
        
            
                
            
        

    















Behind the door of cottage number 1, and no doubt lying in her bed, was Vicky, Asian, short black hair — the new warehouse manager, sharp and organized.
Behind door number 2 was Jenna, dark, shiny black hair in tight curls down the sides of her face, the girl in the office who does the ordering — always sly and teasing.
Behind door number 3 was Danielle, long wavy brown hair down to her ass, the quiet one, the one with the shifty eyes, the thinking one you could never be sure about who does HR in the office.
And behind door number 4 was Bailey, the blonde, her hair swept windblown-like sideways over her forehead, the office girl who does billing, the one who is always laughing, the one who gets everybody else up and out and at it, whatever “it” was.
Gotta pick one, I said to myself, and I snorted, shook my head, and jutted my jaw sideways trying not to grin so wide I pulled a muscle in my face. It was near middle of the night. No one would see me, no one would judge me, the choice was mine alone.
I clomped over the wooden boardwalk and turned left at the path that lead to the stairs up to door number 3. Danielle’s cottage. The quiet one. The one who tries so hard to keep her cries down, but the one who lost control of herself the most. Slinky, smooth, and stretching Danielle, her body sleek and tight, her deep brown eyes that go half lidded, her natural pink lips that fall half open, her long brown hair that hangs like a curtain enclosing us as in a private tent — everything about her undulated in waves that jerked, when she was really getting there.
So I chose Danielle. I was feeling quiet myself, I was feeling mellow, and she seemed to suit my mood at the moment. Danielle, I thought to myself, would please me this night — she, the bottle of warmed cognac on my own private bar, would do.
Listen to me, talking like some harem master!
I went inside her cottage and peeled off my shoes and hung my coat. Hook was a bit loose — I’d need my, what, Robertson number 3? Floor board squeaked when I walked over it. Shot of graphite, I thought, and I pulled my best “that’ll do” frown. You can take the handyman out of the back warehouse, but you can’t take the handyman out of me.
I eased Danielle’s bedroom door open. She rolled over so that just enough light fell over her face I could see her smile, I could see her eyes flash. “Mm,” she said and she exhaled out her nose. “I was hoping you’d pick me.”
“You saw me out there?” I said.
“Uh-huh,” she said. She flung her blankets aside and patted the warm bed beside her. “Hurry,” she said. Now the light, only enough to see in tones of grey, showed me her nude body down the length of her bed, long, languid, and luscious. Her legs slowly pulled up and stretched down one after the other, wrapping around each other first one way then the other, her feet caressing one another, her toes extending and relaxing.
I clenched my teeth and grunted lightly and bit my bottom lip. I took all my clothes off and stepped up to the side of her bed.
She gathered her hair into a rope and pushed herself over to the edge of her bed and curled her hand around the back of my ass and gently pulled me enough to make me jut my hips forward toward her. She kissed the tip of my stirring cock, glanced up over my body to my eyes looking down from above, and did that thing with her eyes, half-lidding them, just as  she pushed her pursed, kissy mouth down over the wide head of my cock, and down, slowly, savoringly, the full length of my shaft.
Holding me lightly in her warm, wet mouth, she rotated herself over onto her elbows, her body lying flat out across the width of her bed, and she proceeded to push herself forward and pull herself back from my hips, to consume and extract my cock through her soft, smooth, and gripping lips, and back in.
Jesus these girls, I thought, stroking her hair from her forehead. I think they compete with each other in giving me head, I could swear they were all coming up with new tricks every day.
Her long brown hair shimmered down her neck and over her back. Her face took on an expression of sublime pleasure. She moaned in a high pitch, that questioning pitch she has, like she was the one that was being taken. Her long sharp fingernails curled into the flesh of my ass. Her wide, flat tongue protruded out her mouth and slopped at the underside of my cock, cradling it, caressing it. Her back curled in, her calves, one at a time, came up. She was kicking her legs, she was so happy, so excited, that I came to her bed.
I fell forward onto my hands and arched my body over her face. She rolled onto her back under me. I climbed up onto her bed, warm and soft, and she pulled her knees up and dropped her legs to their sides. She wrapped her hands around my hips and urged me to fuck her mouth under me. I dropped my face down between her thighs and kissed her bare and moist and open flesh there. Her heels pushed into the bed and her hips came up to press into my face. I sucked on her lips, I pulled them in my lips and let them snap back, and her body vibrated with reverberations. I circled her clitoris with the tip of my tongue and it chased me when I pulled away.
I pulled my cock out of her mouth and she complained and lifted her head to keep me in there, but I turned around on my hands and knees and hovered over her body. With her head now hanging upside down over the edge of her bed, I poked the head of my cock into her now-steaming hot and leaking lips, and I sank into her, stretching her, widening her, making her gasp and moan and inhale sharply and hold her breath. She always made my first plunge with my cock into her pussy seem like such a surprise.
I lifted myself on my straight-stretched arms, and with my hips jerking into her groin, I bounced her body off the bed under me.
Her fingernails cut into my biceps. Her long brown hair swept the floor below her head. Her back arched up deeply and her ribs pushed up into my chest. We laughed and kissed and straightened ourselves on her bed, and with her head sinking into her pillow now, I came down over her body. She pushed her legs up and around my waist and she folded them to lock her ankles in my back and keep me inside her and on top of her.
Like that we kissed and moaned and breathed and humped hardly separating our bodies at all until I felt her pussy contract around my cock and she felt my breath come in halting starts and stops. We sank our mouths deep and sloppy over each other’s even as I shot my geyser of cum deep inside her pussy, and as she tensed beyond hard all over her body, and then released everywhere all at once. We were getting very good at each other, Danielle and I.
I rolled onto my back and greeted the inevitable loss of my sense of space and time, until she appeared again kneeling over my wasted body wiping me up all over with a hot wet cloth, and she smiled down at me when I opened my eyes. She threw the cloth aside and rolled into the bed beside me and yanked her thick blankets up over our naked bodies.
“Shove over, give a girl some space, would you,” she said, and she hip-checked me in her bed and chuckled.
I stretched my arm out under her neck and she lifted her head, gathered her hair, and settled down on my chest. “Remember my friend who does mortgages at the bank?” she said.
“Mariam?” I said.
She kissed me and chuckled. “Very good memory,” she said. “She came out to see my cottage on Saturday,” she said.
“I missed her,” I said.
“You did,” Danielle said, and she rolled her face up to kiss the bottom of my chin. “And knowing you, you would have gotten a good eye-full of her too,” she said and she chuckled.
“She looked pretty hot in that office wear she was wearing the day we went to see her in her office,” I said.
“That’s the kind of thing she was wearing when she came out to see me, too,” Danielle said. “I was hoping you were home — I know you just love those tight pencil skirts. Bailey always gets you first when she wears one, and she knows it, too, the cheater!” she said, and she snorted and kissed my chest.
“I do like them,” I said.
“Mariam could use a good man like you in her bed,” she said. “Maybe I can entice her back over and you and her can hang out some night.”
“So now my harem girls are setting me up with even more girls?” I said.
She laughed and wrapped her hand around my still flaccid and tired-out cock. “What do you think you’re good for, anyway?” she said, and she smirked. “You can’t manage an office worth shit,” she said and she grinned crookedly and curled her eyes up to see my reaction. But I let the taunt pass. “I’ve always wanted to get into that girl’s pants, myself,” she said. 
“You?” I said.
She shook her head and rolled her eyes and grinned. “You actually think girls joined those ancient harems just for the guy? What do you think the rest of them were doing every night after he made his choice of concubine?”
“I’m going to be honest, I never thought about that,” I said.
“Guys never do,” she said with a moan and she kissed my jaw. “You think Jenna, Bailey, Vicky and I would ever do what we do with each other if you weren’t laying between us or under us?”
“That would make you . . . “ I started to say, but she rolled her body over top of mine, spread her knees down around my hips, and pinched my lips in her fingers. “Nuh-uh, don’t say it,” she said. “It’s our little secret. We don’t even say it.”
“I feel so used,” I said.
She laughed and rolled her eyes. “I’m sure you don’t mind having your pick of four cute hotties to ram your thing into any time of the day or night you wish,” she said.
“And now you want to bring Mariam into my den of iniquity,” I said.
“Not just for you,” she said, and she grinned and darted her eyes sideways.
“Ohhh,” I said, finally getting it. “You want to . . . “ I started again, but again she pinched my lips.
“Nuh-uh, no saying it I said!” she said. “But I know she likes you,” she added, and she laughed and rolled back onto her back beside me. “And I know how she looks at me. She just can’t say it, just like all of us can’t.”
“Can’t say the thing,” I said and I kissed her hair.
“Anyways,” she said, “she just loved it out here with the lake and the stream, and she even showed me on her laptop a map of all the hidden streams that run under the city,” she said.
I rolled my head sideways to look at her. Her head was sunk into the valley formed by her feather pillow rising up on each side of it. Her eyes glowed at the ceiling, seeing things not there. She talked with an unquenchable and involuntary smile curling up the corners of her mouth. Her hands came up and her fingers stretched like she was massaging some kind of slippery and mysterious ball of no weight.
“They’re all still there,” she said. “Running through culverts and buried under streets. Then we found one still uncovered I didn’t even know was there,” she said. She rolled her face through the cloudy pillow and caught me staring, nearly not listening, at her profile in the dark of her room. “It runs behind our works yard,” she said. “Did you know?”
I shook my head No. “All I’ve ever seen behind the works yard is heaps of old spools, broken rotting pallets, and other piles of shit from over the years.”
“Soo,” Danielle sang in her deep soft voice and she wrapped her hand up in mine and entwined our fingers together. “I was thinking, because Mariam does this kind of thing, what if we organized an environment day and we brought the line crews and office staff together for a big ‘clean up the creek’ day?”
“The creek behind the works yard?” I said.
“We can even have a big bar-b-que at the end of the day,” she said.
“Can you just do that?” I said. “Who owns it?”
“Mariam knows how to set all that up, she’s done it a pile of times,” she said.
“Might be hard to get the line crew guys to agree to come in on a Saturday to essentially do more work,” I said.
“I want to organize it,” she said. “I am pretty sure if the line crew guys knew me and Bailey and Jenna and especially Vicky are going to be there, we’re going to have no trouble getting them there.”
I snorted. “Probably right about that,” I said.
True to Danielle’s word, her friend Mariam had no problems getting the permits and permissions and whatever else was needed for our Clean the Creek day. I didn’t have any problems loaning out whatever machinery was needed, and even found room in one budget or another for a water truck and a sizable dumpster. After all, a quick survey revealed a majority of the junk back there was actually from our works yard itself. That eternally on med leave Freddy, he had been at it for decades, chucking yard shit over the fence and into the creek gulley.
Almost everybody came out, Kentucky, Tom, Childes, and Wrecker right up front and first in line, too. Danielle was right. Pass word around that the four hotties from the office side of things would be there, and the line crews turned out in force.
I already knew from my coffee with Kentucky and Tom that Childes had a hard-on for new girl Vicky. I also knew as well as everybody else did with eyes and a brain that Kentucky had it bad for Bailey. What I didn’t know, but was completely unsurprised to learn, was that Wrecker was smitten with Jenna.
“And Tom likes me,” Danielle said with a smile and she rocked her head proudly side to side.
“How do you know?” I said.
“Oh come on!” Bailey said.
We were having coffees the Friday before the big day. “He’s like those puppies that scooch sideways trying to keep sitting in front of your eyes and look like they’re just minding their own business,” she said, and all four of them laughed.
“Huh, Tom you say,” I said.
Danielle leaned her shoulder into my chest. “Oh no, is Mister Nice Guy Luke feeling a pang of dark, brooding jealousy?” she said.
“Say it isn’t so,” Bailey said and she grinned at me. “Maybe I kind of like Kentucky, too. He is cute in his own way.”
All the girls looked at me scandalously and grinning, trying to get a rise out of me.
“What are you going to do?” Jenna said. “Maybe Wrecker is going to ask me out, can you handle that?” She flared her eyes at me and bit her lip.
“You guys are making all this up just to bug me,” I said.
“I don’t know,” Vicky said. “Childes seems kind of fun.”
“Oh no,” Danielle said to me, pushing her face into my shoulder. She bit my arm, but glanced around the cafe first to make sure no one was watching. “All your girlfriends have suitors,” she said. “How are you going to keep your harem under control now?”
“Maybe,” Jenna said, her eyes turning darker and her grin pulling sharper, “you’re just going to have to make sure your girls are looked after enough,” she said. “By you!” she said and she stuck her tongue out and wagged her face at me.
“Yeah,” said Bailey grinning even wider. “Wouldn’t want your harem girls giving the boys any ideas,” she said.
We’d grown comfortable enough around each other enough to tease like that. But I was still getting used to the idea that there could even be such a thing as a normal, happy, healthy girlfriend-boyfriend relationship, only with four girls instead of just one. There was another quirk about it too: each one of them just loved to tease me about other girls outside our tidy little ring, not just other guys.
It wasn’t just Danielle and the way she kept bringing back to my attention the way her mortgage office friend Mariam dressed and how good she looked and how her eyes flashed. But Bailey, picking up on the way Danielle teased me about Mariam, started joking with me about her real estate friend Jackie, saying things like how she wants to watch her friend suck my cock, or ride me, backward, and how she would love to watch me shoot my cum all over her friend’s face, and she’d laugh and secretly squeeze my groin under the table and tsk-tsk me for getting hard at the thought.
Jenna was just as much into it as well, telling me she was going to set me up on a date with her city staff friend Vanessa.
“I think I have enough girl problems already, thanks,” I said to her.
“Oh, Vanessa doesn’t give you problems,” she said, patting my leg under the table. Her fingers and Bailey’s fingers caressed each other over my same thigh. She brought her full, soft lips up to my ear and invaded my face with her scent. “She can fix your problem though,” she whispered in my ear and she laughed out loud sinking back in her chair leaving me to figure out what that meant.
“Can I bring my friend tomorrow?” Vicky said. She turned to me. “People think Sonia and I are twins.” She secretly pressed her toes into the tops of my toes under the table. “Let Childes imagine a two-for.”
“Because she’s as cute as you are?” Bailey said with a straight face.
Matching her straight face, Vicky turned to Bailey. “Because we sound the same,” she said. Then, dead-pan as a wall, she turned back to me. “In bed,” she added, and she held it for three beats before she erupted in deep, unusual belly laughter. They all laughed and looked at me and touched me, kicked me, kissed my shoulders, and flashed their eyes at me. They forgot where they were for a moment. They were getting carried away.
Finally we all got up to leave, but Bailey grabbed my hand and pushed her face up to my ear as we lagged behind the rest going out the door. “You have the dirtiest mind!” she said. “I know exactly what you’re thinking right now.”
“What am I thinking?” I said.
“Dirty thoughts,” she said, and she let go of my hand and caught up to Vicky, Danielle, and Jenna. She said something to them I didn’t hear as I stopped by the door of my car. But they all glanced over their shoulders at me and dropped their jaws and widened their eyes at me, exaggerating the look of scandal on their faces, and they laughed.
The big day came and I was the first there surprising everybody with pancakes and bacon. The girls sat and got talking to each other and the guys stood off to the side standing and eating. It was as divided as any school dance ever was.
“Luke my man,” Kentucky said, drawing me over to the rest of them. “Doesn’t seem to be anybody here for you to hook up with,” he said when I drifted over.
“What?” I said. It was the usual way they talked — all bravado and boasting.
“Well, Childes obviously has dibs on Vicky over there, and pretty sure Wrecker here is going to finally make his move on that hot thing Jenna today. Me, I’m taking Bailey out of the game, but I think you already knew that,” he said. “And Tom here, well Tom, you see, he’s been eyeing that Danielle chick a long time.”
I frowned and looked over at their picnic table that the guys built for the day and where the girls were sitting, and I nodded. “Yeah,” I said, “I can see the problem, four of you and,” I said, making a show of counting slowing with my nodding head. “Four of them.” We heard a car pull into the works yard behind us. “Oh, but what’s this?” I said spinning around as though surprised.
What the guys didn’t know is that the girls each invited a friend, and out of the car rolled Mariam, Jackie, Vanessa, and Sonia. Mariam had to whip the four of them over to her nearby office to sign the waivers we had already signed before the guys got there.
“I guess that makes it one for each of you,” I said to the guys, “and four for me.”
They laughed at that and shoved me in the shoulders, but they also glanced and glanced again and struggled to keep their eyes off the four new girls crossing the yard in their tall rubber boots, tucked in jeans, checkered shirts, and baseball caps.
“Fuck me,” Kentucky murmured. “Where are all these hot fucking chicks coming from, anyway?”
“Fuck me stupid and leave me by the side of the road,” Wrecker said with a murmur.
All four of them chewed their bacon and pancakes without registering that they already swallowed. Our four girls got up from the picnic table and met the four new girls coming toward them and they laughed and hugged and said things none of us could hear. But there was no doubting it: the day just got doubly interesting.
We got to work on the creek. The four office girls teased me about the four new girls. The four new girls teased me — all too new and eagerly — about the four office girls who “just happened!” to live on my land out at the lake.
“Shh,” I said to them and glanced over my shoulder.
The four guys teased me about all the girls, making out as if even with double the number I was still going to strike out.
“That’s just makes it two for each for us,” Kentucky said as he pulled up a ditched grocery cart that poured mud and slime out the grid of its side. “Right Wrecker?” he said, elbowing his friend in the ribs.
“Poor Luke,” Wrecker said. “But that’s what you get when you introduce your alpha male friends to all your girlfriends,” he said.
“What?” I said, momentarily shocked at what he said.
“As if!” Kentucky said and he laughed out loud. “Can you imagine that?” he said. He shook his head like it was the most impossible thing in the world.
“Luke, like some Don Juan, doing all the office girls!” Childes said and he laughed, too. “Upside down world, bro, what?”
They all laughed. I kept my head down like I was feigning having my feelings hurt. In truth, I was frightened they’d notice my expression giving the whole game away.
The guys slowly moved toward the girls along one side of the creak, the girls, though double their number, moving more slowly along the creek with their talking distracting them. Childes and Kentucky started yanking on a pipe that was stuck and when it finally gave, Childes slipped into the knee-deep water and fell backward into the muddy stream, splashing several of the girls.
Feigning outrage, Jenna and Bailey splashed Childes back but got Kentucky and Tom in the process. Before long, all four guys were splashing all eight girls, and the girls were giving back as good as they got, too.
In the confusion, I pulled Vicky by the hand and took her to the nearby spool shed. I wanted to ask her if she wanted me to talk to Childes and get him to back off with his moves he was making on her all day. But I didn’t get the chance to speak. She sank her mouth on mine, and with nimble fingers and standing with her feet on my toes to keep me from getting away, she opened my pants and drew out my cock.
I glanced around the edge of the spool shed. Everybody was still down in the creek bed laughing and splashing. When I turned back to Vicky, she had pushed her pants and panties down to her mid-thighs and was pulling on my cock, dragging me by it and moaning and groaning with a tinge of anger, she was so impatient.
I knew Vicky well enough by then to know there was no point in resisting her. She had an aggression to her sexuality that bordered on the crazed. As soon as I gave in to her and filled her puss with my cock, she sighed, she curled up to me, and she shoved her hips into mine, engulfing me completely inside her. But what she groaned in my ear stunned me. “Do you want to fuck Sonia?” she said. “I think she wants to fuck you.” We both jerked our hips into each other, slamming our bodies. She amazed me, being the small one, yet by far the most vigorous.
“You want to fuck her yourself, I think,” I said to her. It was a shocking thing for me to hear come out of my own mouth. But with all the teasing they’d been subjecting me to all week, I was loosened enough to throw it right back in kind.
Only, Vicky didn’t deny it. Instead she dropped her head back, dropped her chin down, and rolled her eyes into the back of her head. “How did you know?” she said. The slushy slapping sounds our bodies made could have been heard down by the creek, if they weren’t all screaming and laughing down there.
I picked her body up by the waist with my two hands and pressed her into the cable of the spool that she leaned into and she pushed her legs up and dangled her boots over my shoulders. I plowed myself into her harder than you should with a body that small and light.
“Let me guess,” I said to her as she covered her mouth with a hand to try to muffle and obscure her distinctive and loud sexual cries. “You want to be with Sonia and me in bed so you can do her but not call it that,” I said. “Since I’m there too.”
“She’s so hot isn’t she,” Vicky said, neither denying nor confirming what I said. We heard a voice too close to the side of the shed and we quickly disengaged and pulled up our pants. I saw a rake against the wall and pushed it into Vicky’s hands. “Should do the trick,” I said, just as Jenna came around the front of the shed.
“What are you two doing in here?” she said.
Vicky smirked and undid her pants again to more properly tuck in her shirt. “Just don’t let that Childes know, I think he has the hots for me,” she said.
She strolled out of the shed but twisted around as she passed Jenna. “Warmed him up for you, girlfriend,” she said.
Of all the strange things about the situation that had developed in and around the personnel of that utility the whole time I’d been there, surely the oddest and least expected — besides me fucking all four of the girls, that is — was how they were completely open and casual about each other’s sex. That was contrasted with how secret they kept things from the guys in the line department or anybody else. I was caught in the middle, having to constantly bite my tongue with the guys and take their barbs and jokes sitting down, and at the same time, push my eyes back in my head at how the girls talked about it and how they didn’t mind each other knowing. I was scared, actually, at what Vicky had said about bringing her friend Sonia into things.
But Jenna proved no better. She glanced toward the creek even as she pushed her long elegant fingers into my chest and backed me up inside the shed wall.
“What were you two just doing in here?” she said. Her grin and her sideways eyes told me she didn’t need a diagram drawn out. She pushed her hand, palm forward, down the front of my pants and inside my shorts. I felt her cool palm wrap around my shaft. I was still wet from Vicky’s pussy.
“Aw, baby, didn’t my friend Vicky drain your poor balls for you?” she said and she laughed and flicked her tongue across my mouth. “Come on,” she said and she glanced toward the creek again before yanking me by the wrist to dash behind the water truck we rented for the day. She climbed up and opened the driver’s door and laid back on her back over the seats.
“No, Jenna!” I said, standing on the fuel tank and peering up and out the passenger window at the rest of the crew down in the creek bed on the other side.
But she opened her jeans, pushed them down to her knees, and pulled me at my hips. “I told Vanessa about us,” she said and she laughed.
I looked down at her under me horrified.
“No silly, not all of us,” she said, and she pulled open my jeans and eased my cock out. She drew the tip of the head up and down through the furrow of her pussy lips, already soaking wet and full and pink. “I told her you and I fuck sometimes,” she said.
I shook my head at her. I thought it was reckless the way any of them let on anything to anybody about what was really going on out at the ranch.
“And then do you know what I said to her?” Jenna said, and she laughed like she would be barely able to say it. Her half-nude body jiggled.
“What did you say to her?” I said.
She pulled on my cock and though I tried to brace myself with one hand in the steering wheel of the truck and the other around the headrest of the driver’s seat, she lifted her hips off the seat and sank her pussy up around my cock. The grip was so hot and wet, I lost all my resistance and collapsed onto her and  filled her up. I checked again out the passenger window. No one was the wiser, and I hauled my hips back and punished her with a good old fashioned hard fucking — which I feel she fully deserved.
“I told her I wouldn’t mind if she fucked you too,” she said. “Because I don’t!” she added quickly with her eyes peeling open. Her voice hiccuped with each thrust I hammered her groin with.
I pulled up nearly out of her and plowed myself down harder into her, crashing her body across the truck’s seats. She grunted and grinned and snapped her head back. “Would be so hot watching Vanessa fuck my man,” she said. She braced her body by pressing one hand into the dash of the truck and the other into the side of the door beyond the top of her head.
“How can I be your man when I’m also fucking Vicky and Danielle and Bailey?” I said, barely able to breathe. Jenna always did that to me. She was a kind of perfect I couldn’t put in words. She treated our sex like casual fun, but every time we fucked, I was lifted to a mystical state by her looks and her movements. I had to close my eyes to fuck her at all, or I’d cum just looking at her.
“Or Sonia,” she said, and she squealed with laughter because she knew I’d be scandalized by her knowing already what Vicky just told me.
She cried out too loud and I covered her mouth with my hand. She kissed and sucked and bit it. I rocked her body with my hips trying so hard not to cum in her.
“She told me she wants to fuck her friend Sonia but doesn’t know how to approach her,” Jenna said, her voice jerked by my thrusts pumped into her. She tried to lift her legs but I pushed her knees back down — I didn’t want anyone in the creek to see.
“So you told her to get me to fuck Sonia for her?” I said.
Jenna laughed. “Uh-huh,” she said, “and then you can fuck Vanessa for me after that,” she said and she squealed louder.
I rolled my head back and buried my cock in her puss. I didn’t know whether to be mad or amazed. I allowed myself to look down at her jolted body and nearly lost it inside her. Even when being rudely and roughly fucked in the most industrial of settings, the girl looked like an angel. I decided I didn’t care, and I stared down at her and buried myself harder and deeper into her.
She gasped and inhaled. Her hands slapped the truck seat and her heels pushed into the ceiling of the truck. Her back arched up from the seat and her head twisted backward. I grabbed her tits and clenched my eyes.
Just then I heard Kentucky shout “I’ll bring the water truck down!”
I stopped fucking Jenna with my cock deep inside her contracting and rippling puss and I opened one eye. Out the passenger window I saw Kentucky rushing up the gravel yard straight toward us.
I quickly pulled out of Jenna’s pussy. She cupped her hands around her groin but she heard Kentucky too, very close, when he shouted out, “Luke, what are you doing bro?”
I jumped down into the gravel and turned to face the warehouse buying just enough seconds to pull up my pants and do up my fly before Kentucky came around the front of the truck.
Jenna meanwhile shut the door and wound the window down. She was sitting up in the driver’s seat. “This one?” she said to me out the window.
“To the left of the brake, but with your left foot,” I said.
She twisted the key and fired up the water truck motor.
I turned to Kentucky. “We’re bringing the truck down, I was giving her lessons,” I said. “What do you want?
He looked up at Jenna in the water truck and down at me and back up to Jenna.
“She ordered it,” I said to him. “She might as well learn how to drive it.”
Kentucky narrowed his eyes and half-tilted his head, but he finally took a couple steps backward and came around to the passenger door and climbed in beside her. “Just ease it off now,” he said, “and give it a bit of juice as you do it,” he said.
The truck jerked forward and halted and jerked again, before it slowly began to roll forward smoothly. Jenna looked out the window at me and squealed. “Takes a real man!” she said and she laughed and stuck her tongue out at me.
I stood there watching Jenna steer the water truck around the yard and down, eventually, to the side of the creek, Kentucky beside her helping her haul the heavy steering wheel sharply around to the right. I could see Vanessa standing there looking up toward me as she wiped her gloved hands off on each other where creek slime hung and fell from them. Sonia stepped up beside her and bumped her shoulder into Vanessa’s shoulder, said something in her ear and stared across the yard at me, too. They both laughed.
“Jesus fuck,” I said to myself and I walked away awkwardly with a hard and twisted cock in my pants and went toward the open garage door of the warehouse to splash cold water on my face.
That’s when the bathroom door closed behind me and the deadbolt was thrown to lock it. I spun around. It was Bailey, all blonde pony tail poking out the hole in the back of her trucker’s cap, blue eyes glowing, cheeks rosy and mouth wet.
“Jenna just told me,” she groaned, and she bit her lip, undid her jeans, and hung her hip so they fell down from her waist. She was wearing low rise white panties
“Told you what?” I said.
“That she’s going to set you up with her friend Vanessa,” she said. She stepped up to me and kissed my mouth and twisted around to pull herself up on the edge of the counter. She leaned back against the mirror and pushed her hand inside her panties. “So are you really going to fuck Vanessa for her?” she said.
“No, of course not!” I said.
“So what about my friend Jackie?” she said.
“You got to be kidding me,” I said.
She reached with grasping fingers at my groin. She jerked forward and caught the waist of my jeans and laughed. I tried to pull away from her but she moaned and groaned and opened my jeans and got my cock out.
“She told me why, too,” Bailey said. “I told her I felt the same way about Jackie. She said I should do the same thing — pretend to set Jackie up with you and then jump in between you and her and get Jackie that way,” she said. “Then I don’t have to tell her or ask her, make it like something spontaneous just happened.”
“Tell her what?” I said.
She pulled on my hips and I staggered forward until my thighs rested against the edge of the counter under her raised thighs. She pulled on my cock with both hands, stroking her long fingers out the length of it, until, slinking further down on the counter, she pushed her hips out to the edge and sank her pussy down over the head of my cock. I pushed my hips forward and bumped her body on the counter. We held each other by the waist and pulled our hips together.
Bailey was the beginning of this entire bizarre odyssey. It was her bed I fell into first seemingly so long ago. I pulled back and plunged further into her. My cock was dripping with her wetness, but it was already wet from Jenna’s pussy, if not Vicky’s, too.
“You already know,” Bailey groaned at me with her eyes closed.
“Why can’t any of you just tell your friends what you want?” I said.
“Is Vicky going to get you to fuck Sonia too?” she said, ignoring me.
“Was this whole thing planned?” I said.
She wrapped her fingers around the edge of the counter and braced herself, I was fucking her sweet body so hard. Nothing looked quite so good as blonde blue-eyed Bailey, pony-tail bouncing out the back of her trucker’s hat, her panties stretched around her thighs, her body bounced from a good hard fucking.
“Of course it was, we told you that,” she said, her voice jarred by my hips slamming her body.
“You said it was planned for the guys, to bring them out, cause they’re dying to fuck each of you.”
“Oops,” Bailey said. “Anyway,” she said, nearly crying now. “Do you want to?”
“Christ’s sake, I don’t even know what anybody is asking anymore,” I said.
“To fuck Jackie. Don’t you think she’s hot?” she said. She was nearly crying out loud, I was thrashing her pussy so deeply and fast.
“She’s extremely hot,” I said.
She smiled as though in a state of bliss. “I want to fuck her so bad,” she said with a nasty grin. Her eyes were clenched shut.
“They’re all looking for you,” we both heard Danielle’s voice say calmly behind me. I popped out of Bailey’s pussy and spun around, cock wagging out my pants hard and wet.
“Who?” Bailey said, working herself up from the mirror behind her into sitting.
“You have the key for the water pump on the truck,” Danielle said.
“Oops!” Bailey said, and she felt in her jeans pocket for it, where her pants were stretched around her knees. “I have to do it,” she said and she slipped down off the counter and ran pulling her pants up out the door and through the warehouse.
“Do you have the office key?” Danielle said to me after we found ourselves alone in the warehouse bathroom.
I patted my pants as I pulled them up. “What for?” I said. I had trouble fitting my hard long cock back inside my pants.
Danielle twisted on her feet and snorted lightly and raised her eyes to the ceiling. “I have to talk to you about something,” she said. “But only in your office.”
We came out the big door of the warehouse and went around the side of it and up to the office. I could see down the back of the works yard the four line guys and the seven other girls squealing and laughing and spraying  each other with the water from the water truck. 
I let us into the office. Danielle bit her lip and took my hand and guided me to my office up front in the corner. She closed my office door behind me and stepped over toward my desk. Staring at me, she began to undo her jeans. “I just wanted to thank you,” she said.
“For?” I said, undoing my pants.
She peeled her boots off and pushed her panties down with her pants and off her feet. She laid back over the stuff all over my desk and she laughed, and she propped her heels on the edge. She drew her hands down the insides of her thighs and caressed herself, pushing her raised knees apart in front of me.
“Mariam said she would go on a double-date with you,” she said. She arched in her back and dropped her jaw down. I stepped up to the edge of the desk and drew the head of my cock through the crevice of her pussy lips.
“And who else?” I said.
“Me,” she said with a groan and she dropped her head to the side and rolled it to the other side. “Of course, silly,” she said.
I sank my cock more deeply into her pussy. “Just the three of us?” I said.
“Uh-huh,” she said. “And just a stay-at-home date too.”
“In your cottage?” I said.
“Uh-huh,” she said, her voice nearly crying.
I pressed my hips into the underside of her thighs. “Does she know what this might lead to, do you think?” I said.
“We kissed,” she said. “In the trees away from the creek.”
“You and Mariam kissed?” I said.
“Uh-huh,” she said.
“So you think she agreed to a date with me because she secretly wants to fuck you?” I said.
“Oh my god,” she whispered with a grunt and her body came up off my desk and flopped back down.
I tried to pull my cock out of her pussy but her body spasmed and her muscles clenched around me more tightly. I’d been too bedraggled by Vicky, Bailey, and Jenna already to now withstand Danielle too, especially being finally far enough away from the guys.
Danielle stretched and stopped breathing. I was unable to hold back. My mind turned into a spinning top and I was unable to open my eyes to remind myself which girl I was fucking at the moment, they had all blended so seamlessly into one. I pumped myself one last and hard time into her and exploded with the force of a stuck pipe. I fell back and onto the floor nearly unconscious. Danielle fell down with me and she ended up straddling me over the floor of my office, pumping her hips at mine and draining me of everything I had.
She finally rolled off me and we caught our breath laying on the floor staring up without seeing the ceiling.
“Mariam hasn’t had a good fuck like that for many a month,” she said. “You might want to go easy on her at first.”
“You’re sure about this?” I said.
“She asked the same thing,” she said and she rolled her head over to face me.
“What did you say?” I said.
“I told her we’ve all been fucking you.”
I stared at her straight face for three beats before I chuckled at her obvious joke.
Only she kept her face straight.
“You’re shitting me,” I said.
“I shit you not,” she said.
After a few more moments of silently staring at each other, I realized she truly wasn’t joking. “What did she say?” I finally said.
“She said that’s good, because she thought you already were fucking Sonia,” she said.
“She knows about Sonia?” I said.
“And Sonia somehow found out about Vanessa,” Danielle said.
I sat up and wrapped my arms around my knees and shook my head. “Hang on a minute,” I said. “Sonia and Vanessa and Mariam?” I said.
Danielle sat up beside me and giggled and kissed my shoulder. “You’re forgetting Jackie,” she said.
I gasped and dropped my jaw to my chest. “I can’t fuck all four of them!” I shouted.
“You won’t be alone,” Danielle said and she pushed herself up to standing. “You’ll have me and Bailey and Jenna and Vicky with you too.”
I stood up and staggered back against the back of my office door and I pressed my face into my hands. “Oh my god,” I groaned. “Eight girls?”
“I mean,” Danielle said, coming up to me. She kissed the back of my hands until I opened them enough to find her with my terrified eyes. “Didn’t King Solomon have 300 concubines, and he was supposedly the wisest man ever, right?” she said.
“Those were just part of diplomacy,” I said.
“No dear,” she said. “He had 800 wives for that. He had 300 concubines for sex. And I believe he made out alright.”
“Do I even have a choice in this anymore?” I said.
She helped me do my pants up and guided me out of the office and back down the driveway beside it. “No,” she said. “But this is what your harem wishes,” she said, and she laughed. “Anyway, all eight of us are agreed, so you’re outvoted.”
“When was this discussed?” I said.
She tsk-tsk’d me. “Girls talk all the time, you should know that by now.”
We came up to everyone else at the back of the works yard where the bar-b-que was already smoking. Danielle and Bailey and Jenna and Vicky exchanged glances and grins. Danielle nodded and I could tell something was secretly communicated between them. Was she the one nominated to tell me what she had told me up in my office? I glanced around at the group. All four of Sonia, Vanessa, Mariam, and Jackie were glancing at me and murmuring and grinning. Everywhere I looked, I was met with a set of eyes of a woman I had just recently fucked or a woman I would be fucking soon enough. It was nearly too much to cope with.
“Hey stud!” Kentucky shouted and he slapped my back. He steered me by the shoulders and brought me to the group of three other men, Childes, Wrecker, and Tom. “Where the fuck were you, champ?” he said. “You missed out on all the fun.”
“Fucking rights,” Wrecker said, snickering. “Got all them girls wet!”
“With the water truck?” I said.
“Fucking A!” Childes said.
I nodded. “God damn,” I said. “I’m such a loser, I guess.”
“When’s the last time you even got any?” Kentucky said. We were all standing around the bar-b-que and he opened the lid and turned the meat over. “Hot girls everywhere, bro, you got to get you some!”
“When did you think you were going to get any?” Childes said. He and Kentucky laughed at their joking about me, and Tom and Wrecker laughed along with them. I looked over my shoulder and saw the eight girls all huddled together just like us, and laughing and glancing over our way.
“Look at him, he’s afraid,” Kentucky said.
They all laughed more, but he wasn’t wrong. I was afraid when I found myself in Danielle’s bedroom after having fucked Bailey way back when. I was afraid when the two of them set me up on a date with Jenna. I was afraid when Vicky was brought into the cottages. I was afraid of how I’d manage to keep four girls happy. And now they had decided without me that there should be eight of them. How could I do it? I still might be a handyman at heart, but even I had my limits.
Kentucky threw his arm around my shoulder and stared with me across the way to the eight girls, but he was seeing a whole different eight girls to what I was seeing. “I can help you out, buddy, just say the word,” he said. I shook my head and said nothing.
We sat around eating altogether. Mariam said to Kentucky, “You haven’t seen Bailey’s cottage out by the little lake?”
Kentucky squinted at her.
“They all live in cottages by this lovely little lake, her and Danielle and Jenna and Vicky,” Mariam said. “On Luke’s property. What, you didn’t know?” she said and she laughed. 
I shut my eyes. I heard the girls all laugh with nervousness but nobody knew what to say. Mariam didn’t know it was a secret. We forgot to tell her.
“Luke’s property?” Childes said.
“They don’t know you inherited it?” Vanessa said. Of course, all four of the new girls knew about the whole property arrangement, they all played a role in making it happen. But they didn’t know we were keeping the cottages on the down low.
All the guys knew was that I lived in an old farmhouse out on a corner of those vast conservation lands. They didn’t know that I ended up with a chunk of it, that I found cement pads by the lake showing there’d been cabins there before, which allowed me to build cottages on the pads without renewed permissions, and that the three office girls took them, and the new one, Vicky, moved into the last one, too, not too long after first arriving.
When I opened my eyes, I found Mariam shrugging with apology at me, saying she didn’t know. But I also found the four guys staring at me, their jaws hanging down at their chests, their eyes blinking slowly and deliberately. You could hear the gears turning and the pawls clicking as the truth took shape in their minds.
“It’s a long story,” I said, and I smiled meekly and raised my shoulders. They continued staring. So I told them. “One night, I was going home late, it was dark out, it was winter, and I found Bailey up front in the parking lot all alone with her car not starting.”
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