
        
            
                
            
        

    















Her back turned to me, her long hair spread over the pillow, her partially exposed bare shoulders and back. The heave of her lungs as gentle as the deepest swells of the mid-ocean, the room otherwise silent, the first rays of morning sun lighting all up around me.
People don’t know what it’s like, the trials and tribulations of operating all the complex interwoven levers of this new life of mine. And surely the most under-appreciated problem associated with harems, and the proper care and nurturing thereof, is piecing together in those first few startling rays of morning sunlight which one of your girls’ beds you’ve woken up in. Which one was it that you exhausted yourself into the previous evening and throughout the night?
This is no small matter. The problem must be resolved with speed but also with tact and finesse, even under the most trying of conditions. For these four girls withinin my burgeoning but accidental harem, Bailey, Danielle, Jenna, and now Vicky, were very much like any other girls, in that they detested being confused one with another, much like anyone else would, and very much like any other more ordinary girlfriend would too, for that matter. These four girlfriends of mine were every bit as possessive and jealous as any girlfriend ever is, even if none of them quite got the irony of their being but one of four such girlfriends.
But this inherent contradiction was only one of the many mysteries of the modern, contemporary harem, I discovered. Still, the immediately pressing mystery remained solving the issue of which one of my girls this one was, even before my eyes were fully open and my mind was fully engaged. One needs to click that puzzle piece into place in the first few seconds available to one before said girl might purr and push her warm nude body back across the toasty bed and into one’s own nude body, and then expect soothing words and gentle touches — or some other such treatment, depending on who they were, which was the crux of the issue. The wrong treatment could sour the whole morning. They fully knew what each of the others liked. In this, I concluded, they weren’t so different from pick-up truck motors, thinking of my other loves now neglected where they lie tucked in their own beds across the way in my shop, so long as you knew which was the Ford, which the Chevy, which the Dodge, and which the Datsun. Use the wrong tool for the wrong part, and you’re going to get serious backfire.
I’d thus learned by trial and error to quickly identify my harem girls by the hair flowing down the backs of their heads and cascading over their pillows. Blonde and straight, lustrous and gleaming in the slanted rays of morning sunshine? Check: You’re in Bailey’s bed, and Bailey likes to be spoken to intimately and close-up against her ear upon first waking. She likes to be reminded what a “whore” she can be behind closed doors, her word, not mine. She likes to be told what she did as though maybe she forgot. The dirtier, the sluttier, the more ribald you can tell it, the more she grins, the more she squeals under her breath, and the more excitedly prancing she is throughout the rest of the morning.
Or is it brunette, wavy, and long? Then it’s Danielle’s bed you’re in, and she likes to be spooned from behind, silently. She definitely does not want to be reminded of what she did and said the evening before, or throughout the whole night long. She prefers to have all memory of what she did — how she screamed, how she flung her body around, how she grunted and groaned — expunged from the record. She needed to look herself in the mirror after rising in the morning from the warm bed, there to tell herself she was still the prim and proper and professional in all matters work and home.
Is it perhaps black, curly, shimmering and wild? Why, that would be Jenna’s bed you’re in, then, and Jenna likes to be woken up with at least a thousand kisses — and will expose more and more of her beguiling neck, shoulders, and back, and more still — the more you give her. She likes to laugh about what happened the previous night, as though it was all a funny accident, each and every time. She wants details, to which she can exclaim, “Really?” as though she can hardly believe it herself. With her, the trick is to tell it as though it were someone else you were talking about. She likes to pretend to be scandalized by the details.
Or is it short, straight, and black? Then that would be Vicky’s bed, of course, and Vicky likes to be manhandled in the morning, surprisingly enough, given how she appears by day out in the world, circumspect, conservative, even cold. She likes to be rolled over, pushed around, tugged and pulled, even, before she even lets on that she’s awake. She likes whatever happened to her the previous night to keep happening to her the next morning, almost as though too much is never enough for that smallest of them all.
They each had their own very private peculiarities, those four girls of mine, even if they made a lot of their repeated claims about their openness with each other, emotionally and physically. Even wide-open harem girls still liked their secrets, didn’t they — much like those motors out in the shed, I reflected again. On this particular morning, I lifted my head from my pillow, rubbed my eyes, and turned my head to the side. I saw and registered black, curly, shimmering and wild: Ah ha, I smirked. I stretched to stealthily cross the bed to find her perfectly globular shoulder poking out of the duvet, upon which I placed as softly as a butterfly landing a trail of kisses. For this was none other than the dark and exotic Jenna whose bed I found myself in. The previous night was all coming back to me now.
She sighed, still sleeping, or trying to, but unsure of that, even: she slowly tugged the blanket down to expose enough of her neck to invite me to further explore her there, too. And so I did, touching her in five or six spots across the back of her neck with my lips, just enough to make her pull the blanket down all the way off her shoulder and to show me more of her exquisite and toned upper back. She pushed that back toward me too as though to make sure I understood what to do to it. 
I followed my way from there down her warm, slinky, curving back in this way, tiny kiss by tiny kiss, the more she, inch by inch, exposed it to me, running my tongue down over her shoulder blades, down through the deep valley between them, and down further, too, over the concave sides of her waist, and now down further into the deepest hollow of her lower back. She pulled more blanket away and I followed her exposed territory more, up over the shiveringly sublime rise of her smooth dark ass. Her legs cunningly slipped apart.
She reached with her outstretched arms high up over her head to press her splayed fingers into the headboard, and she flopped herself over onto her back and rolled her head over her pillow to find me on my side, still now, and close beside her. She rolled further over onto her side to face me up close enough the front of our bodies met, and she pushed her arm down between us and slipped her fingers, long, smooth, agile and soft, over my hip, and then slowly down from there, too, until she found the shaft of my cock, which she gently grasped and even more gently pulled.
“Somebody else is awake, I see,” she said in a low, quiet tone, and she let her eyes close again and allowed a smile to spread over her face, and she inhaled deeply through her nose. She pushed her fingers into my chest, rolled me onto my back, and bent at her waist to curl herself down over top of me, and with her warm cheek resting on my abdomen, she kissed, she licked, and she took into her full, hot lips the head of my cock. It’s what morning kisses all over her body often made her do. She would never admit to it or say it so crudely, but she loved to go down on me, especially if I hinted that she was better at it than any of the others.
That was really the secret ingredient in the sauce the harem was: strident feminine competition, a largely overlooked yet powerfully motivating factor in relations between women in whatever situations they encountered each other in. They danced at clubs for each other just as much as guys buy hot cars for each other.
Jenna took me half way inside her mouth and lazily swirled her strong, active tongue around my shaft before she chuckled and pushed herself up from me. With the heels of her hands now pressing down into my chest, she drew her leg over my waist and sat up tall on me, straddling my lap, arching her back, and proudly pushing up her chest over top of me. “How did I know you were going to be so hard already, huh?” she said, and she arched further in her back, lifted her hips up from my groin, and reached down behind her back to stroke my cock with her fingernails, and to stand me up directly beneath her gap. 
Like the others, she liked to pretend it was all my doing, that they weren’t fully responsible for what was going on. With Jenna, when she got like this, there was no pre-amble, no teasing, no tickling. There was about her in the morning the rush and the focus, the get-it-done attitude that drove her sexually, once the trails of kisses had awakened her. She gripped my cock only long enough to capture the head of it inside the lips of her weeping pussy, already hanging down from her gap hot and full, and she crouched down low over me, pressed her hips down into my hips, and kissed my mouth deeply, sloppily, even while taking my cock slowly and smoothly all the way inside her so completely and tight, one long unhesitating movement till our hips bumped.
I wrapped my arms around her smooth and undulating back and laid my hands on her firm ass. She moved on me like a wave moves on the shore. Her hips curled and uncurled, her back arched up and dropped down, her neck rose and fell, and her face squirmed and wormed into my neck, where she emitted tiny pained cries with each halting breath. Her fingers pushed into my hair, her lips suckled on my skin, her breasts heaved into my chest, and her hip bones conformed to my hips like puzzle pieces snapping together. Her wetness flowed over my groin.
She sighed and cooed and smiled and inhaled sharply. Her breath was warm and humid, her hair fresh and clean. It swooped all over my face and smelled like a woman waking from a warm bed. I gripped her ass harder and she grunted and thrusted her groin down into mine harder, swallowing my cock deeper into her boiling and soaking honey pot. She was nearly crying now.
I had to close my eyes. I had to stop running my hands up and down her indescribable skin, I had to get my mind off that elegant, exquisite body of hers, the body I could never stop staring at whether across a room where it stood erect as a dancer and dressed to the nines, or sprawled across the bed and nude as a painting.
“Baby,” she whispered to me with a hot breath against my ear, and I knew she was already there. I knew it was no good for me either, that I wouldn’t be able to hold back if I tried, once she started cooing and crying like that, breath halting, eyebrows shooting up all over her forehead. Her pussy deep inside squeezed and released me and tremors from deep down inside her rose up and hugged me around my cock’s length. Her pussy milked my cock, it sucked on me so hard, it drew me into her deeper, and it tugged on me from deep inside. I stood no chance. When she inhaled sharply, lifted her face up to the headboard, and grimaced in pain, and when her pussy vibrated out of control around my cock, when her whole torso started to tremble, I strained to hold back, but of course I lost, and I shot into her everything that I was. She cried out loud at the same time. I sounded like I banged my thumb with a hammer. She sounded like she found herself flung from an upper story balcony.
When the tension in her body flowed out and into the bed under us, she rolled off me and onto her back. She felt her heart rate through her chest. “Swear to god you’re going to kill me one of these times,” she said, still huffing and puffing, and she laughed and rolled her head over the pillow to check on me.
I was having trouble keeping my eyes open.
She pushed her body back toward me and dusted my hair out of my eyes. “Okay, Mr. Boss-Man, you better go now,” she said. “Time for this girl to get ready for work.”
I groaned but I understood. It was time for all of us to get ready for work. I rolled up to sit on the side of her bed and I forced my eyes open against the sunshine now fully streaming through her window. That land out there was a painting, too, eighteen tones of green at least, all hung around with damp fog, bare black branches of maple and oak piercing through the haze and up into the blazing morning sky.
“Hurry,” she said, and she threw my t-shirt at the back of my head and laughed on her way padding naked to her bathroom, “or your girlfriends are going to find out about us.”
“My other girlfriends, you mean,” I said.
She paused at the doorway and leaned into the frame looking at me over her shoulder. She was either uncomfortable somehow with being identified as a girlfriend of mine, or she was excited by it, I could never tell. Her pose, with one knee hung forward, her arm up against the doorjamb as though to hold her back, her face turned to me, her hair a black smoking mass of glowing enticement lit up in morning sunlight and flowing down over her eyes, down the side of her face, over her shoulder, and down her back, was so much like a photo of a model that she made me smirk, made me get self conscious, and made me look away, she was so much more than merely stunning.
I heaved in my own chest and blew breath out my pursed mouth just looking at her there.
“You deserve it, you know,” she said, and when I said “What?” she snorted and smirked, flipped me the bird, and went into her shower. “You know what,” she called out from the glassed-in stall.
I pulled on what clothes I had scattered around her floor the night before, and stumbled out onto her porch outside, letting her screen door close softly behind me in case, and I made my way down her stairs, across the boardwalk, and toward my old farmhouse up there just emerging from the fog itself, and still in pastel colors. Vicky was already up and sitting on her porch sipping a coffee already in her work clothes and boots, and she silently waved a tiny wave at me and smiled.
I smirked and snorted and waved back without looking. Busted, as usual, I thought. I shaved and showered and ate toast and drank coffee and climbed into my old, beautiful — in its own way — vintage white pick-up truck they all shook their heads at, not understanding it, and I rumbled and bumped my way all the way to work at the utility.
I must have been daydreaming on my way in, because when I pulled the loose steering column stick up into park, I realized I’d pulled into the back parking lot where I used to park when I was just the warehouse guy, just the acting area handyman. I widened my eyes at the thought that I drove all the way there with no recollection of doing so, but I stopped half-twist of the key to re-start the motor and re-park around the front when I noticed light coming from inside the warehouse.
I went inside to investigate and saw the light on in the warehouse manager’s steel container office inside. I crept up the steps with a handy length of pipe in my hand and took a quick TV-cop-like peek around the edge of the open door. It was Vicky — she was already at work. I put the pipe down and stepped inside. That girl moved like smoke, like the fog that banked up around my land in the late autumn mornings. There was something about her that made her the most clear, the most resolved as a picture, and yet at the same time, the most mysterious of them all. Vicky had hidden motives.
“And what were you planning on doing with that?” she said without looking up from her laptop screen.
“Beheading the person who posed a threat to my girlfriend,” I said.
“Girlfriends,” she said, emphasizing the ’s’ sound by playing it out. “I saw whose bed you messed up last night. Come look,” she said, gesturing with her chin to her screen.
I came around behind her desk. Her body was small inside the office chair, a gamer’s racing chair more like it — she wasted no time replacing the old creaky one I left in there from back in eternal-med-leave Freddy’s days.
“What am I looking at?” I said. I did not glance down the front of her plaid shirt, regardless of how it billowed out from her chest and showed me the delicate cups of her bra below, and the soft skin there they pressed against.
“Flowchart for the new pre-loaded crating system I’m alpha testing today,” she said.
“Seems about right for the line crews, being alpha,” I said.
She rolled her eyes and huffed and twisted around to look up at me above her. “Everybody thinks alpha means good,” she said, standing up and putting on her oversized orange hardhat. “But alpha is the first version of a thing — the one with so many faults and bugs and problems you don’t bother to make a copy of it yet or even test it outside the lab. The beta is the version that users try first — the nearly-ready version. Beta is better than alpha.”
“Interesting that,” I said. “Given . . . “ I started, but I stopped myself.
“Isn’t it,” she said. She dragged the front of her body across the front of my body on the pretense of needing to to get out of there, but there was not only room between me and the desk, she could as easily have gone the other way around, too. And then she had to add the sigh and the role of the eyes as though I was the incorrigible one, pushing my groin hard against her ass. That’s what I meant by the mysteries of Vicky. She was hard to read. I was still scared of her a little. I practiced caution with her.
She took me out among the rows of stock shelves filled with pieces and parts that line crews use when they’re up their poles. “Now just imagine,” she said, guiding a large blue crate sitting on a wheeled cart, “that there’s a conveyor strip along this row of shelves, just a bunch of wheels, really. And imagine we’ve rearranged the shelving so that the most frequently required pieces are all here, in this row,” she said.
“Uh huh,” I said.
“And imagine a picker has a pad screen fixed to the front of this crate,” she said, and she showed me a parts list. “The truck and crew in question are parked there,” she said, and she pointed at the end of the row of shelves.
“Inside the warehouse?” I said.
“Inside the warehouse,” she said, and she nodded. “We put another door on the other end down there,” she said, and she pointed. “So it’s a drive through.”
I looked and narrowed my eyes at the far end.  What was out there, I tried to imagine, outside the wall?
“A small electric crane is bolted to the floor here,” she said, and she touched the cement floor with the tips of her boot’s toes in four spots, “and it lifts the filled crate onto the back deck of the truck. So now the crew have driven in, they’ve stopped here, they get loaded crate and all, and drive out the other door,” she said, “and they get to their job site a half hour, maybe even 45 minutes, sooner — even better, since they will now miss the worst of the traffic in getting there.”
I nodded and looked again up at the big wall at the end where she saw a door. “That’s going to cost,” I said.
“Yes,” she said. “But the productivity gains from getting all the line crews in and out faster and on their way fully loaded with everything they need for the work day will easily make the cost back in one or two financial quarters,” she said. She turned and walked with hard-edged confidence back to her container office, up the steps, and inside. She came back out before I moved. “Follow me please,” she said. She grinned, though. She turned to hide it, but I caught it and she knew I did.
And so I grinned too. She brought me outside to the spool shed, the place we kept heavy spools of cable. “Re-locate this shed to the other side of the driveway,” she said, “and the drive-through theme can continue, for those that need to re-stock with cable,” she said, “which is the other big bottleneck out here.”
“It is indeed,” I said. I knew as much from my days running the warehouse and yard, not that I came up with a solution like she just did. “You did the numbers on this already, didn’t you,” I said.
“I anticipated that you’d need those numbers before you brought it to McGavin,” she said. She reached forward to put a clipboard down on an empty spool, and she leaned back against a horizontal spool of half-inch steel rope, and she cupped her hands together in front of her hips. She was in loose jeans, big heavy brown boots, a red and black Mac jacket, and her orange hardhat. Thick grey socks came up over the bottoms of her jeans. She did classic workyard chic very well.
“You just love this shit, don’t you,” I said.
She narrowed her eyes at me and barely kept the grin off her face. “I don’t love it,” she said. “I get off on it.”
I snorted and shook my head.
She looked hard into my eyes and started to undo the button in her jeans. “I mean I really get off on it,” she said.
“Vicky, no,” I said, alarmed.
She wetted her lips with her tongue. “Fuck me right now,” she said.
“No Vicky, not at work!” I said.
“You should be fucking me without even asking me, without warning me,” she said. She peeled her jeans apart and pushed them down so they stretched between her calves. “You should fuck me quickly and without talking,” she said. She turned around and pulled the bottom of her red and black Mac jacket up over her back and hooked her thumbs in the waist of her surprisingly delicate-looking black scallop-edged panties. She pushed them down over her ass so they stretched between her thighs.
I glanced around and out the door of the spool shed. It was light out, but a little too early still for any of the line crews to roll in.
She draped her small body over the arc of the spool of cable and spread her legs. “You should take me whenever you want to, not even demanding it, but just knowing that you will, and that I have to let you,” she said, and she turned her face forward, laid her chin down against the cold steel, and arched her back in to push her hips up further to me. “Don’t even ask for it,” she said.
I stared at her fresh body, naked from the knees to the waist, raw, bare, smooth, and white. Surrounded in that shed with steel cable, rough-wood spools, huge cutting tools, vices, lengths of waste cable, packing crates and shipping straps and hammers and crow bars and every manner of hard, cold steel and wood thing in there, and then her body, unsheathed from waist to knee, exposed and vulnerable, warm and yielding, I was overcome with the sheer art of it.
I came up to her — I told myself I was going to pull her panties up, turn her around, send her back to the warehouse, and send myself up to the office. But I held her bare ass in my hand, warm, soft, and jiggly. She spread her legs wider at my touch.
“Fuck, Vicky,” I groaned.
“No talking, no asking, no choices,” she said, and she braced her boots into the hard cement floor and  gripped her hands around the edges of the spool wheels. She had leather work gloves on. “No wavering,” she said to the steel in front of her face. “No wondering, just doing,” she said. “Because you want to, nothing else matters.”
I stepped up closer behind her and held her tiny naked waist in both of my hands. I could feel her rapid breath. I touched her between her legs and felt her wet pussy lips. It was quiet out in that tin shed. We could see our breath in there. Her body, from where her panties stretched between her thighs to where her Mac jacket was pulled tight around her waist, looked like a Greek marble statue, and felt about as smooth, too.  
“I’ll never say ‘No,’” she said, “if you never ask first.”
I bit my lip and squinted at her small and slightly twisting body in front of me. She wiggled her ass at me, enticing me, teasing me with it. I looked over my shoulder one last time. “Fuck, Vicky,” I said again, and I opened the button in my jeans and pushed my pants down around my knees. I held my cock, already hard and ready, of course, and I looked at her pussy, undulating at me, her hips wavering in front of me, her lips folding and pulsating like the red cape a matador waves at a bull — and leaky all over.
I puffed my cheeks fully out and I slapped her ass hard —  I was angry at her, I wanted her to cut it out. But she only gasped and inhaled and held her breath and gripped the rough wooden edges of the spool harder. So I pushed the hard shiny head of my cock into those soft, yielding folds of her pussy lips, and she did the rest, immediately pushing back against me and enveloping my cock entirely within her warm, gushing pussy. She swallowed me up. She took me whole. I was engulfed by her.
I needed no further encouragement. I gripped her hips in my hands and I thrusted my body hard into her ass. I rammed her hips hard into the cold steel wire rope spool under her and I covered her gloved hands with my hands where they gripped the rough wooden edges of the spool sides. We slapped our bodies together and I grunted like an animal and she cried like someone dying. Steam curled off the tin top of the shed when the sun burned off the last of the patches of fog that hung around the place, and off the exposed back of her writhing body inside the shed, too. The grind of gravel under truck tires could be heard from the neighboring works yard, but not ours, not yet. The low rumble of early morning rush hour traffic on the street out front of the office rose up. But I was fucking one of my harem, looking after her, and nothing else mattered.
I looked back down at my own hips, and my cock, too, slick with her manju, hard and long and thick, sliding out of Vicky’s pussy lips that grasped at it, that hung on to it, not wanting to let it go, before I pushed myself back into her, her lips folding around me, suckling on me, drawing me deeper into her. Her ass jiggled with shock waves from every thrust I landed deep into her pussy, her back curled side to side with squirming waves, and she ducked her head down and spread her big boots wider over the gritty cement floor. She reached down and between her legs to squeeze her first two fingers hard into the sides of my cock as I fucked her — her way of making me cum faster by stopping me from cumming at all.
I clenched my eyes and my abs went hard. I threw my head back and yanked harder on her hips. My explosion was heavy and hard, it was complete and deep, and when I emptied myself into her spurt after spurt, I staggered backward and lost my footing and caught myself between my shoulders on the rough wood of the door frame. Shots of pain rattled around my body. Out there I saw Kentucky and Wrecker walking around in circles in the wide open garage entrance, them spotting me the moment I saw them, and they pointed.
Still delirious from Vicky’s charms, I threw myself back inside the shed, pulled up my pants, and darted around unable to see Vicky. But she was already tidied up and strolling back across the yard to the warehouse. “Keep your pants on,” she shouted at Kentucky and Wrecker. “You’re interrupting our inventory taking, I hope you realize,” she said.
“Just trying to get out before the real traffic comes,” Kentucky said.
“That issue is about to be solved for you,” she said, and she went inside to fetch their work orders and stock them up.
Kentucky and Wrecker looked at me with confusion as I did my best to walk straight and tall toward them. It didn’t take long for Vicky to establish her dominance with the alpha males of the line crew, and I, for one, liked it. “Best listen to the lady, you know what’s best for you,” I said, and I strolled past them, got my bag from her container office, and strolled through the yard toward the front office like I meant to all along, like I ran the place. As if, I thought.
“Handyman!” Kentucky called out at the back of my head.
I stopped a moment before I spun around.
“You too high and mighty now to come out for coffee with the lowly line crews?” he shouted.
I knew he was provoking me. “I’ll see you there,” I shouted back. “You keep your pants on like the lady said.” If there was one thing I learned in my new job as site manager, it was that investing time in communication, no matter how trivial it might seem at the time, was always worth it one way or another. And chat over coffee was always more revealing of frames of mind than any chat at a worksite.
I squeezed into the table at the place when time came. They still liked buying my coffee for me just like the early days when I was the lowly acting warehouse guy. It retained for them, I suppose, a sense of control and dominance over me.
“Asking for a friend,” Kentucky said, and Wrecker cut him off.
“Whose name starts with ‘cha’ and rhymes with ‘wilds,’” he said, and he laughed.
Kentucky looked down over his massive shoulder at him and shook his head with exaggerated disappointment. “Anyway, does that new Vicky chick have a boyfriend or something?” he said. “What’s she like, anyway?”
I chewed the inside of my cheek. Does she have a boyfriend? I mulled the question in my mind, knowing she was likely in the bathroom at that very moment wiping my cum off her inner thighs. So many issues clashed in my head. These guys might laugh at me, call me down, prank me and tease me, but they respected my opinion, they sought my advice, and they listened to what I told them. Childes was a decent enough guy. I had three girlfriends already. Even I had to ask, What was I doing with yet another one like Vicky?
But I never liked to lie. I wasn’t even comfortable dissembling and obfuscating. I was no good at covering up. They could tell in the few seconds I took to mull the question that what appeared to be an easy ‘yes/no’ query was something more than that in reality. I knew, though, that whatever they thought it was, they would never guess that I was fucking her, had in fact just finished freshly fucking her when they arrived at work, and they would certainly never guess at what her particular kink was — nobody would, the way she loved to be treated like that, taken without asking.
It was that kink that was the real issue with their question, though. I knew Childes enough to know that he would never in a million years do what Vicky liked done — do it properly, anyway. I also knew she would soon be looking for someone else who could, and it spelled only pain for Childes. It would be a doomed attempt before it started. But how would I know that well enough to tell Kentucky and Wrecker? How would I know that very thing about her that made any attempt by Childes a lost cause with her?
“Probably better Childes goes hunting in someone else’s forest, we don’t want friendly fire inside our own camp, yeah?” I said. Not bad, I thought to myself, for someone thinking on their feet, never mind that I was currently fucking no fewer than four girls inside our own camp on a nearly daily basis. Some camp.
They both nodded but I could tell my meaning wasn’t entirely clear. It wasn’t clear because I was struggling to avoid being the worst kind of hypocrite. “I don’t think anybody should date people at work,” I said straight up lying through my teeth, but I felt covered by the tissue-thin excuse that I never really dated them before or currently, had I, I had just started fucking them, and continued to do so. We hardly went out, I just went from cottage to cottage on my land throwing fucks into them left right and centre. No dating was involved. But I had to look away, I had to clear my throat, and I had to shut my eyes, it was so painful to face the truth. Here I was, fucking four girls from work the whole year long, everybody wondering why four young single girls like that never seemed to have boyfriends or go on dates.
The boys had to get going and I needed time to regain my composure. But no sooner had the rumble of their truck rattled the glass beside me, than Bailey, Danielle, and Jenna came tumbling in the door ready for their coffee break. They were delighted to find me already in there, too, just like the old days.
“Aw, poopsie, why the long face?” Bailey said, squeezing into the booth so recently vacated by Kentucky and Wrecker.
“Relationship issues?” Danielle said, and she chuckled. Bailey did too, but they caught the flinch in my face. I was never a good liar, not in front of the guys, and certainly not in front of the girls.
“Oh my god,” Bailey said, and she ducked low over the table.
Jenna came back with the coffees for everyone and slid in beside me. “What’s going on?” she said with alarm.
“We’re just getting it out of him now,” Bailey said.
These girls, I thought. They really didn’t believe in anything being private, did they. “None of you,” I said.
Danielle, the observant one, picked up on my obfuscation right away. “It’s about Vicky?” she said.
I flinched again. Between those three and my tells, I was becoming fully a part of their culture of no secrets as much as I tried to avoid it. I wasn’t bringing them into any harem world I operated, they were sucking me into their world, it was their harem, and I was more eunuch than master.
“One of those guys — you know Childes?” I said.
They all nodded and they all leaned in closer, too. They loved them a good story about someone, didn’t they. It was the only thing that ever appeased them — juicy gossip.
“He’s asking about Vicky, what’s she like, is she wth a guy, this sort of thing,” I said.
They all understood right away the nature of the problem, and they sank back in their seats and sipped their coffees, their eyes running around the ceiling of the place, natural problem solvers all of them.
“How do I tell him to back off without telling him why?” I said.
“You do act sometimes like you own her,” Jenna said, and she grinned. “Like you’re already boyfriend and girlfriend with her.”
That wasn’t the problem, exactly, I thought, but Jenna was right. I had feelings for her — I had feelings for all of them. They told me secrets about themselves that absolutely no one else knew, not even each other. How could I tell Childes about her kink, which was the real reason why I thought it wouldn’t work out for him with her? How do I tell Childes that it was actually a challenge more than a fantasy to please that girl? How do I tell him that she can’t be easily read, that she is demanding, that she is precise in all things? I was protective of Vicky, but not because I was possessive, rather because I thought her kink was private and just between her and me.
All three of them, sensing blood in the water, circled and nipped at me until I had to open up to them. “She has a particular thing,” I finally said.
“A thing?” Bailey said, screwing up her face at me.
“A kink,” I finally said, looking straight at her. “A kink that would never fly with a guy like Childes.”
She shrugged and dropped back in her seat. “Well I have a kink too, a kink’s not so bad.”
Now it was her turn on the hot-seat, having admitted to something however inadvertently. Danielle and Jenna, no less than me, turned toward Bailey. “What’s your kink?” Jenna said with a wide grin.
“What’s Vicky’s kink?” Bailey said to me.
“No way,” I said, “That’s for her to tell if she wants.”
Bailey nodded in agreement. She had to, I was right. “If I say my kink, you all have to say yours,” she said. Jenna and Danielle only stared at her. Was that an agreement? Who knew. “Okay,” Bailey said, “Fine. I like to be taken sometimes without being asked,” she said. “Without checking, maybe even if I’m sleeping,” she said. “So what?” she said. “It turns me on.” She shrugged.
Danielle and Bailey both looked down at the table. “So weird,” Danielle said.
I swallowed hard and could not stop my eyes from bulging at the table under me.  What are the chances, I thought.
“You have to go now,” Bailey said to her.
Danielle puffed her cheeks out and bulged her eyes. “But that’s kind of my kink, too,” she finally said. “Fantasy more like it, but yeah,” she said. “No lead up, demanding like, but without even words, just . . . “ she said, but Jenna cut her off.
“ . . . just taken like that,” she said with a nod, grimacing. “Grabbed and thrown down, no asking,” she said.
“Oh my god,” Bailey said, covering her mouth with her hand. “Is that why we all ended up together? We all have the same fantasy?”
“That’s far too weird and strange a coincidence,” Danielle said.
“There must be differences though,” Jenna said. They all leaned closer together over the table.
“It has to be fast,” Danielle said.
“No lead up,” said Bailey.
“No violence, not forced, but just . . . “ she paused.
“Functional,” Bailey said.
“Insistent and necessary,” Danielle said, and she salivated and laughed at it, catching it with her hand. 
“Biological,” Jenna said, and she dropped her jaw down to her chest and quietly grunted at me.
Bailey jutted her jaw crookedly and narrowed her eyes at mine. “A long lead up, finesse, the rest of all that, that’s part of a good and real relationship,” she said. “Which we all like, too, I’m sure.” she said and she laughed. “Speaking for all of us,” she said.
“But for now, for this thing?” Jenna said.
“Just honest to goodness hard banging, and no lingering around about it after, either?” Danielle said, and she was more shocked than the other two at how she said it, at what she said, but she didn’t back-peddle or correct herself. “I like it when I feel like I have to be ready at all times,” she said, and she ducked her face down with further embarrassment.
“What about being, like, physically ready?” I said.
They all laughed dismissively at me, their three sets of eyes shooting off to every direction around the place like I knew nothing. “The body can get ready extremely fast,” Bailey said, “believe me.”
“Very wet very quickly,” Danielle said in a more private voice. “Especially if you’re not asking,” she said. “Or not taking your time.” She hid again, and squealed more.
Jenna shivered and chuckled. She inhaled sharply through her lips. “That is so hot,” she said. “When it’s done right,” she added, looking up to me through the tops of her eyes.
“When what’s done right exactly?” I said. I felt like I was being initiated into a secret society, being handed secrets by some coven, being invited into some inner sanctum. It was stirring how they all had the same fantasy.
“When it’s not gross,” Bailey said. “When it’s not a stranger or violent or hate-fucking,” she said.
“It’s weird,” Danielle said. “It’s like, if it’s impersonal, it’s good,” she said. “If it’s necessary, it’s even better. And yet, it still has to be inside a relationship.”
“But still inside a relationship,” Bailey repeated Danielle and nodded. “Because it’s a fantasy for sure, and not a reality,” she said. “If that makes any sense.”
“It makes sense to me,” Danielle said. “I like the feeling of it maybe happening at any moment, but really, not really,” she said, and she snorted. “It’s still just playing around,” she said. “Right? There has to be trust, still.”
“But then, it can get very wet, very fast,” Jenna said.
“We know, Jenna, we know!” Bailey said to her and they all got up and started to make their way back to the office.
They were becoming like that, able to have the most filthy and nasty conversation about the most private, sexual things, and then just carry on with their professional office day like it was nothing. I guess I was getting that way too.
I had district meetings in the afternoon and got home late. We had taken to sometimes making and eating dinner together, and I found the four of them now in my kitchen, and food enough for me waiting on the stove. We didn’t always eat together, and hanging out in my big old living room wasn’t for every night. Aside from the fact of the sex with all four of them, there was nothing unusual at all about any of it.
Later that evening, after they left and went home, the hockey game on tv already a lost cause, I came out and sat on my porch and looked over at the perfect, neat row of four cottages by the lake, their lights off, the girls’ days done. I wondered if it was really true, what they had been saying to me at coffee break, what Vicky had said to me earlier that morning, and what they’d said to me as the five of us sat together in my kitchen earlier that night, revisiting the whole topic of fantasies over dinner. I had keys to each of those four girls’ cottages, didn’t I, I thought. I knew each of their bedrooms. I knew what each of them wore to bed. And now I knew each of their secret kinks. It was the same kink in all four cases: to be taken when and if wanted, no questions asked.
I went back inside, poured myself a cognac — a new habit I picked up once I became site manager — and I sauntered down the boardwalk, walked along the mirror lake, and stopped where the four wooden paths lead up over the tufts of grass grey in the dim moonlight to the four front porches of the four cottages, Vicky in 1, Jenna in 2, Danielle in 3, Bailey in 4. Just imagine, I thought to myself, sipping my cognac standing alone in the still, quiet and cold air of the night, three hot office girls and the new hot warehouse girl, all telling me that they like it when I come to them, no small talk, no cajoling, no fooling around, and take control of their bodies, roll them over, enter them, storm them, bounce them around, and then leave them, dripping from their mouths or their tits or their pussies and their thighs with my cum. To use them sexually, selfishly. To just take them like that.
Imagine how you’d feel, these four girls in friendships more than relationships, the way we got along, all re-assuring you that that’s their one true fantasy, that they get off on the idea of it, and that it only works because of who you are, how they know you, and because of the trust and safety of it — it’s only a fantasy after all, they said, it’s just playing around with sexy, fun stuff, they all assured you. They all laugh about it, too, like it’s something so casual, so natural.
They all look at you saying it, though. Just imagine, they say. And then, there you are, you look up alone at night outside at four wooden walks up to four different doors into four different cottages with four different girls in four different beds. What do you do with that? I sipped my cognac and swished it around my mouth and over my teeth. I’d spent more on a better kind — the kind that didn’t burn the throat. Because I wasn’t just a handyman anymore.
You take your fucking pick, I guess is what you do with that, I said to myself, and I turned around, reached into my glass to grip the ice cube there, and I threw it as high and far out over the lake as I could. It plooped into the water a few seconds later, unseen. The ripples didn’t even reach the shore.
“You can’t just throw somebody through the boards, normally,” Danielle said in the kitchen over dinner earlier that night. “But if it’s inside a game of hockey, it’s not only allowed, it’s encouraged, and the recipient actually likes it, even if it hurts — because it’s fun if it’s inside the game and if everybody is playing inside the same rules.”
“That’s the key,” Bailey said with a nod. We were all relaxing around the kitchen table, done eating. “That’s what turns something gross and disgusting into something exciting and fun,” she said. “It’s inside a game, but outside the game, it’s still a proper, safe, and respectful relationship.”
“But inside the game,” Jenna said, and she dropped her mouth wide open, and she flared her eyes, too.
“Yes, yes,” Danielle said to her, and she shook her head and laughed. “We know, Jenna!”
They all at once glanced at me and I knew: they were asking me to do it, they were telling me they wanted me to do it, they were giving me permission to not ask permission. They wanted me to do that to them, they all did.
By definition, such a thing could not be pre-arranged. It only worked for them if it was a spur of the moment thing for me, too. It was supposed to be a matter of me thinking, Huh, I’d like to fuck one of those girls now, and going out to fuck one of them. They wanted to be fucked like that — impersonally. Inside the game of the trusting relationship, I could throw them through the boards, and they’d like it. Nobody else could, and outside the trust of the relationship, it would be gross and disgusting.
It shouldn’t have been such a big revelation to me. It was really only an extension of the already unusual shape and size of the relationship: I had almost forgotten by then how strange it was for three and then four different girls to be not only tolerant and accepting but encouraging and excited by sharing one man among them. But there it was again: so long as it was within a trusting relationship, fucking the girl in the next cottage, or the one next to it, or the one next to that one, was okay. If on the other hand I had been doing exactly the same thing only from outside the relationship, the whole set-up would have been roundly condemned as the most gross and disgusting thing ever.
I stood on the wooden boardwalk and rotated my glass where I suspended it from my fingers and I brought it up to my mouth and tipped the remainder of the watered-down cognac down my throat and swallowed it with a shiver, not from the cold, but from the heat, and I gazed again at the four quiet and dark cottages lit, now, by the nearly full moon that shone perfectly in the glass-still lake it rose up over. A perfect night.
“How do you see it, though?” I said back in the kitchen. “Exactly,” I said. Because I wasn’t one of those guys, I didn’t aspire to be some alpha, I never looked at girls as things to dominate and abuse. I was not, to be honest, comfortable with the optics of it all: how did it make them look, I wondered, and how did it make me look? It’s not how I was raised to treat a woman.
“You just come up to the door and you step inside,” Danielle said. “Just like that,” she said, “and it makes me wet already. Because I would know what you came into my cottage for.”
“To be desired in an undeniable way,” Danielle said. “You don’t know what that’s like, maybe. But it’s within a safe place, too, like Danielle said, a hockey rink has a lot of hitting and fighting between the boards,” she said, “but outside the boards, it’s safe and respectful. No fighting.”
“You could do it that way, too,” Vicky said. “At home, or anywhere, really.” I glanced at her. Nobody else knew her and I fucked in the spool shed that morning. “The less planned, the more spontaneous,” she said, “the more it feels good.”
They started talking to each other more than to me.
“Obviously if it’s a stranger or even someone you’re not totally comfortable with,” Jenna said, “then the whole fantasy aspect of it breaks down, I think.”
“Of course!” Bailey said. “But that’s just like any other BDSM,” she said. “How many people like to be tied down and blindfolded? But nobody ever likes it with a stranger doing it, with it being dangerous, with it being with someone you’re not already totally comfortable with.”
“That’s such a fine but necessary distinction,” Danielle said. “Isn’t it? Loving something and absolutely hating it, too, depending on who’s doing it.”
“It’s sexual assault if you slap my ass,” Jenna said. “But if I’m sticking it up and you’re fucking me from behind doggy style, then I’m screaming and cumming harder because of it,” she said. “That’s how different context makes things. Context says whether you go to jail or go to heaven.”
Danielle snorted and shook her head at Jenna. “Doggy style,” she said.
“My favorite!” Jenna said, and they laughed and slapped each other’s shoulder.
“How come I knew that already?” Bailey said, and she laughed too. “You totally look like a doggy style girl to me.”
They all agreed — they were all there “with me” on the topic. They were comfortable with me. I was being handed the key to the kingdom.
“Of course we’re comfortable with you,” Bailey said. “You’re the Handyman, aren’t you?”
They all cheered and clinked glasses and laughed.
“Oh my god, but if you would do that to us?” Danielle said, and she covered her face with her hands and peered at me over top of them. “If you just came into my front door whenever you wanted me, and did it to me like that? Without asking?” She squealed.
“I’m going to fuck you,” Jenna shouted at her, “if you keep going on about it like that!”
They all laughed again. “Seriously, though,” Bailey said. “I think you can pretty much rest assured that you’re completely safe coming in and fucking any of us whenever you wanted to,” she said, and she nodded at me. “Not just because you might like that, but we obviously like it too, so it would seem.”
“Or if you need to,” Vicky said. “Not just wanted to,” she added more quietly.
“Fuck, that is so much hotter,” Jenna said. She looked over the table at me. “The need part,” she said, and she snapped shut her bright white teeth at me.
I put my empty glass down on the side of the boardwalk and looked at the front doors, each of them with a number, 1 to 4, nailed above them, just the way I did it.
“And so I just pick one and go to her?” I said earlier inside the house. “And then what do the rest of you think?”
“We already told you about competition,” Vicky said.
“I mean, obviously, if you’re ignoring one of us too much, that’s not going to feel very nice,” Bailey said.
I turned to her and narrowed my eyes, thinking hard. “So I’m supposed to just come in and take you, take each of you, but make sure to spread myself out among you?” I said.
Bailey laughed. “I guess,” she said, “if you want to put it that way. It’s not like we’ve done this before, either, you know.”
“Oh my god, no,” Danielle said. “Are you kidding? I never even told myself what my fantasy was.”
“And I’m pretty sure we’ve never shared a guy before,” Jenna said. “Yet here we are.”
They clinked glasses again, and they drank.
“Here we are, indeed,” Vicky said, but she said it with a different tone, playing on the different meaning, and she smirked about it, too.
“Four office hotties,” Bailey said, and she leaned forward and twisted her blonde strands in her fingers. “Telling you to take them whenever and wherever you want to. How does that make you feel, Lucky Luke?”
“That’s the thing I don’t understand,” I said.
“And here’s what will really blow your mind,” Jenna said, leaning forward just like Bailey was. “The fact you don’t understand, is the reason it’s you,” she said.
“Oh my god,” Danielle said. “It’s so true. If you paraded around like you knew you deserved it, it wouldn’t be anywhere near as interesting,” she said.
“Or fun,” Vicky said. “Don’t you know that by now? You not expecting it is what makes us want to give it to you.”
“Not being entitled,” Bailey said, nodding at how she found a better way to put it, “is what makes you deserve it.”
“Demanding nothing gives you the world,” Vicky said.
“Just like demanding everything gets you nothing,” Danielle said, and they nodded at each other for nailing it.
“So I just walk in?” I said.
“Yeah,” Danielle said, and she bit her lip.
“Just go find you in your bed, say?” I said.
“Fuck yeah,” Bailey said.
“Just crawl up over your body where you’re sleeping?” I said.
“Oh fuck yeah,” Jenna said with a groan.
“And stick it in, start fucking you?” I said.
“God yes!” Vicky cried out loud, and though she was only half-faking an orgasm at the table, all the others laughed, and then they started to fake their own orgasms, too. They hooted and hollered at each other, slapping high fives and sticking tongues out at each other.
Danielle started it. She looked at Vicky and laughed and then threw her head back. “God yes a thousand times!” she cried out loud, imitating Vicky. Only I could tell it was infused with genuine arousal, too.
Then Jenna started in on the same thing, only she took it a step further and really did push her hand down the front of her pants. “Fuck yes! Yes yes yes!” she cried out loud. But again, it was only half fake and yet half real, too. Like our whole set of complex overlapping relationships around that table, something real was always being covered up under a layer of humor and joking.
Bailey didn’t bother to pretend anymore. She started in on herself 100-percent real. She breathed in hard and dropped her head back and grunted, both her hands down the front of her pants. We could see the crotch of her pants mound and move with her hands.
They were always joking with each other and sex was never far from their line of humor, so it was an easy place for them to get to. But still, when Vicky noticed where Bailey was going with it, she too stopped laughing about it, and began moaning about it instead.
Not for the first time did I notice a temptation among all of them to perform for the others. They seemed often to whip each other up, none of them being so expert to know how to tone each other down. The remoteness of the homestead helped — no amount of crying and panting was going to disturb any distant neighbors way out there.
I leaned back against the wall. Around the table there was no more laughing or snickering or even grinning. Four girls each had their hands down the fronts of their own pants, all of them masturbating now, there being no more fooling around about it. They all shut their eyes too, and I wasn’t sure any of them realized I was still there or where this was happening. Just as sex had permeated all of our lives by some slow process of accretion, so too had it percolated through every place around us.
Sex was virtually all the time and everywhere for us. And now, with them assuring me they all desired most of all to be taken without any lead-up anytime and anyplace, it really was a sexual world only briefly interrupted by work and eating and sleeping, and even then, those activities were not safe from it.
The cries and whines and pants came faster all around me. The four bodies stretched and squirmed. Sometimes one or another would glance around and laugh, but the laughter was from disbelief themselves, not for anything else. They really were clearing out new territory for all of them. But they also glanced at each other because, on the most base level, they were turning each other on. I had no doubt that had I not been there to be treated to the sights and sounds of four young women masturbaring themselves for each other in front of me, nothing like it would ever have happened. But with me there, they could each rely on the excuse that they were performing for me, even if I could see none of them were looking for me when they opened their eyes for their brief look-arounds at each other.
Whether they controlled themselves and waited for each other, or if they had synced their bodies up so well, I couldn’t tell — it was likely a combination of the two. But one of them cried louder first and then they all did, and soon the kitchen was a zone of tension breaking and cries rising. They all climaxed more or less at the same time, and then, all of them to one degree or another ashamed about it, they kissed me, said goodnight, and sped off out my door and back to their own cottages. They weren’t ready yet to confront what they had become. Everything still needed to go through me.
And so there I stood later that night on the wooden boardwalk gazing at doors number 1, 2, 3, and 4, and wondering: Who would I like to fuck this night? Who should I go penetrate first? Because it was apparently all my choice.
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