
        
            
                
            
        

    















Danielle was dressed in a long plaid skirt with high brown boots, a leather vest, and a white shirt done up tight around her neck with a tall collar. Her hair was so long, it cascaded in lazy waves all the way down to the small of her back. Her eyes were deep brown: they were mysterious and searching. Where Bailey had a definite fun-girl-next-door look and bearing to her, Danielle had a more traditional, private, book-worm look to her. But for all that, she was no less stunning to draw your eyes up and down on and I tried my best to resist the pull.
There was also something in her mix that insisted on undermining her own carefully-curated “withdrawn” persona. It was in the way her eyes gleamed when they fell on yours, and the way the corners of her mouth curled up when she grinned. It was as though she was barely able to constrain a very different Danielle inside.
“You fix furniture, right?” she said. “Bailey said you do — that you did it for her.”
“She said that, huh?” I said, looking up from my work on the warehouse floor. I was screwing lids on power pole transformer cans.
“Uh-huh,” Danielle said. She watched my ratchet wrench twist one way and come back ticking through its teeth.
I lost the staring contest and looked back down the can. She snorted slightly and bit her lip. Danielle was maybe 24. She tugged at her hands where they wound around each other behind her back, and her shoulders pulled back and her chest pushed out. I could see, but I didn’t dare to look, that she was wearing a black-lace full-cup bra under her loose white top. When she twisted on her hips to gaze around my work space — now brighter since I replaced all the burned out lights — I saw the silhouette of her body through her back-lit top. I couldn’t not see. It was like she was hesitating long enough twisted around looking behind her in order to let me take a good long look.
“I’ll come up in a bit,” I said. “After coffee break, maybe.”
“Oh, It’s at home, though,” she said. “It’s my new bed. I can’t put it together right,” she said and she chuckled briefly.
She insisted on holding my gaze with hers, even though I realized she was talking to me now about her bed at home. At least three long beats passed between us before she spun around d on her high boot heels, flashed a grin at me over her shoulder, and waved at me from off her hip with her long, elegant fingers. “I’ll text you my address,” she said. “Bailey has your number, doesn’t she?”
I rubbed my palm over my mouth and raised my eyebrows at her body receding back and away from me through the slate-grey metal door. The entire encounter lasted under a minute but it played in my mind the rest of the day like a loop.
After coffee, I went up to the office building on the pretense of fixing a wobbling desk. My to-do list was forever lengthening with minor complaints from the older ladies up front — just as Bailey said they would. It meant I never needed to invent a reason to show up there. When I found Bailey, I shot my eyes sideways to get her to meet me over at the coffee machine. She glanced around to make sure no one was watching, and she skipped over toward me where I pretended to be removing and cleaning the screen inside the sink faucet.
“Did you give Danielle my number?” I said.
“It’s okay,” she said. “We’re not dating!”
“I thought it was supposed to be a secret though,” I said.
“Danielle can keep a secret!” she said. “Silly!”
“She wants me to come over and fix her bed,” I said.
Bailey snorted and covered her mouth with her hand. “Oh my god, is that what she said?” she said.
“Should I go?” I said.
“Of course!” Bailey said. She quickly scanned the office around her before lifting herself on her toes and putting her mouth to my ear. “She hasn’t had it in such a long time — her dates are even worse than mine!” she said, and she chuckled.
She went back to her desk, but not without flashing me a smile and a wave of her fingers behind her back and at her waist — and barely secret enough.
I fitted the screen back on the faucet and turned on the tap as though testing my handiwork and I nodded sharply to myself, in case any of the older ones were watching. One of them waved me over to her desk.
“My drawer, it won’t close,” she said.
“I’ll put it on my jobs list,” I said.
“Would you?” she said.
Two other older ladies near her both looked over their shoulders and grinned at her and covered their mouths like that one was the most daring of the bunch.
I got out of there and tramped back to the warehouse to finish up what I was working on back there. My phone buzzed in my pocket. I pulled it out and squinted at it. It was Danielle.
“Come at 7?” it said. She gave me an address that was not far from Bailey’s address — another apartment building. “Don’t forget your tools . . . . “ she added, and she used some laughing emojis.
I didn’t know what to say, so I said nothing at all. But at two minutes before 7 that night, I was, of course, curbside at her building in my old white pick-up truck, curling my fists around the top of my steering wheel and staring off into the dark, yawning abyss before me. Was it really okay with Bailey? Was Danielle really coming onto me? Did I do something that suddenly turned the world upside down and inside out?
I shambled with my shoulders up and around my ears like a man who doesn’t belong in a neighborhood and I came over to the glass enclosure of the entrance of Danielle’s building. I stared at the keypad and then my phone that I held up in front of my face and on which was the code she texted me. I tried to calm my breathing and I tried to steady my hands. I pressed her numbers and nearly turned around and charged back to my truck and home to my forest ranger cabin in the woods.
But her voice stopped me. “Luke?” Danielle said, scratchy through the speaker above the keypad.
“At your service,” I said.
She laughed and her door buzzed. I puffed my cheeks out and stared at the handle. Was this a trap? I pulled it open and stared again at the elevator buttons. When I got on the elevator, I stared in the same way at the buttons inside, particularly the number 8, her floor. And when the doors swooshed open on the 8th floor, I stared at the wall opposite, before stepping off. But I stepped off, just before the doors swept closed on me again.
I told Bailey that Danielle was inviting me over, at night. She only smirked. I asked her about giving Danielle my number. She only laughed. I asked her what Danielle might want, and she said that they shared everything. My mind raced as I went down her hallway, counting up the numbers from 802, getting closer and closer to the last one, 812. I stood in front of her door sure that I would not knock. I even chuckled to myself — I thought I showed immense bravery getting that close. But I was not the kind to go through with something like that. I was not the kind to get invited into something like that in the first place — over to a girl’s apartment. And certainly not to two different ones on two successive nights.
Danielle was every bit from the class of girl that Bailey was in — the kind a guy like me could only glance at from afar, and only if he wanted to feel that pain all over again. They were in that same league, those two, that league so far above mine, I didn’t even know about it. They weren’t real to guys like me, girls like Bailey and Danielle. And I wasn’t real to them, being invisible — usually. I smiled to myself, I shook my head, and I half turned away. Fella can dream, I thought to myself, with a smirk. I decided it wasn’t real.
That’s when her door swung open. I spun around startled and with the look of man fearing he was about to be clubbed over the back of his head. Danielle leaned her face out her door — and only her face. “Get in here!” she said in a hushed, conspiratorial tone, and she motioned with her hand for me to hurry up.
I frowned unsure what that was about, and I tentatively stepped one step back toward her open door.
“Hurry!” she whisper-shouted, and she snorted and laughed and covered her face with her cupped hands.
I took two more steps toward her and she reached out and sank her grip around my wrist and yanked me violently inside her door and shut it quickly behind my back, throwing her deadbolt, too, for good measure.
She laughed. “I have a neighbor who is always coming out his door when he hears my door open! Creepy as fuck!” she said, and she made a wide-eyed, drop-chin face at me. “An alpha dog, I’m sure you know the type,” she said, and she rolled her eyes. She was changed from work and now dressed in saggy grey drawstring pants, an oversized and loose-hanging black sleeveless t-shirt with a vintage band printed on the front, and big furry slippers made to look like two anime rabbits. On the ass of her pants was the curved word “College” in a collegiate font.
“Come,” she said, when she found me over her shoulder still standing, stunned, inside her door. I was mesmerized by her ass, the way it jiggled inside her loose pants. I was mesmerized by her.
I tore my eyes up and off her butt, busted again.
She noticed me looking ashamed. “I don’t mind,” she said, and she laughed. “In here,” she said, disappearing through a doorway off her living room.
I kicked off my shoes and hung my coat and leaned more than walked up her hallway toward where her voice disappeared into. I crept to the open door and peered around. She was standing inside with her feet apart, her hands on her hips, and her body and face directly facing me. “This damn thing,” she said, and she gestured with her chin to her bed behind her. “It keeps coming apart, and I’m not even doing anything on it!” she said, and she flared her deep brown eyes at me and shook her head and snorted. 
I swallowed hard and went past her. I pulled the mattress up and looked at the rails. I could immediately see the problem. She didn’t follow the instructions for self-assembly and she ended up with the rails upside down and on the wrong side, and so not held at all by the head or foot boards. One touch on the head board, and the rails would pop out of their slots and the bed would fall to the floor.
“I can fix it,” I said.
“Oh I would love that!” she cried out loud, and she threw her arms around my neck, she pressed her warm body up against mine, and she pushed her hips forward to press them against my hips. “Would you like a beer?” she said, leaving me alone in her bedroom.
I took the bed apart and put it back together the correct way, put the mattress back down on it, and the sheets and pillows, and stood back.
Danielle came back in sipping from a beer can as she held one out for me. “Already?” she said.
I shrugged. “Just had to turn the parts around,” I said.
“How do we know it’s going to work now?” she said.
“Sit on it?” I said, and I shrugged.
She sat down. “Probably lie down on it is better,” she said.
“Yeah, but it’s fixed now,” I said, and I nodded.
“I’m not so sure,” she said, and she pushed herself up to the pillow and over to the side. “What if it’s two people on it?” she said, and she patted the bed beside her.
I looked down at her and she looked up at me and she grinned ever so slightly. I sat on the edge of the bed. “You have to lie down too,” she said, and she curled her hand around the back of my shoulder and pulled me until I finally relented and swung around to lie down beside her.
We laid there staring up at her ceiling, both with our hands clasped over our stomachs. “I don’t usually let a man into my bed with all his clothes on,” she said. And then she laughed out loud and squealed at her own joke.
“Nice, isn’t it,” she said in a whispered moan, and she rolled off me, still under the sheets, and lifted her knees and hips on her heels and pulled her pants down and off her. “Or my clothes on either,” she said. She sat up, now out from under the sheets and blankets, and she pulled her black sleeveless t-shirt up and over her head. She was wearing a black satin bra, and black satin thong-style panties. “Come on!” she said, “it’s so warm underneath — take your clothes off too! Check it out!”
She was so natural about it, so carefree, so immediate, I didn’t have time to think or worry. I peeled my t-shirt off and undid my jeans and tore my socks away from my feet, and I came down into her bed where she held the blankets up for me, and she threw them over me up to my chin and laughed and spread her leg over my leg under the sheets. She rested her chin on my chest and folded her hands over themselves over my clavicle.
“It’s okay,” she said, and she kissed the bottom of my chin. “Bailey said so.”
I pushed my arm out and under her, and folded it around her body and rested my hand on her back. She snuggled up closer against me, stretched in her neck, and started to kiss me on my mouth so instantly, so smoothly, and so unexpectedly, I could do nothing but accept it — and then I kissed her back.
She flung herself back down on her bed and pulled the blankets back up over us. “She told me you’re a very good kisser,” she said, and she covered my lips with her lips, invaded my mouth with her tongue, and moaned inside our much longer kiss.
“You two share everything?” I said. I still felt wary.
She flung herself up and over me, straddled my lap, and arched her back deeply. Her elbows locked straight and her fingers curled into my chest. “Not everything,” she said. She bit her lip and snorted lightly down at me. She curled her spine in and out and rubbed the front of her black satin thong panties forward and back over the lump emerging in the front of my shorts. “Is that nice?” she said.
“Did she tell you what she and I were doing last night?” I said. I needed to know where things stood. The naturalness of her ways, the ease of her being, the way she was so comfortable being nearly naked with me in her bed so quickly, made me feel high with recklessness. It made me able to ask whatever it was that was on my mind. I lost all shyness with her. I don’t know how she did that to me, but I felt out of body with her.
She nodded down at me and rubbed her groin harder against my stiffening lump. “Not every little detail,” she said. “But I bet she told you how long it’s been for me!”
“No,” I said. “Only that it’s been awhile.”
She flung her body down over mine and crouched over me. “Too fucking long,” she groaned into my ear. “But you feel so safe,” she said. “Mr. Acting Handyman.”
She pushed her one hand down between our abdomens and her fingers filched around in the waist of my black athletic boxer briefs, poking and stretching and finding their way underneath. She exhaled out her nose and moaned with her lips pressing against my ear — she found my bare cock with her grasping fingers, and she wrapped her hand around it.
“Did Bailey suck you off?” she said with a grin and a groan into my ear before she chuckled and wormed her way backward on her knees between my legs. “She’s a total slut doing that!” she said. She kissed a trail with her soft lips down my neck below my ear, over my shoulder, down my chest, across my stomach, and finally, around the base of my cock. “So am I, I guess,” she said. She stood it up in her hand and laughed again and made several tiny kisses up the underside of it until she reached the tip of the head of it, and she gave it a large smacking kiss and squealed with laughter.
“Well did she?” she said.
I looked down at her between my legs and pushed my fingers into her hair and twisted them in it, pulling it.
She gasped and dropped her mouth wide open. “You have to say who is better, okay?” she said, and she pushed her lips against the head of my cock and poked at the tip with the tip of her tongue, before she allowed the head of my cock, in a tight fit, to slide between her pressing lips, and into her hot, wet, mouth, where her tongue greeted it with a swirling madness.
“You girls, so competitive,” I said.
She pulled her mouth up my cock and laughed and drew the saliva-wet head all around her pretty face. “Of course we are,” she said, and she lashed her wide, wet tongue up the underside of my cock with her eyes, big and brown, held steady on mine. “I love Bailey.” She closed her eyes and sank her mouth down the full length of my shaft and moaned with my cock touching the back of her throat. She pumped herself on me and I closed my eyes and sank back into her pillows, lost in the swirling fog her tongue put me into, snaking around my cock like that, so urgently.
She tucked her hair behind her ear and laid her head sideways on my hip to kiss and lick my cock and to push her face into it. “I can’t tell you how good it feels to be able to play with a man and not have to wonder about anything serious,” she said. “Bailey told me you’d be perfect for that, and she was right.” She took the head of my cock in her mouth and sucked harder.
“Bailey said for you to take me to bed?” I said.
She pulled off me and climbed up over my body. She waddled on her knees until they pushed the pillows down beside my ears and she looked down over her nearly nude body at my face below her hips.
“I already told you,” she said. “We girls help each other out — and she definitely knows how long it’s been for me,” she said. She reached down her abdomen with her hand and slid her first two fingers down the sides of her swollen pussy lips, glistening in the dim light of her room. She spread her lips open and braced herself with her other hand against her headboard. Her knees slid out sideways and her pelvis came down closer to my face. “She said that you know how to lick a girl,” she groaned, and she lowered her hips further, until her pussy lips, hot and wet, kissed my mouth.
Her body shivered and she grimaced and leaned both forearms into the headboard above me. When I opened my mouth, her hips curled in tightly and shot back out. When I touched her sagging, full lips with the tip of my tongue, she inhaled sharply and pushed her face into the backs of her forearms crossed over each other against the wall. When I dragged the pointed tip of my tongue up one side of her pussy lips, she dropped her mouth wide open in a silent cry. When I touched the tip in the crevice between her lips, foaming and running and hot, she cried out for real.
I kissed her pussy lips, all sloppy over my mouth and chin, and she pumped her hips at my face. I French kissed her lips, and she reached down and grasped a handful of my hair in her hand and clenched her fist. I entered her pussy with my tongue and she grunted and arched her back in hard. I circled the tip of my tongue around the hard little nib that emerged at the top of her pussy, and she began to pant and groan and chase my mouth with her hips.
I teased her like that until she yanked my hair nearly out of my head and mashed her hips so hard down into my face, I couldn’t breathe. I wrapped my hands around the sides of her hips and held her hard and still, preventing her from curling her hips back. I continued circling her clitoris, and she continued chasing my mouth with her hips, her cries into the headboard above me becoming increasingly desperate shrieks. I finally sucked her clitoris between my lips and danced the tip of my tongue across it inside my mouth. She inhaled sharply and her body became stiff all over. I sucked it harder into my mouth and pulled it back, only to let it go to snap back, and she shook in her thighs and lost her strength. She pushed her soaking, sloppy pussy all over my face and I sucked her clit and danced my tongue over it until I couldn’t catch it anymore, her body was too violently writhing and snapping over me.
I clasped my hands harder into her hips and struggled to keep her still. She thrusted and contorted in spasms over my face and I licked her pussy rhythmically until she stopped breathing altogether. She stopped moving too, her entire body becoming one seized plank, still and tight. Tremors rippled up and down throughout her body and she grunted at the headboard and bit her own arm. Her thighs became so hard they rippled with spasms. Her stomach above my face clenched harder than her thighs.
“Oh fuck!” she cried out loud at the ceiling above.
I touched her clitoris with my tongue again, and all the tension in her body suddenly drained. My face went warm with the flood that ran out of her. She bucked hard at my mouth and exhaled with a loud groan. Her body, stiff as cement one moment, turned to liquid the next, and she cried out, “Oh my god!” and slid down the headboard, fell sideways off my face, and curled up into a fetal position beside me. “Jesus, Luke,” she groaned. “Who the fuck taught you that?” she moaned, and she smiled with her eyes closed.
I rolled her onto her back and brought my knees down between her flopping legs. She bit her lips, and with her eyes still closed, she draped one arm over my shoulder and reached between us to find my cock with her other hand. She pulled me to her, and when my cock pushed into her pussy lips, she draped her other arm over my other shoulder, and I came down and into her.
She was slick, soaking wet, and tight — but so lubricated, I fit into her like a hand into a perfect glove. She raised her knees, wrapped her calves around my waist, and locked her ankles together in my back. I bumped her pelvis with my pelvis, filling her completely, and her body jolted, her back arched up from the bed deeply, and she gasped with her head twisted back to the headboard. When I pulled up from her, she ran her hands down my back, and with her heels and hands together, she clung to my body draped over her on my hands and knees, and she kissed me frantically.
I bounced her suspended body from my hips, smashing her groin and filling her apartment with the sloshy slapping sounds of our fucking. She rolled me over and laughed and rode me, pushing her groin down into mine and mashing my hips with her hips harder, even, than I had hit her. She snapped her body at mine, and drilled her hips down, taking my cock to the deep depths of her pussy.
“So good!” she groaned to the ceiling and she came down on me on her elbows and knees and began to fuck me faster and harder yet.
I rolled us over and pushed her back down in front of me where I knelt behind her hips. She arched her back deeply and stuck her ass up high at me. I seized her hips in my hands, I aimed my cock, and I buried myself into her. Her body jolted with the full weight of my thrust.
But she jolted my body back just as hard, thrusting herself into my groin with ful sexual abandon. We didn’t last long like that, either of us, before I clenched my teeth and eyes, and groaned hard out loud. I tried to pull out of her, but she quickly reached around behind her body with both hands and dug her fingers into the backs of my thighs, and kept me inside her. She knew I was going to cum. She cut her fingernails into my flesh to make me cum inside her. Unable to hold myself back any longer, I erupted fully and completely into her, and my cum gushed from her pussy and ran down her thighs.
I fell off her and rolled on my back, wasted, spent, and drugged-feeling. She sprawled beside me equally spent, her limbs akimbo all over the messed up bed, and we both laughed lazily. We walked hand in hand to her kitchen when we roused ourselves, and devoured glasses of water and raided her fridge for food we fed each other.
“You’re like an instant boyfriend,” she said. “I normally get rid of guys right away.”
“Why aren’t you kicking me out?” I said.
She pushed her naked body up into mine and rubbed herself on me and purred. “I don’t know, honestly,” she said. “Something about you — it’s so comfortable and normal, if that makes sense.”
“Maybe it’s because I was in your friend’s bed last night, so you know this can’t be anything serious,” I said.
She snorted and pushed her mouth into my neck and kissed and licked me there. “Something like that, I’m sure,” she said. “Can I ask a favor though?”
“What’s that?” I said. We had begun kissing each other as we talked.
“Can you stay the night?” she said.
I shrugged. “You’ll have to feed me in the morning,” I said and I laughed. I wasn’t serious, of course.
She cupped her hand around my balls and laughed and invaded my mouth with her tongue. “Can you pretend to be my boyfriend all night?” she said. “But then — stop when we go to work?”
I contemplated what she asked me and she misinterpreted my silence.
“You think I’m weird,” she said.
“No,” I said. “I’m just marveling at how honest you can be,” I said.
She snickered and kissed me and pulled my wrist to lead me down her hall to the bathroom. “Acting boyfriend,” she said, and she looked at me with her deep, dark eyes over her shoulder as she took me toward her glassed-in shower. “That’s what Bailey called you.”
We put the water on as hot as we could stand it and we soaped each other up with our hands all over each other’s body. She spread her feet, raised them up on her toes, and bent over at her waist. She put her hands flat on the glass in front of her, and I took her hips in my hands and plunged my cock into her extraordinarily hot pussy, and rocked her from behind. We rammed our bodies into each other and she erupted at the same moment I came inside her again. Laughing and swooning, we cleaned that up too, and got out and dried ourselves.
Drying her hair in her mirror, she said, “Oh my god, you made me cum three times already!”
“You’re leading by one,” I said, and she laughed, she spun around, and she pulled me by the hand out of the bathroom and into her bedroom. “Don’t you worry,” she said, and she pushed me into her bed. “But a little sleep first, no?” she said.
We curled up together and quickly nodded off. It was sometime in the middle of the night, some hours later, when I awoke to the sensation of her mouth slowly and quietly pumping on my cock, already straining and hard. I pulled the sheets back and Danielle shrieked with laugher and climbed up over me and pushed her pussy down over the head of my cock and quickly began to fuck me.
“I couldn’t help myself,” she said, and she hung her head down so that her long brown hair swept over my face. She had sucked me enough to have brought me already close to the edge before I even woke up. Still half-sleeping, I seized her waist in my hands and groaned and strained under her. Her breasts hung in my face and I licked and sucked on her nipples. She fucked me deep and slowly all the way through my eruption under her. She already had a wet cloth handy, and she wiped me clean, she rolled me over, and she clung to my back. She kissed my ear and neck. “Sleep boyfriend,” she whispered, and we both nodded off again.
In the morning, I woke up from the light streaming through her window and looked down at her laying on her stomach beside me, her face sideways and peaceful on her pillow with her arms wrapped around it. I pulled the sheets back and admired her toned, athletic body, young and smooth, her back like a painting, her legs straight and spread. She was used to sleeping alone, I guess, the way she was so spread out.
I knelt between her spread legs and nudged them carefully more open. I tickled her pussy lips with the tip of the head of my cock and her body automatically responded. Her hips lifted from the bed. I pushed myself into her and laid down over top of her, and I humped her prone body under me.
She woke up and curled her fingers into the sheets with my fingers wrapped up with them, and she pushed her forehead into the mattress and gasped deeply. I felt her pussy inside contract and spasm, and I felt its muscles milk my cock hard and insistently. She pulled my hand under her face and sucked one of my fingers off in her mouth, grimacing and groaning.
I erupted inside her and her body thrashed under mine, and it shivered and stiffened before flowing flat as though her muscles, at once stiff and hard as wood, turned soft.
“Oh my god, Luke,” she said, unable to raise her face from her arms, unable to gather any strength into her body at all. “That one was somehow deeper and longer than the others,” she said in a groan with her eyes closed. She smiled and kissed the back of my hand.
We ran out of time and I finally had to rush into my clothes and out of her apartment. I needed to open up the back for the linemen an hour before her work started up front. She stopped me in the hallway to attack me with kisses all over my face. She was still in only her bra and panties. “Secret, okay?” she said.
“Sure, just between you, me . . . and Bailey,” I said.
She laughed. “And Jenna,” she said, turning around and waving at me where I stopped, my hand already twisting her door knob.
“Jenna?” I said, stopped and still.
Danielle leaned back out of her bathroom door where she was doing her makeup. “You know Jenna, don’t you?” she said.
Of course I knew Jenna. Bailey and Danielle were two girls so clearly out of my league, I never even bothered imagining girls like them. But Jenna was a different level again. Dark-skinned, nearly black eyes, a body of the kind I couldn’t believe existed — of the kind I wouldn’t look at for fear of burning my eyes — Jenna was as untouchable as a pure orb of light. Even the alpha male linemen on the crews stumbled on their feet and got tongue tied around Jenna.
“Sure,” I said. “On the communications side.”
“She said she likes you,” Danielle said as she drew her lipstick around her mouth and smacked her lips at me, and she laughed with a squeal. She went back inside her bathroom. “We come as a package deal,” she called out to me and she laughed again. “Me, Bailey and Jenna — we always share!” She pushed her face back out half checking to see if I was still here, I had fallen so silent. “You like sharing, don’t you?” she said, and she laughed uproariously.
I went out and walked purposefully down the hallway, frantically pressed the elevator button, and chose to fly down the stairwell instead. The air outside was cutting cold and it woke me up when it slapped against my face when I flew out the door into it. I slapped my face with my hand when I got in my truck and turned it over. I didn’t get my usual allotment of sleep the previous night, and that made it two nights running.
It was a minute, maybe two, after 7 when I got to the slate steel door of the utility warehouse. There were at least 15 guys there, waiting. It was the first time I was late for work the whole time I’d been there. The guys had been more accustomed to arriving late, since the real handyman was usually fifteen minutes late or more. But not since I first showed up.
“What the fuck, acting handyman?” one called out.
“The Kid is fucking up lately, just saying,” another said.
“Send him down to the minors for conditioning, kid needs to get his head on straight,” said yet another.
They were all laughing at me as I fumbled under the pressure and dropped the keys in the snow.
“You finally get your willy wet last night, that why you’re all clumsy this morning?” the first guy said.
I spun around to him, but I shouldn’t have. They all caught my busted look and they all groaned and laughed and started slapping me on the back.
“Acting Handyman got laid!” one of them shouted. The laughter only rose up higher. I got the door open and fell inside and hit the button to lift the main garage door so they could load their trucks with what they needed for the day.
“Your first time, isn’t it,” one guy said, and he wrapped his hand around my shoulder as I struggled to get the key into the office door. “I got you, brother,” he said in feigned solemnity. “I got you.”
They all had their laugh at me. “Everybody, go easy on The Kid today, he became a man last night,” a guy shouted out. More laughter. A guy came into the office to check the work orders on the computer in there. “See, thing is,” he said, squinting at the screen, “young guys like you, you just never know when or where the next fuck is coming from.”
“Leave my little buddy alone,” his partner said, wrapping his arm around my shoulders. “He’s tender this morning.”
“Who was it, anyway?” he said to me. “Come on, you can tell uncle Ted your secret,” he said, and he pushed his ear down to my face.
I pushed him away. “Fuck off, all of you,” I said.
“Touchy touchy,” a guy said. “He’s emotional today,” he said to another guy coming up into the office.
“First one’s always like that,” the other guy said. “Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it,” he said.
“You don’t know that,” the first guy said, turning away from the computer screen having got his necessary information. “Don’t give him false hope like that — it could be weeks or even months before he gets his willy wet again.” He punched the other guy in the gut.
“Somebody needs to have a talk with The Kid,” the other guy said privately, but obviously loud enough for all of them in the office to hear.
“Was it Mrs. Slemming?” the guy who had me by the shoulders asked me. Another round of hearty laughter rose up throughout the office. Someone repeated the joke to the other guys in the warehouse and a further round of hysterical laughter flooded the vast space. Mrs. Slemming was older than the utility itself. She was the accountant and the word around her was, she’d die within a week if she ever retired, a line she herself said to anyone who ever asked.
Suddenly everyone fell quiet. I looked up and peered out the small window beside my desk that looked out into the warehouse. It couldn’t have been the boss — he never went around to the warehouse in the back. I heard shoes clack hard on the three steps up to my office door. The three guys inside the converted container put their heads down and backed away, studying their sheets with furrowed eyebrows. The door, already partly open, swung more widely open, and a high-heeled boot came into view. I swallowed and looked from the toe of the boot, up the calf, over the knee and the exposed thigh, encased in dark shimmering stockings, to the red pencil skirt, and then the black blousy top, and finally, the face.
I closed my eyes and they nearly remained closed, paralyzed by my disbelief at who this time graced my office container in the back warehouse that morning. The three linemen inside silently and quickly shuffled out of the office and the other guys in the warehouse murmured and hurried about their work. They were all married, just like all the women in the office up front, except for those three. They were temptresses, they were sirens. And one among them was something else again.
I opened my eyes into the eyes of Jenna. She stood before my old desk, her feet tightly together, her arms wrapped around a file folder she clasped to her chest, her hair, black and shimmering with long tight spiraling curls, obscuring her face, looking like she was willing to wait for as long as it took for me to gather my senses.
“Hey,” I said.
“Hey,” she said, and she smiled briefly.
The silence was long and stiff. I glanced out my window and caught at least ten guys standing and staring at the open door into my office, before they noticed me seeing them, and they all instantly began walking and bumping into each other and laughing covertly.
“Help you with something?” I shouted out my window.
“No, captain,” one guy said. The rest of them snickered nervously.
Soon they were gone and Jenna remained alone with me in the office. She seemed to have a lot of patience. She  tucked strands of hair behind her ear and said, “Um . . . “
“Broken furniture at home?” I said.
She instantly rolled her eyes up, turned her face sideways, and covered her widely spreading grin with her cupped hand. “How did you know?” she said, and she snorted, looking at me again through the corners of her eyes with her face remaining twisted far to the side.
“Embarassing! Anyway,” she blurted out, and she suddenly and quickly twisted and turned away, skipping out the door. She stopped herself, said “Oh!” and put a folded piece of paper on my desk, before she chuckled with nervousness and ducked down and out my door, skittered across the warehouse floor in her high-heel boots, and went outside and back up to the office in front.
I opened the tiny folded yellow post-it note. On it was written an address, a buzzer number, a time — 7 — with a question mark, and a heart.
I went up to the office a little later with a couple of odd jobs to justify my visit and found Danielle at the photocopier.
“What did you tell Jenna?” I said.
“Shh,” she said back to me. “It’s Friday, we always go out to the donut shop at the corner for coffee break on Fridays,” she said. “Meet us there.”
I got in the company pick-up and drove out to a worksite to drop off equipment one of the crews phoned back to say they needed, and I circled back around to the donut shop and parked — just in time for office coffee break. I spotted all three of them inside at a table — Bailey, Danielle, and Jenna.
I shouldn’t have been as nervous to go inside as I was, but I braced myself and pulled the door open and ducked my face down. Bailey saw me right away, and beckoned me urgently to get out of the line up — she held up a coffee cup. They already ordered for me.
I sat in the booth with the three of them, beside Danielle and facing Bailey — with Jenna beside Bailey looking down shyly at her tea on the table.
“Nice time last night?” Bailey said, and when I looked up at her face with shock and horror on mine, she burst out laughing and cupped her hand around my forearm where it laid on the table in front of my chest. “Don’t fret, oh Lukian one,” she said, and she rubbed my arm with her thumb.
I glanced over at Danielle.
“Don’t worry,” she said in a calm, soothing, and quiet voice. She curled her hand around the top of my thigh. “She knows too.”
I glanced at Jenna, but she instantly turned her face away and grinned into her palm.
“Me and Danielle,” Bailey started, “want you to do our friend Jenna a favor,” she said.
“What’s that?” I said, swallowing hard and widening my eyes. I could barely look at Jenna, she was so stunning, so otherworldly.
“It’s easy,” Danielle said. “And we know you’ll do it perfectly.”
I turned to her, avoiding my eyes on Jenna’s. “Do what?” I said.
“Take me out on a normal date?” Jenna said. I brought my eyes, finally, to her eyes. They were as deep as pools. I felt myself instantly sucked in like a planet too near a blackhole.
“Not only was Jenna raised in a sheltered home,” Danielle said, and she shook her head and pursed her lips at Jenna, “but she also has never had a simple ordinary date with a guy.”
“Not one,” Bailey said. “She’s only ever had what her mom set her up with, or weird guys that get all dumb around her,” she said.
“In case you haven’t noticed,” Danielle said, “Jenna is what you would call classically beautiful.”
I cleared my throat. “A bit, yeah,” I said.
“She intimidates guys,” Bailey said. She threw her arm around Jenna’s shoulder and pulled her in close against her. “But deep down inside, she’s just an ordinary girl like both of us,” she said.
“With a girl’s ordinary dreams and worries,” Danielle said, and she jiggled with laughter and pushed her shoulders up.
“Seriously, though,” Bailey said. “Just make it a normal date, like you would any other girl. She just wants to be treated like us,” she said.
“I would have thought you’d have guys crawling up and down on their knees on broken glass just to get a date with you,” I said to her.
Jenna shrugged with a pursed lip grin at me.
“She does,” Danielle said. “That’s part of the problem.”
“She doesn’t want some rich older guy, she doesn’t want some alpha male bossy guy, she doesn’t want some chisel jaw movie star jackass,” Bailey said. “What she wants is an ordinary guy.”
“Is that what I am?” I said.
Bailey and Danielle both shrugged sheepishly at me. “You are, though,” Danielle said. “You’re perfect.”
“I’m an acting handyman,” I said.
“And you’re decent, you’re funny, you’re normal, and you’re . . . “ she paused and pursed her lips to stop the spread of a crooked grin. “ . . . you’re lots of fun to tease and play with.”
“So there’s no broken furniture?” I said, looking at Jenna.
She rolled her eyes and grinned.
“Did you find broken furniture at my place?” Danielle said.
I turned to her and snickered. “Not until I left, maybe,” I said.
Bailey gasped and slapped my arm. “Luke!” she said.
Danielle pushed herself over the bench seat, scrunched both her hands hard down into my thigh under the table, and pushed her mouth up to my ear. “You can break my bed any old night you want,” she said, and she laughed and reamed my ear with the hard tip of her tongue.
Bailey gasped at Danielle. “It’s Jenna’s turn next!” she said to her. “And then mine again!” She turned to me. “Right acting boyfriend?” she said, and she laughed.
I turned to Jenna. “So, 7?” I said. “Or 6, so we can get dinner somewhere too?”
“Okay!” Jenna said.
“Out, out,” Danielle said, kicking me across the bench seat. I got out and all three girls sped away and out the door and back into Bailey’s car.
Just as they left, two line crews came in and all four big guys squeezed into the same booth with me, cramming me against the wall. Their coffee break came right after the office coffee break.
“You having coffee break with the girls now?” one of them said, and he chuckled.
“Just going over things,” I said.
He slapped my thigh with his huge, thick hand. “Stay and have coffee with us,” he said.
“I already had coffee,” I said.
He ignored me and nodded at the one guy who was in line for all of them. “What things would a clown like you have to go over with with three dolls like them?” he said.
I snorted at his “dolls” word. But he stared at me blankly.
“Seriously,” he said. He raised his face to his partner across the table. “That fucking Jenna,” he said. “Jesus fucking Christ on a cross,” he said, and he hung his hand and waved it like it was on fire.
“All three of them,” his partner said. “Like some kind of wet fucking dream, those three.” He turned to me. “You have wet dreams about them, Luke?” he said.
I just shrugged. What could I say? They put my second coffee break coffee down in front of me and started on again about different things I could order from our suppliers, “seeing as how, as a warehouseman, you know how to order and receive supplies and all,” he said.
“Good for something at least, hey Kid?” the other said. “Maybe that’s what he’s going over with, with them girls,” he said to the other guys. “Ordering shit and fixing their furniture.” He turned to me. “Is that what you got going on, you’re fixing their furniture?”
“I’m not at liberty,” I said.
They all laughed. “Good one, man,” one guy said to the other. “Fixing their fucking furniture all right, I tell you what — I’d put a screw in any of those seats any day, hold it down real good.” They all laughed even harder. “Who fucked you last night, anyway?” he said, nudging me hard. “Can’t be anybody from work,” he said. “Nothing but old ladies and young dishes totally out of your league. Tell me,” he said.
But I only shrugged.
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