
        
            
                
            
        

    















I found Jenna’s building — it was right around the corner from where Bailey lived, and only a block away from where Danielle lived, too. All three were a short walk away from each other, which I found interesting. I texted her that I was downstairs, and I jutted my jaw and twisted my fists around the finger bumps of my steering wheel.
It hardly seemed possible in this world, in this life, that a girl like Jenna was about to come down and hop into my truck to go on a date with a guy like me. She was out of the league of guys who dated girls who were out of my league. I couldn’t smell a trap, but then guys like me — we weren’t at the bottom of the food chain, sexually speaking, for nothing. I couldn’t smell a trap even if my nose was already in it.
I pulled my gear stick down to “drive” and pulled the lever up to pop open my parking brake. It felt impossible that I was not being set up for a big joke, possibly, I thought, orchestrated by some of the linemen at the utility we worked at who were taking a practical joke too far, as those types of guys often did, unknowingly. It didn’t seem possible to me that any of it could be real — first Bailey, then Danielle, and now Jenna. I misunderstood, I decided. Possibly I hallucinated the whole thing with all three of them. I was dreaming, I thought, maybe, and would wake up at any second, head rising from desk, slobber drying over the back of my hand. Frankly, I thought, waking up from it, realizing it really was all a dream, would have been a big relief for me. It would have restored my confidence in the shape and form of the world and my station in it that I had come to know.
That’s when I saw the elevator doors inside the absurdly bright lit-up glass cubicle swoosh open and the darkly angelic figure of Jenna float out. She waved at me, she smiled at me, and she charged through the glass front doors of her building and hurried down the sidewalk toward my truck. I was caught and it was too late to peel out of there. I was too slow to save myself. I felt exposed, endangered, and out of hiding places to run to.
She climbed up into my truck and leaned over the seat to press her soft, pink and frosted lips right into my cheek. There was nothing dream-like about the heat and the moisture she pushed against my skin. “Thanks for doing this,” she said in a voice both breathy and deep.
She had darker skin than Bailey and Danielle. Her hair was black and shiny and it hung in long, wild, glistening curls down the sides of her face. Her eyes were at once nearly black, but also bright, nearly sparkling. She pulled deep dimples into her cheeks when she smiled. The way her eyebrows sat raised and curved and the way her full-lipped mouth hung partly open, she looked perpetually on the cusp of expecting a delightful surprise. When she pulled back from me, I was swept over toward her in the vortex of her scent. She chuckled and sat back and pulled on her seatbelt. “Let’s go!” she said, and she kicked her straight legs up and down and chuckled and squealed. She was excited, it appeared.
I had no choice. I coasted out into the roadway and we rolled up to the first stop sign. She pulled her phone out and began texting.
“Already doing a safety check-in?” I said.
She laughed and twisted her phone away from me. “Wouldn’t you like to know!” she said, and she held her phone up, spun around in front of it, and snapped a picture of me and herself across the front seat of my truck. She put her phone away. “Bailey and Danielle didn’t think I’d do it,” she said.
“Go on a date with me?” I said.
She laughed and pulled a strand of tight curls down her cheek and ran it through her full lips. “Go on a date with anybody,” she said, and she looked at me with downcast, big, and dilated eyes. “I usually flake out by this point.”
“You?” I said, and I laughed and shook my head. “I find that hard to believe.”
“I don’t do well in the dating department, if you must know,” she said. “I’d given up on it.”
“Because you probably intimidate guys,” I said.
“Why, though?” she said.
“Have you looked at yourself?”
“But why should that intimate a guy? You’re not intimated,” she said. “Are you?”
I laughed. “I didn’t ask you out on a date,” I said. “Bailey and Danielle did.”
“Are you going to treat me differently from them?” she said.
“How do you mean?”
“What I want most of all is a normal date with a decent guy for a change. So just be with me the way you were with Bailey or Danielle,” she said. “That’s all I want!”
I laughed and shook my head.
“What’s so funny?” she said.
“That’s perfect because they’re also out of my league,” I said.
“There are no leagues, silly,” she said. “In case you were wondering.” She looked out her side window. “There are only types.”
I took her to dinner — not an expensive place — and to a movie — whatever it was that was playing nearby. That’s as normal a date as there is, I thought. Talking came easily, partly because I decided she wasn’t really dating me, she was just satisfying her friends Bailey and Danielle who pushed her into it. I had no expectations about what came after the date, either, since it wasn’t a date. Even Jenna laughed at the concept of it being a date, making jokes about it. “Where are you going to take me next on our big date?” she said, and she laughed.
“Depends on how the date is going so far,” I said. We finished dinner and slipped around the corner for coffees to kill time before the movies.
“I’m giving it an 8 and even maybe bumping that up to 8.5 or 9,” she said, frowning and squinting and feigning seriousness. “The dinner portion of the date went very well, I thought,” she said.
“Is that what you’re busy telling Bailey and Danielle on your phone all the time?” I said. I was only joking, although it was true, she was sneaking texts all night.
“You guys never do know what us girls are talking about, do you,” she said with feigned concern.
“You don’t know what us guys are talking about, either,” I said, countering her. I also hip-checked her up the sidewalk — I forgot who it was and I slipped into a casual, friendly mode with her by accident.
“The hockey game, usually,” she said. “Am I not right?” She hip-checked me right back and made me slide against the wall as we tumbled in through the door into the cafe. She snickered and snorted over her shoulder at me at the rough entrance I made, drawing attention to myself from annoyed patrons.
“Not wrong,” I said meekly.
She insisted on paying for our coffees. Not for the first time that night did I forget I was on a date with her, it felt so natural, so easy. We murmured to each other about other couples in the cafe who looked like they were on a date. When we walked up the two blocks to the theatre, she casually took my hand in hers. Her thumb rubbed the back of my hand when she was impatiently waiting to say something back to me. We talked with exuberance all the way inside.
“Very top row,” she whispered in my ear as we stood in line for the ticket taker. She had to stand on her toes to reach my ear. She also leaned the whole front of her tight and exquisite body into my side to keep her balance, and she snickered and squeezed my hand harder. That’s when I realized, again, we actually were on a date.
The theatre wasn’t more than a quarter full and we were alone at the top in the middle of the row in our high-back seats that reclined half-way down. “Look!” she said, and she showed me that the armrest came up between us and tucked away behind us. She chirped with surprise and pushed her body against mine and sank the side of her face down into my shoulder. There was nowhere for my arm to go other than around her back. She tugged on my hand where it floated over her far shoulder and patted it down where it came to rest over her collarbone. My fingers laid into the upper area of the pillowy part of her chest. I closed my eyes to focus my attention and I swallowed hard, but slow, too, to hide it.
When the trailers started, she pushed her feet into the floor, stretched her body out and up, and brought her mouth up to the skin of my neck just below my ear, and she kissed me there. “I’m enjoying the date very much,” she said. And then she licked my neck with the hard tip of her stiff tongue and she chuckled quietly.
When the lights went down and the movie itself started, she draped one leg over my leg. Before the first scene was over — which involved a grisly murder — she was half turned into my chest and her hand was wrapped around the far side of my waist. Before three minutes had passed, she was making out with me. Her lips were as soft as warm air. Her breath was scented and intoxicating. Her fingers scrunched into my waist where she pushed them up under my shirt, and her fingertips traced the line across the top of my jeans and into my bare abdomen. Her fingernails scratched me.
She raised her head from my face and scanned around the dark space, and I looked around, too. We chuckled at each other, sure that we were alone and invisible, and we started to hold each other’s faces in our hands and kiss more deeply. Her tongue penetrated my mouth. Her tiny moan invaded my ear.
“You’re turning me on too much, too fast,” she whispered to me.
“I can be a douche bag for a bit, if that would help settle things down,” I said in a whisper back to her.
It made her burst out laughing and she tried to plug her nose to make herself stop, but people below us spun around and frowned up at us. It was not a scene in the movie that should be funny to anyone, although what it was, was lost on her and me because we weren’t paying attention very much.
“How did you know that’s what I love?” she finally managed to say, and she closed her small hand around the crotch of my jeans and squeezed me nearly too hard down there. Her tongue penetrated my mouth more deeply and she groaned gutterally inside our sealed kiss.
We had to leave halfway through the movie and we struggled back to my truck like two injured war vets helping each other off the field of battle, the way we hung onto each other and walked and stopped and wavered over the sidewalk. We were necking the whole way. In my truck, while I backed up and nosed us around the lanes of the parking lot, she rolled side to side on her hips and pulled her skirt out from under herself and pulled it up around her waist. She pulled up and out the waistband of her black panties, too.
“Touch me down there,” she said. “See how wet I am already.”
“Jesus, Jenna,” I said. “You’re going to kill me.”
She sank back in her seat and dropped her high heels off her toes and propped her bare feet up on the dashboard, a foot or so apart. She wriggled on her bum and pulled her panties up her thighs and over her knees, and off her feet.
“This is not how Danielle and Bailey described you,” I said, glancing down over my shoulder at her bare lower body. She bit her lip and curled her hand under her thigh so that her fingers came up between her legs, and she touched the lips of her pussy, spreading them. They were visible to me at night in the truck because of how they glinted in the lights of my dashboard.
“It’s not how I thought I was, either,” she said. “Something about you makes me want to push you,” she said. “You make me take on a whole other role, if that makes any sense.”
“I’m just trying to drive here and not crash,” I said, and I looked over at her beside me. I struggled to keep my eyes on her eyes, the way her body was splayed all over the seat beside me, already half-naked, already writhing like that, and leaking.
Either purposefully or otherwise, she half-lidded her eyes and dropped her mouth further open. “Why don’t you pull over somewhere,” she said in a voice so breathy it was nearly a whisper. “Like here, like right now,” she barely managed to squeeze out.
Beside us and behind a row of narrow and tall cedars was a vacant parking lot that ran along the front of a small industrial strip of long, squat buildings. I pulled in, drove to the furthest stall, and nosed up to the back of the trees. I checked around. Nobody would be able to come up on us by surprise. And no one would see us as they went down the street, either.
She undid her seatbelt and turned to me and tugged on the collar of my coat. “Push my head down,” she said.
“I wouldn’t do that, though,” I said.
“That’s why I want you to,” she said. “I have a need to push you, I told you,” she groaned at me. She sank her mouth over mine and invaded me with her tongue. She reached for my wrist and closed her hand around it and pulled it toward her lap. She slid her fingers down over my hand and down over my middle finger, until she held me only by the tip of it, and she dragged that down her bare abdomen until I could feel first the tuft of her nearly invisible pubic hair, and then the heat and moisture of her swelling pussy lips, and she groaned deeply.
She hung from my neck with both hands, once I started to finger her, and her body wormed and lifted off the seat in response to my touches. “Luke,” she whispered in my ear, and she bit me and breathed hard and rapidly. “Push my head down,” she said again. “It turns me on,” she growled.
I touched the top of her head with my hand more or less hovering just over her hair. She gasped. I sank my fingers into her hair and she grunted. I pushed as lightly as I could, and she squirmed and groaned. When I tugged on her hair where it wrapped up in my hand, she gasped louder and rolled onto her knees to reach over the seats.
I curled my hand around her back and found her pussy coming at it from behind, and I sank my finger inside her. She was shaking and frantic, the way she tugged at my jeans and struggled to open the button. She pulled at my fly and pushed the panels of my pants over and pressed them down. She lifted her self on her arms, straightening them, and she sucked my bottom lip into her mouth and groaned to me.“I want to suck you off so bad, it’s ridiculous,” she said as though deeply frustrated.
Her fingers, trembling, fumbled with the waist of my shorts and she glanced around the windows of the truck one last time and, deciding it was safe, I felt the skin of her hot hand wrap all the way around my bare and exposed cock. I flung myself back in my seat and popped my eyes wide open out the front window of my truck like a man electrocuted, unsure if I would be lucky enough to remember this dream. As traffic passed at night in and out of the cones of streetlights going left to right and right to left, I felt her mouth, hot, wet, and smooth, sink down over the head of my cock, and then her lips squeeze around my shaft, and then my whole cock push more deeply into her mouth, slow inch by slow inch. She went down on me. She engulfed me. My eyes couldn’t have bulged wider. Her moan vibrated me to my core.
I looked down in my lap and watched her long spirals of glistening black hair bob and weave in my lap. I saw her bare shoulders where her coat had fallen back from her neck, perfect, round, and smooth, and I drew my gaze further down her undulating body to her bare and wavering ass, jerking with ripples of spasms from how my finger sank between her pussy lips where I rubbed her deep down inside her pussy, and up and around her hardened little nib.
I lost my mind the way she moaned on me, the way she swirled her tongue around my shaft inside her mouth, the way she showed such eagerness, such enthusiasm. I forgot to keep rubbing her. She squirmed only more. The closer I came to the edge, the closer she sounded like she was coming to her own edge. My hips lifted up off the seat, she was causing such tension in my body. She flowed around me like a river around a rock, caressing me, drawing me out, crying on me. I pressed my hand into the ceiling of the truck and my body planked out flat under her face and hair. She only dug down deeper and moaned louder and sucked me harder.
I shook like an earthquake and clenched my eyes and clamped my teeth down. Jenna cried out louder than me, though, muffled by my cock that she pumped into her mouth with a kind of desperation. Her body shook as much as mine, and strained even harder. She lapped at my cock and cut the skin of my thighs with her nails. I was unable to hold back. I exploded up into her throat, hard and messy and loud. She tried to seal her mouth around my shaft, but her entire body was rippling so much with spasms at the same time that my cum gushed from her lips and ran down my cock and over my balls. She started laughing even while I was still pumping her mouth, and my cum shot onto her face and neck.
When I finally subsided back down into my seat and rolled my head back and struggled to keep from falling deeply and quickly asleep or dead, Jenna dragged her tongue around the head of my cock, smacked her lips, and swallowed me more. She checked her face in the mirror behind the visor and she laughed and found a tissue to wipe my cum off her chin. She rolled back and leaned her head into the back of her seat and looked over at me, still in a state of floating transcendence.
“Oh my god, Luke,” she groaned. “You made me cum just from cumming in my mouth.”
“You don’t say,” I managed to grown. “That makes two of us.”
She laughed and kissed me all over my face. “I never experienced that before,” she said. “Cumming from giving head.”
As a joke, I said, “You’ll have to ask Bailey and Danielle about that, I guess.”
She pulled her phone out as though I had been serious.
“Don’t tell them that!” I said, and I weakly snatched at her phone.
“Why not?” she said, madly inputting with both her thumbs close up to her face lit up in a blue glow.
“You guys are so nuts,” I said, and I started the truck.
“We share everything, silly,” she said. “Didn’t they tell you that?”
“Then you know about me and Danielle?” I said.
“And you and Bailey?” she said, and she smiled and chuckled and leaned over to kiss my cheek, before sitting back and pulling her seatbelt on. “It’s okay,” she said. “You’re not a boyfriend to anyone, right?”
I got her back to her building.
“Walk me to the door?” she said. At the glass doors, she turned to me and said, “Walk me to the elevator?” Once on the elevator, she held out her hand to me. “Take me to my door?” she said. At her door, she twisted her key in the knob and turned to me, twisting it. “Do you want to come inside and break some furniture with me?” she said.
She held a serious expression for two full beats before she burst out laughing and yanked me inside, shutting and locking the door behind me. She turned to me in her dark hallway lit only by the lights of the city out the other end where her living room was, and she draped her arms around my neck. “You will have to fix any furniture you break, though,” she said, and she pulled me down to her and sank her mouth over mine.
She smirked and turned and pulled me by the hand through to her living room, and she turned again and shoved me down by the shoulders into the middle of her couch. She pulled her skirt up to her waist to allow herself to spread her knees around my thighs and and she sat down on my lap facing me. I could feel the heat of her bottom on my legs.
She leaned over and laughed and coaxed the remote with the tips of her fingers into her hand, and she handed it to me and wrapped her body even more tightly around my body. “Find a show to put on,” she said. “And put the volume up,” she whispered in my ear. “I don’t want my neighbors to hear me.”
She untucked my shirt and pulled it up over my head and kissed me randomly over my bare chest and ribs. When I barely touched her back, she shot her arms straight up, ready for me to take her top off. She sat back on my knees and fluffed her hair where it settled back down over her shoulders and back. She laughed and pushed herself backward until she stood between my feet, and she unclasped the hook at the side of her skirt, and wriggled it over her hips until it fell down around her feet. And then she stepped back, slid her hands down the underside of my legs and over my calves, until she caught the bottoms of them in her fingers, and she leaned back and laughed and tugged.
I undid my button and pulled down my fly and lifted my hips from the cushion of her couch. She yanked and laughed and nearly fell backward when my pants suddenly let go and slid down and off my legs. I snatched at the waist of my shorts that got caught up in my pants, but she shook her face at me and said “That’s okay!”
She reached to pulled them from my grasping fingers and down off my stretched-out legs. She sat back down on me, now completely naked, her in her black lace hipster panties and black lace full-cup bra. I nearly lost my mind, and not for the first time that night, either. She pushed her perfect round shoulders up and dropped her face down between them and tilted it, taking my mouth with hers. I wrapped my hands around her bare waist, up her back and over her ribs. I felt the sides of her breasts with the heels of my hands, and wrapped my fingers around her shoulders, then around the back of her neck.
She arched and curled her back in response to my touching her body all over. Tiny high-pitched and breathy chirps escaped the back of her throat. She dropped her hands down between our bodies and her fingers, cool, long, and elegant, wrapped around my cock where it rose up between our abdomens. Her thumb bent around the top of the head of my cock and she rubbed it back and forth. Her breath drew deep and shaking and her chest arched out at me and heaved.
“We probably shouldn’t on our first date,” she said in my ear, and she pressed my rigid cock against the lace on the front of her panties.
“Okay,” I said.
“If I take them off, are you going to stay a good boy?” she said.
“Okay,” I said again.
She pushed herself back off my knees and stood up. Staring at me in the flashing dark of the room lit only by the show I put on behind her, she seemed to think a moment with her eyes squinting at me, before she snorted lightly, hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties, and squatted at her waist and knees to draw them down her legs for the second time that night. She stepped back up, spread her legs around my knees, and sat on my lap. I could feel her warm, bare skin against my skin. She wiggled to bring herself up closer against me.
“Just a kiss,” she said, and she gasped and knelt up over my lap high enough to wrap her hand around my cock, straining and trembling under her hips, and she brought the tip of the head to the glistening, swollen lips of her pussy, and she chuckled, but nervously.
“That’s all,” she said.
“Okay,” I said again, but my voice wavered.
“For now,” she said, and she sank her tongue into my mouth where it wrestled with my tongue.
She pulled back from me. “Don’t tell Bailey or Danielle, okay?” she said.
“Okay,” I said.
She dropped her mouth wide open at me and her head fell back. Her long curls cascaded down her chest and she arched deeply in her back. She pressed on the top side of my cock so that the underside pressed into the crevice between her soaking wet pussy lips, and she lifted her body up off my lap and dropped it back down again, dragging her pussy lips over the underside of my cock, up and down.
“You can’t go inside me though,” she said in a voice barely able to find it’s breath.
“Okay,” I said with equal difficulty.
She shook all over and her breath became halting and sharp. She pushed the head of my cock between her pussy lips and gasped and pulled her body back. I could feel the coolness of her wetness on my cock.
“I never allow this on first dates,” she said, nearly crying.
“Okay,” I said.
“Just a little, but no more,” she groaned at me. I felt her pussy close around just the head of my cock.
“Okay,” I said, but I barely managed to voice it that time. 
“Bailey and Danielle would be shocked, if they knew,” she said. She shook throughout her body and curled her back in deeply and dropped her face down to look between us. I looked down between us too, so that the tops of our heads met.
“Do you think they look good together?” she said. “Oh, hello,” she said in a funny voice, and she lightly slapped the underside of the head of my cock against the flowering lips of her spreading pussy.
“Hello, what is this place?” I said, also in a funny voice.
She laughed and rubbed the head of my cock all over her wet pussy lips. “You can come in for a visit, but just a little visit,” she said. “Promise me,” she whispered in my ear, and her knees spread on the cushions of the couch and her hips came down over my hips. She let go of my cock and wrapped her arms tightly around my neck. Her body sank down on mine, and her pussy closed around the head of my cock. We kissed deeply and slowly, and her pussy came down my shaft inch by slow inch until our pelvises mashed together.
“Oops,” she said in my ear in a whisper, and she curled her back, she opened her knees wider, and she thrusted her hips up to my waist. My cock poked at the end of her pussy. She inhaled sharply and in stops and starts, and she curled her spine and pulled her hips up, only to push them down harder and deeper and faster into mine. Her fingernails curled into the skin on the back of my neck and she sucked my bottom lip between her lips. She rocked her body into mine with a more rapid-fire frequency and with a couch-skidding force. I closed my hands around her breasts where they jiggled in my face, and she flung herself back to catch my knees behind her in her hands, and she arched her body backward and lifted her face to the ceiling.
“Oh fuck, Luke!” she cried out loud, and I looked down between us. Her pussy was pouring so wet my cock was coated in her and a bubbly foam formed where it plunged up between her suckling pussy lips.
I pushed myself up from the couch and she clung to me, both her arms and legs wrapping tightly around me and locking behind my back. I carried her like that, an appendage, as she slammed herself into me, pumping herself on my cock, down the hallway to her bedroom. I dropped her down on her bed in front of me. She clung to me so tightly, she swung under me as I crawled up on her bed on my hands and knees. She kept my cock inside her the whole time.
I came down on her body with my hips and plowed her through her bed. She pushed her feet up  to the ceiling, pointing her straining toes at the end of her legs held straight, and her back arched, her head flung back into her pillows, and her mouth stretched tightly in a silent, un-breathing grimace. I only realized she had been climaxing when the tension in her body released all at once all over her, and she bellowed to her headboard behind her, upside down.
She started laughing and her body jiggled and she apologized, but she only laughed harder. I rolled on my back on her pillows and she flung her body over mine and crouched low and kissed me all over my chest and neck and face.
“Did Bailey make you fuck her from behind?” she said, and she squealed and bit my ear.
“I think so, yeah,” I said.
She moaned in my ear. “Fuck me from behind harder than you fucked her,” she said, and she squealed and laughed. She rolled off me and got up on her elbows and knees. “Come on!” she said, and she laughed more and wiggled her ass high up in the air behind her. “Is this how Bailey let you take her?” she said.
“Why are you so interested in what Bailey and I did?” I said.
“She was excited for me, going out on a date with you,” she said.
I got up on my knees behind her and I seized her hips in my hands and looked down. Her back writhed in front of me and she dropped her face to rest her cheek sideways on the sheets.
“We have to keep things even between us,” she said and she laughed.
Her pussy hung in front of me soaking wet and pink and swollen. I poked the head of my cock into the wet pillows of her pussy lips and she lifted her face and gasped hard into her bed pillows that she held under her body. I sank into her all the way and she drove her hips back at me and crashed hard into my hips. I began to slam her like that, sending up a loud slapping noise and rocking her bed against the wall. Her fingers curled into the sheets under her and her mouth dropped open widely.
“Jesus, Luke,” she cried into her pillow.
I felt contractions in her pussy muscles and she grew tight around me — but also wetter with fresh floods rushing hot and wild over my cock and down the inside of her thighs. I made the mistake of looking at her back, dark, toned, and contorting, and I felt the triggers inside me and knew I was not going to be able to hold myself back. She moaned loudly and bit the corner of her pillow. When I tried to pull out of her, she reached quickly behind herself and sank her fingernails into the back of my thigh to keep me inside her. I exploded hard and deeply into her and rammed her body hard enough to break her. She cried out loud and her pussy felt like fingers milking me on the inside. We fell down together, me lying on top of her crushed and flat body under me, until she jiggled and giggled and struggled to push me off her.
We eventually struggled up and out of bed and she took me to her kitchen, got out a tub of ice cream and two spoons, and I lifted her, squealing, up onto the edge of her counter. Her phone buzzed and buzzed again beside her and she finally picked it up and laughed. “Bailey and Danielle think we should treat you to a threesome,” she said. “Would you like that?” she asked me with mock seriousness on her face. She carefully put a spoonful of ice cream in my mouth and watched as it came out of my lips cleaned off.
I’d grown hard again. I nudged myself between her spread knees and as she scraped around the inside of the tub, I pushed my cock into her pussy. She wrapped her heels around the backs of my thighs and she fed me another spoon of ice cream as I casually fucked her on the edge of the counter.
“That would technically be a foursome,” I said.
Her body jolted gently from my fucking her and she fed herself a spoon of ice cream before dropping the spoon into the empty tub and pushing it out of our way. She draped her arms over my shoulders and tilted her face at me as she lifted her heels up my back and locked them around my waist.
“Not if you’re not allowed to fuck any of us,” she said.
I sank my cock all the way into her pussy and she grunted and watched my lips with her dark, glowing eyes.
“Something tells me that a rule like that would be broken in no time flat,” I said.
She chuckled and kissed me with her tongue penetrating my mouth.
“Did you fuck Danielle on her kitchen counter?” she said.
“Why are you so interested in how I fucked your friends and where?” I said.
She grew shy and dropped her face down into my chest. “I don’t know!” she cried out loud. “I like imagining it?”
Her phone buzzed again beside her ass where she skidded gently on the counter from the light fuck I was putting into her.
“Going to get that?” I said.
She sank her mouth over mine and wrestled her tongue around my tongue, before pulling back from me. “It’s supposed to be my time with you,” she said.
I wrapped my hands around the back of her hips and pulled her body closer over the edge of her kitchen counter and, standing against it, I bumped her body with mine harder.
Her phone then rang and she rolled her head back, bulged her eyes, and dropped her chin down with exasperation. “Those two are impossible!” she said. But she answered her phone nonetheless. Both Danielle and Bailey were on the other end.
“Would you guys just!?” Jenna shouted to her phone after setting it down on speaker beside her naked, skidding hip.
“Oh my god, are you fucking him right now!?” Danielle shouted on her phone.
“Are you there Luke?” Bailey shouted.
“Here and present,” I said.
They both squealed.
“Are you fucking my very good and innocent friend Jenna right now?” Bailey said.
“On the kitchen counter,” I said.
Jenna bit my neck. “It’s none of your business!” she shouted over her shoulder at her phone and she laughed. She leaned back on her elbows until her body came down flat over the counter, and she caught her heels on the edge with her knees up and parted. I held her by the tops of her thighs and bounded into her, deep and smooth and hot and wet.
“Are you guys really just starting to fuck now?” Danielle said.
“We already fucked on the couch and in my bed,” Jenna shouted with her voice jolted from our fucking on the counter. “He won’t stop — he’s wrecking me!” she said and she laughed.
“Is she your favorite now?” Danielle asked me through the phone and she laughed.
“You’re all my favorite,” I said.
Bailey laughed. “Good answer!” she shouted. “Was Jenna a good girl on your date?”
“Until the movie theatre,” I said.
Jenna screamed and covered her face in her hands. “Oh my god, don’t tell them!” she said.
“Did she go down on you in the theatre!?” Danielle shouted.
“Let’s just say,  we didn’t make it straight home,” I said.
Both Bailey and Danielle shrieked and laughed.
Jenna braced herself with her fingers clutching around the edge of the counter. She grunted out loud, perhaps forgetting her friends were on the phone beside her.
“Oh my god, you really are fucking right now!” Danielle shrieked.
“And you guys are distracting me!” Jenna shouted. Her hair flew all over the counter.
“You should let him cum inside you,” Bailey said.
“He already did!” Jenna cried out from the top of the counter she skidded over.
“Oh my god you are such a slut!” Danielle shouted and she laughed.
“You told me you did that too!” Jenna shouted back.
“I did,” Danielle said. “But it was beautiful, not all slutty and twisted like you!” she cried out loud and she laughed some more.
“Bye!” Bailey shouted suddenly and the phone went dead.
“Cum inside me again?” she said up to me from the counter.
I held her by her shoulders and rammed her in her hips. She squirmed and contorted all over the counter and cried out louder than even in bed. I ejaculated into her and spilled out all over under her. I fell out and staggered backward. She laughed and popped up and took me by the hand to her bathroom and got the shower hot and steamy for us.
We cuddled in bed after.
“We’ve never done anything together, the three of us,” she said. “I bet it sounds like we did.”
“No, no,” I said with less than convincing assurance.
She rolled against me on her side. “You would just love that, too, I bet,” she said, and she snickered and kissed my mouth.
“I’m not sure it would be a good idea,” I said.
She rolled the other way and pulled me on my side behind her to spoon her. “I can see what they say,” she said. “A little treat for you.”
“Really, no,” I said.
“Don’t be silly,” she said, and we fell asleep quickly on her bed, our bodies entangled.
At work, I got the warehouse open on time and the line crews filed in. “Acting Handyman get laid on the weekend?” the one said — the usual one to be blunt and loud.
“I don’t share, my friend,” I said.
His partner elbowed him. “Five bucks, let’s go,” he said to him. “Told you he wouldn’t have no follow-up.”
“You let me down, buddy,” the first guy said. “I thought for sure you’d be sticking your wet willie into some hole at some point,” he said.
“I’m not like that,” I said to him. “There are some things in life more important than that.”
“And here I thought you were getting it on in a threesome with those girls up in the front office,” he said, and he laughed with his big barrel-chest laugh.
“As if!” the other guy said.
“Technically, that would be a foursome,” I said, correcting him.
“Technically, that would be a wet dream,” the other guy said, and they turned and went out of my office trailer slapping each other on the back and laughing at the utter ridiculousness of it.
Coffee break time for the front office came and I hopped in my truck and got to the donut shop just as Bailey, Danielle, and Jenna were sitting down with coffees. They had one ready for me, too.
“I think you broke Jenna,” Bailey said, and she smirked over the rim of her cup. “Girl is useless as fuck today in the office.”
“It’s true!” Jenna said to me with her eyes bugging out. “I’m dropping things and forgetting my logins and everything!” She shook her face at me like it was me who did something wrong. “I think you fucked my brains out!” she said in a hushed voice through a grin.
“Next time,” Danielle said, “maybe take it easier on her?” She pushed her hand up through the back of Jenna’s hair. “She’s a fragile thing!” she said to me with fake emphasis.
“I’ll have to supervise next time, I see,” Bailey said.
All three of them giggled but said nothing more about it the rest of the break. They got up and went back to the office. I went to the bathroom, and when I came out, two of the line crews were in line for coffees.
“Luke! I’ll get yours, get us a table,” he said.
I claimed the very same table I had only moments earlier got up from.
They crowded around me.
“We have to get our little friend laid,” the one said. “Look at the guy, we make fun of him every morning, but he’s withering up, boys,” he said.
“When was the last time, little buddy?” another one said.
I shrugged. I didn’t know what to say. I couldn’t tell them the truth, that much was sure.
“He needs it bad,” the first guy said. “Tom, what’s your sister doing these days?”
Tom laughed out loud and rolled back in his groaning, plastic seat. “Fuck off, Kentucky,” he said, and he shook his head. They all laughed.
They went back to their trucks and headed back to their jobsite. Just as I climbed into my truck, my phone buzzed. It was the manager of the utility office.
“You free to take a coffee break with me and Gerald?” he texted me. Gerald was the overall supervisor of the district.
“Sure,” I said, as though I had a choice. 
“Meet us at the donut shop,” he said. “You know where it is?”
I told him I did and I turned my engine back off. I timed it so it looked like I was just climbing out of my truck when the manager and supervisor arrived.
“You ever have coffee here?” he said. “It’s pretty good.”
“I’ve heard of it,” I said.
“Come inside, take a break,” he said. “We want to propose something to you.”
I followed them in. The staff had just finished cleaning off the table that the linecrews and I had used — the same table she had cleaned already after the girls left. She looked at me with squinting eyes.
The Supervisor and I made awkward small talk until the manger came back with three coffees.
I sipped the one he put in front of me. “Oh yeah, that’s pretty good,” I said of the third coffee in a row I had just had.
“Told you,” he said with a self-assured chuckle. “I know everything that’s going on,” he said.
I looked at him with my eyes bulging out.
“The chocolate glazed is the best donut, for example,” he said.
I nodded.
“It looks like Freddy might not be coming back,” the supervisor said. “Took a turn for the worse,” he said with a shrug. Fred was the handyman I had been replacing. “We’d like to make you the permanent handyman — you’re doing an excellent job by all reports,” he said.
“Permanent?” I said.
“Permanent — meaning you get the benefits package, we bump you up the pay grid to level 1, you get vested in the pension,” he said. “All the perks, including three weeks paid holidays — more as you go on,” he said.
“Jesus, you serious?” I said.
“You like working here?” The manager said. “Girls in the office like you a whole lot better than ol’ Freddy, I can tell you that much, and the line crews,” he said, and he turned to the supervisor. “Kid’s got the warehouse up and running before they get there,” he said.
“And then, you take your coffee break with us,” the supervisor said, “and let us know if there’s any issues rising up with the line crews or the office staff,” he said, “and we can make sure none of your supply orders get held up with any budget bullshit from head office,” he said. “Not to spy,” he said, and he patted his hand down toward the table. “Just to give us the mood,” he said. “Everybody talks to you, they don’t talk to us so much, for obvious reasons.”
On the way back out to our cars, I took the manager aside for a couple of steps. “I need to confess something,” I said to him. He stopped and lifted his chin to me. “I’ve been having coffee break with the office staff and then coffee break with the line-crews, too, and now you and him want a coffee break with me,” I said.
“I know,” he said, and he patted me on the back. “There’s the afternoon too, right?” he said, and he chuckled. “Maybe try tea?” he said, and he shrugged and got in his car. “Think about it!” he called to me as he shut his door.
I got back to my office in the trailer in the warehouse and found a folded purple note-pad note stuck in the seam of my middle desk drawer. I pulled it open and the note fell in my hand. I opened and read it. “Sleepover party at Danielle’s?” it said. It gave a day and a time. “Just the four of us . . . . “ it said. That was followed by a little heart.
I inhaled, held it a few seconds, and puffed my cheeks fully out, exhaling with my hands spread to the side edges of my desk. I want to say that I had a lot to think about, but the truth was, there was absolutely nothing to think about, outside of one basic, core question: Was this even real?
I got out the small gas torch and held the note over a porcelain insulator and set fire to it, holding it until it singed my fingertips, and I let it burn the rest of the way to nothing. I didn’t need any evidence to fall into the hands of the line-crew guys or I’d never hear the end of it.
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