that. You’re no criminal master mind!” he laughed harder.
“No,” he continued, getting nothing from Royce. “So then of course police always look at the spouse first, don’t they, they have to. Standard procedure. Start at home. They’d find the pictures. They’d quickly conclude you were being blackmailed. Of course, the part about you just finding out about your wife’s infidelities, well, that was the clincher: they knew they had you. Husband kills cheating wife, I mean that barely merits the news anymore, am I right?” he said. “Hardly matters who the ferocious womanizer is in the pictures, but always just out of frame, ha,” he said. “No need to look any further, is there,” he said almost to himself, and he dusted lint off his pants with his brushing hand.
“Where,” Royce started, but his voice broke. He soldiered on. “Where did you bury her?”
I saw Carrie put her hand on his back, rub him there.
“Well, you see now, don’t you, how that ultimately played to our mutual benefit?” my dad said, lifting his face from his lap like a motor starting again. “They never found the body, so that left a tiny, niggling shadow of a doubt in their minds, didn’t it, maybe not in the minds of the arresting officers so much,” he said, emphasizing the words like it was all a fun game. “But in the minds of the DA, the courts, all of them — that’s where my expertise comes in, as you know. The price of lawsuits starts to cloud their vision, you see,” he said. “I mean eight years locked up for a crime you continued to insist you didn’t commit, and never a body to confirm it once and for all, the cops can be sure of it all they want, but its the DA and the governor ultimately who are going to have to face the cameras when the lawsuit comes.”
“Where did you bury her?” Royce said again.
“You never admitting to it, there never being a body, I realized it quite suddenly: we could both work with that, you and me, together again!” my dad said. “Old times, yeah?”
“You came here to tell me my job,” Royce said flatly. “So tell me how I pay you back.”
“And you keep saying you’re not a smart man!” my dad said, breaking out in laughter. “You, Royce,” he said, pointing his finger at him and looking down its length like it was the barrel of a gun, tilting his head, closing one eye. “You need to learn how to give yourself more credit!” he said.
“There’s a loose end, is that it?” Royce said flatly.
I had been my dad’s biggest booster. I swore in the mirror I’d be loyal to him to the end. I thought he was the most amazing man ever. Brave, strong, smart, clever, funny. He was all those things to me. He was everything.
Lying on the floor of the loft holding onto the carved stanchions looking down between them directly onto the shining head of that man I loved so much, I could feel my allegiance to him drain away from me like bodily fluid pooling across a floor, and it ran, inch by inch, toward Royce. Royce, not outwardly brave, not particularly strong, not funny in any obvious, clever joke-cracking way, maybe not even smart, like he kept insisting. But the man told me not to trust him.
I’d never heard anyone say that before, especially not someone who really needed my trust at that moment. He wasn’t any of those popular and attractive things my dad was, but he was this: he was honest. Maybe even to a fault. But when I looked through the stanchions toward him in the kitchen, I saw an unambiguously honest man, a simple man, a beaten man even, maybe, but still an honest man. I looked back directly below me to my dad, who remained all those things, smart, fit, attractive, rich. But he wasn’t honest. And I felt the strings snap one after the other like witches cutting them with scissors.
“There’s a loose end,” my dad said. “Exactly so. Even after all those years in jail, how long was it?”
“You know how long it was,” Royce said.
“Eight years, if memory serves. Yes, I finally snapped my fingers and realized what it was all for,” my dad said. “I knew I’d have a use for you after all!” he said.
“Just tell me the job, Cliff,” Royce said.
“I can understand the impatience. Eight years locked up for a crime you didn’t commit, set free now, for a few days, anyway, unless you do one simple thing.”
“Just say it.”
“Alright fine,” my dad said. “You never were a fan of the banter, were you,” he said. “Look, it’s simple. There’s this detective, you see, a new kid, needs to prove himself, I guess, he has ambitions, I think,” he said, and he tapped his head. “So he takes this whole conundrum seriously and he starts asking, Well if Royce didn’t do it, then who did? Everybody else was glad for your confession, finally, but you see, he must have denoted a certain inflection in your voice, because he used the confession to go the other way with it. He thought maybe you didn’t actually do it after all,” he said. “He wants to know why you don’t take them to the body.” He said the last sentence through gritting teeth, his eyes widening.
“You coached me to say I had trauma, I could not remember, I blanked it all out,” Royce said.
“And even our psychologist confirmed it!” he said. “You did a very convincing job with her.”
“You told me you paid her,” Royce said.
“But still!” my dad said. “And now this detective, well you see where the problem is, don’t you,” he said. “I would have thought that I had threaded that needle pretty good between niggling doubt about whether you were guilty or not, and deciding to take your confession at face value and move on. I mean, if you did really do it, you did your eight years, which is right in the range for a crime of passion of this sort, it’s not like you got away with anything,” he said. “And if you didn’t do it, this way, with you confessing, there’s no lawsuit for wrongful conviction, is there. Nobody is going to want to open an old case that’s already, finally, been confessed, and for which there has already been sufficient time served.”
“You had it all worked out,” Royce said.
“But for this new detective out to make a name,” he said, suddenly seething again. “And he won’t give it up, either. So now, the thing is, I fear someone may tip him off and he’s going to find the body. And when he does, they’re going to examine it and they’re going to discover she wasn’t killed in the heat of the moment, not with a tarp and rope purchased several days earlier, not with the planning involved in transporting it and preparing the site, no, they’re going to see that it was all rather meticulously planned, aren’t they,” my dad said.
“And they’re going to come back for me,” Royce said.
I gripped the stanchions. I shook, I was so livid. I never feared my father before, but to witness what he was capable of, to hear him describe what he did so coldly, with so much detachment, my carefully controlled world disintegrated before my eyes.
“And they’re going to come back for you, Royce, exactly right. And as you know, when you admit to a crime and earn your parole, it’s all contingent on your allocution to the judge being true. Or else they revoke the parole.” He lifted his arms like there was nothing that could be done. “And when they consider the state of that body, they’re going to know you weren’t telling the truth about all that ‘heat of the moment’ nonsense. They’re going to know you planned it days ahead.”
'What’s the job?” Royce said. “Preventing this detective from finding the body? I’m supposed to kill him now?”
“You’re not dumb at all, and don’t you ever let anyone say that about you again!” my dad shouted with a grin. He pointed his finger-gun at Royce again.
I squinted my eyes trying to figure it out.
“But Royce, you aren’t a killer, we both know that,” he said and he laughed. “No, not kill him, just kidnap him. You’re going to put him in that shed you’ve been fixing up and reinforcing around the door, and you’re going to lock him in there.”
“I don’t understand,” Royce said.
“Not you, you can’t actually do criminal things, can you, you couldn’t do a kidnapping like that, we’ve already established that,” he said. “No, a friend will be doing the dirty work, putting the mitts on him as it were, and all you have to do is watch over him. Keep him in there!”
“How long?” Royce said, still stoic, still expressionless.
“Only ten days,” my dad said and he shrugged and frowned.
I couldn’t believe it. Kidnap a detective. Hold him for ten days. It was mad, it was insane.
“You keep him in there long enough for me to finish the business of becoming governor, then I let you know when to disappear, when to make your run for it, when to get in your truck and never come back,” my dad said. “My police will then find the detective in your shed, they will free him, there will be much joy and celebration that he’s been found alive, and to bring closure for the public that has been through so much, I spike the case and the detective is put on a leave to recover from his trauma. You see how it all works out?”
“Only now I’m a wanted man on the run,” Royce said.
“You are that, but guess what? I’m the governor of the state where the crime happened now, and do I wish for you to be caught? I do not. So it won’t be the best and the brightest sent out on your tail, and gosh, there just won’t be the resources necessary, the trail is going to run cold, we have budgets to look over, and what are we really talking about here, a parole violation! You’re already done the time for murdering your wife!”
“I kidnapped a detective,” Royce said.
“Did the detective see your face? Did he hear your voice? Does anyone know you were living here? Did he even see your truck leaving? Does he know for certain that anyone was out here at all? The chances of a conviction on that kind of charge are too small to risk the state’s budgets on.”
“You’re crazy, you know that?” Royce said.
“Like a fox,” my dad said as though bored. He got up and bent over and swooped, scanning out the window as though expecting to see headlights. “All you need to do is stay right here, someone will be coming by with the detective, you meanwhile go out to the shed and make sure, make doubly sure, it can’t be opened from the inside, and hang tight.”
“The election might be in seven days, but you don’t get inaugurated until January,” Royce said.
Without turning away from the window, my dad said, “You’ve been missing the news. I was appointed lieutenant governor just yesterday.” He turned around to face Royce and Carrie again. I ducked down. “All based  on my good work with the wrongfully convicted!” he said, and he spread his arms out wide and grinned.
“Congratulations,” Royce said. “But that still doesn’t fix the problem. I can’t hold the guy for two months.”
“Not to worry,” my dad said. “The governor is going to step down right after winning re-election. I’m next in line now, you see? So I’ll reluctantly agree to take over. It should all be done in about 10 days, as I say.”
“Why is he stepping down?”
“Health issues. It was a difficult campaign.”
“You’ve got it all figured out.”
“I do. Except for,” he said, and he tilted hs head sideways as though peering around behind Royce. “This little thing here,” he said.
Royce shuddered and glanced over his shoulder at Carrie behind him. “She does’t know anything,” Royce said, stepping in front of her.
“On the contrary, she now knows everything. You made a choice to bring someone in here against my express wishes, and now there are consequences, as there always are for your poor history of decision making, little man Royce,” he said.
“She only knows because you left her standing here while you told her everything,” Royce said.
“Oh,” my dad said. I shivered with a cold that brushed over me. “I have a sneaky suspicion maybe you might have let on about a few things to her before I arrived. You forget, Royce, I know you.”
“I won’t say anything,” Carrie said, stepping out from behind Royce.
I wanted to shout at her. I gripped the stanchions and pushed my face into the space between them.
“No you won’t,” my dad said with a new level of sinister in his voice.
“You can’t,” Royce said.
“It’s a loose end, Royce,” my dad said with the sing-song voice of affected sympathy. “I’ve told you all about those, but you keep making more of them, don’t you.”
“She’s innocent,” Royce said.
“Oh, no doubt,” my dad said. “I’m sure you made up a story to tell me. She just happened to stop by, something like that, one thing leading to another. A lonely older man just released from prison, a young college coed, lost and all alone out here in the middle of nowhere, a beautiful, cozy, romantic cottage on a lake. Why there must be a thousand romance novels that start that way!” he said and he laughed.
“It’s true!” Carrie shouted.
“I can make up good stories, too,” my dad went on, ignoring her. “How about we write one where she finds out who you really are, she starts to complicate things for you, she figures out there’s a man being kept in the shed. She’s getting in the way, you see! You had a great plan and she’s wrecking it!”
“You can’t seriously do this,” Royce said.
My dad reached behind himself and pulled a gun from the waist of his pants.
I inhaled sharply. I shook — I didn’t know what to do. Royce blocked Carrie with his body.
“You know how I loath doing the dirty work for myself,” my dad said. “The detective is on his way here already, I expect,” he said. “Now kindly step out of the way or this is going to be some very hairy murder suicide tragedy if you’re not very careful,” he said.
I stood up in the loft. That feeling of needing to scream in a nightmare, but having no breath, crippled me. My body shook violently.
Royce stood in front of Carrie more squarely. “I won’t do it,” he said.
“You’re just making a complicated situation a lot more messier that it needs to be,” my dad said.
“You’re not doing this to me again,” he said.
“Fine,” my dad said. “We’ll do it your way.” He stretched his arm straight out and pointed the gun directly at them, and half narrowed his eyes.
I stepped up to the railing. “Stop!” I finally managed to shout. All eyes shot up to me. I wavered half over the railing but steadied myself. I held up my phone. “I’ve recored all of it! It’s already sent to my student mailbox! If anything happens, they’ll find it!” I shouted.
My dad looked hard at Royce and Carrie and back up to me, hanging over nearly straight above him. He kept his gun pointed hard at them. Headlights appeared over the crest of the hill. My dad glanced out the window and jutted his jaw. “The detective, I presume,” he said nearly to himself through grinding teeth.
The car stopped outside the front door and a moment later, the door opened and a man stepped inside. “He’s in the trunk,” he said. Only then did he notice my dad with his gun up and pointed, and Royce and Carrie in the kitchen in the crosshairs, and then me, up in the loft, still holding my phone out.
“Whoa, whoa,” he said, backing up half out the door. “You didn’t say anything about other people, or about guns neither!” he said. “I can’t be around guns, you know that, Cliff. You’re the one that got me the fuck out on parole!”
“Shut up, Luke!” my dad said without turning away from Royce and Carrie.
“Another of your grateful pro bono clients, is he?” Royce said.
“Shut up, Royce!” my dad said.
I stepped sideways down the first two steps.
“This doesn’t involve you, Jay!” he shouted up to me.
“Your whole life is a lie!” I shouted back at him. I looked at the guy in the doorway. “Did you know my dad killed this man’s wife?” I shouted at him.
“What the hell is this, Cliff?” the guy, Luke, said.
“Tell me,” I shouted to him. “Did you do the crime you were sent to jail for?”
“No,” Luke said. “And he got me out, he saved me.”
I came down two more steps. “Except you’ll be thrown back in unless you do a job for him?” I said.
“How do you know all this?” Luke said, twisting his pained face sideways and up to me.
“Because he’s got me hung up the exact same way,” Royce said.
“You told me this was a friend,” Luke said.
I stepped further down the steps.
“Luke, put the detective in the shed, remember not to say a word, he can’t hear your voice,” my dad said. “Come now, finish your task. Your freedom beckons.”
“It’s over dad,” I said, and I came down two more steps.
“Because if you do say something,” Royce said to Luke behind my father, ignoring me, “he’ll know it wasn’t me who grabbed him.”
“I really do not mind dumping two more bodies, just say the word, Royce,” my dad said.
“Are you going to dump my dead body too, dad?” I said, coming down a little further.
Dad still ignored me but he blinked his eyes hard. “Luke, you’ll be going right back in and you’ll never see another parole board again,” he said. “Put the detective in the shed, there’s a good boy, be sure and lock it on the outside,” he said.
I exchanged glances with Luke. I had no idea if it was enough. Luke went out the door and down the steps. I came down to the floor.
“No further, Jay,” my dad said. “Go back up to your room, there’s a good girl, this doesn’t involve you.”
I walked to the kitchen and stood in front of Royce.
“No, Jayden,” Royce said, but I insisted. He couldn’t push me out of the way. He couldn’t drag me out of the way with a team of horses. I faced my dad square on. “He won’t shoot me too,” I said, staring right into his eyes.
Luke came back in the door, and the detective was behind him. I guess the glance worked.
“Put the gun down,” the detective said.
My dad didn’t turn. A bead of sweat formed on his brow and he rubbed his eyes hard. His arm began to shake — he was holding a gun straight up for several minutes by then.
“Put the gun down, Cliff,” the detective said.
My dad spun around and pointed the gun at the detective. “I am going to be Governor in 10 days!” he shouted at him, his arm shaking, his eyes blinking from the sweat dripping into them. “You’ll address me as Governor!”
“Your gun, Governor,” the detective said.
My dad, he grinned. It was only a moment, but I caught it. He liked being called Governor, didn’t he. With everything going on around him in that moment, that’s what he was thinking.
He dropped his arm, and as though trying to think up a plans a moment longer, he finally turned the gun around and handed it forward. The detective came to him, took the gun from him, and kicked his foot to make my dad drop down to his knees. He put cuffs around my dad’s wrists behind his back.
“He knows where my wife’s body is,” Royce said to the detective.
“Already found it,” the detective said. 
Police cars came screaming over the hill and filled the windows with their blue and red flashing glare. My dad didn’t once look at me, even as they took him out and pushed his head down to shove him in the back of a police car. I came out onto the porch and looked at him. But he only looked away.
They took Luke, but not in cuffs. He wasn’t arrested. Royce, they left alone after we all gave statements. I gave them my phone with the recording on it.
“You get everything?” the detective said.
“It’s still recording now,” I said.
We flopped down on the couch in front of the dying fire, Royce, Carrie and I. “Strange to still be in his cottage,” Royce said.
“Funny thing is,” I said. “It’s never technically been his cottage.”
“Meaning?” Royce said.
“When he bought it two years ago, he put it in my name. He said it was my early inheritance. I thought it was just a tax thing. Now I know why for real he did it that way. He never gets his own hands dirty.”
“So for real?” Carrie said. “This is actually your cottage?”
I looked at Royce and smirked. “You’ve been working for me the whole time you were out here,” I said to him.
We laughed, and it felt good to still be able to do that, at least.
“It’s going to be light out in two hours,” Carrie said. “And we both have classes at 10 AM. We actually have to head back to college,” she said to Royce. “If you can believe that.”
“You can stay here, though,” I said to Royce. “You can live here, so long as you do your job,” I said, and we laughed again. Chalk it up to my black humor. “But just think,” I said. “It’s only 90 minutes or so away. Carrie and I can up for weekends to be with you.”
“You want me to earn my keep here doing work around the place?” Royce said.
I shook my head. “That you can do if you want, while your two girlfriends aren’t here all week. But to truly earn your keep,” I said, “I think you know what your one job is, and its going to be on the weekends,” I said, and Carrie and I both snickered.
“And if I’m not mistaken,” Carrie said, turning to him from his other side, “it’s still the weekend now for at least a couple more hours.”
She put her mouth on his and I let her take her time before I put my mouth in her place and kissed him every bit as deeply and as long as she did.
Carrie smiled at me and we kissed in front of Royce. Whatever that was about, we’d have to leave it for another day to figure out. I brought my hand down the front of Royce’s shirt and I cupped my palm around his groin. Carrie started pushing the button out of his jeans. I pushed my hand in first but she ducked her face down in his lap. I pushed my face down too, and together we fished his cock out of his pants.
I didn’t have to look up to know what his expression would look like. Carrie and I play-fought, pushing our faces against each other, both of us pushing our mouths and lips out, struggling to get his cock in our mouth before the other one.
I felt Royce’s hand on the back of my head and saw his other hand cradle the back of Carrie’s head.
“Now girls,” he said.
We both snorted and rolled our eyes. “You just love pretending you’re in charge, don’t you,” I said to him, and with both of us grinning and shooting our eyes up through their corners to him, we lapped our tongues up opposite sides of his cock.
It had only been two days, I had to remind myself, but with everything that happened, it felt like we’d been together, the three of us, for a lot longer than that. And with what I’d learned about my father, there’s no doubt about why I felt like I was now in a whole new era in my life.
I held his cock up and Carrie sank her mouth down the full length of it, moaning all the way, which made me snicker. When she came off, I sank my mouth down the full length of it too, and I moaned even louder than she did, and she laughed. I came off him and we kissed and dragged our lips down the sides of his cock together, kissing it.
With what Carrie and I had been through, that was maybe the most that was different since the moment we came up to the cottage. I never knew she felt the same way about me that I felt about her. To be honest, I wasn’t sure how to put into words what I felt about her. Watching her lips pull up the length of his glistening cock and push back down over him, I realized it wasn’t just straight up sexual attraction I had for her, not entirely, anyway.
I twisted around and came up to Royce to kiss him and to pull and twist his shirt and get it up and off him. He was the catalyst between Carrie and I. I came down against the back of the couch beside him and leaned my cheek into his cheek and watched what he watched, as Carrie pumped him in and out of her mouth with such gentleness and care. I realized, it wasn’t Carrie alone I was so enraptured by. It was Carrie with Royce.
She must have heard my mind. She was always like that. She began to struggle at the button in my pants and I helped her, lifting my hips and pushing them down my legs and off. Both Royce and I sat up and kissed and removed the remainder of our clothes. He’d put more wood on the fire so that it was warm enough. We rolled back into the couch deeper down and I draped my right leg over his left thigh, opening myself. I kept my eyes open, barely, and on Royce’s eyes alone when Carrie’s breath blew on my pussy. But I had to shut them then and I smiled at my own weakness when she put her lips on my lips down there.
Royce and I kissed as Carrie went from my pussy, licking me like that, to Royce’s cock, consuming him like that, and back again.
“She’s a very good lover, don’t you think,” I said to Royce, my voice shaky and weak.
“Its her eyes,” he said, and I had to nod enthusiastically in agreement with him. He was so right, her eyes were deadly.
“You should fuck him, Carrie,” I said.
She snickered when she came off him and sank down on her calves. “Before you start hogging him, you mean?” she said.
“Before I start hogging you, you mean,” I said.
She stood in front of us, the fire at her back, and she took her time lifting her top up and over her head, releasing the clasp in her bra, shaking it down her arms and off, and then pushing her pants, and her panties, too, down her legs and off her feet.
I bent down into Royce’s lap and took his cock in my mouth, tasting Carrie all over him. I came up to his face just as Carrie straddled his lap and twisted around to find his cock standing up behind her. I kissed him when she lowered her hips and took him into her in one long and slow stroke all the way down.
“Is she good, baby?” I said to him.
He just smiled at me with closed eyes and a woozy look came over his face.
I came up and over his lap and straddled him like Carrie, and I pressed my chest into her back. We both stood up high on our knees over him, and she twisted around to find me over her shoulder and we kissed. I pushed her ass with my hips and came down to find his cock under me, and I pushed down on him.
Carrie pushed her ass back and I came off his cock just so Carrie could fuck him again. It didn’t feel like two of us fucking the same guy at the same time. We felt so attached, it felt like we were one with him. And yet we teased each other all the same. I reached around her hips and tickled her pussy with my fingertips. She reached around behind herself and did the same thing to me.
“You better not cum,” I said to her, kissing her, licking her neck. “Our poor man won’t be able to take it,” I said.
She fell forward and into him and she cradled his face in her hands. “Aw, poor man,” she said. I plunged myself down on his cock as she kissed him and soothed him.
“The both of you,” he said, and he stood up with such force, both of our naked bodies tumbled from him. He went to the kitchen to get water. We followed him holding hands. Carrie jumped up on his back and rode him like a horse. I sat on the counter edge and spread my legs. He entered me as he drank back his water and I curled back onto my elbows before him.
“You’re handling all what happened pretty easily,” he said to me. “Are you sure you’re alright?”
“It’s not nearly what you’ve been through,” I said.
It was like that, when we got into it. There wasn’t really a start or stop to it. We roamed around a lot and we didn’t take formal turns with him, but we enjoyed watching the other two, whoever the other two were at any moment. He enjoyed watching Carrie and I do it, of course. Carrie seemed to go through the roof all squirrelly watching Royce and I doing it. I know I loved watching Royce and Carrie do it.
We walked with our hands around the other’s waist to the big bedroom, and being naked already, we fell into it together. But we were also tired. Royce knelt behind us as we put ourselves down on our elbows and knees and we waved our asses up at him behind us. We kissed and groaned as he plowed himself hard into one and then the other of us. When I knew he was close, I rolled away and watched from the edge of the bed. I wanted him to cum inside Carrie. He did, quickly, and she came too, and he was so right about her eyes.
Morning came way too soon. We threw our clothes in our bags. It was Royce that reminded me. “You know,” he said, “you can leave some things here so you don’t have to pack so much when you come back up.”
I stood up from the couch I was packing on. “This is my cottage,” I said with amazement all over again.
We got in the car. Royce leaned down to the driver’s window, his arm over the roof. He slapped the metal with his hand. “You two look after my girls, now,” he said.
I leaned over the seats and nearly down into Carrie’s lap to find him above me outside the window. “Are you going to be okay all by your lonesome till we come back up Friday?” I said.
“I’ve had some practice with that, as you know,” he said.
We rocked and rolled down the long driveway and turned into the road, and flew away, back to the city.
Here’s the thing. Back at college, it wasn’t like nothing had happened, but it was like whatever did happen, happened in a whole other world. We had our own places, our own classes, our own lives back in the city. We liked meeting for coffee and muffins first thing most mornings right in the middle of campus. And that just carried on, unchanged.
What we talked about was the most unusual thing: it was just the usual things. My dad, the cottage, the gun, the kidnapping . . . the man living in my cottage, the fact it was my cottage now. All of that was from a different place and a different time, if felt like. It was like a great book you were reading so intensively you forgot it even was a book, that world you had in your head all weekend, and then you need to remind yourself, none of it was real.
Only this was all real. Friday, Carrie parked at the curb waiting for me to come down. I threw my bag in the back seat and we hit the road. All the way up, it was like any other time we’d gone up to the cottage, all the way until we pulled in front of it, turned the motor off, and opened our doors. And at that instant, we stepped back through the portal and into the whole other world.
On one side of the door, we were two young and single students struggling with classes and profs and exams and anxious about jobs and careers and debt and dinner. Nothing, in other words, that seemed to have any meaning or bearing on a whole other life up at a hidden cottage on a remote lake.
On the other side of the door, we were two very much grown women, given what happened up there, neither single, but not married either, not a couple, but not alone, either. Up there, the struggle was between day and night, sleeping and waking, putting clothes on and taking them off, our own and others, and falling deeper and harder in love with one man between us, a fact of life no one could ever hope to begin to understand back at college. Nothing, in other words, that seemed to have any meaning or bearing on life in the city back at school.
We found that man, our man, in the shed, tool belt around his waist as usual. He came out the door and hooked his thumb over his shoulder. “Putting new windows in,” he said. “Cozier.”
“Well go and clean up,” Carrie said, “we brought dinner.” She lifted herself on her toes and kissed him on the mouth. I came up to him as well to kiss him and he wrapped his hands around both of our waists. Here’s the part I left out: once we turned into the driveway, we stopped and got out, laughing at our silly plan. Although it didn’t feel silly at all, anymore.
We tore our college clothes off, our hoodies and jeans and sneakers, and got into the dresses we bought for him, Carrie in a classic blue sweater dress and tall black boots, and me, a white sweater dress probably too short, and brown suede boots up past my knees, too. They were tight and short and sexy on us, and with the tall boots, there’s no way we’d go out like that in the city. Not the good Christian girls we were, anyway. Still, though. 
The other part we bought was to come later, around the fire when the sun went down. Royce was right, we could leave clothes up there, now that I owned the cottage.
I only saw what Carrie brought when we were both in his bedroom unpacking and putting things away in the chest of drawers. I screamed when I held them up, after I snatched them from her hands not even knowing what it was at first: a pair of pink nearly transparent panties. She showed me the matching bra, equally transparent.
I was in no place to tsk-tsk her, though. She busted me, pulling out the slinky one piece black body suit I brought up, with the snap-closed crotch. “For ease of fucking my hard-working man,” I said, and I held it for two beats before we both burst out laughing.
We came out of our man’s bedroom in our sweater dresses but with our boots off, holding hands just as Royce was putting the plates of what we brought for dinner onto the table, all warmed up.
“The both of you,” he said, looking us up and down as we came up to him.
“Your fault,” Carrie said, sitting at the table and leaning over close to him where he sat. “You opened us up, you can’t now close us down again.”
“Yeah,” I said, biting off a carrot. “I hope you ate your proteins all week, you’re going to need it this weekend. We were very Christian all week, I hope you know,” she said.
“So, very, Christian,” Carrie said closer to him with her eyes half lidded, a grin spreading over her face. She snorted and lashed her tongue up and over her top lip.
“Miss us?” I said, and I laughed.
“Very much,” he said and he half grinned.
“Well hurry up and eat, then,” Carrie said. “You’re two girlfriends have something to show you.”
We both laughed looking at each other with knowing, dilating eyes.
I don’t know what it was, but all week, nothing, then up there for five minutes, and I could hardly keep my hands, and my mouth, off that girl. The way she looked at me, I knew she was feeling the same thing.
“Yeah, hurry up, Royce,” I said, not taking my eyes off Carrie’s eyes. She felt it, too, I could tell. Our excitement was brimming over.
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