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Chapter 1

You couldn’t imagine a poorer sap than Gerald. Look at him, stopped in his forward momentum beside a lamp-pole and wavering forward and back, before he rolls sideways on his ankles and shoots three steps sideways. He slaps a defiant foot down and stops the world from tipping tilt-a-world-like all around him, at least for the moment.
His face down, his shoulders twisting side to side like a man battling hurricane winds (the air is in fact perfectly still), he cups one hand around the filter end of a cigarette, the tobacco end being held inside his mouth, thin and sideways to allow him to breath around “the ol’ cancer stick.” There, he flicks and flicks a lighter which throws only sparks at his face. He keeps a close watch on the lamp-pole beside him too, as though it were a stranger he was wary of. But he wasn’t going to say anything — he didn’t want no trouble.
That singular cone of light from atop the lamp pole in the otherwise desolate infinity of night draped around him just south of the bustling part of the street where it curved and stopped being storefronts and bars and instead became drab, three-floor walkups. By this time, though, even the late bars were closed and virtually no apartment lights were on, this being a working-class neighborhood that’s got to get up in the morning.
A cab slows down but, getting no acknowledgment from Gerald, it speeds up again and flies away. Its tail lights flash bright where the driver pauses, but only for a moment, before blowing through the red light at the bottom of the street and turns left and disappears, no traffic on the four lanes down there, either, not at that hour.
“Well fuck off, then,” Gerald says to the back of it. His lighter suddenly catches a flame, however feeble, and he hunches his shoulders up and curls himself more protectively around it. With creased lips and sunken cheeks, he ignites the filter end of his cigarette until, the taste shocking even his deadened senses, he pulls it out of his mouth, closes one eye to get a bead on the issue and, realizing what he’d done, blows the chemical fire out and throws both lighter and destroyed cigarette down. “And you can just fuck right off too,” he says and he wavers unsteadily on his hips. It was his last cigarette, the one he saved from the bar knowing he’d need a puff.
Not being a litterer, however, he now huffs with exasperation and steps into the lawn, collapses onto his hands and knees, and searches for his waste to absolve his sin. It begins to rain of course. He stares down at the grass and promptly forgets what it was he was down there looking for. And so he hangs there sagging from his hips and shoulders, his face a big question mark, rain running from his nose.
So this is what it had come to. Earlier that night, Gerald had pushed the last of the shelves out the back door of what had been his bookstore for so many years. Earlier in the day, he had shut the front door for the last time, and locked it, with no real reason why other than habit. Earlier in the week, he had signed a declaration of personal and business bankruptcy at some downtown high-rise, tears and everything. 
And the day before that day, his wife had told him she’s divorcing him, it’s final, and not to come home — apparently his own personal bankruptcy had touched her affairs. His car had already died. His credit card had already stopped working.
Gerald was 48. He no longer had a business, a job, a home, a car, a wife, or anything. It had all blown up on him, finally, mercifully. There was nothing left of all of it but sporadic curls of smoke amidst a vast field of heaped charcoal. He had nothing now, and so, when the grass he stared at grew inexplicably larger in his eyes, when his face felt the wet, musky blades of it, when his nose folded sideways into the damp earth beneath it, and when the rain ran in rivulets down inside the back of his pants, he flattened himself further into the ground and decided he could stay there just like that, his arms and ankles crossed, his head rolling slowly sideways, and his cheek now indenting into a stone he hadn’t the energy left to remove from under it.
It takes dedication to failure to make it all the way to the bottom, especially from the relative heights he started his swoon from. Gerald was successful in that, at least, and with that being the last thought of his night, he smiled and shut his eyes, content with his small win, and though his head spun and his body convulsed, he felt, finally, free. “Free to be me,” he murmured and he smirked. He tried to spit out a blade of grass and grit, but couldn’t, and so he left it there and went to sleep. It had, after all, been one fuck of a day. “One fuck of a week,” he thought. But at least, when you’re so far down that you’re flat on the ground, you can’t fall anymore. Right?
Maybe, though, you can fall through the ground and come out some other side  . . . .
“Sir? Sir?” he heard hovering somewhere above the back of his head.
He opened one eye but it was instantly nuked by a flash of morning sunlight and he gasped and rolled his face back down into the cool dark dirt and grass.
“Is there someone we can call for you?” he heard another voice say.
He realized he wasn’t going to be left to die after all, and he pushed himself up onto his hands and knees, tried to open one eye and then the other, and sank back down. When he was finally able to lift his face, eyes squinting against the brilliant sky of early morning, he found in front of him three sillouhetted apparitions rising against the glaring backdrop.
“There is no one you can call for me,” he said, and he hung his head between his knees.
“Isn’t that . . . ?” another voice different from the first two said.
“Oh my god, Mr. Lastman?” a voice said.
All three voices were young and female. Will the humiliations never cease, he thought.
“None other,” he said, and he hung his head further down between his knees and snorted. He was too far past shame by this point.
“What happened to you?” that third voice said.
He heaved with a chuckle and rolled his head back to let the sun spray itself all over his face. “You’re asking me?” he said, and he laughed.
“We can’t leave him here,” one of the voices said.
“Where do you live, Mr. Lastman?” another said.
“Nowhere . . .  now,” he said, and he heaved with another single chuckle and caught his throat and coughed, clearing it. That can’t have been nice for them, hearing that.
“What do we do?” one of the voices said.
“It’s Mr. Lastman, we can’t just leave him here!” another one said.
“We have to get to work though!” one said.
There was a long pause. Gerald kept his eyes shut and let the restorative power of the sun tingle his face. He felt like he could drink it, if he opened his mouth and laid his tongue out for it. Imagine that, he thought: Drinking light. What a world that would be!
“You can come inside our place I guess until we’re back, but you can’t stay there,” a voice finally said.
He shrugged. Words hardly had any meaning for him by this time, he had wrung so many of them dry over the years. He felt hands wrap around his arms, and then his shoulders come nearly out of their sockets. He rolled forward and came, startlingly, up to his feet. He staggered backward and forward and swung on his hips like he was playing hula-hoop. He realized they had stood him up still drunk, but upright, at least. Hey, miracles do happen! He still hadn’t re-opened his eyes all the way.
“This way,” a voice said, annoyed and doubtful. Hands pushed into his lower back and other hands pulled on his wrists. He turned and went in the direction of the pressure. He finally opened one squinting eye and recognized the lone, squat and dark green house nearly hidden behind enormous cedar trunks, and he gasped.
“I know this house!” he said.
It was the only house left in those blocks that hadn’t been taken down when the three-floor walk-ups came in. It was in fact the original house in the area, as he well knew, being something of an amateur historian of that part of the city, and at one time the only house for miles around — it was the ranger’s house, located strategically half-way down the original “skid road,” the clearing through the original forest down which felled trees were dragged by horses to the inlet.
“I hit skid road!” he said to the side of their heads. None of them understood a word he was saying.
“You can use the shower — you’ll find towels,” a voice said behind him. He stumbled through the front door and into the relieving darkness inside. “Eat what you can find,” another voice said. “Just don’t burn it down.”
“I can’t believe that’s Mr. Lastman,” another one said as the three of them went back out their front door.
“Gerald!” he called back over his shoulder to them just as the front door was shut. “You can call me Gerald,” he said more to himself as he turned around to face the strange room he stood in. “Or Gerry or Gary or Gar,” he added. “Always wondered what it was like inside,” he said to himself. Always thought I’d make a good ranger, he thought. “Missed my calling,” he said.
He took advantage of the offer to use the shower. Restored, he found bread and peanut butter and jam in the fridge, and ate greedily. He laid on the couch and instantly fell asleep. Around noon he woke up and swung his feet down to the floor and cupped his hands over his face and rubbed himself there hard. It only then dawned on him how weird it was to make yourself at home in some strangers’ place with them not even there.
He couldn’t place the three young women, but they seemed to know him well enough, he reflected. Whoever they were, they went above and beyond, inviting him in, letting him sleep it off, and giving him a place to pull himself together.
More sober now, he went back to the kitchen and surveyed the sink filled with dishes, the counters covered in more, and the general disarray of it all where three 20-something single women evidently lived and worked. And he decided he could at least begin to repay their kindness and wash everything up and put it all away as best he could.
In his search for where the glasses went, he turned up a vacuum cleaner and stepped back to survey the living room. When that household chore was done, he went to the bathroom. Here things were a little more dicey — girl’s stuff was all over the counter and balanced precariously on the edge of the sink. But a cleaning and tidying energy pumped through his veins, and he decided he could at least clean the sink and counter and toilet and straighten things up without really touching them. Nothing works for a hangover like cleaning house, everybody knows that. The main thing, he thought, was to not be there when they got home — but to leave the house cleaned of all of its little messes. Quid pro quo, right?
Pleased with himself for how good it looked when he finished, he stepped out the front door and passed under the reaching boughs of the ancient cedars, before ambling down to the end of the narrow and heaving sidewalk where he patted his pockets for his pack of smokes, which wasn’t there, of course. Perhaps today I’ll quit, he said. Which way, he wondered? Back up the street and toward his now-former bookstore? Or the other way? Or should he even follow a street at all? Maybe he could just start walking in some direction, see how far he could get. Maybe make it to Mexico. Maybe to Chile, who knows.
“Food,” he thought, and he snapped his fingers. He should replace what he ate from their fridge with some fresh supplies. They could use some fruit, too, he noted. And he knew just where to lay his hands on some: Lucky’s, the corner grocer where he had an indeterminate amount of credit built up from the exchange of Korean newspapers he imported for groceries they let him take whenever desired.
Just as he turned to charge up the sidewalk to Lucky’s, three young and eye-arresting women came down toward him taking up all the sidewalk between them. He ducked his head down and stepped aside. But they stopped in front of him and stared. He lifted his face.
“Feeling better, Mr. Lastman?” said one.
He recognized the voice and realized all at once these were the same three girls who rescued him off their front lawn earlier that morning — these were the three girls who lived in the ranger’s house. They couldn’t have been more than half his age. But Christ on a cross, were they not salve for his blood-shot eyes!
“I appreciate . . . . “ he started, but he trailed off. In the sober light of the next day, how do you atone for landing on your face in the mud of someone else’s front yard the night before?
“Have you got . . . ?” one of them started, but she trailed off, too, also unable to finish, possibly for related reasons.
“Listen,” he said. “I owe you guys for this morning, letting me stay in your house and sleep it off,” he said. “There’s a restaurant, let me give you dinner at least,” he said. There was indeed a small Mexican chicken place up the street where he also had accumulated some indeterminate amount of credit in lieu of cash for Mexican newspapers he brought in for them over the years.
“I am hungry!” the darker brunette one finally said, now full of sudden cheer as though she had a switch she could flip.
So he gestured with his hand and ducked his head down and started up the street toward it. The three girls followed in behind him, back in the direction they had come from after work. Thankfully, the restaurant was in the first block of storefronts, and he wouldn’t have to show his face all the way up the street, or to be seen taking three girls half his age out to dinner.
He guided them to a small table tucked away in the back. The table wasn’t big enough for four people, but he didn’t want to be near the windows. “Four, today,” he said to the guy who nodded back at him with weary familiarity. He didn’t need to say what he wanted to eat — the meal was understood. “We good for that?” he said.
“We good for that,” the guy said, and he patted Gerald’s shoulder as he squeezed past him and into the back.
“So,” he said in the general direction of the girls, and he inhaled. “You know my name, it seems.” He was unable to look at them. They’d burn his irises, he thought, so young, so fresh, so . . .  feminine.
“I’m sorry,” the darker brunette one said. “Of course we do. I’m Caitlin, but you can call me Cat,” she said.
“And I’m Trish,” the one with longer, more wavy, and lighter brunette hair said.
“And I’m Conner,” the one with the longer hair, blonde and full of messy, lazy waves, said.
“Conner, Trish, and Cat,” he said, nodding at each one in reverse order. “I have to say,” he said, and he grinned down at the table and shook his head. “I mean,” he started again. “You’re all so . . . . “ he said, but he couldn’t finish. “Fuck me,” he muttered to himself, and he wrapped his large hand around the lower half of his face and bulged his eyes at the table. He was seldom at a loss for words, being the bookstore guy, but three girls like that? Who wouldn’t think they’d died and gone to heaven? Or fallen clear through the centre of the Earth?
“We work together at the salon,” Cat said as though work were universally enjoyable.
“Work-study,” Trish corrected her. “We’re getting our hair and beauty diplomas, “ she said as though the fact was offered on the QT, like it was something eavesdropping spies might want to overhear.
“At Josie’s,” Conner said. Her voice was lower than the other two, and husky, too. She had the strange manner of a 50s starlet. She gazed at him as though across a bed they had shared the previous night and her hair looked like it had been mussed up all night by someone, too, possibly from behind. He tore his eyes off hers before he said something stupid.
“But nice of you to notice!” Cat said. Her voice contrasted jarringly with Conners, so light and cheerful. Her grin was mischievous, her eyes always looking out their corners at him. It was like everything she said had a double meaning. Like everything was some inside joke, and you were meant to get it. Like she assumed you got it.
“We like playing around with modeling,” Trish said, and she pushed her hand up through her luxury of long, wavy and toned hair and let it fall down over her shoulders and chest where it tumbled like some refreshing mountain brook. Where Conner was all smokey bedroom and Cat was all fun and flirty, Trish was shy and evasive. She looked away whenever he brought his eyes to her. It was like she suspected he could read her mind, and what he read in there was embarrassing. She pursed her lips when she smiled, as though struggling to hide that, too, and failing.
“Why did you . . . ?” he tried to start again.
“ . . . pick you up this morning?” grinning and flirty dark-haired Cat said, finishing his question for him, and she smiled so devastatingly at him, he had to look down and away.
“How do you . . . ?” he tried again.
“ . . . know you?” shy and demure brown-haired Trish said, and they all laughed this time. They were enjoying this game, finishing the old crusty goat’s sentences.
“But everybody knows you around here,” messy blonde Conner said in that deep, soft and beguiling voice of hers. “You’re the great Gerald Lastman!”
What was that accent, anyway? he wondered. He couldn’t place it.
“We’re not just going to leave a guy like you lying in our yard like that,” Cat said. “Not the Gerald Lastman!” she added, and she laughed. She had emphasized “the” with a long “e.”
“You’re practically the biggest celebrity in the whole street,” Trish said, and she shook her head and snorted lightly. She couldn’t say anything without it sounding like something sexually embarrassing, it seemed. She seemed to squirm, to writhe, even, with every sentence she uttered.
“I am nothing like that at all,” he said.
They all grinned and snickered and shook their heads like what he said was so obviously nonsense it wasn’t worth replying to. The plates of food came and everyone tucked in. Roasted half chickens with roasted half potatoes and roasted half corn cobs. He looked up from his plate and took in the sea of beautiful faces hoovering up the extraordinarily good food and remembered — oh yeah! — being in his early 20s and struggling with minimum wage or worse and never really getting a decent meal in. They only looked like rich girls because they had access to all the hair and facial products at their salon and probably practiced doing each other’s hair and faces at home like that, too, for free.
“So good,” that preternatural seductress Conner said when she looked up from her half-gone food. She moaned it more than said it. It made him shiver.
“Oh my god, yes!” Trish said, smacking her lips and grinning at him. Her chin glistened with chicken grease and she laughed and licked it off with her long pink tongue.
Cat laughed at her too, and dabbed her chin with a napkin, before she glanced back at him. “Thank you,” she said. “Kind sir,” she added, and she erupted with laughter and covered her mouth with her hand. Her legs kicked and swung under the table.
“So,” he said, and he squinted and looked down as though bracing for pain. “How exactly do you guys know me?”
Cat dropped her head sideways and widened her eyes at him like he had just said the most ridiculous thing. “Everybody knows you!” she said. “Don’t play dumb, it’s unbecoming of you.”
The way she pursed her lips to quell a grin told him it wasn’t often she used phrases like that. Nor “kind sir.” But she was enjoying doing so, that was obvious too. She was playing. Whenever was she not?
“People talk about you at the salon,” Conner said.
“Like all the time!” Trish said, bursting out loudly. She glanced around herself and ducked her face down. “You’re famous!” she said.
“Big in Japan,” he said to Trish, who smiled in private and pursed her lips back at him. He turned to Conner. “I got the jam but not the bread,” he said to her. She just kept staring at him unmoved with her half-lidded eyes. Jesus, that one never seemed to be out of bed or off a pillow, the way she looked, the way she talked, he thought.
“Well, anyway, not anymore,” he said.
“Meaning?” Cat said. She leaned far over the table with her chin propped up on the heel of her palm. Her delightful eyes made as though she were looking at an ice cream cone and it was the hottest day of the year.
Just what in the fuck is going on here, anyway? he thought. “Meaning, I shut the store down yesterday. Out of business, belly-up, broke,” he said.
“Store?” Trish said, dropping her head with a tilt. She blinked twice at him.
“The bookstore?” he said.
She squinted at him harder and shook her head slowly side to side. Cat, too — she jutted her jaw out crookedly and turned her face to consider him out the corners of her eyes. Conner went on staring at him unchanged — staring at him like she was imagining things that couldn’t be said out loud in front of the others.
“I had a bookstore?” he said. He felt like he was skipping across quantum realities or something.
“Yeah, um . . . “ Cat said. “That’s not what you’re famous for . . . “ she said, trailing off. Trish shook her head side to side at him too, and bit her lip to keep from grinning. Even Conner pursed her lips at him to quell a grin.
“Well what then?” he said.
All three of them glanced at each other before Trish and Conner looked down at the table, leaving Cat to be the one to tell him.
“I mean, you go online, right?” she said. “Do you go on Reddit?” she said, bashful and grinning like she was with everything she said.
“Not really, no,” he said. “No I don’t.”
Cat pulled her mouth sideways and bit her bottom lip. “You’re a big meme there,” she said.
He squinted one eye at her.
“A very famous meme,” Trish said.
“What do you mean, I’m a meme?” he said.
Cat rolled her eyes like it was painful to explain. “Do you remember when you did an interview for the news about the street festival?” she said.
“Sure,” he said, nodding.
“And the reporter asked you if you’re still opposed to the the live bands playing on stages on the street?” she said.
“Yeah, of course I remember that. Except it’s not exactly what I said,” he said.
They all burst out laughing. “That’s the meme — it’s you saying, ‘Pretty sure that’s not what I said!’” she said. “It’s funny — all around you people are having fun and it’s sunny out and there’s music, and then there’s you, being all dark and suspicious like that,” she said. “It’s very funny.”
“I wasn’t being suspicious,” he said.
“It’s just a meme,” Cat said. “People like it, they use it a lot. You’re one of the biggest ones out there right now,” she said. “Pretty sure that’s not what I said,” she said in a comically low voice, and they all giggled more.
He sank further back in his chair and dropped his chin down. “Its not the bookstore?” he said.
“Sorry,” Cat said, and she pursed her grin and swung her head side to side at him.
“I’m a joke?” he said.
“But people love it!” she said, reaching out over the table and scrunching and releasing her hand close to his stomach. “But you had a bookstore too?” she said with forced sympathy.
“Only for the last, like, 18 years,” he said. “But no more. As of today.”
“What happened?” Trish said, now genuinely intrigued.
He looked at her through narrow eyes and with a grin. “You don’t want to know,” he said.
“No,” she said, and she ducked her head down. “Not really,” she said, and she laughed. “Not into books so much.”.
He shrugged and nodded and looked sideways. “I hear that,” he murmured.
“Anyway,” Cat said, full of cheer as usual. “This day is all about moving forward, and not looking back, right?”
He shrugged and nodded some more. “Going to have to be,” he said.
“Do you have some place to go tonight, speaking of moving forward?” Conner said.
“Oh yeah,” he said. He nodded rapidly at her. “For sure, yeah,” he said.
The three of them glanced at each other. They seemed to negotiate with their eyes alone and Gerald looked away.
“If you want, you can probably sleep on our couch,” Cat finally said. “I mean, it’s a tiny house, but you might as well.”
“Oh no!” he said.
“It’s okay!” Trish said. “It’s just us three.”
“Yeah, no,” he said. “I’d be in the way. You already rescued me once,” he said and he laughed. “I can’t.”
“But we can tell that you have no place to go,” Conner said in that deep and accented voice he couldn’t place.
There was nothing for it but to shrug. “Ok, you got me there,” he said. “I have no clue what to do.”
“So come over,” Cat said, like everything in life was as easy as that. She shrugged and smiled.
“You don’t have to be afraid,” Trish said. She also smiled.
He laughed. “Afraid isn’t the word I’d use to describe myself right now,” he said.
Conner tilted her face and narrowed her eyes. “What word would you use?” she said.
He wasn’t expecting that. He locked gazes with her long enough that he felt himself tugged back by the tether holding him to the space ship where he orbited high above the planet.
“Out of place,” he said finally.
“So?” she said, taking about as long as he did to answer her.
He expected her to follow on with more, but that was it. “So?” was all she said about it.
They walked mostly quietly back to the house. He’d forgotten that he had cleaned and tidied the place. So when they walked in, he was unprepared for their reaction.
They all stood shoulder to shoulder stunned and stared around. “Oh my god!” Cat said. She turned to him, dropped her grinning jaw open and widened her eyes. “You did this?”
“I’m sorry,” he said. “I didn’t mean to — I just started with a plate, and next thing you know . . . . “ he said.
Trish snorted. “Place has never looked like this!” she said. And then she spun toward him, kicked a heel up to the back of her thigh, and leaned into him with her upturned forearms. Her long, light hair dusted over his face and shoulders and chest. Her scent filled his nose. Her eyes were clear as water. Her teeth were white as snow. She brought her mouth up to his cheek and she kissed him. “You’re a good man, Mr. Lastman,” she said.
“Gerald,” he said.
The three girls wondered through the one-floor house like children gazing around a crystal palace. He worried it might have been regarded as an intrusion, but that concern quickly dissipated.
“And you kept it secret too,” Cat said. “So very devious of you.”
“Keep doing that,” Conner said, “and you won’t be left on the couch for long.”
“Oh my god, Con,” Trish said, and she cuffed her shoulder. “Keep it in your pants, girl.”
“Find a good show,” Cat said, and she tossed the remote to Gerald. “We need to change.”
All three girls abruptly left the living room in different directions and toward the three doors that came off it. Gerald flopped down on the middle of the couch and flicked the screen on.
He was so far out of his element, he couldn’t even feel awkward. There was no point of reference between him and them by which to feel anything at all. It was as though he’d fallen through that portal, that night he spent pressed into the damp grass of their front lawn. Whatever had happened, he was now sitting on a couch in the historical ranger’s house where three single working girls half his age lived, where they were presently “changing,” each in her own room. It wouldn’t have felt far different if he had found himself on a flying saucer where three green aliens worked levers and controls flying him toward Alpha Centauri. It made about as much sense, too.
Trish came out first, high on her toes, dashing from her room to the couch and scrambling for a thin blanket she pulled up over herself. She hid, but not before he caught sight of her copper-toned shimmering satin cami-and-shorts she was wearing.
She laughed to herself. “Did you find a show?” she said to Gerald, but her voice caught and wavered from some sort of excitement that was gripping her.
She texted something to someone and said to him through the corners of her eyes, “Cat says she is coming out in a second.”
“Okay,” Gerald said. Perhaps he was hallucinating from lack of sleep. Perhaps he had inhaled too much of the cigarette’s burning filter.
Instantly behind him he heard a shriek. He spun around and caught Cat dashing from her door to the couch just like Trish had dashed earlier, and she yelped at Trish to lift the blanket and let her in. They both pulled the edge of it up to their chins with their heels hooked on the edge of the couch and their knees pulled up to their chests. Like Trish, Gerald caught a brief sight of Cat before she hid. She was dressed in a very low-drooping loose and black sleep-shirt under which he caught a glimpse low-rise, black-lace panties and bra.
Just what the actual fuck, he thought.
He widened his eyes at the screen hung on the opposite wall and swallowed hard. Cat and Trish murmured to each other and chuckled and squirmed against each other like sibling kittens in a basket. All three of Gerald, Trish, and Cat spun around when Conner came out. She didn’t run or hide like the other two. Instead, she sauntered like nothing was going on, first to the kitchen, then to the living room, and finally, to the couch. With Gerald in the middle, Conner sat on his left. She was dressed in a crimson-toned long satin playsuit with tiny shoulder straps and a nearly completely uncovered back.
“So what are we watching?” she said, and she slowly turned her face to Gerald. He turned his face to her’s, too, and was snagged by her eyes and unable to look away. After three beats of silently locking on each other’s gaze, she smiled, she slapped his leg lightly, and she pushed her messy blonde hair back from her face. “You’re fun,” she said in a private voice. But she left her hand on his thigh and lightly curled her fingers. Gerald swallowed.
Cat leaned over Trish. “Do you want to get comfortable too?” she said to him. “Trish had a boyfriend who left his pajamas behind when she kicked him to the curb. She’d probably let you wear them.” She elbowed Trish.
“Cat!” Trish said, and she elbowed her back. But she turned to Gerald beside her. “Probably fits you,” she said. “I bought it anyway — birthday present for him, can you imagine? The day before it was time for him to go.”
“She already hung them in the bathroom for you,” Conner said flatly, not looking away from the show. 
“So get changed,” Cat said quietly and also flatly.
“You really should,” Trish said, even more quietly.
Gerald swallowed harder. There had been a change of tone all around. He brought his gaze back to the screen on the opposite wall and wondered if there was a test one can do to prove when something’s real — to prove if it’s really happening, or if it’s what dying is like to the brain.
Twenty-four hours earlier, he was in the process of crashing out through the bottom of life. He had let go. He had stopped worrying — worrying about his now ex-wife and how she would judge him, about his ex-mother-in-law, and what she would say, about his now closed store, and how he would handle its complications, and about his now former customers, and what they would think. When he mashed his face into that damp Earth, he did not expect to find on the other side of the bottom he fell through what he was presently sitting in the middle of the next day. Nobody could have expected it. You’d be insane to expect it.
And so, insane, it seemed, was how it was going to be, he decided. He was known to the girls for something he wasn’t even aware of. They’d never heard of his bookstore. So why not go to the bathroom, he thought, change into the pajamas apparently hung for him there, and come back to the couch where dark brunette Caitlin in long black sleep-shirt and black lace panties and bra sat beside light brunette Trish in copper satin cami and shorts, and messy blonde Conner in crimson satin playsuit? If it was a dream, it was no time to play footsie with it.
He got up, went to the bathroom, closed the door, and stared at the back of it. There hung shimmering on the back of the door were silky royal-blue pajamas, Indian-style collar and cut, a long shirt over pants.
When he came out, Cat clapped and whistled. “Stand there!” she cried out to him, and she pointed to the floor in front of the screen. “We have to see!”
He stood where she said to, and when she cried out for him to turn around, he did, and she said to turn more slowly, and so he did that, too. Trish whistled and then hid her face in her hands and gasped at herself.
“Very nice,” Conner said in her deep voice.
“My turn first!” Cat said, and she jumped up. “Sit!” she said to Gerald, and he rejoined Trish and Conner on the couch. Trish pulled herself up against him and took his hand in hers and entwined her fingers in his. The blanket had fallen down and she didn’t pull it back up, so that her upper body, gleaming in the sheen of her copper satin cami, pressed against his side.
Conner propped her toes on the edge of the coffee table in front of them and slouched deeply down in the couch. She also leaned against Gerald’s other side and pulled his arm by the wrist and wrapped it around the back of her neck like his arm was a scarf, and she patted his hand down on her collarbone. His thumb touched her neck. He curled his fingers so as to not reach so far down her chest.
“What do you think?” Cat said to him, and she twirled high on her toes fast enough, the edge of her sleep-shirt flew up around her hips, and she laughed and plunged her hands down to hide her panties she had exposed to him. But then she stopped turning, she stared directly at him, and pulled the front of her shirt up to her waist. She swayed side to side on her hips staring at him. “Do you think these are nice?” she said, and she jutted her pelvis forward.
“Oh my god, what are you doing, Cat?” Trish said, cupping her hands over her face.
“It’s okay,” Cat said to her. “We can trust him,” she said, not taking her eyes off Gerald’s eyes. “He’s way older than us.”
She stepped closer to the couch and pulled the coffee table out from between them. She crossed her arms over her front and walked her fingers in place until the bottom of her shirt came up to her waist, and she caught it and pulled it up over her head, letting her hair fall back down her back, and she tossed her shirt aside. “This is what I wanted to show him anyway,” she said. “Get a real man’s opinion on it. An older man, instead of just us three doing all the judging for ourselves.”
She ran her thumbs under the shoulder straps of her lacy black bra straightening it and she curled her lips between her teeth and dropped her face down obsequiously, finding him through the tops of her eyes. “We can trust you, can’t we?” she said to Gerald in a nearly inaudible voice.
“So you have to say which one you would like the best if you were on a date with her,” Conner said. She pulled the blanket away from the couch, leaving Trish and herself revealed, Trish in her copper satin cami and shorts, Conner in her crimson playsuit.
Cat squealed and dashed on her toes back to the couch and she yanked Trish by the wrist and pulled her up to the middle of the floor, and ran back to the couch to take her place. She wrapped her hand around Gerald’s hand and entwined her fingers in his. “Show us like we’re judges,” she shouted to Trish.
Trish stood still with her fists balled up under her chin and her bare feet crossed over each other. “We haven ’t done this with a real man before,” she said, her eyes wide and deep and steady on Gerald’s eyes.
“He’s not just a man” Cat said. “He’s an older man.” She turned to him. “How old are you anyway?” she said.
“48,” Gerald answered without hesitation, his gaze transfixed on Trish’s slowly, slightly undulating and shimmering form.
Trish dropped her hands to her sides and looked up to the ceiling above the couch. “Older man,” she said to herself. “Hmm,” she said, thinking.
She arched her back and jutted her chest and snorted. She was feeling things out. She found her nipples through her thin shining top, and she twisted them and pulled them and grinned at him. They grew longer and harder. “Do you like that?” she said to him. She glanced at Cat. “What? I don’t know what older men like him think!”
“Do you think it’s weird for us to be like this?” Cat said privately to him, close to his ear. She pulled his hand over her bare thigh and separated his middle finger from his other fingers. She pressed the tip of it into the middle of the front of her black textured panties, and she turned her face up to his. “Do you like the feeling of my panties?” she said. Her chin dropped down and she inhaled a short gasp.
Gerald swallowed and swallowed again. “It’s not weird,” he said, but he did need to think about the question a few moments. It really was, in a word, weird, that’s for sure.
“You’re such a liar,” Conner said on his other side, and she curled up her legs under herself and leaned against his side more comfortably. She cupped a hand over his groin like it was nothing.
With her other hand she searched on her phone before finding the playlist she wanted and she turned down the show still playing on the screen, and put up her tunes.
“Conner!” Trish said in protest. But she rolled her eyes and bit her lip and looked at Gerald. She blushed. “This is what we do most nights together, anyway,” she said as though it was an explanation. “If its okay with you.”
“She has to dance for us if someone puts music on,” Conner explained.
“I know that!” Trish said to her impatiently, and she shook her head and bulged her eyes at her. But without removing her gaze from Conner’s eyes, she began to find the beat with her hips.
“Don’t look,” Trish said to Gerald, but then she closed her eyes, she leaned her head back, and she began to dance without further reservation, even as he kept his eyes wide open and on her body.
Cat inhaled sharply through her clenched teeth. “Isn’t she hot?” she said, her voice as though in pain. She pressed the tip of his middle finger down harder into the front of her panties. A wet spot appeared.
Conner leaned forward and bumped Gerald’s shoulder until Cat looked over the front of Gerald back at her. “You were right,” Conner said, and, staring at Cat’s eyes, she pushed her hand down inside Gerald’s pajama bottoms, and then under the waist of his shorts inside.
He felt her cool hand slide over him and her fingers wrap around his cock.
“Told you,” Cat said. They thought nothing of speaking privately across him. She rested her head on his left shoulder, and Conner rested her head on his right shoulder. Cat pulled up the front of her panties and pulled his hand by the middle fingertip down inside the humidity there and she touched herself directly with him.
He felt the steaming hot wetness of her pussy lips. Conner loosened the drawstring around his waist and pulled his cock, now hard and long, out from under the silk fabric. Slowly, lightly, she pumped him in her palm.
Trish began to dance more wildly than he would have guessed she could, the way she looked so conservative and shy before, and she took to flashing the three of them on the couch, pulling the bottom of her cami up over her chest for longer and longer moments.
“What were you right about?” Gerald said to Cat, unable to tear his eyes away from Trish’s hypnotic and gyrating dance in front of them arrayed down the couch. The music droned and a sense of the trance fell down over the room.
“I said it would be more fun with a man joining us,” she said. “But we could never figure out who — until you showed up, that is. Just like that — like you dropped from the sky,” she said, and she laughed. “Or rose up through the ground.”
“Because we’re not that kind of girl,” Conner said more deeply in her accent than before. She rolled over and came down to lay her head on its side over his bare thigh. She ran her fingernails up and down the underside of his cock, and kissed it — watching Trish behind it, dancing like a woman fucking, her hips all over the place, her chest shoved forward and up, her face open and contorting like she was mid climax already, her trance was so deep.
Cat inhaled sharply and seized Gerald’s wrist in her hand to stop his finger from moving on her pussy under her panties. Her nails dug into his skin. Conner moaned in his lap and pulled his cock over her face enough to catch the head inside her lips, and she slipped her mouth down the length of his shaft. Trish, shy, demure, and quiet Trish, pushed both hands down inside her loose cami shorts and began to snap in her waist and hips and gasp with a jagged breath.
“Stop it, Cat!” Trish protested with her eyes barely open at her.
Conner lifted her face from Gerald’s lap. “They always do this,” she said, and she brought her mouth up to his mouth and penetrated his lips with her tongue.
“No we don’t!” Cat protested, having heard Conner’s quiet voice. “We don’t touch each other,” she intoned to Gerald. “Ever. That’s our rule. Touch yourself only, but then, we never had a man here before either.”
“But you want to touch her,” Conner said, and she chuckled at her with disapproval.
Cat slapped her face lightly.
Conner dropped her head down into Gerald’s lap and corkscrewed her face down the length of his shaft with renewed enthusiasm. She moaned when the head of his cock poked the back of her throat, and her vibrations made Gerald stiffen where he sat deep in the cushions and he struggled to watch Trish through his narrowed eyes.
Trish knelt carefully down on the edge of the cushions of the couch with her knees spread widely around Cat’s knees where she slumped deeply back in the couch watching her come closer, grinning with scandal. While Gerald sank his finger deeply into Cat’s pussy under her panties, Trish pulled the waist of her cami shorts down and jutted her hips forward so that her bare groin thrusted up close to Cat’s face.
“No touching, remember!” Trish reminded her, and with the thumb of her left hand tugging her shorts down, she used her first two fingers of her right hand to spread the lips of her pussy inches from Cat’s mouth.
“Fuck!” Cat said, more with breath than with voice. She gripped Gerald’s fingertip in her finger and thumb and masturbated herself with it, rubbing it hard and fast all over her hardened little clitoris.
Trish smirked and chuckled and lifted herself high enough to transfer her body over sideways so that now she knelt over Gerald’s body the same way.
Conner groaned urgently, pumping her mouth up and down the full length of Gerald’s cock. Trish knelt up higher over his torso and curved her back to push her pelvis out and up at his face. Unlike with Cat, however, she didn’t stop when she came close. Gerald sank his head back into the cushion behind him, and Trish pushed her soaking wet pussy lips down over his mouth, smearing herself on his chin.
Cat’s body bucked and she began to hyperventilate making loud gasping sounds watching Trish. Trish began to buck uncontrollably with her hips, mashing her pussy down into his mouth harder. Conner got up higher on her hands and knees and bobbed her head up and down on his cock with infuriating regularity and keen enthusiasm.
He tried to warn her. But she pushed her face down deeper into his lap. Trish rotated her hips into his face and he sucked on her clit. Her body vibrated like she was being electrocuted. Cat’s body planked out straight and her muscles went hard from her curled toes to her bulging neck. He felt her pussy flood and run over his fingers just as Trish’s leaky pussy poured over his chin. He tapped the back of Conner’s head but she wrapped her hands under his ass and held herself tightly in place.
He lifted his hips off the couch, and for a moment, everything held as still and silent as a timeless stasis. And then he erupted into her mouth. Just then, Trish gasped deeply and her body went hard as steel. Cat let go and cried out loud. Conner did not move her mouth off his cock until he subsided. His cum gurgled from the corners of her lips and ran down her chin.
Trish, as though awakening from a dream, looked down and around herself before she dashed off Gerald’s lap and ran high on her toes to her room. Cat rolled over on her side, laughed nervously, and gathered up her shirt and slinked away to her room. Conner lifted her face from Gerald’s lap and licked his cum where it hung from her lip. “Too far?” she said. She got up off the couch and stopped half way to her room to look at him over her shoulder. “Are you sure we can trust you?” she said.
“About what?” he said, still dazed and breathless from what had just happened.
“You can’t tell anyone about us,” she said.
“Tell who what?” he said.
“Good man,” she said. “Because we’re not like that. You can sleep on the couch for now,” she said. She sauntered through her door to her bedroom, and like the other two had done, she shut it, and Gerald was left alone in the living room.
He sat up long enough to shake his head with deep-set confusion. If I died face down in that mud and grass, he thought, what was I waiting for?
He fluffed a pillow, threw the blanket up to let it land on him floating down, and he spun around and laid himself down along the couch under it. The morning was far enough away, he decided, he could think about what the next day would bring when it was closer. “But fuck of a day,” he murmured to himself. Fuck of a week, the voice inside his head concurred. “Fuck of a life,” he said, and he snorted. Who knew the afterlife was anything like this? 




Chapter 2

Cat walked between Trish and Conner, her head tilted back to catch the sunlight filtering through the city trees. Her friends teased her about always smiling, but she couldn’t help it. The world was full of wonders, even in its most inconsequential corners. That was exactly how she’d survived her childhood — by seeing the beauty her mother couldn’t afford to pause and look at.
As they approached the salon, Cat glanced at the window displays and smiled, thinking of the future life she was building. No more nights worrying about rent like her mom had. She’d make it and she was sure of it. “Anything is possible,” a throw-away phrase for most, was for Cat a profound mantra by which to live by.
And to her, “anything” was to become a costume and make-up designer in movie productions — especially period pieces, and most especially those set in the 18th Century. She’d watched the movie Dangerous Liaisons when she was too young for it, read the book before she fully understood what it was about, and fantasized about the scenario within it, when she should have been going on dates with boys her own age.
“It was all my fault,” she said to Trish and Conner. “Last night, what happened.”
“It wasn’t just you, Cat,” Trish said, her lip caught between her teeth. “We all crossed the line.” Trish looked down, struggling as well to stop reliving in her mind the previous night. “It was all of us.”
“I don’t think it’s just that he’s an older man, either,” Conner said. “Like you think it is, Cat. There’s something of the broken man about him too. He’s the classic restoration project.”
“Older man, broken man,” Trish said. “Hidden man. Something in him for each of us.”
“He is a project of a man, that’s for sure,” Conner said, smirking.
Cat blushed. “So he’s your project too, then,” she said, and she stuck her tongue out at her.
“That may be,” Conner said. “I’m not afraid to admit it. Maybe I’m broken too.”
Cat expected more of a comeback. The three of them walked side-by-side in silent thought up the sidewalk the final block, each reflecting privately on how he seemed to give each of them what they needed.
“He’s the first person outside us three who knows about our little secret back home,” Cat finally said. “Modeling for each other like we do,” she said, and she grinned crookedly.
“I don’t think we can still call it just modeling for each other anymore,” Conner said. “Can we?”
“I still can’t believe we did that in front of him,” Trish said. “But it did feel pretty natural, didn’t it,” she added, after she thought about it for another moment.
“It did feel natural,” Cat said. “It really did. I for one like the addition.” She glanced sideways at Trish, the corners of her mouth twitching into a grin, but her fingers fiddled with the strap of her bag, too.
“It isn’t just the neat and tidy three of us anymore, though,” Trish said.
“Rule number one must still stand,” Conner said, her voice quieter now. “No touching each other. Right?” she said. She glanced tentatively around at the other two.
“That is rule number one,” Trish said, and she nodded once and firmly. 
“You certainly touched him, though,” Cat said and she snickered.
“We all did,” Trish said and she elbowed her and snickered, too.
The glass doors of the salon swung open and Cat caught a glimpse of herself in the reflection. Her cheeks flushed as her mind flitted back to the previous night. Behind her, Trish tugged at her sleeve, while Conner’s eyes darted to the teacher waiting at the front. Class for the day was about to begin and the owner of the salon, and teacher of the courses offered in it, was already standing behind a row of white, bald, and severed styrofoam heads, ready to begin. She paused on a word watching the late ones file in across the back, heads down. They snapped out of their shared dreamy state and came to attention.
Gerald remained on the couch to keep out of the girls’ way in the morning. While the previous night for him had been the kind of thing that doesn’t shake out of your mind any time soon, in the morning, the three girls couldn’t be more detached from it, or from him. He needed to stay on the couch to avoid being run over. Other concerns in life had taken precedence.
When they rushed out the door, he finally got up in the suddenly empty house, found the kitchen stacked again with dirty dishes, and the bathroom ruined again too, with dropped towels, a tipped garbage can, and water splashed all over the counter and mirrors. The living room was left in disarray, as well, from last night.
As Gerald wiped the counters and stacked the dishes, the previous night replayed in his mind. What was he even doing here? Playing houseguest to three girls half his age — it felt beyond absurd. He was a grown man with adult responsibilities and adult expectations. It gave him an emotional vertigo to recount what happened and where he was.
And yet, a part of him was intrigued by the new world of possibilities. When he fell wasted and done into the mud under the rain, more than his dignity had been stripped away. Also gone was any idea of himself, too. It was as though a voice that had always been a prominent part of his internal life, died that night. It was not an unwelcome death — the voice had always been cruel.
He stepped outside, patted his pockets for his cigarettes and, realizing it was day two of the plan to quit, he gritted his teeth and headed out. He still had the fruit to stock their fridge with that he didn’t get to the previous day.
He ducked under the low boughs of the huge cedars spread across the front yard and stepped out onto the sidewalk setting his bearing for the direction of Lucky’s.
“Gerald!” he heard a familiar voice call out from behind him.
He spun around and found one of his best (former) bookstore customers beaming and striding up to him. Ham was a generation older than him, maybe even more.
“Sorry to see the store closed,” he said.
“Sorry I had to close it,” Gerald said.
“What have you got lined up next?” Ham said.
Gerald shrugged. That was that, he thought, all those years, decades even, and it’s all wrapped up in a two-sentence exchange. He wished he had that pack of smokes now. He was too embarrassed to say he had “Nothing lined up.” That was always the flip-side to gaining freedom: nothing to do.
“Come down to my agency,” Ham said. “We’ll get you set up working there.”
“What agency?”
“Employment agency, of course,” Ham said, and he laughed his big, deep barrel laugh. “Could use your insight and experience as an employer — feel like helping the unemployed find a job?” he said.
“Starting with me,” Gerald said sheepishly.
“Look at that!” Ham said. “You’re already batting 1-for-1! Make sure you capture the stat when you get down there.”
“Where am I going?” Gerald said.
Ham told him the address. “I’ll call my manager, she’ll meet you there in, what do I tell her? Fifteen? Twenty?”
“You mean today?” Gerald said.
“You got something else going on?” Ham said.
Gerald looked up and down the street. “No,” he had to admit, and he shielded his eyes from the sun to find Ham beaming back at him. “For like the first time in 20 years, I don’t have anything to do.”
“Marvelous!” Ham said, and he slapped Gerald’s back and walked on ahead of him, back under a full head of steam now to some other pressing destination onward.
Gerald watched him get smaller down the sidewalk and shook his head. It really was true, he thought. The best way to stop shivering is to just stop. He checked the address Ham had given him. It wasn’t a far walk — just down the street to the lights, a left turn, a few blocks up.
As arranged, the manager there welcomed him, showed him a desk, gave him a primer on what to do, and brought over papers to sign for pay and banking and tax. And just like that, he had a job again.
The new boss let him leave after a couple hours settling into the place. “Start hard at it tomorrow at 8?” she said. “Are you hard up for cash? Ham said you can have an advance if you need it.”
Gerald shook his head no, but not without an initial hesitation that she caught.
“He also said you’d be too proud to ask,” she said, and she laughed. “So I’m going to go ahead and give you an advance anyway, I’m sure you can use it. Our bank is right next door if you want to get it in cash,” she said.
Gerald wasn’t so proud he didn’t take the cheque, nor too proud to cash it instantly. He made his way, finally, to Lucky’s to buy fruit and other essentials, and he got home and stocked the fridge. He had time to duck out and buy some noodles and tomatoes and beef, and he filled the tiny house with the smell of home cooking — spaghetti with meatballs, his speciality — for the girls to smell when they got home. They’d like that, he thought. Anywhere he could find a useful role felt good.
They probably hadn’t been eating well the whole time they were going to salon school, he surmised. It was the least he could do for them; after all, he had been their non-paying guest for two nights running, now, sleeping on their couch and having showers in their bathroom. The little house was barely big enough for a couple, let alone three 20-something girls, and now him, to boot.
Cat came in the door alone around five. “Oh my god!” she cried out loud. “What is that?”
Gerald leaned back from the stove and through the doorway into the small kitchen. “Dinner, my sweet,” he said in a funny accent.
Cat beamed and kicked off her shoes and ran high on her toes across the floor. She threw herself into him and wrapped her arms around his neck and sank her face over his shoulder. “It smells incredible!” she said.
“Where’s the other two?” he said.
She hung her weight from his neck and lifted her legs to wrap them around his waist and locked her ankles in his back. “They had to do something, they’re coming,” she said, and she leaned back from him and twisted around. He needed to cup his hands under her ass to keep her from falling off. “Taste test!” she said, and she drove her heels into his sides like he was her horse.
She surprised herself. It was strangely familiar and intimate, even for her, she thought, the way she clasped herself to him. But it was also so natural, so easy. Something about this man, she thought. He seemed perfect. She squeezed her thighs around his waist tighter. It was more than the “older man” thing he had going. He seemed something blank you could draw on.
“Daddy issues,” Conner once said to her when she confided in her her abiding interest in older men.
“Is not!” Cat had said, and she slapped her arm. But the phrase stuck. It certainly felt like that, wrapped around him, dinner on the stove.
Gerald turned and brought her close enough to the stove top for her to reach the spoon. He tilted his body to let her taste a bit without dropping a splash.
“Oh my god, that is so incredible!” she said. Without hesitation, she sank her mouth over his and kissed him for far longer than what a congratulatory kiss for making dinner ought to call for. But being alone with him, cooking with him, it stirred something deeper in her. A yearning, a longing.
“Is it ready?” she said when she finally pulled her mouth away from his. She glanced down at his lips and back up to his eyes, back and forth. She spoke too softly. She pushed her hips too tightly into his. She pushed her body into his too hard. She squeezed him between her thighs too much.
“Just the noodles left, which go on when everyone else is home,” he finally said, breathing again. He continued to hold her by her ass cheeks. He wasn’t trying to squeeze her there, he was only trying to hold her up. But the closeness, the intimacy, the freshness of it all. A new world, a new beginning, a slate wiped clean: it was all that and more.
The girl wriggled in his grip and purred. “They’re going to be 30 or 40 minutes,” she said. “We have time, in other words,” she added much more softly, and she grinned and rolled her eyes at herself. She felt shy. That thing with older guys of hers drew behaviors out of her that embarrassed her.
“Time?” he said.
She sat heavier in his hands, hung deeper from his neck, frustrated with him for making her spell it out. With her free hand, she touched his cheek, then his neck, and then she pushed her hand down his back and under his shirt. “I thought I told you already,” she said in a higher-pitched and pretend-younger voice, an innocent voice.
“Told me what?” he said. He swallowed hard. He had been trying all day to wipe from his mind the previous night and any further lascivious thoughts. He was supposed to be the older one, he was supposed to be in control, the one to make better decisions.
She laughed in a forced way and rolled her head back like he was teasing her, and she squeezed her thighs even harder around his waist. “About my thing,” she said through clenched teeth, and she exhaled with a slight groan and kissed his lips again. “Like you don’t know,” she moaned against his mouth.
“Thing?” he said, still avoiding, still trying to keep from going there, still trying to not be that guy.
“Bring me to my bedroom,” she said, suddenly and sharply, and she kicked her heels into his sides until he turned and went out the kitchen, through the living room, and to her bedroom door. “Good man,” she said after a couple of beats, and she grinned. She reached down from him low enough to twist her doorknob and her door swung open.
“Aw, but you didn’t tidy up in here, too,” she said, and she pouted at him and brought her forehead to rest on his forehead. “You can come into my room any time,” she said, and she kissed and sucked on his lower lip. “It’s impossible to keep it neat,“ she said, and she kissed him long and deeply, tongue penetrating and searching. “Mon affaire,” she whispered.
Gerald attempted to lean forward to let her body slip down from his and onto her bed.
But Cat had other ideas and clung to him with both arms and legs. She laughed and squealed with her ankles locking more tightly behind his back until, unable to bear her weight any further, he came down on his hands and hung her over her bed from his body. 
She dangled from him like a pendulum of young, fertile feminine charm, fresh and clean and smooth.
She stirred him with her availability. Nothing had ever come to him so effortlessly.“What are we doing, Cat,” he said. It wasn’t supposed to be like this. Nothing so easy is ever good.
She inhaled sharply through her clenched teeth and pushed her hand down the front of his stomach so that her nails, painted matte crimson, touched and scratched along the line of skin where the waist of his jeans hung from his abdomen.
“You know,” she said softly, and she shoved her hand down inside his pants and even under the waist of his shorts so that her cool, long fingers clenched around his cock, and she shook him in her grasp with a tight, shaking squeeze. “I know you can feel it too,” she said in a near whisper. “Just like me.”
“When did you say Conner and Trish were getting home?” he said.
She snorted and buried her mouth on his.
“You do realize I’m easily twice your age, right?” he said when they came apart, which they did only after a long minute.
She gasped, but it was put on. “I know, right?!” she said, inhaling her voice. “You’re old enough to be my   . . . “ she started, but he touched her lips with the tip of his finger and shook his head.
“Please don’t say it,” he said.
She wrapped her tongue around his finger like a snake and took it in her mouth and made as though to suck it off l ike a tiny, thin cock. She even moaned as though it was.
She finally relinquished her thigh-hold on him and lowered herself down onto her back under him, but all four of her limbs continued to grasp and claw at him, her fingers tearing at the button and fly of his jeans, and her toes, curling and straining, pushing his pants down and off. Her head flailed side to side and her dark messy hair flew over her face.  Everything was fun for her, or so it appeared.
When he kicked his pants and shorts the rest of the way off, she laughed and pulled her knees up to her neck, reached under her short skirt, and hooked her thumbs in the waist of her white panties. She flung these down and off her body. And then she unbuttoned the hip of her skirt, and drew it away from under herself.
Both of them began to kiss again, at least into each other’s neck, both of them remaining fully dressed from the waist up, and completely nude from the waist down. He came down onto the bed and sat. She rolled up with him and sat in his lap, facing him. They hugged like that, he pushing strands of loose hair from her face and eyes, she clenching her fingers around his neck. With only a small movement, she arched her back, lifted her hips, and caught the head of his bared cock with the lips of her pussy.
“Just a little bit?” she whispered. “Just a tiny one?” she said.  
Should someone have taken a picture at that moment and cropped it at their waists, it could have looked like the most ordinary embrace, a Thanksgiving get-together, say, or a Christmas holiday, a man in his late 40s, and woman in her early 20s.
But with her bare hips quaking where she suspended them sitting above his, and with the way her pussy lips, glistening, full, and raw, stretched around the full and hard head of his cock, the way she sighed and slid herself down his shaft, engulfing him inside her, swallowing him whole, fucking him until their pelvises bumped, the bottom half of the picture was nothing like what one should see inside any such home.
“I thought you said . . . “ he started, but she cut him off with her tongue pushing into his mouth and her lips swimming over and around his tongue. She panted and heaved, groaned and grunted.
“They’re going to know,” he said in his low and gravelly voice.
“They already do,” she said.
He rolled back but she clung to him and came down on top of him, the heels of her palms pressed into his shoulders. She pushed her back up and snapped it down, thrusting her curling hips into his, mashing their groins together, and making a slapping sound that anyone in the house could hear, if anyone was home.
“It’s wrong,” he said, barely able to talk anymore. “Once was a mistake. But twice,” he said, and he trailed off.
She rammed herself down onto him, impaling her body with his cock, and twisting herself down his length. “I can’t help it though,” she said, ignoring him.
He flung his arms out to his sides and twisted his fists in the sheets. The incongruity of her upper half, a grey cardigan, a white blouse, a Peter Pan collar, pink bow in her hair, with her bottom half, naked, perspiring, thrusting, and wet, was too much to take. He arched hard in his back and went tight throughout his core. He strained and lifted her off the bed with his hips pushing up. He struggled to stop it.
“Please,” she groaned. “Inside me.”
He stretched back onto the top of his head and clenched his eyes and clamped his teeth. It was no good. He passed his point of no return. She was too much, she was too eager, too enthusiastic: too overpowering for him.
They both heard Trish and Conner come in the front door, but it was too late. He erupted forcefully and deeply inside her.
“Oh my god!” Cat cried out loud. “I’m cumming with you, don’t stop!” she cried.
Though he could hear Conner and Trish call out both their names, his body collapsed and pushed up over and over again as he spurted inside her pussy and gushed down the sides of her legs. He didn’t want to do it. It was a disaster. He knew he shouldn’t have.
But Cat was beyond words and she cried out loud, low and gutturally, her voice jarred by his pounding thrusts up into her. Her body bounced on his hips more violently than a bullride. When he finally subsided under her, she flopped off him and rolled onto her back and gazed, with a dazed look in her eyes, at the ceiling. “That was incredible, da- . . . “ she said, but she stopped herself.
“I’ve never experienced anything so intense,” she said.
They both heard the bedroom door close and the snickering of two voices leaving behind it. She rolled her head over to his where he remained either dead or close to it beside her, but for his heavy breathing. “Oh-oh,” she said, and she chuckled.
When they got fully dressed again, she went out first. Hearing nothing and thinking Trish and Conner were safely in their rooms, he went out too. But he found all three were seated around the kitchen table, keeping silent, and staring back at him.
But they weren’t wearing angry faces. They were smirking. When he pulled a grimace, they burst out laughing. To Cat’s embarrassment and Gerald’s discomfort, the other two feigned passion and fanned their faces and gasped and caught their breath pretending to be distressed ladies.
“Oh my lord, what you do to me!” Conner shouted, laughing.
“Don’t stop, kind sir, I am all yours, my prince!” Trish shouted.
Cat looked at Gerald with a smirk on her downcast face. Gerald narrowed his eyes like someone bracing for a blow. He knew it was wrong. He was sliding down some shaft he couldn’t scramble out of, a guy like him and girls like them.
“That’s enough,” Cat finally said to Trish and Conner when she caught her breath. “You’re embarrassing our guest.”
“Embarrassing you, more like it!” Trish said, and she kissed Cat with a big, noisy kiss on her cheek. “Such a romantic!” she said. “I love it.”
“She thinks she’s in a movie,” Conner said to Gerald. “An innocent lady in waiting,” she said.
“I’ll put the noodles on,” Gerald said in response, and everyone burst out laughing again, Cat included this time.
When they all fell back together in a row down the length of the couch hip to hip with their feet up on the coffee table, the screen on the wall flickering to life, Trish turned to Gerald beside her. “You never answered,” she said.
Conner was tight on his other side, Cat on Conner’s far side. “Keep you two apart for a second, fuck sakes,” Conner said. “Fucking up a storm like that.” Cat couldn’t argue, but it was obvious to Gerald all three were jockeying for position next to him. It sure looked like he was staying a third night at least.
“Answered what?” he finally said to Trish.
“From last night,” Trish said more quietly. “What intimate things you would most like to find a girl wearing after a date.” She curled her hand down between their pressing thighs and found his hand and curled her fingers around his. “What she’s wearing, I mean, after you take her clothes off. We showed you all three of us.”
They all made a show of watching the screen, but their interest was divided. “We didn’t get far enough for him to see everyone,” Conner said on his other side. She pushed herself up harder against him and stretched her neck to press her lips into his ear. “You never got to see me, for instance,” she purred. She flicked the tip of her tongue in his ear. “Not really.”
“Conner should get her turn tonight,” Trish said. She twisted around to find Conner. “Are you going to put something on tonight?” she said.
“I already know what I want to wear for him,” Conner said. She turned to Cat on her other side. “As long as you don’t get jealous,” she said.
“Of course I won’t,” Cat said, and she found Gerald sunk down deeply into the couch between Conner and Trish. “As long as he doesn’t mind.” She smiled and bit her lip and widened her eyes at him.
“Mind what?” Gerald said, keeping his eyes locked on the screen. The strange effect of being talked about in the third person like that compounded the still-disorienting effect of relaxing in the home of three young ladies half his age, on top of the odd way in which he had been brought into the place to start. His sense of moral ambiguity was corroding under the pressure of a third night starting off with detailed discussions over things to wear to show him. It didn’t help that the three girls were beauty salon apprentices.
“You’re going to want to f-f-f- . . . “ Cat said, and she laughed and mouthed the words “ . .  . fuck her.” She slid her hand over Conner’s lap — slowly — and then into Gerald’s lap. “Do you think we’re strange about that? Is it wrong, do you think?” she said. The question was genuine. Her concern was real. It was like, he thought, puzzled, that they talked like this about those things all the time.
“No,” Gerald faintly said, but he didn’t use an altogether convincing tone. He knew it to be wrong, but he wasn’t sure of the reasons anymore.
“I like to watch,” Cat said. “I think that’s strange,” she said, and she laughed at herself. 
“Watch what?” Gerald said, struggling to continue to feign ignorance. It wasn’t that far, the tiny ancient ranger’s house, from his bookstore and married life and customers and business. 
“You should go change, then,” Cat said to Conner, ignoring Gerald’s question.
Conner looked sideways at Gerald. “You can do anything you like to me,” she said. “Just so you know. Depending on how you feel. You can probably do anything you like to any of us,” she said, and she smirked at the other two.  “We like pretending to be girlfriends.”
Trish squealed and pushed herself harder back into the couch and slumped further down. “Oh my god, Conner, you’re such a  . . . “ she said, but she paused and looked at her with wide eyes unable to finish her sentence. “Slut,” she mouthed the word.
Conner leaned over to Gerald. “I like to pretend I’m a total slutty girlfriend,” she said. “It’s what Trish wanted to call me, if she was ever able to talk like that. A slutty girlfriend rescuing a broken man.”
“I’m a broken man?” he said.
“I like pretending, well, you know what,” Cat said. “With my older man, so to speak.”
“Just like I like pretending you’re a mysterious, unknowable man who ravishes me,” Trish said.
“I think I’m just a bad man,” Gerald said. “Who’s messed up and is now digging himself in deeper.”
“Well,” Cat said, and she inhaled through her hands cupped over her face. “Connor never found a man yet to pretend to be a slut with,” she said. “Like free use and all that,” she confided to Gerald. “But maybe now she has.”
“So I’m supposed to be that man?” Gerald said.
“Because,” Conner said, her voice lower and more sultry with each passing moment, “our game was always, what would a man like to find the most when the girl takes her clothes off, and I said, a slut. Lady outside, slut behind the closed bedroom door?” she said.
“But until now,” Trish said, “we just played with the idea. We’re not allowed to touch each other, just so you know” she said. “That’s our one rule we have in this household.” 
“Not in any way, either,” Conner said. “Because we’re not like that.”
“Of course we’re not!” Cat said, and she hit Conner with a pillow.
“It’s probably why we all ended up going to salon school,” Trish said. “Turning yourself into someone you’re not is . . . “ she paused. “ . . . interesting, I guess you could say, to all three of us. Do you like that too?” she said.  “Being someone you’re not?”
“Like if you need to make yourself up,” Cat said to him, warming to the idea of fully sketching out exactly what their game was about. “Like if you came to the end of who you were, and needed to become someone else. What would you most like to become?”
“Be someone else,” Conner said. “Be someone you’re not.”
“Or just someone you always thought about being,” Trish said. “That’s the whole salon philosophy, isn’t it? Changing who you are. Hair style, hair color, eyes, all of it,” she said.
“You should do it now,” Cat said to Conner, and she nudged her with her leg.
Conner pulled herself up from the couch and pushed the coffee table aside. “Music,” she said with her eyes closed. Trish grabbed her phone and put some tunes on. Cat grabbed the remote and turned off the sound from the screen and pushed herself tightly up against Gerald’s side. Trish slumped further down into the couch on his other side. All three of them got comfortable together to watch Conner begin her dance.
“I was already dressed,” she smirked. She began to move like a stripper, beginning with increasingly wild and exaggerated gestures with her chest and hips. She pranced back and forth in front of Trish, Gerald, and Cat, who slumped deeper, now entranced, on the couch together. Cat turned the music up louder.
Conner began to undo and slip off her clothes. By the end of the first song, she was down to her bra and panties, deep red and lace-textured. By the middle of the second song, she was down to nothing at all but her high heel shoes.
“Do you think it’s weird that we do this?” Cat said to Gerald in a quiet, searching voice close to his ear.
“Do you think it’s wrong?” Trish said.
Both of them kept their eyes locked on Conner’s body, both of them squeezing even tighter against Gerald’s sides.
Conner flicked her wild blonde strands over her shoulders and she stepped up onto the coffee table that she had pulled back in front of the couch. She sat on it, stretched her back, and pressed her hands into her thighs. Slowly she pushed open her legs, facing them. Her spike heels hung on the edge of the coffee table.
Trish clasped Gerald’s hand in hers and pushed their two-balled-up fists together tightly up between her legs. Cat held his other hand in hers, and kissed it and poked her tongue at it and laughed and pushed his hand up under her top to press it into her bare breast.
Naked Conner set the toes of both her feet on the floor between the coffee table and the couch, and outside Gerald’s planted feet. She raised her spike heels and lifted her hips. She slid her two hands up the insides of her thighs and arched her back. That 1950s starlet look she nailed filled Gerald again. Was she not now a 1955 Playboy centerfold? She formed a “V” with her fingers and spread the lips of her pussy open at him. It gleamed. It ran. It was not a photo spread like he’d ever looked at.
Without thinking, Trish undid Gerald’s pants and drew down his fly. She reached inside his shorts with her eyes glued to Conner’s sumptuousness that glistened and sparkled. She shivered and inhaled sharply, and eased Gerald’s cock out of his pants, and gripped it, shook it, and stroked it.
“That’s very hot,” she said to seemingly no one in particular.
“Uh-huh,” Cat said, and she chuckled too, but she also glued her eyes on Conner’s fingers playing between her legs where she drew their tips through the frothing crease, circled her obviously ripe clitoris, and brought her fingers up to her lips to taste herself. Cat wrapped her hand around Gerald’s cock too, both of them stroking him together, mindlessly.
Conner laughed and shot up and sprinted away, but only to came back and resume her position, now with a large pearl necklace wrapped several times around her neck. She also pulled out from behind her back a dildo, long, pink, and curved.
“Conner!” Trish said, and she shrieked.
Cat instantly bent forward at her waist and pushed her lips down over the top of the head of Gerald’s cock.
“Hey!” Trish said, and she pulled her knees up under her and, flipping onto her elbows, she pushed and nudged at Cat’s face with her own until Cat made room for her in Gerald’s lap. When she came up and off his cock, Trish immediately took him down through her lips and pushed him deep into her mouth.
Conner writhed and moaned and cried and she raised and lowered her hips in front of them, entering herself with her fingers, sucking her dildo in her mouth, and arching her back and jutting her breasts up. The music was loud and throbbing. Her nipples were long and hard. She lifted her face enough for him to see her eyes, narrow and glassy. She was making sure he was looking at her, and that Trish and Cat were, too.
Now, what would an older man like Gerald be thinking at a time like that? For years, his business was spiraling the drain, his marriage was torture, his life was a ruins kept upright only in a dull, grinding stasis by his inability to act. When finally the world threw him out and dumped him on the ground probably to die, he awoke into this scenario: three young beauties in a tiny hidden house swearing him to secrecy, and sexually assailing him non-stop.  How does that happen?
Connor rolled over and pushed up onto her elbows and knees and thrusted her ass up toward them. Reaching between her legs, she teased her pussy with the tip of her dildo, and her thighs shook. Trish and Cat held their faces inches apart, eyes wide and on each other, as they laughed and played their tongues out of their mouths and lapped together up and down the sides of Gerald’s cock, teasing each other with how close they were coming to touching tongues when they both swirled their mouths around the head of his cock in turns.
“No touching!” Trish complained, as she moved her face over top of him and took him down in her mouth far enough to touch the back of her throat with the head of his cock. The moment she came off, Cat greedily swallowed him in her mouth even deeper. Connor writhed and thrusted in front of him.
Gerald’s mine reeled.
Trish brought her face up to his face, and she kissed him and bit his ear. “What are you going to do? One’s a filthy fucking slut,” she said, and she poked him in the ear hard with the tip of her tongue and grinned, “and the other one is a dirty fucking cocksucker,” she said, and she squealed quietly against his ear and shivered. She was surprised at herself. Where did those words come from, she wondered. “And the third one only wants to fuck your brains out.”
It was always like that with her when she crossed over. The surprising dirty talk coming out of Trish’s pristine mouth shocked Gerald enough to make him spin to look at her, even while Cat pumped her mouth up and down the full length of his cock, writhing and purring in his lap, and even as slutty stripper Conner pushed her glowing blue dildo deeper into her pussy, bent over in front of him.
“Look out,” Conner said. Cat came up and Trish twisted around to look. Conner came over to kneel on the couch cushions outside Gerald’s outstretched legs, and she walked on her knees up and over his lap.
Cat groaned and twisted her hand inside her top. She knelt against Gerald’s right shoulder and kissed him all over his face and neck. She grabbed his hand, pushed it down the back of her panties, and rubbed herself with his finger. “Is that okay?” Cat said in a groan.
Trish knelt up against his left side the same way as Cat had, and she kissed him also, all over his neck and shoulder, and she tugged on his other hand and pushed it down inside the back of her panties. “Rub your dirty little cocksucker’s hot little fucking pussy,” she said. He turned to her, shocked, but Cat pulled his face back to her.
He slipped his middle finger up inside both of their sopping pussies from behind.
Conner reached down her body and teased herself between her legs with the tip of his cock the same way she had with the tip of the dildo. “Am I your good little slut?” she groaned.
“You’re such a dirty fucking slut-whore!” Trish said, and she snorted.
“They’re both so bad!” Cat groaned out loud against Gerald’s ear.
Conner spread her knees, curled her hips back, and sank the hanging lips of her pussy down around the head of his cock, down over the ridge, and, slowly as ooze running from a rock, she consumed him entirely up inside her tight, grasping, and noisy, suckling pussy.
Gerald rolled his head back deeper into the cushions behind him, his arms wrapping around the two girls. One of them, impaled on his right middle finger, moaned in his ear and kissed and licked his neck. Another, also impaled on his left middle finger, moaned and kissed his other ear and called all three of them “his dirty fucking whores.” The third one rolled her head back, rubbed her bare breasts in his face and tweaked her long, hard nipples, as she rose and fell in his lap, fucking him deeply. She moaned about being “his good little slut, uh-huh!” in a high, light and crying voice.
Fuck of a day, Gerald thought to himself. Fuck of a week.
Trish began to buck in her hips and curl in her back, her face lifting up to the ceiling. Cat then began inhaling in short, sharp breaths and she bit him and cried. Conner then started fucking him less smoothly and more twitchy. They lead each other on, one crying, the other crying louder, and the third crying fully out loud. All three bodies bucked violently and strained hard in their cores. He felt Cat’s pussy turn hotter and run down his wrist, bathing him in her manju. Then Trish’s pussy began to contract around his finger. And finally Conner pulled on his hair and slammed her hips at his as though angry at him now, and she grimaced with her eyes clenched shut.
Gerald strained under Conner’s thrusts, but he was unable to slow her down, or to stop himself. The crescendo of cries from all three lifted him through the ceiling. Trish fell first, jutting her hips backward and becoming spasmodic on his finger. Cat followed, inhaling deeply and holding her breath and vibrating like a violin string twisted too tight. Then Conner collapsed on him and bellowed out loud into his chest. Her pussy sucked on his cock, it stroked him internally, and it milked him until he exploded. He came last, but he came hardest, too, pumping spurt after spurt deep into Conner’s pussy from where it gushed out down her thighs.
Finally Conner, slumped and exhausted, slid off his lap and fell, curled, on the floor. Trish fell on his lap and took his twitchy cock in her mouth and licked and pumped him there until he had to push her head away. Cat rolled back and curled up on the couch beside him, her and Conner making private messages to each other with their eyes. Gerald, wasted and spent, fell asleep where he sprawled over the couch amidst the limbs of the three satisfied, for now, sirens.
It was Cat who woke him up with a gentle kick at his feet. He rubbed his eyes and sat up. “Here,” she said, and she dumped a folded sheet and blanket and pillow in his lap. “There’s a room built onto the back, we don’t use it, it’s too cold,” she said. “But you can stay there if you want, we don’t like it.”
Confused, he got up, tugged the blanket around his naked body, and followed her to what appeared to be the back door off the kitchen. It was a glassed-in porch, narrow and long, the width of the house. There was a bed at one end, a simple table in front of him, and a simple wooden chair set beside it. It’s all a man needs, he thought. The rest of it is conceit. 
“If you want it,” Cat said, and she shut the back door off the kitchen and went to her room.
Too tired to ask questions, he spread his sheet, pillow and blanket on the bare cot bed, and fell asleep instantly.
He was awakened in the morning by far too many birds. Blinking and rubbing his eyes, he finally opened one and then the other to find himself in a virtual atrium. The room was surrounded on three of its four sides with windows and a glass roof. Outside the windows, a riot of green — trees, shrubs, vines, and crawlers — obscured the sky. He rolled out of bed and onto his feet and staggered to the door outside.
Naked, he flung it open, and was nearly overcome with the fresh oxygen and the scent of growth and earth that rushed in to him. He stepped down the steps and out into the small patch of grass and looked up and all around. It was a cathedral of life he found himself inside of, a dome of translucent green, loud with birds. And it was private — a wild private garden of lush vegetation, yet in the middle of the city. The ranger’s house, he nodded to himself. Probably these trees were the only original old growth trees that hadn’t been cut down.
He stretched his arms out to his sides and leaned his head back and opened his mouth and stretched his tongue out. The remaining drops from some morning rain fell on him and he laughed. He heard a voice laugh with him and he spun around to find Cat in a white bathrobe stepping down the steps in her bare feet. She untied her sash and let her robe fall from her shoulders, before catching it and draping it over the crystal glass doorknob behind her. She was completely nude, like him, and stepped on her toes through the wild, natural garden.
“Does the room work?” she said. She threw her arms around his neck and lifted herself on him to wrap her legs around his waist, like before. Only this time, she pulled herself up higher, reached down between their abdomens, and gripped his hardening cock in her hand.
He felt the lips of her warm, wet pussy push down over the head of his cock. Slowly she slid down his shaft, and with her forehead leaning into his forehead, she gasped, she grunted, and she grinned, until he was all the way inside her.
“Don’t you have work or school?” he said, wrapping his hands around her bare ass and pulling her up on him, and letting her down.
“Uh-huh,” she said, now breathing hard, her tongue and lips brushing his lips. “But I need to make sure our man is happy,” she said. “Do you think I like to fuck too much?” she whispered in his ear.
He let her down and she pranced to the trunk of an enormous tree and leaned her hands into it, pushing her ass up at him behind her. She raised herself on her toes. “Hurry!” she said. “Ravage me!”
He stepped up behind her and seized her narrow waist in his hands and bumped the head of his cock between her thighs. She arched her back and curled her hips, and the lips of her pussy pushed down around the head of his cock. She pushed back against him and consumed him inside herself.
They stood on the cool, damp earth in their bare feet, naked and surrounded by rain-shedding leaves and needles, her hands pressed into the damp bark, his hands holding her by the smooth skin of her waist, and he jolted her body as he rammed his groin against her ass.
She twisted around to find him behind her. “I guess you can tell I have a thing for you,” she said. Her voice was hiccuped by the thrusts of his hips into her slim body. “Conner says it’s because I didn’t grow up with a . . . “ she began, but Gerald cut her off.
“We don’t have to go there,” he said.
“No, we don’t,” she said, and she hung her head and raised her shoulders. She began to thrust her hips back as hard at him as he thrusted his into her’s. The smell of earth and cedar and musk filled their noses. The air was cool and misty, but their bodies steamed from their shoulders. He looked down at her undulating back, her taut waist, and her jiggling ass, and marveled at how smooth and fresh and clean it looked. He kissed her neck and tasted her sweet salt. Every sensation was enhanced, except gravity and pain, which fell away.
When he gasped and held his breath, she laughed and pulled off him. She spun around, dropped down onto the ground on her knees in front of him, and leaned her face back. “All over me!” she cried out loud. “Don’t worry, I have to shower.” She laughed and squealed and closed her eyes and opened her mouth wide.
He was already past the point of no return. Though she was perfect — angelic and unblemished — he shot his jism all over her neck and chest and stomach, and when he opened his eyes again, he found gobs of his cum hung in wiggling worms from her chin and nipples. He felt awful, staining perfection like that. It was wrong of him to be carrying on with those three like that. He didn’t deserve it, for one thing.
She yelped and laughed and smeared him into her skin and ran up the steps and grabbed her robe and disappeared back inside. Looking out the kitchen door window before Cat flung it open going in, was the face of Trish, eyes wide open, mouth hanging open. But she disappeared when Cat came through. They both dashed off laughing.
And what about Trish, he thought. So prim and proper by day, but on the couch at night, so foul-mouthed, so aggressive, so dirty. And yet, he realized she was the one left who he hadn’t quite christened yet.
Fuck of a night last night, he thought to himself. “Fuck of a morning this morning, too,” he said. One could do worse — he had indeed been doing much worse until very recently — than look after three young ones like Cat, Trish, and Conner, all bright-eyed and bushy-tailed about their futures, he with no greater purpose in life, it seemed, but to feed them, care for them, and fuck them.
That look on Trish’s face through the glass window of the kitchen door, just before Cat burst back through with more of his cum smeared all over her tits, concerned him, however. It worried him. He should, he realized, probably seek to balance things, just to keep peace in the kingdom. Because imagine that — actual peace in one’s kingdom . . . .
Dressed again and straightening up his new bed in the back, he heard shouts of “Bye!” from inside the kitchen, and the whole house shuddered behind him when the front door was slammed shut. He came back inside the kitchen and found it a mess, again, and the bathroom too. The living room was also in disarray. But all that, too, looked only like more of the riot of young life, more of that youthful indulgence those three were so filled with. With time before he needed to report for his own new job, he whipped the place back into shape and headed out to the employment agency. He’d have whistled as he walked, if he could.
“Somebody’s in a much improved mood,” Ham said, when he came from the other direction to the front door of the agency at the same time as Gerald.
“I am in a much better mood,” Gerald said, with a nod. But he couldn’t say why — the house, the three girls, their nightly activities? Who would understand that? Who would approve of it?
At lunchtime, he decided to walk up the street to his favorite cafe for a coffee and sandwich. He’d forgotten that he feared showing his face in that block after shuttering his bookstore. The place was covered with newspaper over the windows.
“You’re missing it, aren’t you,” the owner of the cafe said to him while he waited for the barrista to fix his coffee.
“Not really, no,” he said with a smile.
The owner laughed. “I can actually believe that!” he said, and he went to wipe his tables. “Somedays I wish the world would just end this for me, too!”
Gerald took his plate and cup outside to the tables lining the front along the sidewalk. Just as he bit into his nosh, along came his ex of all people. He chewed slowly and lifted his face, squinting his eyes against the sun at her. She walked past without the slightest acknowledgement. It was as though she didn’t recognize him.
He passed the ranger’s house heading back to work and reminded himself to plan a dinner for the girls and to tidy up their rooms, too, and went around the corner. There were new clients waiting for him, all looking for new jobs, too, and ready for their new lives to start. He was reminded of what Trish had said about the salon, and about how they give people new personalities there.
Home-made pizza, he decided to himself with a nod, that would be just the thing for that night. He realized just then that he hadn’t reached for a smoke in he didn’t know how long. 




Chapter 3



You couldn’t find a quieter, more obsequious and innocent (seeming) young woman anywhere than Trish. It took her three minutes of drilling her toes into the floor, twisting her fingers behind her back, and shooting her eyes from corner to corner across the ceiling, just to ask Gerald if he could drive her to her parents’ house — she needed some things there, she said.
Gerald had bought a used beater car since his new job needed him to make calls on employers around the city and check in on workers he placed with them.
He sagged. An entry level job, living in the cold back room of an ancient rental house, and now a beater so low down, other guys were laughing at him. Still, he thought, trying to pick himself up, he wasn’t lying face down in the grass and mud waiting to die anymore. Baby-steps, he said to himself — the same kind of thing he said to the unemployed he was struggling to place into jobs. “Tough all over,” he assured himself.
“Where is it?” he said to Trish.
She pulled open the groaning, dented passenger door and got in — tepidly — on the ripped seat. “North end?” she said. “If that’s okay — my parents aren’t home if we go right now.” She was dressed in an azure, full zip-up running track-jacket and pants that enclosed her neck and covered her hands, with holes for her thumbs. It fit stretchy and tight on her. He looked away.
Her house was clear across the city in morning rush hour. “Yeah, no,” he said. “No problem.” What else could he say? They had given him their back room and didn’t even want fair rent for it, until he made them take it. They had picked up his near-carcass off their front yard after that miserable night, the one where he found the true bottom. He owed all of them a lot more than a car ride. He got in and reefed shut his own door — three times, before it stuck. “Just get ready to jump out and roll,” he said. “I have no idea what shape the brakes are in.”
“You should be careful,” she said, and she turned to him. “With Conner and Cat, I mean.”
“What do you mean by that?” he said, once he got that loose assemblage of an unreasonable facsimile of a vehicle rolling in the right direction.
“Just to be careful with them,” she said. She turned toward him. Her eyes were big and round and soft and deep. She drew her fingers down the side of her face, pulling strands of hair away. He could barely look back. “They like to trick you with stories about themselves,” she said. “But inside, they’re both very . . . “ she paused and she blushed.
“Very?” he said.
She bit her lip and snorted and hid her face in her hands. “I don’t like to talk like that,” she said.
“Oh come on,” he said, “It’s just you and me.”
“That’s probably the problem,” she said. “I get so different around you.”
“They’re both very?” he said, trying to prompt her again — and trying to keep the subject off herself, which he found a hard subject to manage.
“I think they can both be very dirty and slutty,” she said, struggling to say the words without flinching. “Like, inside,” she said. “You might think Conner doesn’t care about anything, and that Cat just thinks everything’s a joke, but they’re both actually very determined,” she said.
“Determined?” he said. “About what?”
She looked at him with serious intent on her face. “They hardly know when to stop. They have no self-restraint. They’re very determined about  . . . that!” she said, and she flared her eyes at him and pursed her lips tightly.
“Well, like you, then,  you mean?” Gerald said, and he smirked.
She looked away from him and out her side window. “Like you make me,” she said. “Only far worse.”
She told him where to stop. He twisted off the pliers he used instead of a key for the ignition and together they looked at the big, beautiful home framed by massive old oaks, each with their own, different eyes.
“Nice place,” he said, leaning over the cracked steering wheel and looking up through the top of the front window.
“Yeah,” she said, and she kicked at the bottom of the door until it gave way and creaked open. “Come,” she said, and she walked backward up the front walk, beckoning him with her outstretched hands. Sunlight falling through the big oak leaves dappled her over her face and down the front of her stretched-tight azure body. Her smile gleamed. Her eyes flared. She looked like a forest nymph. Like Hedone herself.
“God damn,” Gerald said under his breath.
“They’re not home, it’s okay,” she said, and she spun around and dashed up the broad stone steps and glanced at him over her shoulder and through the strands of hair that she pulled across her grinning mouth. “If you dare,” she added, and she squealed some more.
At the front door where she pushed her key, he said, “You do know I’m old enough to be your . . . “
She gasped with a short, sharp inhalation and pinched his lips together and stopped him. “I know, right?!” she said, pulling up close to him, jutting her chest into his chest, touching her knees to his knees. She tugged on both sides of the collar of his jacket. “I think that’s maybe why I get so different around you,” she said more softly, and she shouldered the door beside her and swung it open. She seized him by the wrist and yanked him inside the foyer behind her. “Quick, before the neighbors start yakking to my parents about what they saw me bring home,” she said, and she laughed with a squeal. “They’ll tell them that you were old enough to be . . . “ she started to say this time, and she stuck her tongue out, grinned across her face, and rolled her forehead into his forehead.
“Don’t say it,” he said.
“Can I think it, though?” she said in nearly a whisper, or a groan, her mouth too close to his, her scent rising up around his nose, her fingers, cool and smooth, tightening around his wrists. She pushed her chest into his harder, her hips bumping his hips repeatedly, her knee rising up between his thighs. She pushed the door closed behind him.
“You’re sure they’re not coming back?” he said, following her the way she pulled him, up the grand round staircase.
She only laughed, and she walked backward facing him as she slid down the loft hallway, guiding him, beckoning him. “It’s just a couple of boxes in here,” she said, and she laughed with conspiracy on her mind.
“Your old bedroom,” he said and he stopped.
“Where all the magic happens!” she said, and she burst out laughing and twisted one of the two knobs on the double doors behind her back. “Are you okay coming into a girl’s bedroom?” she said, pausing. “You have to be ready for it.”
“Forty-eight years old,” he said to himself where he hesitated half way down the hallway, staring at Trish, at her smile, at her extended arm holding slightly open her bedroom door. “When comes the first time,” he said.
“First time?” Trish said, tilting her head at him, losing her grin.
“Stepping into a girl’s bedroom,” he said, not realizing he’d spoken it out loud.
“Well, don’t be too shocked!” she said, and she opened the door wider and went backward inside. He followed. He had to. He’d come that far.
It was a shock of pink. Stuffed animals large and small took up nearly the whole floor. Posters lined the walls. Make-up was everywhere.
She shut the door behind him and he spun around, trapped. “For the full effect,” she said in a tiny voice. On the backs of the doors were more posters, the doors being painted pink, too. They disappeared into the wall so that it looked like a room with no way out. “The private bedroom,” she said, “of a very shy and very quiet girl.” She snorted and twirled around and tucked her balled up fists together under her chin. “You like?”
“It’s not like anything I’ve ever seen or been on the inside of before,” he said.
She laughed. “I want to show you something,” she said.
“I don’t know about that,” he said, and he sighed and rolled his eyes. Whatever it could be, he knew instinctively it would not be good. It would not be wise to look.
“I’ve never had a boy in here,” she said. “Or a man,” she added, and she shrugged. “So, would you like to see my old prom dress from five years ago?” she said. “Of course I can still fit it!” she said, and she bent over laughing as if he ever doubted it.
“I don’t think I should,” he said. “Seriously.”
“It’s not like anything’s going to happen!” she said. “Anyway, I want to show you. You’ll like it, I’m sure.”
“I can imagine it,” he said.
“I bet you can imagine a lot of things,” she said, and she took his hand in her hand and guided him to the edge of her imposing four-poster bed. “No peeking though!” she said.
“Trish, I don’t need . . . “ he began, but she had unzipped her tightly hugging top up peeled it down her arms and off her hands. “I said no peeking!” she said. “Close your eyes!”
He closed them. He heard rustling trims and the slide of tiny zippers. He heard her chuckle to herself. She repeated her instruction to him not to peek. Finally, all movement stopped. “Okay, open your eyes,” she said. “But no laughing!”
He hesitated. The doors being closed made her bedroom far too intimate. It was deathly quiet in there. But he had no choice and, sitting on the girl’s bed, alone up in her bedroom with her, nobody home, he opened his eyes.
Standing before him was a wavy, taupe-haired woman in her early 20s, eyes happy, lips full and pink and frosted and smiling widely, shoulders bared and shining and round, the impossibly thin straps of an A-line gun-blue metallic-fabric dress hanging around her neck, glittering and pleated fabric down the deeply plunging neck line to a wide sash, and falling below that like a magical waterfalls down to the floor, the cloud-like skirt with a slit opening much too high up her thigh, and below it, peering out the slit, her foot, tucked into a glittering silver platform heel, a strap around the ankle like a choker, the one over her toes bejeweled.
“Jesus,” he said to himself, and he swallowed hard, his throat having run dry.
“It’s pretty, isn’t it?” she said, sashaying across the room closer to where he sat on the edge of her bed.
“Sure,” he said, and his stomach clenched and he crossed his arms over his chest. It wasn’t pretty, it was angelic.
“Lay back!” she said. “I like to be watched! Don’t pretend you don’t know that! We all do,” she said, and she laughed. She spun around the room making her skirt flare out and show her leg up to the flash of bright white panty fabric beneath. “I never got to have that kind of prom experience, not in this beautiful dress, anyway,” she said, and she laughed some more and twirled again for him, her head leaning back to face the ceiling, her arms wildly extending out her sides.
“Prom experience?” he said, clenching his eyes shut, turning his face away, jutting his jaw and gritting his teeth.
“Like you don’t know!” she said, and she pushed his head back with her fingertips pressed into his forehead. “Just relax, would you?” she said. “You’re making me nervous, even!” She reached behind him and settled her luxury of pillows up against the oak headboard. “There, here,” she said, and she patted the bed for him to sit further back on it, and lean against the headboard.
And so he did. For a fleeting moment he recalled a Next Generation episode where Picard passed out on the bridge of the Enterprise for a few minutes — and lived an entire lifetime on an alien planet. Is that the explanation then, he thought? For all this?
She came around to the foot of the bed and hiked her dress up in her hands, bunching it up enough around her hips to allow her knees to come up onto the bed, and she knelt there, facing him across its deep expanse. “I always wanted to, of course,” she said. “But quiet and shy girls like me never get to say what we want,” she said. She walked, waddling side to side, on her knees, her dress rustling like a forest brook, until she came up over his feet, and then his shins, and then his knees. She let her dress fall from her hands and it spread like spring time itself around his lower half, covering easily half the bed. “You make me want to make up for lost time, though,” she said, and she laughed and faced sideways and pulled strands of her hair through her lips — but she caught him in the extreme corners of her eyes.
She was smoldering. She was giving off steam. He could not stop himself imagining her body beneath the dress.
“Lost time?” he said, his voice breaking, and he cleared his throat.
“Older men are safer, aren’t they,” she said. Kneeling over his lap, she reached under her voluminous skirts and with one hand, undid the unseen button in his jeans and drew down his fly.
“I would not say that, definitely not,” he said.
Inside the secret cloud-lit world under the wide flares of her old prom dress, Trish had worked her hand inside Gerald’s pants and shorts, and had found his cock, already half-hard and growing more. She snickered and bent at her waist enough to let her hand, cool and smooth, wrap around it. “Then why do I feel so safe doing things with you I would never do with anyone ever?” she said. “Huh, Mr. Brainiac?”
“Trish, it’s your bedroom, your parents,” he said.
She shuffled on her knees and walked a few more inches forward over his body trapped under her wide skirts. “I already told you, they’re not home, and anyway, they never come in. I closed my door, see?” she said, and she twisted around as though she needed to check, too.
“Men like me . . . “ he began again, but she shh’d him and bent low enough to kiss him on his lips where his head sank back into the cloud of pillows she’d placed behind him. He felt his body lose all weight. He felt his head lose all blood.
“Men like you are the reason girls like me . . . “ she started, but she stopped herself. “Opes!” she said, with eyebrows raised, mouth in an “O,” a grin spreading across her lips. She laughed lightly.
He felt it too, and shot his eyes wide open. The tip of his cock had been scalded by the wet lips of her pussy, all engorged and hanging down, needy and grasping, searching as though with a mind of its own, just like his cock, straining up, poking at her.
She bit the tip of her tongue between her smiling lips and snorted. “Should we stop?” she said softly. She let go of his cock. The head was squeezed inside the lips. Her hands scrunched into his shoulders.
“The reason girls like you?” he said, prompting her to finish her truncated sentence. He wrapped his hands around her waist as a poor attempt to stop her sinking ever so slowly down on his shaft.
She came down low over his face with hers, and smiled so closely at him, their noses touched. “The reason girls like me can’t help becoming such horrible fucking sluts!” she said in a low, guttural tone, before she yelped, she threw her head back, and she plunged her hands into her hair and flung it widely around her head. She thrusted her pussy down the full length of his cock hard, deep, and fast.
The instant transformation awed him. She rose and fell on him with fury that alarmed him. She raised her elbows high up at the sides of her head, pushed her palms into her temples, and dropped her mouth wide open. She cried out as in pain at the ceiling and she rose and fell on him so that her dress, spread around him in a wide perfect circle, undulated in waves and glittered with its metallic fabric. He worried about the neighbors. The bed skidded on the hardwood floor.
If he meant to control her by placing his hands around her waist, it had the opposite effect of permitting her. She rocked forward and back, side to side, and up and down on him. She swung her head around in wide arcs over him, her hair sweeping over his face, her grimace tight, her eyes clenched shut. “Fuck me!” she cried out loud at the ceiling. “Fuck my tight little pussy with your hard mean cock!” she simpered.
“Holy shit,” he muttered to himself.
She came forward and down on him, and she lapped at his mouth with her wild tongue and cried in her highest voice with a feral release. “I want your fucking cock inside my wet pussy so deeply!” she cried down to him. “I want you to fuck me harder!”
She rolled off him and onto her back and she pulled her knees up to her chest and pushed her panties down her legs, over her shoes, and off. Her nails cut into his sides where she clawed at him and pulled him down over her. “Fuck me hard Gerald!” she nearly screamed. “Pound my cute little pussy! Make me cum for you!”
Gerald had little choice but to comply. She’d wrapped her legs around his waist and locked her ankles in his back. Her heels cut his back. Her nails scratched welts into his sides. Her head thrashed side to side over the pillows. When he but touched the tip of the head of his cock against the steaming lips of her gaping pussy, she spasmed and arched under him as deeply in her back as a ballerina.
He sank himself into her and her body, impaled by him, buckled and thrashed. She seemed possessed. She looked wild. She grimaced and grunted and the muscles in her core went hard as a plank. He pulled up and plunged himself back down  into her and she arched hard and high enough in her back to face her headboard upside down. It sounded like a murder, it sounded like a masacre. Her prom dress was straining at its seams. Her breasts forced the top to come down.
“Cum inside me!” she screamed.
He glanced out her windows.
“Make me cum with you!” she cried out loud.
Her body rose and fell under him. He hardly moved at all. The slapping of their bodies filled the room. “Fuck me harder!” she yelled. “Fuck my tight little pussy!” she cried out.
“Jesus,” he said again, but her pussy began to contract around his shaft deep inside. He tried to pull out, but she gripped him tighter there. It felt like hands pulling him into her deeper. He felt it trigger him and he knew he was no good for it. Her crying and screaming and yelling drifted away like someone turning the volume knob down and he looked down at her in the increasing silence, her mouth still wide open, her eyes clenched shut, her face thrashing side to side, her hair flying all over the pillows, and her back arching, her chest thrusting, her whole body bucking and contorting under him, all of it centered on where his cock was screwed deep into her pussy. And he stopped moving altogether.
He erupted inside her. Her body went tense enough to snap. She seemed to lift herself, and him, completely off the bed. She was as hard as a steel beam. She’d stopped yelling, stopped breathing, and shook like she’d gripped two ends of a 500-thousand volt cable. He spurted hard, hot, and heavy inside her, until she finally exploded under him, and she groaned in one long, deep, guttural cry, and finally her body went slack and fell down from his.
She rolled onto her side, pushing him with her legs and puling her knees up. “Oh my god, Gerald,” she said. “You make me cum like I’ve never cum before,” she said.
He heard the front door shut, felt the air pressure of it. Alarm struck him stiff, but she started giggling. He heard a man’s voice and a woman’s, too, calling up the stairs, “Trish? Trish?”
“Oh oh!” she said and she snickered.
He scrambled out of her bed and dashed to the double French doors to the outside.
“No!” she said in a hushed cry, but she couldn’t stop laughing either. “It’s too high!”
But Gerald slipped out onto the balcony and saw a way down — a rain spout, a roof overhang, a rain barrel below. “What the fuck am I even doing?” he said to himself. “Too fucking old for this shit,” he said, and he stepped over the railing, searched for the roof overhang with his extending toes, and let go of the top. He heard Trish’s voice above him, “Coming!” and the double French doors of the balcony close above him.
Safely grounded, he scanned his environment, spotted the shrubbery that gave him a path to the back of the property, dropped over a fence, and made his way through a few more backyards, up a side paths, and back out front to the street a few doors down from her house. As casually as a man out perhaps for a casual stroll, maybe taking the air, he thought to himself, not a care in the world, he made his lazy, indirect way back to his car.
It was only when he got in and pulled his seatbelt over his lap he realized his pants were still open, his cock, limp and spent, still hanging out. He glanced around the neighborhood, but it was not the kind with anyone outside in it, thankfully. He zipped up, squirming in his seat to avoid nicking it, finished with his seatbelt, and twisted the pliers to make the beater shudder and shake and come back, reluctantly, to life. His phone buzzed and he threw it on the seat beside him and yanked his stick-shift into drive and looked down at it before plunging his foot into the gas pedal.
It was Conner texting. “I heard you got a car,” she wrote. “Pretty please could I get ride home?”
Gerald sank his face into his hands and pressed his elbows into his steering wheel. He pushed the tips of his fingers into the balls of his eyes. “What have I done?” he said with a whimper. He stared at the phone sideways like it was a sleeping crocodile. Finally he picked it up and texted back.
“Where are you?” he wrote.
“At the mall,” she wrote back. “Got overloaded with things. You might like . . . hint hint!” she wrote.
“Fuck me fuck me fuck me,” he groaned into the palms of his hands. “Which mall?” he finally wrote.
“Gold Mall, duh,” she wrote back.
He picked her up outside the main entrance. “Just two stops,” she said even before she strapped herself in. She looked around but reserved judgement on the car. It was a ride, after all, wasn’t it. When he sighed, she instantly reminded him about the room on the back of the house.
“It’s fine, seriously,” he said.
“Anyway,” she said, settled in, “it gives us time to talk, like in private.”
He pulled the rattling loose stick down to “drive” and rumbled and rattled through the parking lot and out into the street. “Talk in private about?” he said.
She turned to him and gave it three beats before speaking. “I didn’t think I’d have to spell it out, but surely you’ve noticed it with Cat and Trish,” she said.
“Noticed what?” he said.
“Oh my god!” she said with growing exasperation. “You don’t see how they play at being helpless around you? They want you to take control of them, to control their lives! They want to pretend you’re there . . . . “ she said, but he stopped her.
“Not you too!” he said.
“They are so weak, on the inside,” she said. “Unlike me.”
“You’re not,” he said, in apparent agreement with her. “No.”
“They only want to submit to you, they’re dying for it,” she said. She sank down deeper in the car seat. “I don’t submit to anyone, I’m different,” she said. “Don’t you think so?”
He looked over his shoulder and down at where she’d disappeared to. She had pulled her feet up to the dashboard and pushed her hips out to the edge of her car seat. “You probably want to see my pussy now,” she said. Her short, wide red sun dress fell up around her thighs. She parted her knees. With her thumb, she hooked the centre of her thong panties and pulled the elastic out and down. “You probably want to touch it, don’t you,” she said.
“Conner,” he said, struggling to keep his eyes on the street. But he looked down in her lap, didn’t he.
“If you wanted to finger me, I wouldn’t stop you,” she said quietly. “I wouldn’t be able to stop you. But not because I’m submissive like those two!” she said, and she rolled her eyes and clucked her tongue.
“Conner,” he said again. But he also reached over and slipped his hand around the inside of her bare thigh.
She sank further down in her seat and rolled her head forward and closed her eyes. She reached around and under her leg to more easily hold her panties aside for him, for his better ease reaching her, fingering her.  “It’s pretty much your pussy now,” she said nearly to herself. “Anyway, isn’t it,” she nearly hummed. Her eyes sank closed. “But I don’t want you to dominate me,” she said nearly to just herself.
He touched her pussy and found her sopping wet. He had sunk into her with his two fingers before he realized where he was touching her — deep inside already. She inhaled with a gasp and dropped her chin down to her chest. “Does my dominant man want to fuck my little submissive pussy?” she said. Her body writhed in the passenger seat. Her breath caught. Her pussy leaked.
“Conner, we have to stop,” he said. But he sank his fingers into her pussy deeper, and came out to rub his fingertips around her clitoris, where it bulged and glowed with his touch.
“Whatever you wish,” she said to him in a low moan.
“I thought you said you weren’t submissive like the other two,” he said.
“I’m not, don’t be stupid,” she moaned back to him, and she spread her legs wider open over the car seat.
He scanned around the ten or so lanes of mid-day traffic where two main streets intersected, the nondescript environment of it, malls on every corner, more pavement than anything, a forest of tall signs from gas stations, cheque cashers, and used car lots.
“Baby!” the girl in the seat next to him cried with a kind of desperation and he looked down at her. She had wrapped both her hands around his wrist and was plunging his fingers into her pussy, meeting each thrust with her hips, her head rolling side to side across the back of the car seat. “Do you think I am though?” she said with draining ability to talk at all.
He spun the steering wheel and drove up and into a mall lot, and further up the ramp to the roof parking. “Think you’re what?” he said, steering with one hand and fucking her pussy with his other.
“Cat and Trish only ever want to be complete submissives to you,” she said in a groan. “But not me. Do you want me to fuck you?” she added in a high-pitched, breathy voice.
He found a relatively hidden spot far from other cars, far from anyone at all, and he backed into it.
She shot her face up when she felt the car stop and scanned around to see where he’d taken her. “They just give themselves to you and beg you to do whatever you want to them,” she said. “I hate that. Do you want me to suck you?” she said, and she shot up and rolled over the console between them and sank her knees down into his car seat, around his hips. “Or do you want to fuck me right away?” She’d fetched his cock out of his pants beneath her. Before he could say anything, she’d reached down beside his seat and made it fly backward and down with a whine and a thump. With her red dress spread around his lap, she enveloped his cock inside her pussy, and slowly, she took him further inside her. “They dream of submitting to you,” she said, and she sighed. “They’re not very strong, are they,” she said, nearly expiring on him.
Gerald looked around. The vacant rooftop parking lot appeared safe enough for the time being. He wrapped his hands around her waist and marveled how much they were alike, her and Trish. “I don’t think they want me to, like, dominate them like you said,” he said, “whatever that means.”
She grunted and writhed in her body on top of him. “To be dominated — that’s such a rude word!” she said with a weakening cry. “Like you don’t know what to do with your own body, even,” she said, losing her breath. “Is this good for you, baby? Do you like it?”
He chased from his mind how she used the same word for him that Trish had used only an hour or so earlier — Baby.
She pressed her open palms into the ceiling of his car. With her panties stretched between her thighs, she pushed herself harder down on him. “I like it too,” she said out of breath. “But for me, it’s different than with Cat and Trish.” She pulled her suckling pussy lips up his shaft till his head nearly popped out of her, and she pushed herself back down on him until her groin grinded into his groin, and she corkscrewed herself into him.
He wanted to tell her that Trish had fucked him earlier that very day, he felt that he should, and that she was saying things the same way she had, she was fucking him the same way she did. But Conner began to sway on him, she began to become so rhythmic, he was increasingly mesmerized by her. The sun filled the car through the windows. She pressed both hands into the ceiling harder and curled her hips in and out and coated his cock with her warm, running manju. It was her cries — soft and desperate — that sent him around the bend. He wanted to tell her a lot of things, things about herself, about Cat and Trish, about him, but her pussy squeezed him and grew hotter and she pushed her chest out, she sucked her breath in, and she raised her eyebrows high over her gently shut eyes and she gasped hard.
“Oh my god!” she said, and she repeated it several times. “I think you’re going to make me . . . “ she said, but she was unable to finish her words.
He too strained in his body from his bulging neck to his curling toes. He held her waist tightly and lifted his hips out of his car seat. When her body lost her rhythm and she flopped on him, he lost his control and erupted hard and deep up and into her. She collapsed down on him and jiggled with uncontrolled laughter. He spasmed under her until he stopped cumming inside her, and he nearly drifted directly into sleep.
It had been a hard day.
“I’m usually the bossy one, I know,” she said, between tiny aimless kisses into his neck where she remained collapsed on top of him, eyes still closed. “I like to pretend I’m aloof,” she said. “But with you . . . ” she went on, and she stopped and pulled herself up enough to kiss his mouth with her hot sloppy mouth. “. . . with you, I just get so . . . so,” she said, before saying it with a grin. “Submissive, you know?” She laughed into his neck and licked and kissed him there. “Is it because you’re an older man? Or is it because you’re like, master of the house?” she said dreamily and in the voice of someone not expecting an answer, perhaps not even expecting the other to listen. “I’m such a bad girl, I know,” she said to herself.
“I don’t know,” he said. His flaccid, spent cock finally fell out of her pussy. He was too wasted to do anything about his cum running out her lips.
“I’ve never looked at myself as a submissive,” she said, barely able to force herself to sit up on him. She rolled away from him, over the console, and back into her seat. She rolled her head over the back of her seat and draped her arm over the back of his seat, her fingers playing in his hair where he leaned forward and stared out the front window, his chin on the steering wheel. “But I think this girl kinda likes it,” she said, and she snickered. “Mr. Man likes it, I can tell,” she said.
“Mr. Man barely knows what’s even going on anymore,” he said, and he twisted the pliers and made the engine turn over and groan back to life. He came down from the rooftop parking and fitted himself into the line waiting for the lights to get out of there and back onto the streets. With cars to the left and cars to the right, he glanced down — it felt oddly cool. He cupped his hand over his lap and shot his gaze all around. His cock was hanging out of his pants again!
Conner noticed too, and she snickered and leaned forward to help hide him from neighbors in vehicles and let him pull his fly up.
They rode home talking about the kinds of changes people can go through when circumstances change, when people change around them. “But I’m just not the submissive type, am I?” Conner said. “I mean, when you’re not around.”
“Maybe we’re whatever we least think we are, when the chance to express it comes along, that is. Like a mold,” he said. “Which is the opposite to the carving. Or a negative, the way they used to take pictures.”
“I have no clue what you’re talking about,” she said dreamily and she snorted.
They pulled up in front of the house and came inside. Cat met them at the front door. “Is your phone off?” she said with alarm.
Gerald pulled it out of his pocket. There were too many missed calls from both Trish and Cat to count. “What’s going on?” he said.
“Trish is ready to come home — she was trying to call you!” Cat said.
“I guess he was busy,” Conner said to her with her eyes wide and her face shaking side to side.
“She needs a ride home, too?” Gerald said, before he even got his coat and shoes off.
“Don’t worry, I’ll keep you company, let’s go,” Cat said, and she turned him around and guided him back out the door and down the steps. “This way, we can talk,” she said. “In private!” she added when she heard the front door close behind her.
“Trish said she showed you her bedroom,” Cat said. She grinned, but then she always seemed to be grinning.
“It’s where her boxes were,” he said.
“Oh sure!” Cat said, and she laughed and knelt up in her seat like a cat readying to pounce. She reached over his lap and pulled his fly down before he even knew.
“Cat, no,” he said.
She leaned forward and pushed her face into his neck. “You need to be careful with Trish and Conner,” she said, and she giggled. “They’re going to get serious with you very quickly,” she said. “They know not how to keep things strictly fun,” she said, and she dropped down over the console between them and took his cock, still weak and recovering, into her warm, wet mouth.
He meant to put a free hand around her head to push her mouth off his cock, but instead he sank his hand into her hair, twisted his fingers in it, pulled on it. She moaned with his cock deep in her mouth, sending vibrations up through his guts.
She came off him and rolled her head in his lap to look up to him from below. “You and me know how to keep things fun though, don’t we,” she said and she laughed. She played with his cock below the steering wheel, licking it, lapping at it, kissing it. “Not like those two,” she moaned, and she bent his cock down, rolled her face sideways, and took him deep into her mouth.
She came off him again. “Come to my room tonight? After everyone’s gone to bed?” she said. She kissed his cock again. “I want to sleep with you, all night,” she said. “But don’t let the others’ know.”
“I don’t know about that,” he said.
“I want you all to myself!” she said and she laughed some more. “But you need to be careful with Trish and Conner, they’re going to want to take you all to themselves!”
He looked down in his lap, but she’d closed her eyes, had rolled over sideways again, and was sliding her tongue madly up and down the underside of his cock where it slid deep inside her mouth.
“Cat,” he moaned.
“Quickly,” she said, and she drove her tongue harder and faster all around the shaft of his cock. “Cum in me,” she said, “my baby.”
He widened his eyes and glared down at the back of her bobbing head. He pushed it but she latched onto him harder. He rolled slowly down the tree-lined streets of Trish’s old neighborhood unable to clench his muscles any harder. Her deep sucking, her licking tongue, her moaning voice — it was too much. He pushed his heels into the floor of his car and lifted his hips, and her body, up out of the car seat, and shot so hard into her mouth, it gushed out her lips.
Trish was already standing curbside and waving him down half a block up. Cat licked at his cock and swallowed his cum and sat up just as the car pulled in range. If not for the cover of overhanging boughs and bright sunshine glaring through, the reflections in his window would have shown Trish what Cat was doing to him down there. She wiped her mouth with the back of her sleeve and laughed and leaned forward, pulling her seat with her for Trish, who had yanked open the resisting and complaining passenger door.
Trish climbed in behind her and flopped down in the back sear. “Phew!” she said. “Glad that’s done.” There were two boxes on the curb. Gerald didn’t need to be asked to get out and load them in the trunk.
He inhaled deeply, let his breath out slowly, and pulled the stick down into drive. His car rolled down the street below the shafts of sunlight streaming through the leaves above while Cat and Trish chattered with excitement and laughter about their days — both of them leaving out the important parts. Cat tapped on his lap unseen by Trish in the back seat, and when he glanced at her, she shot her eyes a moment down into his seat. For the third time that day, his spent cock lolled lazily in the sunshine, relaxed and slumbering, hanging out of his pants.
They came into the house holding hands, he and Cat, Trish coming up behind with her hands around his hips, her fingers stuck down inside the waist of his pants in front, her mouth kissing and licking the back of his neck. They found Conner in his back room, cleaning it and hanging nice pictures and putting a nice dim lamp in there for him.
“Just making it nice for Mr. Man,” she said, and she stepped up to him, slid her hands around the back of his neck, moaned with an obvious sexual pleasure, and sank her mouth down over his mouth. Cat squeezed Gerald’s hand, and with her other hand, she ran her fingertips up Conner’s back — but not under her top, over it.
“No touching skin!” she said, which was their new, adjusted, rule. “Right Conner?”
Trish laughed and pulled herself up on his back and wrapped her legs around his hips. She poked one side of his neck with the tip of her tongue while Conner licked the other side, and while Cat cupped her hand around his cock and his balls — she had pushed her hand all the way down the front of his pants, and inside his shorts.
“These two are such sluts when they’re with you!” Trish whispered in his ear, and she sucked it in her lips. “I want to fuck you so bad right now, and hard!” she whispered. “Fuck your hard cock with my wet pussy!” she whispered even more quietly.
“You two are such submissives to him!” Conner said, and she tsk’d tsk’d and kissed his mouth. “Is it okay, what I did to your room?” she said softly, and only to him.
“Like you don’t want to get all serious with him!” Cat said, and she moaned against his other ear. “Come to my room tonight, just you and me?” she whispered in his ear.
Trish was still in her azure track suit, Conner in her red sundress, and Cat in a grey hoody and loose jogging pants. Gerald extracted himself from all of their limbs and mouths and fell down on his bed. “Yes, Conner, it’s good,” he said, and, exhausted, wasted, he closed his eyes.
Trish knelt on his bed and tugged at his pants.
“You guys!” Conner said, “no clothes in bed!”
“Him too, then,” Cat said, and she joined Trish in tugging one leg of his pants each down his body. Conner worked his shirt off his body. Trish stripped herself down to her gleaming white lace underwear. Conner took her dress off — but left on her black lace panties and bra. Cat laughed and tore off her hoody and pants. She was dressed in deep crimson panties and bra. All three of them came onto his bed with him, Conner on her side, pressing her body against his left side, Trish on her side, too, pressing her body against his right side, and Cat, with her body sprawled over top of his.
“Let him sleep, you guys,” Conner said. She kissed his left cheek and licked at his neck.
“Poor baby is exhausted,” Trish said, and she kissed his right cheek and licked at the other side of his neck.
“You guys wore him out!” Cat said, and she laughed to herself. She kissed his mouth. But he was already asleep.
In the middle of the night, he extricated himself from the limbs unseen in the complete darkness, and made his way, naked and sore, to the kitchen where he poured a glass of water. He sipped it and looked out the small window in the front door. Out there, he thought, that’s where he fell down that night. That’s where they found him in the morning. He sipped from his glass and meandered back through the kitchen touching things, running his hand over them, taking things, and he made his way through the back door and into the back room. He found the floor lamp Conner had put it there and flicked it on.
Its light was perfect — dim and golden. It lit up enough of the reaching and drooping branches that surrounded the windows to give the backroom a lost-in-paradise feel to it. It was warm in the room — someone had flicked on the space heater. He turned toward the bed and stood at the foot of it. His emptied his glass of water, pulled the cork out of the bottle of brandy with his teeth, the bottle he picked up in the kitchen, and poured out two neat fingers into the glass, and put the bottle on the small round table there.
Could it be more perfect? he thought. He smelled and sipped the brandy. It ran over his tongue smooth, smokey, and singing. The room was barely lit in the golden glow of the lamp, a warm cozy space surrounded by a wild — and private — nature outside the atrium-like windows. The sheet had come off the three bodies that sprawled in three different poses across his bed, taupe-haired, long and wild and wavy, shy and quiet Trish, lying on her side with her hands caught between her thighs, in her white gleaming panties and bra seemingly glowing in the dark, her dirty talk ringing in his ear; black-haired Cat lying on her stomach like an angel fallen onto his bed, her red panties and bra straps enticing and mesmerizing him, laughing Cat, who took nothing seriously, but who now wanted him alone in her room; and golden-blonde Conner, bossy, dominant, take-charge Conner in her black bra and panties, the same girl who tidied up and decorated his room, and who could now not stop asking him if this was okay, if that was alright.
He sipped his brandy. The three bodies, dressed in white, black, and red, shifted and rolled over and sighed and touched. He sipped again. He’d been with all three of them earlier that day, so they weren’t the only ones turning into their opposite, the more they spent time together. He must be, too, he thought. Only now, as he crawled up onto the bed on his hands and knees and pulled, slowly, Cat’s red panties down her legs, her sleepy protestations and tiny grin betraying her, and sank his mouth down over her pussy, he could conjure no memory anymore of anything about himself, prior to that fateful night collapsing on their front lawn. Something happened that night. He was opposite to something he was before, he knew, but what he was, he had no recollection.
He slid up over Cat’s body and, slowly awakening, she pulled her knees up and flopped them down sideways. His cock, amazing even him, being hard yet again, pushed tightly against her pussy lips and she pushed her head back and down and gasped — his shaft slid down deep into her in one long, smooth push — and she dug her nails into his shoulder blades and inhaled sharply.
He hovered over her on his hands and knees and hung his face down to hers and kissed her. Their hips met calmly and rhythmically. She emitted tiny peeps and moans, which then stopped. He looked with freshly open eyes and saw Cat kissing — tongues and all — with Trish. He continued to pump himself into her body even as Cat rolled her head the other way, and sank her mouth down over Conner’s mouth, eager and palpitating at her. Still he fucked her body — even as Trish began to massage Cat’s bared breasts, and leaned over and sucked on them, one after the other. Cat’s hand formed an undulating mound inside Conner’s panties. Conner writhed under her touch.
He fucked Cat, but all three girls moaned and gasped and cried and strained in their bodies in the golden light of the atrium-like back room. Hands and mouths touched and rubbed and kissed and licked everywhere upon each other under him, even as he came inside Cat’s pussy and collapsed down into the pillows and lifted off into the deepest of sleeps ever, all three girls climaxing at once around him like a bag of kittens.
There would be things to talk about, next morning. 




Chapter 4

When I got back to the house, the place was quiet again. I dropped the car keys on the counter, wiped my face with a towel I found hanging from the oven handle, and poured myself a glass of water from the tap.
The front door hadn’t been locked. No one home, yet again. I stood still in the center of the living room, breathing slow, the sweat cooling on my lower back, the belt of my pants still loose. I hadn’t even tucked in my shirt.
I heard the creak of the screen door a second before it swung open, and I stepped to the side out of reflex. Conner came in alone. She had one arm raised over her head, pulling her hair up, twisting it into something half-knotted with a black band clenched in her teeth. Her tank top was crooked, one strap twisted halfway down her shoulder, and her high-waisted shorts clung damp against her thighs.
She let the door bang closed behind her and dropped her purse. “Where is everyone?”
I nodded at the hallway. “I think Trish is still out. Cat, no clue.”
She lowered her arms and stared at me. “You look like you just climbed out of a hedge.”
“I did.”
She walked past me, paused just short of the hallway, and glanced down the dark stretch of it. Then she turned back, leaned her hip against the table, and tilted her head slightly, eyes moving over me too slowly to look casual. “Trish didn’t call you?”
“Should she have?”
She shrugged. Her voice went quieter. “She said she was going to text you.”
I didn’t answer. Her fingers slid under the hem of her tank top and scratched lightly at her stomach. She reached back to tighten her ponytail again, then stepped forward.
“Conner, ”
She touched my chest lightly, one finger, then slid it down to the undone buttons of my shirt. “I was going to come with her today, but I got pulled into work. Didn’t expect you’d both take so long.”
I caught her wrist, but didn’t push it away. Her mouth was just slightly open. Her lips moved like she was about to speak again, but nothing came out.
“You were with Trish this morning?”
“She asked me to come. I didn’t go.” She stepped in closer, her body just barely brushing mine. “But you went.”
I let go of her wrist.
She leaned in, pressed her chest to mine fully now, her mouth near my ear. “Did you fuck her?”
I turned my head away.
She bit my jaw gently. “Yeah. You did.”
“Conner.”
She stepped back and looked up at me, her smile soft but not kind. “That’s okay. I wanted to watch. But since you didn’t wait, you’ll have to make it up to me now.”
She reached for my hand and guided it under the waistband of her shorts. No hesitation. No blush. No teasing. Just her bare heat and the slow grind of her hips forward.
“I’ve been wet since noon,” she whispered. “You have to fix it.”
Conner backed up toward the hallway without letting go of my hand, pulling me with her, her fingers still curled around mine and pressed flat between her legs, dragging my knuckles against the inside of her thigh each step. Her sandals slapped against the hardwood, her ponytail loose already, the band somewhere back in the kitchen now, her hair swinging side to side with each step. I followed her past the bathroom, past Cat’s room, to the last door on the left. She opened it with her other hand, didn’t look at me, just walked backward inside, kept pulling.
The room was dark and cold. She hadn’t opened the curtains. The bed wasn’t made. A thin blanket and a tangle of sheets twisted in the middle. Clothes on the floor, two towels, a charger cable, an open jar of moisturizer tipped over on the desk. She stepped backward over her pile of jeans, pulled me with her, stopped at the foot of the bed, and turned around.
She didn’t speak. She took my belt and undid it with one hand, the other still between her legs, guiding mine lower, tighter. She undid the button of my jeans and worked the zipper down. I stood still, looking down at her, the pressure of her palm moving just slightly, her wrist angling sharper now as she pushed me back toward the edge of the bed.
She sank to her knees. No drama. No slow striptease or fake smile. She pushed my pants and shorts down to my thighs, leaned forward, and took the full length of me into her mouth. Her hands stayed at her sides. She held the base with her throat alone. Her jaw slack, her eyes closed, her nose pressed hard into the skin of my stomach. She didn’t move. Just stayed there. Breathing through her nose.
When she finally pulled back, a thick string of spit connected her lips to the head of my cock. She caught it with her fingers, smeared it down my shaft, and used both hands now, twisting, stroking. She looked up once, checked my face, then stood.
She peeled off her tank top first, then unhooked her bra. Her breasts were small and firm, the nipples dark and already tight. She pushed her shorts down her hips and kicked them off without bending. No underwear. She pulled me forward and turned around, hands on the foot of the bed, one knee already up, then the other.
“Right now,” she said. “No warmup.”
I stepped forward and pushed into her. She was hot, wet, tight. She pressed back, forcing me deeper. I gripped her hips and drove into her again. She grunted, adjusted her feet wider on the hardwood, and arched her back.
“Harder,” she said. “Don’t stop until I say.”
She reached one hand under her, bracing her weight on the other, and rocked back against me with each thrust, her fingers digging into the edge of the mattress, her knuckles white. I locked both hands on her hips and drove myself harder into her, letting the slap of skin echo through the room. Her breath came short and fast, her head dipped low, her back arched deep enough for the round of her ass to push tight against my pelvis.
Her thighs started to tremble. She turned her head slightly, enough for me to see her lips parted, her tongue flicking at the corner of her mouth. I watched her toes curl against the floor, then rise onto their tips as she shifted again and took me deeper. Her body rocked with mine now, perfectly timed, no hesitation.
She twisted around and spoke through her teeth. “Come down on me.”
I bent over her, my chest sliding against her back, hands still gripping her hips. She reached back, pulled my left arm around her middle, flattened my hand against her stomach. Her own hand reached between her legs again, found her clit, and circled.
“I want to cum with you in me,” she said. “Don’t pull out.”
I fucked her harder. Her whole body went tense again, her shoulder blades digging into my chest, her hand working faster. I felt her shudder, then heard the sound, sharp, fast gasps, not moans. She jerked under me and ground her ass back harder into my hips.
“Now,” she said.
I pushed in as deep as I could and came, grunting low, my jaw clenched against her neck. She pushed her hips back into me and held there, her body stiff and twitching, until we both stilled.
She stayed bent over the bed, her hands flat, her chest rising fast. I stayed inside her, leaned over her, sweat slick down both our backs.
She turned her head just enough to speak. “I want the others to know.”
“They already do,” I said.
She smiled. “Good.”
She straightened slowly, letting me slide out of her, then turned to face me. Her inner thighs were wet, streaked. She didn’t wipe them. She reached for her tank top on the floor, held it in one hand but didn’t put it on. Her breasts rose and fell with each breath. She watched me pull up my pants, fasten them, tuck my shirt back in with stiff fingers.
“You’re not gonna run again, are you?” she said.
“No balconies in this room,” I said.
She smirked, but didn’t laugh. She walked to the doorway, paused with her hand on the knob. “They’re gonna want to talk about it.”
I shook my head. “Nothing to talk about.”
She glanced back over her shoulder, nodded once, then left the room bare-chested, no shame in her walk, her feet silent on the floor. I stayed there another minute, then followed. The hallway was empty. I heard water running in the kitchen. Plates clinking. Voices low and easy.
When I stepped into the room, Trish was on a stool by the counter, a knife in her hand, slicing peppers into thin strips. Cat leaned back against the fridge, barefoot, arms folded, a new dress clinging damp to her thighs from the summer heat. Both looked up at me.
Conner walked past me and sat at the table, picked up a glass of water, took a long drink, and stared across at them without blinking.
Trish didn’t look away. “You good?”
I nodded. “Yeah.”
Cat pushed off the fridge. “Everyone decent?”
Conner set down her glass. “Define decent.”
Cat grinned. “Guess not.”
She walked past me, patted my stomach once with her palm, and disappeared into the back room.
Trish dropped the last slice into a bowl, wiped her hands, and met my eyes without speaking. Then she sat across from Conner.
“Did you leave the door open?” Trish said to her.
“No,” Conner said. “He did.”
Trish didn’t react at first. She just sat there, her hands flat on her knees, her eyes on mine. Then she pushed her chair back slowly and stood. Her bare feet padded over to the table’s edge, where she stopped. The silence drew out. Conner didn’t move. Cat hadn’t come back.
“You left it open?” Trish said again, softer now.
“I didn’t mean to,” I said. “I wasn’t thinking.”
She tilted her head. “So anyone could’ve walked by. Heard everything.”
“Maybe,” I said.
She exhaled through her nose, slow and steady. “Good.”
She turned, walked to the sink, poured herself a glass of water, and downed half of it. When she turned back, she was smiling. “Let’s not pretend we’re hiding this anymore.”
Conner leaned forward on her elbows, her chin in her palm. “You saying you’re ready?”
Trish nodded. “I’m saying I’m done waiting.”
They both looked at me. I didn’t speak. I didn’t move. Trish set the glass down carefully and walked straight over, stopped in front of me, close enough for her breath to hit my neck. She lifted my hand, placed it flat on her chest, over her heart.
“You feel that?” she said.
Her pulse thumped fast and strong under my palm.
“That’s what you do to me.”
She dropped her hand from mine, stepped back once, and pulled her shirt off over her head. No ceremony. No warning. Her bra followed, unclipped and dropped to the floor. She kicked her leggings down in one motion and stepped out of them. Nothing underneath. She stood there, bare, still, unblinking.
Conner stayed seated, watching both of us.
“You gonna fuck me here,” Trish said, “or do I need to beg for it?”
I stepped forward. Trish didn’t move. Her eyes stayed locked on mine as I reached for her waist, gripped her hips, and walked her back until her thighs hit the edge of the table. Her skin was warm, smooth, firm under my hands. She leaned back slightly, palms flat on the table behind her, elbows locked. Her chest lifted. Her nipples were already tight. She spread her feet apart, knees bending just enough to show me what she wanted.
I undid my belt again. Unfastened the button. Unzipped. My cock came free, still half-hard from what Conner had done to me minutes earlier. Trish reached down and wrapped her fingers around it. No games. She stroked once, then angled me down and pulled me toward her.
She was soaked. My head slid along her lips, then inside. She gasped and pushed her hips forward, her feet planting wider on the hardwood for leverage. I drove into her slowly. Inch by inch. Her jaw dropped. Her hands slid up my arms. Her fingernails scraped along my biceps.
Behind me, I heard a chair scrape. Conner stood. I didn’t turn around.
Trish wrapped her legs around me and pulled me deeper. She bit her lip and stared at my mouth. “Harder,” she whispered.
I gripped her ass and thrust. She rocked back with the impact, one hand flying out to catch the edge of the table. She whimpered, pulled herself upright again, then slammed herself into me.
Footsteps. Cat. She entered the room, stopped short. I didn’t stop. Neither did Trish.
Cat walked to the counter, picked up an apple, took a bite, chewed slowly, watching.
“This is how it is now?” she asked.
Trish nodded, breathless. “Finally.”
Cat smiled. “Good.”
Trish tightened her legs around me and leaned back on her hands, arching her spine, lifting her hips into each thrust. Her breath hitched with every movement. I gripped her harder and drove myself into her over and over until the sound of our bodies smacking filled the kitchen. Her thighs were shaking now, her toes curled against the floor. She tilted her head back, neck long, mouth open.
Cat didn’t say anything else. She climbed onto the counter beside the sink, one leg crossed over the other, the apple resting between her fingers. She watched, calm, amused, biting again, chewing slowly, her eyes never leaving us. Her other hand slid across her thigh, up under the hem of her dress.
I thrust harder. Trish gasped and grabbed the edge of the table again, nails scraping against the wood. Her mouth dropped open, her moans raw now. She was shaking. She bucked up against me once, twice, then went stiff.
“Oh, fuck, yes,” she hissed.
I pushed deep into her and held. Her body trembled around me, legs squeezing tight, then loosening. I didn’t move. Just stayed inside her, breathing hard, sweat running down my back.
Conner stepped past me and took the apple from Cat’s hand. She bit where Cat had. She walked behind me, then stood beside Trish. Her hand reached out and rested on Trish’s shoulder.
“About time,” she said.
I pulled back slowly. Trish stayed seated, legs still parted, her hands limp in her lap. Her chest rose and fell fast, her cheeks flushed, her lips parted. She looked dazed.
Cat stood from the counter, walked past me, brushed her fingers across my lower back. “Shower,” she said. “All of us. Now.”
They didn’t wait for an answer. Cat tugged her dress over her head and dropped it on the kitchen floor without breaking stride. No bra. No panties. She walked naked down the hall, her back straight, her hips moving in a rhythm that needed no invitation. Conner followed, peeling off her tank and kicking aside her shorts, the apple still in her hand. She took another bite, chewed as she walked, then tossed it into the sink behind her.
Trish sat motionless for a second longer, then slid off the table. Her knees buckled slightly when her feet touched the floor, but she steadied herself, caught my eyes, and gave a crooked smile. She bent down to grab her clothes, thought better of it, and left them in a pile. Her hand grazed my hip as she passed.
I stood there with my pants halfway down my thighs, shirt wrinkled, cock still slick and swollen. The kitchen was wrecked now, chairs pushed back, food left out, clothes everywhere. The smell of sweat and sex clung to the air.
Water started running in the back. Pipes groaned. A door opened, then slammed lightly shut. Laughter followed, soft, low, unmistakably female.
I pulled my shirt off, dropped it on the nearest stool, stepped out of my jeans, and headed down the hallway barefoot, following the trail of sound and steam. The door was ajar. Light spilled out across the floor, hazy and warm.
Inside, the girls were already under the water, Cat pressed against the wall, her hands flat above her head, her mouth open under the spray. Conner behind her, slicking shampoo through her hair. Trish turned at the sound of me entering and pulled the curtain halfway open.
“About time,” she said. “Now get in and soap me.”
I stepped in. The floor was slick, the steam thick. Water ran over my shoulders, hot enough to sting. Trish pulled me in by the wrist and turned around, backing her body into mine, her skin slippery, her ass tight against my hips. She reached up, took the bar of soap from the ledge, pressed it into my hand, and guided it across her stomach. Her head leaned back onto my chest.
Conner moved past us, slow, silent, her hands in Cat’s hair, rinsing. Cat’s eyes were closed, mouth still open under the stream. Her arms were up, braced on the tile. Her legs apart. The water rolled down between her breasts, over her stomach, between her thighs. She didn’t move when Conner reached between her legs with one hand, lifted her chin with the other, and kissed her softly on the mouth.
Trish shifted in front of me and reached back, her hand sliding over my cock again, stroking, slow and wet. I gripped her hips, leaned forward, kissed the back of her neck, then her shoulder. She tilted her head, gave me more skin. The soap slipped from my hand. I pressed her against the glass.
“You going to fuck me again?” she said, not turning her head.
Conner looked back at us. “Not yet.”
She stepped away from Cat, walked toward me, her hand trailing along Trish’s back. She dropped to her knees in the water, took me in her mouth without a word, her hands resting on Trish’s thighs for balance. Trish didn’t move.
Cat turned, watching all of us now. Her eyes were sharp, her breath slow. She walked over, took Trish’s face in both hands, and kissed her, deep and long, while Conner’s mouth moved faster on me below.
Nobody spoke. Only the water. Only breath.
Conner pulled off me slowly, one last long suck before she stood again, her lips red, her chin wet. She didn’t step back. She took my wrist and wrapped my hand around her hip, then turned her back to me and leaned into the glass. Her ass pressed against my cock. She arched, reached between her own legs, and spread herself.
“I want it now,” she said. “Right here.”
Trish moved aside, water streaming down her chest, hair flat to her skin. Cat stayed in front of her, still holding her face, kissing her again, deeper now. Their bodies slid together, breasts pressed, thighs rubbing.
I stepped forward, grabbed Conner’s hips, and drove into her hard. She groaned, loud, bracing against the glass with both palms. She pushed back into me. I slammed forward again. Her whole body jolted.
Trish and Cat turned, watched us both. Trish’s hand slid down between her legs. Cat leaned in, kissed her neck, whispered something that made her shiver.
I fucked Conner harder. She took it all, her ass bouncing against my hips, her hands sliding lower down the glass as her knees bent. The slap of our bodies echoed off the tile, the water running hotter now, steam wrapping everything in blur. She cried out, bit her own arm to muffle it, then reached back, grabbed my thigh, pulled me deeper.
Cat stepped behind me, slid her arms around my waist, pressed her breasts into my back. Her hands moved down, cupped my balls, massaged gently while I thrust.
“Don’t stop,” she whispered into my ear. “Fill her. Then me.”
Conner’s body clenched around me, her muscles locking down as she came. Her back arched sharp, her fingers clawing at the wet glass, her voice muffled against her arm as she jerked through it. I stayed buried inside her, holding her hips tight, feeling every pulse, every spasm. She gasped once, then twice, then sagged forward, her ass still pressed to my hips.
Cat slid around me now, eyes low, water streaking down her chest. She kissed Conner’s shoulder, then turned and kissed me hard on the mouth, pulling my head down to hers, her tongue deep. Her hand found my cock again, still wet and hard, slick with Conner’s cum.
She pulled me away from Conner and dropped to the shower floor without a word, sat on her heels, and took me into her mouth. Her lips slid over me fast, deep, her throat open, her fingers circling my base, twisting slow. She looked up at me once, her hair plastered to her face, her eyes hungry.
Trish stepped in beside me, reached down, gripped Cat’s hair, and held her in place as she worked. “Take it all,” she said.
Cat did.
Conner leaned against the wall, breath still ragged, watching, her body still trembling.
Cat pulled off with a wet pop and stood. She turned around, bent at the waist, braced one hand against the tile, and looked back over her shoulder. “Do it.”
I grabbed her hips and pushed into her in one slow thrust. She groaned, then bit her fist, her legs spreading wider. Trish came up beside her, ran a hand down her back, kissed her shoulder, and whispered, “Don’t hold back. He can take it.”
I drove into her harder, both hands gripping her hips, her skin slick beneath my fingers. She braced herself lower, her ass pushing back, absorbing each thrust with a grunt. Her mouth was open now, her breathing fast and raw. Trish stayed close, kneeling beside her, one hand between Cat’s legs, two fingers stroking in time with my rhythm, the other hand braced flat against the wall for balance.
Conner stepped up behind me, pressed her chest to my back, her arms wrapping around my ribs, her mouth at my neck. Her breath was hot, steady. She reached down, slid her hand between Cat and me, her palm catching where I was buried inside her, her fingers wet and moving.
Cat lost it then, her body bucked hard, one leg lifting, her foot scraping along the tile. Her fingers curled against the wall. “Fuck, yes, fuck,” she gasped, and Trish leaned in and kissed her just as the cry left her throat.
I kept going. Cat pushed back harder. Her thighs shook. Her pussy clenched around me in waves. She was still cumming, her voice ragged and low.
Trish pulled her mouth away, her lips glistening. “Finish in her,” she whispered to me.
Conner’s hand tightened around my stomach. “Do it,” she said.
I slammed once more, twice, then gripped Cat’s hips and buried myself to the hilt. My body locked up. I held there, pulsing, unloading inside her while she whimpered and clawed at the tile. I stayed deep until it slowed, then finally slipped out, breath catching.
Cat sagged down, legs giving out, resting on her knees, cum leaking down her thighs.
Conner stepped around, knelt in front of her, and started licking it up without a word.
Trish dropped beside her, one hand in Cat’s soaked hair, the other stroking down her spine, light and slow. Cat stayed still, panting, her head lowered, her mouth slack, arms limp. Conner’s tongue moved deliberately, up Cat’s thigh, across the crease, tracing where I’d just finished inside her. She sucked at the edge of her lips, swallowed, then licked again, deeper now, her face buried between Cat’s legs. Cat flinched and moaned, her knees spreading wider on instinct.
Trish leaned in and kissed the corner of Cat’s mouth, then moved lower, kissing her throat, her chest, her breasts. Her tongue flicked across each nipple. She reached down and cupped one of Conner’s breasts, squeezing, her thumb brushing the nipple until Conner gasped against Cat’s pussy and bucked her hips once.
I stood there watching all of it. Water pounding down on the four of us, steam so thick the mirrors had long since fogged. The girls were tangled in each other now, wet skin on wet skin, mouths moving, fingers spreading, hips grinding. Trish slid a hand between Conner’s legs from behind, while Cat lifted herself higher onto her knees, her head back, her face tight with pleasure.
I reached forward, gripped Conner’s hips from behind, pulled her up onto her hands, and slid back into her. She was soaked again, tighter than before, her cunt clenching the second I pushed in. Her head dropped low, her ass pushing back into me hard.
“Again?” Trish laughed. “You’re gonna break her.”
Cat reached up, grabbed Conner’s hair, and pulled her mouth to her breast. “He’s not done till we all are.”
Conner grunted, her mouth latching onto Cat’s nipple as I pounded into her from behind, my hands gripping her hips, guiding her back into each thrust. She didn’t resist, she drove herself against me, her thighs shaking, her back arched low, her breath ragged between groans and gasps. Her lips stayed locked to Cat’s breast, tongue swirling, sucking harder every time I slammed into her.
Trish knelt behind me now, arms wrapped around my waist, her cheek pressed to my spine. She slid one hand between my legs, cupping my balls gently, stroking them in rhythm. Her other hand worked over her own pussy, fast, slick, fingers loud in the wet heat. She moaned into my back, teeth grazing the skin just above my ass.
Cat spread her knees wider, leaned back against the glass, her chest heaving, her hands in Conner’s hair. “Don’t stop,” she breathed. “Fucking don’t stop.”
Conner’s arms gave out and she dropped to her elbows. I dropped with her, my cock never slipping free, and kept driving into her as she shook and trembled, her ass slapping back into my hips, her moans deeper now, lower. Trish stayed wrapped around me, mouth open against my skin, whispering, “Fill her again. She wants it. We all do.”
Cat moved closer, reached down between Conner’s legs, rubbed her clit fast and hard while I fucked her from behind. Conner’s whole body seized up, her legs locked, her back arched hard as she screamed into the floor, her pussy clenching down on me again, tighter this time, sucking the cum out of me in ragged spurts.
I emptied myself into her again, both of us shaking, Cat’s fingers still moving, Trish still stroking herself furiously behind me.
Nobody said a word. The only sound left was the water.
Trish stood first. She stepped over Conner’s collapsed form and reached for the shower knobs, turning the water off without ceremony. The sudden silence was loud. Cat slid down the glass wall, her body folding onto the floor, her head resting on Conner’s bare back. Neither moved.
I backed away, leaned against the tile, my chest still heaving. Trish knelt between my legs, her face close to mine, her breath steady, eyes locked on mine. She didn’t smile. She reached up, ran her fingers through my wet hair, then pressed her forehead to mine.
“This doesn’t end here,” she whispered.
I didn’t answer.
She kissed me once, quick, deep, certain, then stood and stepped out of the shower, leaving a trail of water behind her. She didn’t reach for a towel. She didn’t look back.
Cat lifted her head slowly, her hair plastered to her cheek. She kissed Conner’s shoulder, then sat up. “She’s right,” she said. “This was just the first round.”
Conner turned her face toward me, her lips still red, her eyes half-lidded. “We’re not done with you.”
She reached back and touched my thigh. Her fingers dragged across the inside of it. She smiled. Then she laid her cheek against the wet floor again and closed her eyes.
Cat stood next, offered me her hand. I took it.
“Dry off,” she said. “We’ve got dinner plans.”
I stepped out behind her. The air outside the shower was cool, the floor slick. Water dripped from my body in thick lines. Cat didn’t bother with a towel, she walked naked down the hall, hips swaying slow and easy, water trailing down the backs of her thighs. I followed, not bothering to hide my stare.
In the hallway, Trish was already halfway dressed, no bra, just her panties and a loose shirt, brushing her wet hair with her fingers. She saw us and smirked, didn’t pause. “Ten minutes. We’re going out.”
Conner came last, wrapped in a towel but holding it loose, her eyes unfocused, her lips still parted from the shower. She passed me in the narrow hallway, let her fingers drag across my stomach without speaking.
I found a towel and dried off in the bathroom alone, water pooling under my feet. I watched my reflection in the fogged mirror slowly come clear. I barely recognized the man staring back.
When I came out, the living room was a blur of movement. Hair dryers. Makeup bags. The sound of drawers opening and closing. Clothes being tossed, debated, changed. Cat sat cross-legged on the floor, brushing her hair, fully nude, no hurry. Trish stood in front of the mirror adjusting earrings, her shirt barely covering her ass. Conner was already dressed in black shorts and a halter top, sipping from a water bottle, her eyes on me the whole time.
“You coming?” she said. “You’re part of the show now.”
I opened my mouth, closed it, nodded once.
Cat looked up. “You’ll need a clean shirt. And maybe a warning label.”
Trish turned from the mirror and tossed a shirt at me, hers, oversized, soft, still warm from the dryer. “Wear that,” she said. “You’ll smell better.”
I pulled it over my head. It clung slightly, the collar stretched wide, the fabric clinging damp to my back. Cat stood up, finally slipping on a pair of loose drawstring pants and nothing else. Her breasts bounced once as she moved past me to the kitchen, grabbing her bag off the table.
Conner stepped into the hallway, keys in hand, her voice sharp. “We’re walking. Don’t fall behind.”
They didn’t wait. Just moved together, a unit. Trish slipped on sandals and followed Cat. Conner held the door open, glancing once back at me with that same unreadable look she always wore right before things turned.
I locked the door behind us as we stepped out into the thick evening heat. Their hair still smelled like steam and shampoo. None of them spoke for the first block. The sidewalk shimmered under the orange streetlights. Trish brushed my arm with hers but didn’t look over. Cat reached for my hand, laced our fingers, held tight for one long beat, then let go.
Conner led the way, hips sharp with purpose. “One drink,” she said without turning. “Then we’ll see.”
We cut through the back lots toward the main street, gravel crunching underfoot, the girls moving in sync without effort. Trish trailed a few steps behind now, her shirt slipping off one shoulder, her eyes flicking between us and the storefront reflections. Cat walked beside me again, close enough her bare arm brushed mine with each step. She didn’t say anything, didn’t smile, just walked like we’d done this before.
Conner reached the door first. It was a narrow bar with tinted windows, tucked between a laundromat and a pawn shop. No sign. She pushed it open and went in like she owned the place. Trish followed. Cat grabbed my belt loop as I hesitated and tugged me in behind her.
The place was dark, quiet. A low hum of conversation. Old booths. Dim bulbs. A single bartender behind the counter polishing glasses and watching everyone. The girls didn’t pause. They took a booth in the back corner, slid in around the same side, hips pressed, thighs touching.
I took the seat opposite them.
Conner leaned over the table. “We’ll order.”
Cat rested her chin on her hand and stared at me. Trish reached under the table and tugged at Cat’s waistband, whispering something that made both of them smirk.
The bartender came over. Conner rattled off their drinks without asking. “He’ll have what I’m having,” she added, without looking at me.
They watched me while he walked away. Nobody spoke.
Then Trish said, “So which of us are you taking home tonight?”
I didn’t answer.
Cat raised one eyebrow, slow. Trish bit her lip, leaned in, eyes locked on mine. Conner didn’t move. She just watched, arms folded, one leg crossed over the other, her foot bouncing slow under the table.
“You’re not supposed to answer,” Cat said finally. “You’re supposed to look confused.”
“I’m not confused,” I said.
“That’s worse,” Conner muttered.
Trish giggled. “Then say it.”
“Say what?”
“Say you want all three.”
The drinks arrived. Nobody moved to grab theirs.
I held their eyes, one by one. “I want all three.”
Cat picked up her glass. “That’s better.”
Conner raised hers next. “To bad decisions.”
Trish lifted hers last. “And worse ones to come.”
We clinked glasses. Nothing more was said. But everything had just been agreed.
Cat was the first to drink. She didn’t sip, she tilted the glass back and downed half in one go, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and leaned forward with her elbows on the table. Her eyes flicked to Conner, then to Trish, then settled on me.
“You coming home with us or not?”
I nodded once.
Trish smiled into her drink. Conner drained hers and stood. “Then let’s not waste the buzz.”
Nobody paid. Nobody looked back. We left the bar together, the street quieter now, lights fuzzed with heat and dust. Trish took my hand as we crossed the lot, her fingers warm and firm. Cat walked ahead, her hips moving loose under her thin pants. Conner walked beside her, saying nothing, her shoulders squared, her head high.
Back at the house, they didn’t turn on any lights. Just the glow from the kitchen window and the streetlamp outside. Cat dropped her keys on the counter. Trish kicked off her sandals and pulled her shirt over her head in one motion.
Conner looked at me. “Upstairs.”
We climbed in silence. Cat ahead, Trish behind me, Conner trailing last. At the top, Cat opened her door, stepped inside, and left it open behind her. She turned once, just her silhouette lit from the street, and beckoned.
Trish leaned in close to my ear from behind. “Don’t sleep tonight.” Then she slipped past me, into Cat’s room.
Conner waited in the hall, arms folded. “You sure you can handle this?”
I stepped past her without a word.
She followed. The door clicked shut behind her.
The room was already warm. One window cracked open. Streetlight pouring in, cutting across the bed in a wide band. Cat was naked, lying on her side, one knee bent, her head propped on her hand. Trish stood by the dresser, peeling down her shorts, her panties with them. Her shirt was already gone. She stepped out of the bundle and crawled onto the bed, pressed her body against Cat’s from behind.
Conner closed the door. Locked it. Her top dropped first, then her shorts, slow and deliberate. She didn’t look at me. She walked to the bed, climbed up behind Trish, and pressed her chest against her back. They formed a chain of bodies, bare skin on bare skin, thighs tangled, breasts against backs, arms sliding around hips.
I undressed without a word.
Cat extended a hand. “Come here.”
I stepped forward, gripped the edge of the bed. She took my cock in her hand, already hard, and guided me closer. Trish turned her head, kissed Cat’s neck, then looked up at me.
“You’re not allowed to cum until all three of us do.”
Conner leaned forward, her mouth at Trish’s ear. “He won’t.”
I climbed up, knee between their legs, the mattress shifting under our weight. The heat from their bodies pressed in on every side. Fingers reached for me. Mouths opened.
Cat pulled me down to her lips. “Now show us what you’ve learned.”
I didn’t answer. I just kissed her, slow, open, deep. Her tongue met mine instantly, pulling me in, her hand still wrapped around my cock, stroking slow. Trish kissed the side of my neck, her nails dragging down my chest, then lower. Conner moved behind me, her hands gripping my hips, then sliding around my sides, her mouth at my shoulder, biting once, hard enough to sting.
Cat guided me between her thighs, her legs parting, her heel pressing into my lower back. I pushed into her slowly, inch by inch, until I was buried deep. She arched under me, gasped into my mouth, then bit my bottom lip and pulled.
Trish slid down, licking Cat’s breast as I fucked her. Her hand reached between my legs, cupping my balls, stroking in rhythm. Conner’s mouth trailed across my back, her fingers pressing into my hips, guiding my thrusts.
I picked up the pace. Cat moaned louder, her nails digging into my arms. Trish kissed her harder, their bodies locked together. Conner slid under us now, flat on her back, her head between Cat’s thighs, her mouth finding Cat’s clit while I kept thrusting.
Cat lost it, legs locking, back arching, body shaking. She clenched around me and cried out, short, sharp breaths.
“Trish,” Conner said from below. “You’re next.”
Trish grinned and climbed over Cat’s body, straddling my face. “Don’t stop moving,” she said. “You owe all of us.”
I didn’t stop. I kept fucking Cat, deep and steady, her body twitching beneath me, her hips still rolling even after she’d come. Trish lowered herself onto my face, her thighs tight against my cheeks, her pussy hot and soaked. I gripped her ass, pulled her down harder, my tongue sliding into her, circling, pressing.
She moaned, low and desperate, grinding against my mouth. Her hands grabbed the headboard. Her back arched, her hair falling over her face. “Right there,” she breathed. “Don’t stop. Fuck, don’t stop.”
Conner crawled up from below, kissed Cat’s neck, then leaned in and kissed Trish, their mouths messy, their moans swallowed. I thrust harder into Cat, faster now, each movement jarring Trish’s body above me, making her cry out again. Her thighs squeezed tighter around my head.
“I’m gonna, ” she gasped, then shuddered. Her whole body clenched, her pussy spasming against my tongue. She rocked once, twice, then sagged, breathless.
She slid off me and collapsed onto her side. Cat was limp beneath me, her fingers still twitching. Conner pulled me down onto my back and swung her leg over me.
She didn’t ask. She didn’t speak.
She lowered herself onto my cock, slow, her eyes on mine the whole time.
“You finish with me,” she said. “Only me.”
Conner sat down fully, her weight grinding into my hips, her pussy gripping me tight. She didn’t move right away, just held me inside her, breathing slow, her hands pressed flat against my chest. Her eyes stayed locked on mine. No smile. No softness. Just heat. Just control.
Then she started to ride.
Her hips rolled in tight circles at first, deliberate, her thighs pressing against mine, her breath catching in her throat. She leaned forward, palms sliding up my chest, her hair falling around her face. Her nipples dragged across my skin. Her mouth hovered over mine.
“You’re not gonna last,” she whispered.
I didn’t speak.
She slammed her hips down. Hard. Then again. And again. The sound of her flesh hitting mine snapped through the room. Cat stirred beside me, eyes fluttering open, her hand sliding across my stomach. Trish lay behind her, one leg over Cat’s thigh, watching, her fingers already between her legs again.
Conner rode me faster now, her nails dragging down my chest, her breath hot on my neck. “You’re gonna cum,” she said. “You’re gonna cum deep in me, and they’re gonna watch.”
She wasn’t asking.
I grabbed her hips, thrust up into her, fast, hard, relentless. She gasped, bit my shoulder, then screamed as she came, her body jerking, her pussy clenching so tight it dragged the finish out of me, no choice left. I slammed up into her once, twice, and erupted deep inside her.
Her body shook through it. Mine went rigid.
Then stillness.
And then Cat said, “Told you he could take it.”
Conner stayed on top of me, her chest heaving, sweat glistening down her back. She didn’t move, didn’t smile, just let me soften inside her while her fingers brushed lightly across my ribs. Trish rolled closer, her face near mine, her lips barely an inch away.
“Don’t fall asleep,” she whispered.
Cat stretched beside us, her leg sliding across my ankle, her hand slipping between my thighs, casually cupping me. “You’re not done.”
Conner finally lifted off, my cum leaking down her inner thighs. She swung her leg over and lay on her side, one hand between her legs, two fingers sliding through the mess, then up to her mouth.
Trish climbed over me now, straddling my stomach, her pussy still slick and needy. She leaned down and kissed me, slow, deep, insistent, then reached behind her and gripped my cock again, coaxing it back to life.
“You came for Cat.”
She stroked harder.
“You came for Conner.”
Cat propped herself up on one elbow, watching.
“Now,” Trish said, her breath warm against my mouth, “you come for me again. Whether you want to or not.”
Trish didn’t wait for a response. She lifted her hips, guided me in with one steady motion, and sank down until I was fully inside her again. Her mouth fell open, her hands on my chest for balance, her rhythm slow but deliberate, tight rolls, deep pressure, full contact every time.
Conner lay beside us now, fingers idly tracing circles on her stomach, her legs splayed, cum drying on her skin. Cat knelt behind Trish, hands sliding up her sides, squeezing her waist, kissing the base of her neck. The room smelled like sex and sweat, the sheets twisted, the window fogged.
Trish started to grind harder. Her thighs tensed, her breath shortened. She rode me steady, her hips slamming down with more force. “Stay with me,” she hissed. “Don’t slow down.”
Cat reached around and cupped Trish’s breasts, pinching her nipples, leaning in close to whisper in her ear. Whatever she said made Trish moan out loud and drop harder onto my cock, her rhythm turning frantic now, desperate.
Conner turned her head and watched, fingers sliding lower again.
Trish’s hands gripped my shoulders. “I’m gonna cum, fuck, fuck, don’t stop, ”
I thrust up into her just as she froze, body locked, mouth wide open but silent, her pussy spasming around me. I held her hips and fucked her through it, deep, slow, pushing her higher.
Then I finished again, right there inside her, and her eyes rolled back as she collapsed onto me, her breath ragged against my neck.
Nobody spoke.
Cat kissed her back.
Conner reached over and gripped my thigh.
And Trish, barely audible, whispered, “Mine.”
No one moved. Trish stayed draped across my chest, her breath hot and uneven against my neck. Her thighs still quivered against my hips. I could feel her pussy twitching around me, little aftershocks rolling through her.
Cat slid down beside us, her fingers brushing sweat off Trish’s back, her lips soft on her shoulder. She kissed her once, then looked at me. Her voice was low. “She means it.”
Conner sat up, legs folded under her, eyes locked on mine. “She’s not the only one.”
Trish raised her head, rested her chin on my chest, eyes heavy-lidded but sharp. “We’re not playing around anymore.”
Cat tucked herself under my arm, her hand resting on my stomach, possessive. “No more games.”
Conner leaned in, her hand sliding up my thigh, fingers gentle but deliberate. “You belong to all of us now.”
No one smiled. No one laughed. There was no teasing in their eyes.
Only certainty. Hunger. And something that felt a lot like permanence.
And when Trish whispered again, this time louder, firmer, into the space between all of us, there was no mistaking it:
“Ours.”
They stayed wrapped around me, limbs draped, fingers trailing. The air was heavy, humid with sex, sweat, and something quieter now, ownership, maybe. No one moved to clean up. No one reached for clothes. Cat’s cheek pressed into my side, her breath slow. Conner lay across my legs, her arm thrown across my thigh. Trish stayed on top of me, still impaled, still clinging.
“I’m not letting go,” Trish said.
“I wouldn’t ask you to,” I answered.
Cat’s hand slid up my chest, resting over my heart. “This doesn’t end tomorrow.”
Conner lifted her head, chin on my thigh. “It doesn’t end at all.”
No one argued.
Outside, a car passed. Somewhere nearby, a dog barked once, then stopped. But inside that room, the world had narrowed down to bare skin, quiet breath, and the weight of three bodies pressed into mine.
I wasn’t lost anymore.
I wasn’t broken.
I was theirs.
The room stayed silent. Trish shifted slightly, finally sliding off of me, my cock slipping from her with a wet drag. She winced at the loss, then curled up against my side, throwing one leg over mine, her arm across my chest. Cat rolled onto her back, one hand tucked under her head, the other draped over my stomach. Conner stretched, then slid down the bed to lie between my legs, resting her cheek on my thigh, her hand casually wrapping around the base of my cock, not for sex, just to claim it.
Nobody spoke.
The window was still open. The curtain lifted once in the faint breeze and settled again. Somewhere, a fridge hummed.
Then Cat whispered, almost too soft to hear, “What do we even call this?”
Trish didn’t answer.
Conner did. “Ours.”
The word landed hard. None of them blinked.
Cat nodded slowly. “Ours.”
Trish raised her head just long enough to meet my eyes. “Ours.”
I lay there, surrounded, drained, and knew they were right.
This wasn’t a fling. This was the beginning.
Trish fell asleep first. Her breath slowed, her body limp against mine, fingers twitching once before going still. Cat shifted next, turning onto her side, her cheek against my shoulder, one hand resting flat over my chest like she needed to feel every breath. Conner stayed awake longest, curled at my legs, her eyes half-open, watching the rise and fall of my stomach, her fingers still lightly wrapped around the base of my cock, soft now, spent.
No one said goodnight.
The last of the streetlight dimmed. A breeze moved the curtain again. Somewhere in the distance, a horn echoed off closed storefronts.
But in that little house, in that small back bedroom, time didn’t move at all.
It was quiet. It was hot. It was finished.
And it was completely, unmistakably theirs.




Chapter 5

Cat dropped the apple core in the sink and wiped her hand on the hem of her dress. “Upstairs is too small for all of us,” she said. Her voice was steady, but there was something sharp in the way her eyes flicked between me and Trish.
Trish slid off the table, bare skin still flushed, sweat slick down her stomach. She didn’t bother with her clothes. She took my hand, tugged me a step closer, then let go without looking back. “Basement,” she said. “Cooler down there.”
Conner tilted her head, one eyebrow up. “That’s your idea of romance? Concrete floor and a washer-dryer?”
Trish grinned, biting her lip. “Better than fucking on the kitchen counter with your vegetables.”
Cat smirked, her dress already bunched at her waist as she walked past both of them. “Basement works. Nobody hears us there.”
I stood in the middle, shirt twisted, pants hanging low on my hips, cock still swollen. Conner brushed against me as she followed them, her hand slipping under my waistband just long enough to hook a finger over the edge and pull. “Don’t lag. You’re ours now, remember?”
The basement was half-finished, a wide open space with old carpet over cracked concrete, a couch pushed against one wall, a pool table covered in boxes, the smell of detergent and faint mildew under everything. The single lamp in the corner buzzed when Trish flicked it on, casting long shadows across the low ceiling.
Cat peeled off her dress first, slow and careless, letting it fall in a heap at her feet. She wasn’t wearing panties. She stepped onto the carpet barefoot and stretched her arms above her head, spine arching. “Better,” she said.
Trish dropped onto the couch, legs spread wide, her shirt long gone, her pussy glistening in the dim light. “Come here,” she said, patting the cushion beside her but keeping her eyes on me.
Conner stayed standing. She kicked off her shorts, pulled her halter top over her head, and tossed them aside. She didn’t sit. She crossed the room and leaned against the pool table, her arms folded under her breasts, watching. “Let him pick.”
Trish shot her a look. “He already did.”
Cat lowered herself onto her knees in front of me, one hand on my stomach, her mouth brushing my cock before I had a chance to answer. Her tongue flicked across the tip, slow, deliberate, her eyes on mine the whole time. “I’m not waiting for turns.”
I gripped her hair and groaned as her lips slid down around me. Heat, wet, tight. She bobbed once, then twice, her throat opening, her nose pressed against my skin. Her hands stayed light on my thighs, fingers tapping in rhythm.
Trish spread her legs wider on the couch, one hand between them, two fingers already working. She tilted her head back, eyes half-lidded, her moans sharp and rising. “Fuck, look at her. She’s starving for it.”
Conner’s voice cut in, low and steady. “You think he’s hers already?”
Cat pulled back, spit slicking my cock, strands of it glinting in the lamp light. She wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and smiled up at me. “He’s whoever makes him cum first.”
Trish laughed, throaty and raw. “Then get ready to lose.”
Conner pushed off the pool table, walked over, and knelt beside Cat without hesitation. She took my cock in her hand, stroked it once, firm, and licked slowly from base to tip, her tongue flat and wet. Cat grabbed his other side, matching her, both mouths moving in turns, spit dripping down my shaft, their lips brushing against each other as they met in the middle.
Trish groaned louder from the couch, hips lifting, her fingers buried deeper now. “Fuck, that’s it. That’s exactly it. Don’t you dare stop.”
Cat and Conner’s mouths worked together, sloppy and unrelenting, their tongues sliding against each other on my cock, spit dripping down my balls, pooling on the carpet between their knees. Cat moaned around the head as she took me deep, and Conner shoved her mouth down after, their lips meeting, their cheeks pressed together, both of them hungry to outdo the other.
I gripped their hair in both fists, pulling tight, guiding them, forcing their pace. Cat gagged once, coughed, then swallowed me whole again with a wet gasp. Conner smirked against my shaft, her hand stroking the length while her tongue circled Cat’s lips where they stretched wide around me.
Trish couldn’t take it anymore. She slid off the couch and crawled toward us, naked, her body flushed, her pussy dripping onto the carpet with each movement. She pushed Conner’s shoulder hard enough to make her stumble, then took my cock in her mouth herself, deep and sudden, her throat swallowing the entire length in one go. Her eyes watered, her chest heaved, but she stayed down, choking around me while Cat held her hair and forced her nose against my stomach.
Conner shoved Cat, hard, her voice sharp. “Move.” She bent down, pressed her tongue against my balls, sucking them into her mouth as Trish gagged on my cock.
I groaned, my hips jerking forward, my body shaking with the overload. Trish finally pulled off with a wet gasp, spit cascading down her chin and chest, strings of it clinging between her lips and my cock. “Fuck, he’s close,” she said, her voice rough, eyes wild.
Cat didn’t wait. She straddled me right there on the carpet, one knee on either side of my thighs, grabbed my cock and shoved it inside her in one stroke. She cried out as she dropped onto me, pussy stretched, already soaked, her walls gripping me like a vice. Her nails dug into my chest as she rode hard, bouncing, her tits jiggling with every thrust.
Conner knelt behind her instantly, pulling Cat’s hair back, biting her shoulder, her free hand sliding down Cat’s stomach to rub her clit viciously. “Cum on him. Right now.”
Cat’s voice broke, high and raw, her hips slamming down harder and faster until her whole body locked. She screamed as she came, pussy clenching so tight around me I almost lost it right there.
Trish didn’t let her finish. She yanked Cat off me, tossed her to the side, and dropped onto my cock herself, slamming down to the base with no hesitation. Her head snapped back, her tits bouncing as she ground her hips in circles, milking me. She rode like she wanted to break me, every thrust harder than the last, her breath ragged, her thighs slick against mine.
Conner crawled in front of me, spread her pussy with two fingers, and shoved it against my mouth. “Eat,” she demanded.
I buried my face between her legs, licking her clit hard, sucking while Trish rode me into the carpet. Conner’s thighs trembled instantly, her hands gripping my hair tight, grinding her pussy down on my tongue as she moaned loud and sharp.
All three of them were screaming now. Cat fingering herself furiously on the couch, Trish bouncing up and down on my cock like she’d never stop, Conner shaking against my mouth, flooding me with her taste.
I couldn’t hold it anymore.
“Inside,” Trish gasped, slamming harder, faster. “Cum in me, now.”
I grabbed her hips, drove up into her, and exploded deep, my cock pulsing, filling her as she convulsed on top of me, her nails raking bloody lines across my chest. Conner screamed as she came on my mouth at the same time, her thighs squeezing my head, her whole body jerking.
The room spun. My vision blurred. Cat moaned one last time, squirting onto the couch as her body collapsed.
And Trish leaned down, her breath hot on my lips, her pussy still clenching around me, and hissed, “You’ll never leave us now.”
Trish stayed on me, her body twitching with aftershocks, her pussy milking every drop. She collapsed forward, her tits pressed to my chest, sweat slick between us, her breath ragged against my neck. Cat staggered off the couch, her thighs wet, her hair stuck to her face, but she wasn’t finished. She crawled across the carpet, grabbed Trish by the hair, and yanked her upright.
“Share,” Cat hissed, and before Trish could argue, Cat shoved her mouth against mine, kissing me hard. Her tongue jammed between my lips, forcing my own cum from Trish’s mouth into mine, messy, raw. She pulled back just enough to let it drip, then pressed her lips to Trish’s, shoving it back into her. Both of them moaned, spit and cum mixing, tongues sliding, eyes half-shut with hunger.
Conner wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, still trembling, but her eyes locked sharp on me. “On your knees,” she said to Cat and Trish. “Now.”
Neither resisted. They dropped together, two perfect bodies kneeling side by side between my thighs, their mouths immediately back on my cock, licking it clean, tongues overlapping, spit dripping down. Trish swallowed me deep again, her throat stretching around me, while Cat stroked and sucked at the head, slurping every drop left.
Conner knelt behind them, sliding her hands into both their hair, holding them in place, forcing their rhythm. “That’s mine too,” she said. “Don’t forget it.”
I groaned, my cock hardening again between their mouths, the heat rising all over, too much but not enough. Cat glanced up at me, spit shining on her chin, her lips swollen. “Fuck one of us again. Pick.”
Trish pulled off me with a pop, her chest rising fast, her voice desperate. “Me. Fill me again.”
Cat shoved her shoulder. “No. I’m not waiting.”
Conner tightened her grip on both their hair, slammed their faces back down on me, making them gag and sputter. “Shut the fuck up. You’ll take turns when I say.”
The power in her voice made both of them freeze. Trish whimpered around my shaft, throat straining. Cat moaned as she sucked harder, spit pouring out of her mouth. Conner grinned, forcing them faster, using them like toys, her nails digging into their scalps.
When she finally let go, both gasped for breath, coughing, their chests heaving. Conner leaned forward, kissed me hard, biting my lip. “Now it’s me.”
She swung a leg over, straddled me, and slammed herself down onto my cock with a cry, her pussy already soaked, her walls tight, gripping me like fire. She rode instantly hard, no warmup, her hips pounding, her tits bouncing, sweat flying off her hair.
Cat and Trish didn’t retreat. They both leaned in, kissing Conner’s tits, sucking her nipples, moaning against her skin while she fucked me. Their hands stroked her stomach, her thighs, their tongues sliding across her body while she screamed, grinding down, harder, faster, her nails carving into my chest.
The basement echoed with the sound, skin slapping, wet mouths, gasps, moans, the raw rhythm of three women tearing me apart in turns.
I gripped Conner’s ass, slammed up into her, and she lost it completely, screaming loud, her whole body seizing as she came around me, pussy clenching so hard I saw stars.
Trish pushed her off mid-orgasm and dropped onto me again, impaling herself, riding wild. Cat shoved her tongue in Trish’s mouth, kissing her as she bounced on my cock, moaning into her throat.
It was chaos. Hot, wet, unstoppable chaos.
Trish ground herself on me hard, her nails clawing my chest, her eyes wild. “Mine,” she spat, bouncing rougher, her pussy swallowing me whole. But before she could lock me down, Cat shoved her off with both hands, knocking her sideways onto the carpet.
Cat dropped straight onto my cock, sliding down in one slick stroke, crying out, her head snapping back as she impaled herself. Her tits bounced as she slammed down again and again, her breath ragged. “Fuck him till he breaks,” she moaned, her thighs slapping against mine.
Trish growled, rolling to her knees, shoving Cat’s hair out of her face and kissing her hard, biting her lip until Cat moaned against her mouth. Their tongues tangled as Cat rode me, their moans messy, wet, their bodies grinding together above me.
Conner wasn’t having it. She grabbed both their heads, yanked them apart, and spat right between their lips. “Both of you, lick him together. Now.”
Cat froze, her pussy squeezing tight around me. Trish smirked, then slid off me, dragging Cat with her. They dropped back down between my legs, mouths instantly back on my cock, devouring it together like starving animals. Cat stroked the base while Trish swallowed me deep again, their lips colliding, spit dripping everywhere.
Conner straddled my chest, lowering her pussy to my mouth without a word. I opened wide, tongue circling her clit, sucking hard, tasting her as she ground down on me. She moaned, sharp and broken, riding my face while forcing her friends to worship my cock below.
The basement filled with the sound of wet mouths, gagging, sucking, moaning, Conner’s voice shrill above it all. She slammed her hips against my face, grinding harder, pulling my hair until my tongue was buried inside her. “Eat me,” she gasped. “Don’t stop till I cum.”
Below, Trish and Cat fought for control, taking turns swallowing me, stroking me, licking up each other’s spit, moaning against my shaft. They kissed around me, mouths pressed, tongues sliding over each other, cum and saliva smeared across their lips.
Conner screamed suddenly, her body convulsing, her thighs locking tight around my face as she squirted across my mouth and chin, her juices running down my neck. She trembled, then fell forward, collapsing on top of me, her tits pressed to my chest, her breath broken.
Trish yanked me out of Cat’s mouth, spun around, and sank onto me again, this time facing away. Her ass bounced against my stomach as she rode hard, her back arching, her hair flying. “Fill me again,” she gasped, her voice cracking.
Cat crawled up behind her, fingers sliding between Trish’s legs, rubbing her clit as she slammed down on me. “Cum together,” Cat moaned, licking Trish’s back, biting her shoulder.
Conner, still trembling against my chest, reached down between us, gripping my balls, squeezing gently, urging me on. “Do it. Give her everything.”
Trish screamed, her pussy tightening like a fist, her whole body locking as Cat rubbed her faster. I couldn’t hold back. I grabbed her hips, drove up into her, and exploded deep, flooding her until it leaked out around my cock, dripping down her thighs, soaking Cat’s fingers.
Trish collapsed forward on her hands, cum running down her legs, Cat licking it up eagerly, moaning as she swallowed every drop.
Conner lifted her head, her lips wet, her voice sharp and certain. “Again. None of us are finished.”
The basement reeked of sweat and sex. Carpet soaked, clothes scattered, the lamp buzzing overhead. Conner stood first, wiping her thighs with the back of her hand, her chest still heaving. “Upstairs,” she said flatly. “We’re not wasting the whole night down here.”
Trish rolled off me, cum dripping down her legs, her hair plastered to her cheeks. She grinned through her panting. “Kitchen’s trashed, basement’s wrecked. What’s left?”
Cat crawled up, her face shiny with spit and cum, her eyes gleaming. She licked her lips slow, then stood, bare and steady. “Outside,” she said. “Back yard. It’s dark enough.”
Conner smirked, pulling her halter top from the floor but not putting it on, just tossing it over her shoulder. “Neighbors will hear.”
Cat grabbed her by the chin and kissed her, rough, biting. “That’s the point.”
They didn’t wait for me to answer. Cat took my hand, tugged me up from the ruined carpet, my cock still hard and slick, my chest scratched raw from nails and teeth. She led the way up the stairs, barefoot, her ass flexing with each step. Trish followed close, one hand between her legs, rubbing herself as she walked, her breath still uneven. Conner trailed last, pulling the basement door shut behind us, her smirk fixed.
The kitchen was a mess of food, knives, clothes, and sweat. Nobody stopped. Cat unlatched the back door and pushed it open, warm night air rushing in, crickets humming under the streetlight. The yard was small, grass patchy, a low fence barely hiding us from the houses nearby. The air was thick with summer heat, the kind that clung to skin.
Cat stepped onto the lawn, bare and unashamed. She turned, spread her arms wide, her tits lifting, her voice sharp. “Here.”
Trish walked past me and dropped to her knees in the grass, legs spread, cum still leaking out, her fingers sliding between her lips as she stared at me. “Fuck me again out here.”
Conner pushed her shoulder down, forcing her onto her back in the dirt. “Not yet.” She turned to me. “Take Cat first. Make sure the neighbors hear her.”
Cat smirked, bending forward, grabbing my cock in both hands, stroking it once before turning around and bracing herself against the fence. “Do it.”
I stepped up, shoved into her from behind in one hard stroke. She cried out, her voice carrying sharp through the still night, her tits bouncing as she pressed against the wood. Her pussy was dripping, hot, gripping me instantly. She pushed back hard, taking me deeper, her hair flying with each thrust.
Trish spread her legs wider in the grass, fingering herself faster, watching us, moaning every time Cat screamed. “Harder,” she begged. “I want to hear her break.”
Conner crouched beside her, sliding two fingers inside Trish while rubbing her clit with the other hand. “Not until you cum too,” she hissed, biting Trish’s neck as she fingered her hard.
I slammed into Cat faster, the fence rattling with every thrust, her moans rising into the night, raw and unrestrained. Her hands clawed at the wood, her nails scraping deep grooves. She looked back over her shoulder, hair plastered to her cheek, eyes glassy. “Fill me,” she gasped. “Do it right here.”
The sound of Trish’s cries mixed with hers, Conner working her ruthlessly on the ground. Cat screamed one last time, her pussy clamping tight as she came hard, shaking against the fence, her whole body shuddering with it.
I held her hips, buried deep, and emptied myself inside her, cum spilling down her thighs as she sagged forward, limp against the wood.
Conner smirked, pulling her fingers from Trish’s cunt and sucking them clean. “Your turn,” she said to me, her voice low.
Cat slumped against the fence, cum dripping down her thighs, her chest heaving. She didn’t move, didn’t cover herself, just let the night air cool the sweat on her skin. Her moans still echoed faintly in the yard.
Trish pushed Conner’s hand away, rolled onto her stomach in the grass, then up to her knees. Dirt streaked her thighs, her nipples stiff in the heat. She looked at me, eyes sharp, hair wild. “My turn. Here. Make them hear me too.”
She crawled closer, grabbed my cock slick from Cat, and rubbed it across her pussy, smearing Cat’s cum all over herself before shoving back against me. She slammed down hard, taking me deep in one motion, her cry loud enough to carry over the fence.
Conner crouched beside us, her hand gripping Trish’s hair, yanking her head back as she bounced on my cock. “Scream louder,” she hissed. “Let them know he’s ruining you.”
Trish obeyed. She moaned sharp, raw, her voice cracking as her hips slammed down again and again. The wet slap of our bodies echoed across the yard, the fence rattling with every thrust. Her nails dug into the dirt for balance, her back arched hard, her pussy gripping me tighter with each bounce.
Cat turned, leaning her bare chest against the fence, one hand sliding down between her thighs again, rubbing herself as she watched us. “Fuck her harder,” she panted, fingers moving fast. “I want her shaking.”
I grabbed Trish’s hips, pulled her up off her hands, and drove into her standing, lifting her just enough that her toes barely scraped the grass. She screamed, her legs wrapping around me, her nails clawing at my back as she bounced helplessly, each thrust jolting her whole body.
Conner smirked, pressing her mouth to Trish’s ear. “Beg him. Say you want it louder.”
Trish cried out between gasps, her voice broken. “Harder! Fuck, harder, don’t stop, please, ”
Cat’s fingers blurred between her legs, her pussy dripping down her thighs as she rubbed faster, watching, moaning. “I’m cumming again,” she whispered, her forehead pressed to the wood, her knees shaking.
I slammed Trish harder, my cock pistoning into her, the sound of flesh on flesh carrying sharp through the night air. She convulsed around me, pussy clamping down, her scream piercing as she came hard, her body jerking, her nails dragging bloody lines down my back. Cum leaked down her thighs as I held her, still pounding into her until her legs gave out and she collapsed into the grass.
Conner stepped in front of me, stripping the last of her clothes, her body gleaming in the porch light. She spread her legs, fingers parting her lips wide, her voice low but sharp. “My turn. Right here in the open. I want them to know I’m the one you’ll finish in.”
She turned, braced both hands against the fence, and jutted her ass out, looking over her shoulder with a dare in her eyes. “Do it.”
Cat groaned, collapsing in the grass beside Trish, her fingers still moving between her legs, watching hungrily. “Don’t hold back. Make her scream louder than us.”
I stepped forward, gripped Conner’s hips, and shoved into her in one brutal thrust. She threw her head back, a cry tearing from her throat that cut through the still night air, louder than both Cat and Trish combined.
Conner’s scream still rang in my ears when Cat stood, tits bouncing, her body streaked with dirt and sweat. She grabbed my wrist, tugged me hard toward the back door. “Inside. Now.”
Trish stumbled up after her, cum running down her thighs, her hair stuck to her face. She pushed me from behind, breathless, voice sharp. “Shower. All of us. No breaks.”
We barreled through the kitchen, past the mess, up the stairs. Conner didn’t let go of the fence until the last second, then stormed after us, her bare ass streaked red from my grip, her breath heavy but determined.
The bathroom was already humid from earlier, mirror fogged, tiles damp. Cat cranked the knobs without hesitation, steam filling the room again, water blasting hot from the showerhead. She stepped in first, her body arching back under the spray, her tits lifted, water rolling off her nipples and down her stomach.
Trish shoved me inside, her hand on my ass, her tits pressed to my back. “Get in there. You’re not done till we’re all wrecked.”
Conner pushed past, her eyes locked on mine, and slid in behind Cat. She grabbed the bar of soap, rubbed it over her tits, down her stomach, between her legs, and pressed herself against Cat, smearing the lather across both their bodies. Cat moaned, tilting her head back, water streaming through her hair.
Trish squeezed in last, chest against my arm, her hand gripping my cock instantly, stroking it hard under the spray. “He’s ready again,” she smirked. “Good.”
The four of us crowded tight, skin sliding on skin, steam blurring the glass. Cat turned, pressed her tits against my chest, kissed me deep, her tongue pushing in while her hand guided me between her thighs again. I slammed into her in one stroke, water splashing around us as she cried out into my mouth.
Conner dropped to her knees, the spray beating down on her shoulders, her mouth wrapping around my balls, sucking them into her throat while I fucked Cat. Her hands stroked my thighs, nails sharp against wet skin.
Trish pressed against Cat’s back, kissing her neck, her hand rubbing Cat’s clit furiously as I drove into her, harder, faster, the slap of wet skin echoing off the tile. Cat screamed, her nails clawing at my shoulders, her legs shaking as she came hard, pussy spasming around me.
I didn’t stop. I pulled out, spun her against the glass, and bent her over, slamming back into her as Conner licked where we connected, sucking the mix of cum and water.
Trish straddled the ledge, spreading her legs wide, two fingers inside herself, moaning. “Next,” she gasped. “I’m next.”
Cat sobbed against the glass, her tits squashed flat, her body shaking with each thrust. Conner looked up at me, spit dripping from her chin, her eyes blazing. “Finish in her, then give me your cock. I’ll ride you till you can’t stand.”
The water roared, the glass fogged, and all three of them screamed together, the shower vibrating with it.
Cat’s cheek stayed pressed to the fogged glass, her breath streaking the surface as I pounded into her, her moans sharp and broken. Conner licked every drop where we connected, her tongue tracing up my shaft each time I pulled out, swallowing down the mix of cum and water without pause.
Trish slid off the ledge, squeezed between us, and shoved Cat forward by the shoulders. “My turn,” she hissed, her voice raw. She bent over, braced one hand on the glass, and pushed her ass back into me. Cat stumbled aside, collapsing against the wall, one hand between her legs, still rubbing herself furiously, unable to stop.
I drove into Trish from behind in one brutal thrust, water splashing, her scream cutting through the steam. She arched, hair whipping, her tits bouncing as she slammed back into me. “Harder!” she shouted, her nails clawing the tile for grip.
Conner stood, grabbed Trish by the chin, and kissed her deep, forcing her tongue into her mouth while I pounded her from behind. Their moans mixed, muffled, spit streaming down their chins.
Cat pushed back in, sliding down between us, her mouth wrapping around my balls again, her tongue rolling, her hand stroking the base as I fucked Trish harder. Trish lost it fast, her pussy clenching down, her voice cracking as she came, grinding against me, her whole body twitching under the spray.
I pulled out and Conner shoved Trish aside, spinning to straddle me instantly. She sank onto my cock in one long stroke, her head snapping back, her tits bouncing under the water. “Now me,” she gasped, slamming down again, her thighs slapping against mine, her nails digging into my shoulders.
Cat stood behind her, rubbing her clit with one hand while pulling Conner’s hair with the other, forcing her chest up, tits jutted, water cascading down her stomach. Trish crawled forward, still trembling, and latched her mouth on one of Conner’s nipples, sucking hard, her moans vibrating against wet skin.
Conner rode me like she wanted to split herself open, her cries sharp, raw, echoing in the tiled room. “I want it,” she screamed, her body convulsing as she slammed down harder. “Cum in me, now, ”
I gripped her hips, thrust up into her as she froze, her pussy squeezing me so tight I exploded, shooting deep inside her. She screamed, her voice tearing, shaking as she milked every drop out of me, her body collapsing forward against my chest.
Cat and Trish didn’t wait. They dropped to their knees together, mouths on Conner’s pussy instantly, licking my cum as it spilled out of her, their tongues colliding, their moans filling the steam-choked air. Conner shuddered, eyes rolling back, her body jerking against me as they devoured her.
I leaned back against the tile, gasping, my cock still hard, their mouths working in rhythm, the sound of water pounding down over all of us.
It wasn’t stopping. None of them were letting it stop.
Conner sagged against me, still shaking, while Cat and Trish licked her clean. The water hissed down, steam thick, the glass dripping. I pulled the knob off, silence rushing in with only our gasps left.
Cat wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, eyes gleaming. “Bed. Now.”
Trish grabbed my arm, tugging hard, her tits slick against me. “No towels. Just us. Wet.”
We stumbled out dripping, water pooling on the tile. The mirror was fogged, floor slick. They didn’t care. Conner led the way down the hall, her bare ass swaying, cum running down her thighs, dripping on the floor with every step. Cat followed close, still stroking herself, her nails digging red lines into her skin. Trish dragged me behind her, my cock still hard, swinging heavy, cum and water streaking down my legs.
The bedroom light was off, just the glow of the streetlamp cutting across the sheets. Conner shoved me backward onto the mattress, my wet skin slapping the damp fabric. She straddled my chest instantly, her pussy pressed to my mouth again, grinding. “Lick,” she ordered.
Cat climbed on next, straddling my cock without waiting, sliding down in one wet stroke, her cry sharp, raw, filling the room. She bounced hard, tits dripping water, her thighs clapping against mine as she rode me.
Trish crawled up by my head, grabbing Conner’s tits, sucking them, moaning, her wet hair plastered to her cheek. She looked down at me, eyes wild. “Don’t stop. Don’t you fucking stop.”
Cat’s pussy clenched around me, her nails clawing my stomach as she slammed down harder, each thrust wetter, louder, her voice breaking as she cried out again and again.
Conner ground her clit against my tongue, her thighs trembling, her voice sharp. “Make me cum on your face. Now.”
Trish shoved her fingers between her own legs, rubbing hard, her moans muffled against Conner’s tits, her body rocking with every thrust below.
The bed creaked, sheets soaked, all three of them dripping onto me, onto each other. Cat’s scream tore through the room first, her body jerking, pussy clamping down, squirting across my stomach as she collapsed forward, still grinding on me.
Conner gasped next, her thighs clamping my head, her body twitching as she came against my tongue, her cum flooding my mouth.
Trish’s hand blurred faster, her cries sharp, raw, until she collapsed against Conner, her body twitching, her breath broken.
All three of them shook together, tangled, wet, loud, their voices crashing over each other, filling the dark room.
I didn’t stop fucking Cat. I didn’t stop licking Conner. I didn’t stop until Trish’s scream joined theirs, the three of them writhing above me in a slick, soaked pile, their bodies pressed to mine, every inch of skin burning hot.
The room reeked of sex, wet sheets clinging, sweat mixing with the water still dripping from our hair. None of them moved to slow down.
They were still hungry.
Cat was still twitching on my cock when Trish shoved her off, sliding onto me herself, wet hair whipping across her shoulders. She dropped down in one brutal stroke, her cry tearing out of her throat, raw and sharp. “Mine,” she gasped, bouncing fast, her tits slapping against her chest.
Conner pushed Cat onto her back, straddled her face, and shoved her pussy down hard against her mouth. “Eat,” she hissed, grinding in, her nails digging into Cat’s scalp. Cat moaned muffled, her tongue working, her hands gripping Conner’s thighs tight as she licked.
Trish rode me like she was desperate to break me in half, her nails raking bloody lines across my chest, her pussy clenching with every bounce. Her head snapped back, water still dripping off her hair, her screams filling the dark room. “Harder, fuck, don’t stop, ”
I grabbed her hips, slammed up into her, the wet slap echoing off the walls, the sheets twisting under us.
Conner was shaking above Cat, her thighs trembling, her voice breaking. “She’s good at it,” she gasped. “Fuck, don’t stop, ”
Cat’s muffled moans vibrated against her clit until Conner screamed, squirting across Cat’s face, her whole body convulsing. She collapsed forward onto the mattress, twitching, her hair sticking to her back.
Trish was next, she clawed at my chest, her eyes rolling, her pussy gripping me like a fist as she came, her scream sharp enough to rattle the window. She collapsed forward, tits pressed to my chest, her body jerking as she shook out the last of it.
Cat shoved Conner aside, climbed onto me herself, dripping wet, her face slick with Conner’s cum. She slid down my cock in one stroke, her pussy swallowing me, her moan sharp and guttural. “One more,” she gasped, bouncing fast, tits jiggling as she rode me.
Trish pushed up onto her knees, sucked Cat’s tits hard while she bounced on my cock, biting until Cat screamed again. Conner crawled up behind, her hand sliding between Cat’s legs, rubbing her clit furiously, moaning into her ear.
Cat lost it almost instantly, her whole body seizing, squirting across my stomach as she came again, collapsing forward onto my chest, her pussy still clenching hard around me.
I gripped her hips, slammed up into her one last time, and exploded inside her, my cock pulsing deep, cum spilling out around her as she twitched and moaned against me.
All three collapsed together, tangled in a wet, sticky pile, their bodies slick with sweat, cum, and water, the sheets soaked through beneath us. Their breath filled the dark room, ragged, broken, but none of them pulled away. Cat clung to my chest, Conner curled against my side, Trish draped across my stomach, her nails still digging into my skin.
The bed was ruined. The air reeked of sex. And they still weren’t finished.
The sheets were soaked, the room thick with heat and sex. None of us spoke. Then Conner sat up, hair plastered to her cheeks, her eyes locked on me. “Car,” she said flatly.
Trish laughed, hoarse, breathless. “You’re insane.”
Conner smirked, pulling Cat off my chest and rolling to the edge of the bed. “Not insane. Hungry. Get up.”
Cat groaned, still trembling, but she obeyed, stumbling naked to her feet. “Out there? Now?”
Conner snatched the keys off the dresser, jangling them. “Now.”
Trish wiped her face with the back of her hand, still dripping, then grabbed my cock, squeezing it tight, smirking. “Fuck it. Let’s go.”
We didn’t dress. Not fully. Cat tugged on a loose shirt with nothing underneath. Trish pulled on shorts, no panties. Conner didn’t bother, just tossed on my oversized shirt from earlier, the hem barely covering her ass. I stepped into my jeans, still wet, no underwear, cock hanging heavy inside.
The four of us barreled through the quiet house, the night air thick when we spilled outside. The car sat under the streetlight at the curb, hood glinting faint orange. Conner unlocked it with a chirp, slid into the driver’s seat, and left the door open. “In. All of you.”
Trish shoved me into the back, climbed in after me, straddling my lap instantly, her wet pussy grinding on my cock through the denim. Cat crawled in beside us, pressing against my side, tugging my jeans open, pulling me free with both hands.
Conner started the engine, the low rumble vibrating through us, but she didn’t pull away. She turned in her seat, one leg folded up, watching. “Do it here. In the street.”
Trish slammed down on me bare, no hesitation, her cry muffled only by Cat’s mouth crashing against hers. Their tongues tangled, spit messy, Cat’s hand stroking my balls as Trish rode me hard, the car rocking with every bounce.
Headlights swept past from another car, shadows flashing through the windows. Trish froze for half a second, then moaned louder, grinding harder. “Let them see,” she gasped, slamming down again.
Conner reached over the seat, grabbed my chin, and kissed me hard, biting my lip until it bled. “You’re ours,” she hissed. “Even if the whole street knows it.”
Cat pulled off Trish’s mouth, dropped between us, and took my cock into hers while Trish hovered above, letting Cat swallow the length, tongue lapping at her own cum dripping out. Trish’s moans were sharp, her hips rolling down against Cat’s mouth as she sucked me deeper.
The car rocked harder now, windows fogging, moans filling the cramped space, the risk outside making every thrust sharper, every cry louder.
Cat’s mouth slid off me with a wet gasp, spit hanging in long strings across her chin. She stroked my shaft twice, then shoved it back into Trish, forcing her down onto me again. Trish screamed, her voice breaking in the small cabin, her tits bouncing wild as she rode hard, slamming into me until the whole car shook.
Conner leaned over the seat, her hand gripping Trish’s throat, pressing just enough to make her eyes roll back. “Faster,” she hissed. “I want the glass breaking.”
Cat scrambled up onto her knees, straddling my face, lowering her soaked pussy onto my mouth. “Eat me,” she moaned, grinding against my tongue, her thighs clamping around my head. I licked hard, sucking her clit until her voice shattered into sharp cries that echoed against the roof.
Trish bounced harder, her nails clawing my chest, her breath ragged, her pussy gripping me so tight I could barely move. Conner slapped her tits once, then latched onto one nipple, biting until Trish screamed.
Headlights swept across again, this time slowing. The car rocked harder, our silhouettes moving frantic in the steamed-up glass. Nobody stopped. Trish ground down even rougher, Cat’s hips bucked against my mouth, Conner’s fingers buried between her own legs as she rubbed herself fast.
I grabbed Trish’s ass, lifted her, and fucked up into her so hard the car horn blared once from the jolt. She shrieked, pussy clamping as she came, squirting across my stomach, collapsing against me, twitching, her nails digging bloody lines down my ribs.
Cat screamed next, gushing across my mouth, her cum flooding down my chin as she ground harder, her thighs trembling around my head. She collapsed forward into Conner, their mouths crashing together, kissing messy, moaning into each other.
Conner didn’t wait. She climbed over the seat, ripped Trish off me, and dropped onto my cock in one violent slam. Her scream filled the car, raw, guttural, her tits bouncing as she rode me like she wanted to rip me apart. She braced her hands on the roof, slammed down faster, harder, the glass rattling in the frame.
Cat shoved her fingers inside Trish on the floor, licking her tits, their cries mixing. Conner’s hair whipped wet across her face as she rode, her nails scraping down my chest, her pussy milking me so tight I couldn’t breathe.
The car shook, windows dripping, the smell of sex choking the air. Conner screamed, her pussy clamping as she came hard, and I exploded inside her, filling her as she convulsed, grinding down on me until my thighs ached from the impact.
The street outside stayed quiet. The car rocked with the last of our thrusts. Inside, every window fogged, every body soaked, tangled, dripping cum down the seats.
Nobody spoke. Nobody cared who had seen.
Conner finally leaned down, her lips against my ear, whispering sharp, certain: “Next round. Drive.”
Conner slid off me, cum leaking down her thighs onto the seat, and dropped into the driver’s place, tits still bare, hair plastered to her cheeks. She turned the key, the engine rumbling louder, headlights snapping on. “Back seat,” she said, eyes locked on me in the mirror. “Keep going. I’ll drive.”
Trish straddled me again before I could move, grinding down on my still-hard cock with a guttural moan, her tits bouncing against my chest. Cat crawled up beside her, pushing Trish’s head sideways and shoving her tongue into her mouth, kissing her messy while stroking my balls.
The car lurched forward. Tires crunched gravel, then rolled smooth onto the street. The headlights swept past quiet houses, shadows sliding across the windows. Conner’s voice was calm, sharp. “Don’t stop. I want the neighbors to wonder what the fuck they’re hearing.”
Trish rode me hard, her nails dragging down my chest, her pussy squelching wet each time she slammed down. Cat shoved her tits against my face, her nipples hard, her voice shrill as she moaned, “Suck me, fuck, don’t stop, ”
I sucked her nipples raw, biting until she screamed, while Trish bounced faster, her cries filling the car. The streetlights blurred past outside.
Conner’s eyes flicked from the road to the mirror, smirking as she watched. “He’s gonna cum again,” she said. “Not yet.”
She swerved the wheel slightly, making Trish slam harder down on me. Trish screamed, pussy tightening, squirting across my stomach as she came, her body jerking wild. Cat dropped down instantly, swallowing my cock into her mouth before I could finish inside Trish, gagging herself deep, her throat tight around me.
The car kept rolling, engine humming, Conner’s steady hand on the wheel while her other slid between her legs, rubbing herself furiously. “Don’t let him finish, Cat. Not until I say.”
Cat gagged harder, spit pouring down her chin, her throat swallowing me whole as Trish collapsed twitching against the door. I grabbed Cat’s hair, shoved deeper, my cock hitting the back of her throat, her moans vibrating down the shaft.
Conner’s moan filled the front seat as she fingered herself faster, eyes on me in the mirror. “Hold it, fuck, just hold it, ”
Cat pulled off gasping, spit and cum stringing from her lips, then shoved me back into her mouth, taking me to the root, choking loud, tears streaking her cheeks.
Conner cried out, her thighs jerking as she came behind the wheel, slamming her hand down on the horn as her body shook, the sound blaring through the empty street. She shuddered, then looked up, eyes glassy. “Now. Fill her throat. Do it.”
I shoved deep into Cat’s mouth, exploding hard, flooding her throat. She gagged, swallowed, her body jerking as she gulped every drop, cum spilling from the corners of her lips down her tits.
The car rolled through the dark street, windows fogged, bodies wrecked, the smell of sex thick in the cabin.
Conner laughed hoarsely, still panting. “We’re not even halfway done.”
Conner’s foot pressed harder on the gas, the engine growling as the houses fell away behind us. Streetlights gave way to the dark stretch of highway, white lines flicking by in the headlights. She rolled her window down halfway, hot wind rushing in, carrying our smell out into the night.
Trish stirred against the door, sweat dripping down her tits, her voice hoarse. “Highway? You’re crazy.”
Conner smirked in the mirror, her bare chest glowing in the dash lights. “Crazy gets you wet. Prove me wrong.”
Cat still knelt between my thighs, her chin slick with spit and cum, her eyes glassy. She stroked me fast, watching my cock stiffen again, her voice raw. “He’s not done. None of us are done.”
She swallowed me back into her mouth as the car sped up, her head bobbing hard, spit spraying across my thighs with each thrust. The vibration of the tires on the highway made it worse, every bump slamming me deeper down her throat.
Trish pushed off the door, crawled onto my lap, straddling me while Cat stayed on my cock. She grabbed my face, kissed me hard, biting my lip until it bled, her pussy grinding against Cat’s mouth as she sucked me. “Eat her while you fuck me,” she panted, shoving her tits against my face.
I bit her nipple, sucked it until she screamed, her nails dragging bloody trails down my shoulders. Cat moaned around my cock, her throat gagging as Trish’s pussy ground against her lips, slick and dripping.
Headlights swept past on the other side of the highway, a truck horn blasting as the driver caught sight of our rocking car. Trish screamed louder, grinding down harder, her moans echoing through the cabin.
Conner’s hand disappeared between her legs as she drove, her voice sharp and broken. “Fucking let them watch. Scream for them, Trish.”
Trish obeyed. She bounced on my lap, grinding her clit against my stomach, her cries ragged, her pussy leaking across Cat’s mouth as she rode harder. “Fuck, fuck, I’m cumming, ”
She convulsed, squirting across Cat’s chin, collapsing against me, still shaking. Cat gagged on my cock, swallowing her taste with mine, spit and cum pouring down her tits.
Conner moaned loud, slamming her thighs together, her hand blurring under the wheel as she rubbed herself harder. “Cum in her mouth again, now, ”
I grabbed Cat’s hair, shoved deep into her throat, and exploded. She gagged, her throat working, swallowing every drop as the car roared down the empty stretch of highway.
The horn of another car blasted as it passed, high beams flashing through our steamed windows. None of us stopped. None of us cared.
Conner cried out, jerking in the driver’s seat, her pussy flooding down her thighs, her other hand gripping the wheel hard as she shook. The car swerved once, then straightened, her breath broken, her laugh sharp.
She glanced at us in the mirror, her eyes wild. “We’re not pulling over.”
The tires hummed steady, white lines flicking by. Wind roared through the cracked window, whipping Cat’s wet hair across her face as she licked my cock clean, her tongue tracing every vein. Trish slumped against me, still twitching, cum dripping down her thighs onto the seat.
Conner’s voice cut through, sharp. “Switch. I want her up here.” She jerked her chin toward Cat.
Cat wiped her mouth, eyes gleaming, then crawled forward between the seats. She straddled Conner without hesitation, facing her, tits pressed to her chest, hair sticking to her cheeks. Conner kept one hand on the wheel, the other sliding down Cat’s back as she ground her pussy against her thigh. The engine growled louder as the speedometer climbed.
Trish groaned, lifting her head from my shoulder, her voice hoarse. “Then we take him.” She pushed me flat against the seat, swinging her leg over me, lowering herself slow, her pussy swallowing my cock inch by inch. Her moan broke into a scream as she slammed down, bouncing hard enough to rock the car.
I grabbed her hips, thrusting up to meet her, the wet slap of our bodies drowning out the rumble of the road.
In the front seat, Cat leaned back, bracing one hand on the dash, her tits bouncing as Conner buried her fingers inside her, fast and hard, their moans clashing in the tight space. Cat’s cries rose sharp, echoing in the cabin, louder each time Conner curled her fingers deeper.
Trish rode me wild, nails digging bloody lines across my chest, her voice ragged. “Harder, fuck, fuck, don’t stop, ”
I slammed up into her, the car swerving slightly with the force. Conner laughed from the driver’s seat, her breath broken. “Keep it steady. Don’t let him lose control before I do.”
Cat screamed as Conner fingered her harder, squirting across her hand, her body convulsing in the glow of the dashboard lights. She collapsed against Conner’s chest, twitching, moaning into her neck.
Trish was next, her pussy clenched, her scream ripping through the cabin as she squirted across my stomach, collapsing forward, her tits pressing against my chest as she shook.
I was close, too close. Conner knew it. She shoved Cat off her lap, climbed across the console, and dropped onto my cock before Trish had even rolled off. The wheel jerked as she let go, but she grabbed it again with one hand, the other gripping my shoulder as she slammed down, her moan sharp and guttural.
She fucked me while driving, hips pounding, her tits bouncing with each slam. The car swerved, tires squealing on the lane markers. Headlights flashed in the rearview, a horn blared, but she didn’t stop, didn’t slow.
“Cum in me,” she screamed, bouncing harder, her voice breaking. “Do it while I drive.”
Her pussy clenched, milking me, and I exploded deep inside her, filling her as she screamed loud enough to rattle the glass. The car roared down the highway, windows fogged, every body inside wrecked and dripping.
Conner slammed the wheel straight, laughing hoarsely. “Now we pull over. Next round’s not staying on the move.”
Conner’s laugh still echoed in the car as she swung us off the highway. Neon buzzed in the distance, the glow of a twenty-four-hour gas station bleeding into the night. She downshifted, her thighs still wet, her shirt clinging to her chest.
Cat leaned forward from the back, tits pressed to the seat, eyes gleaming. “You wouldn’t dare.”
Conner smirked. “Watch me.”
The tires crunched as she pulled us under the buzzing fluorescent canopy. A single other car sat by the far pump, a man leaning against it with a coffee cup, head down. Inside the glass storefront, a clerk stood bored behind the counter, his face lit pale blue from a phone screen.
Conner killed the engine but left the headlights on, bathing us in harsh light. She turned, her shirt falling open, her tits bare in the glow. “Get out.”
Trish gasped, half-laughing, half-shocked. “Out? Here?”
Conner shoved her shoulder hard, making her fall back onto me. “You heard me. Door open. Right now.”
The locks clicked. The night air swept in hot and loud with the buzz of the lights. Cat pushed her door wide first, climbing onto the seat with nothing on but the soaked shirt clinging to her tits. She spread her legs toward the open space, flashing bare under the hem.
Trish followed, hair wet, shorts plastered to her ass. She crawled onto my lap, facing out, grinding against my cock through the denim again, her moan sharp enough to cut through the hum of the lights. “Fuck him right here,” she whispered, biting my neck.
Conner slid out from behind the wheel, walked around, and yanked my door open. The bright floodlight above caught every drop still glistening down her thighs. She climbed onto me too, straddling one leg while Trish ground on my cock. “Everyone’s watching,” she hissed in my ear, her nails digging into my shoulder. “Does it make you harder?”
It did. My cock strained against my jeans, twitching as Trish unzipped me fast, dragging me out, already stroking me wet with her hand. Cat leaned across the seat, sucking the head into her mouth while the other two ground against me, moaning loud, careless.
The man at the far pump glanced up. His head snapped back like he couldn’t believe it. Conner saw him and grinned, bouncing harder on my thigh, her moans louder now, deliberate. “Let him watch.”
Cat gagged on my cock, spit dripping onto my jeans, while Trish slid down onto me bare, screaming as I filled her again. Her tits bounced in the floodlight, her voice carrying sharp across the lot.
The clerk inside looked up from his phone, his mouth falling open.
Conner leaned in, bit my lip hard enough to draw blood, her eyes wild. “Don’t stop. Not for anyone.”
The car rocked on its shocks, doors flung wide, their cries cutting through the buzzing lights.
We were on display. And none of them cared.
Trish bounced on me in hard, wet strokes, her screams tearing across the lot. Her shorts were bunched at one ankle, tits jiggling under the glow, her nails dragging raw lines down my chest. Cat knelt between us, stroking my balls, licking where we joined, moaning like she was the one being fucked.
Conner straddled my other leg, grinding her clit against my thigh, tits bouncing as she braced her hands on the roof. “Louder,” she hissed at Trish, yanking her hair back. “Make him hear you inside.”
The clerk’s face was pressed to the glass now, pale and wide-eyed, his mouth hanging open.
The man at the far pump hadn’t moved. He leaned on his car, staring openly, his coffee cup forgotten on the hood.
Cat noticed, spit shining on her chin. She licked my cock tip slow, then turned her head and moaned loud enough for him to hear. “Watch us,” she cried, sliding me back into her mouth, gagging herself until her throat bulged.
Trish’s pussy clenched hard, her cry cracking as she came, squirting down my stomach, her whole body seizing. She collapsed forward, tits bouncing against my chest, still twitching.
Conner shoved her off me mid-orgasm, dropping onto my cock in one savage slam. The car jolted on its shocks, her scream sharp, echoing under the canopy. She rode hard, hips pounding, sweat flying, hair whipping. “This is mine,” she spat, her voice breaking.
Cat moaned, rubbing herself fast, her fingers blurring between her legs as she kissed Conner’s bouncing tits, sucking one nipple hard enough to make her scream louder.
The man at the pump shifted, his hand in his pocket now, stroking himself openly in the shadows. The clerk vanished from the window, then reappeared, phone in hand, the glow of the screen aimed right at us.
Conner didn’t care. She ground down harder, her pussy milking me, her nails slicing my chest as she screamed. “Cum in me, do it while they watch!”
I grabbed her hips, slammed up into her until the car rocked so hard the suspension groaned. Her voice shattered as she came, squirting across my stomach, collapsing onto me, her pussy milking me so tight I couldn’t hold back.
I exploded inside her, flooding her deep, cum spilling out down my cock, dripping onto the soaked seat beneath us.
Cat shoved Conner aside before the last pulse was out, swallowing my cock into her throat, slurping up every drop leaking out, her eyes locked on the man at the pump as she gagged herself loud, messy, wet.
The lot smelled of sex, the car rocking, the lights buzzing overhead. Both strangers watched, and none of us cared.
Conner smirked, breathless, voice sharp. “Next round’s inside. Bathroom.”
The air outside was thick with sex and sweat, headlights still blazing across our rocking car. Conner yanked the keys from the ignition, her thighs dripping, her voice sharp. “Inside. Now.”
She didn’t wait for answers, just grabbed my wrist and dragged me across the lot. Cat and Trish stumbled after us, shirts half-hanging, shorts twisted around ankles, tits bouncing free under the buzzing lights.
The gas station door chimed when we shoved it open. The clerk flinched behind the counter, phone still in hand, eyes wide. Conner smirked at him as she marched us past. “Bathroom key,” she barked. He didn’t move fast enough. She snatched it off the hook herself and shoved through the door at the back.
The bathroom was cramped, tiled in grimy white, the single bulb humming overhead. A cracked mirror stretched above the sink, showing all four of us dripping, flushed, bodies already streaked with cum and sweat.
Conner slammed the door shut, locked it, and shoved me back against the sink. “One more,” she hissed, already pulling me free again, stroking me until I was hard.
Trish bent over the counter, palms flat on the cracked porcelain, ass arched high, looking at me through the smeared mirror. “Fuck me. Right here. Make me watch.”
Cat dropped to her knees on the filthy tile, licking my balls as I shoved into Trish from behind in one brutal thrust. Her scream echoed off the walls, raw and piercing, her tits bouncing against the sink as she slammed back into me.
The mirror shook with each thrust, showing Trish’s face twisted in pleasure, my cock hammering her, Cat’s tongue glistening as she licked everywhere our bodies met.
Conner straddled the counter, spreading her pussy with two fingers, rubbing fast as she watched the mirror. “Harder,” she gasped. “Make her squirt all over the sink.”
I gripped Trish’s hips, drove into her until the porcelain rattled. Her cries turned shrill, desperate, her pussy spasming, gushing across the sink, dripping down the cabinet as she screamed.
Cat licked it up, moaning, swallowing, her fingers buried in her own pussy.
Conner couldn’t wait. She shoved Trish aside, dropped onto the counter on all fours, ass in the air, looking back at me in the mirror. “Now. Fill me here.”
I slammed into her, the mirror showing every slap of skin, every bounce of her tits, her nails clawing white streaks into the glass. “Yes, fuck, yes!” she screamed, her voice bouncing off the tiles.
Cat and Trish moaned together on the floor, fingering themselves furiously, their wet cries mixing with Conner’s shrieks as I drove harder, faster.
Conner’s body locked, her pussy milking me, and I exploded inside her, flooding her while she screamed, squirting down the counter, the mirror fogging with steam and breath.
The filthy room reeked of cum, sweat, and cheap soap. All four of us collapsed in a tangle on the sticky floor, gasping, dripping, ruined.
Conner laughed weakly, eyes wild in the mirror’s cracked glass. “Now we’re done.”
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