
        
            
                
            
        

    















I found fun blonde Bailey, studious brunette Danielle, and exotic black-haired Jenna crowded into our usual table at the coffee shop for their morning break. As had become routine, they had already ordered my drink, and all three waved me over with broad smiles and wide, delighted eyes. I scanned around the place to see if anyone else noticed how absurd it was that a table like that was waving over a guy like me. I curled my shoulders over and put my face to the floor, but inside, I was bursting.
I was feeling bold in a new and unfamiliar way, given the previous weekend’s sleepover festivities — even though I ducked out of that situation at 3 or so in the morning. It was too much for me to face them still cooped up inside Danielle’s apartment the next morning, given what we had done together and in front of each other all over the couch at her place the previous night. I wanted to give them time to consider what they’d done with me — and each other, too — in case they regretted some of it. It was new and different for all of us, I could tell. How much of it would fall into the category of “got carried away, never again” remained to be seen.
I came over to the table even though an earlier me would have avoided the issue and stayed away from the coffee shop altogether that whole week. Jenna shoved herself over and patted the seat beside her and nodded rapidly at me, full of excitement. Something was up, I could tell by the way they were all smiling extra widely at me. It wasn’t quite what I expected the first morning back, and I slid down into the plastic moulded seat and held my cup in front of my face like it was some ejection-seat lever. I wasn’t going to be the one to bring up how awkward it felt seeing them in the light of day again, clothed and apart, unlike that night . . . .
“Why weren’t you answering your phone?” Jenna groaned to me in a hushed voice through gritting, grinning teeth. She reached across under the table and pinched her finger and thumb into my jeans and twisted the denim. I looked up at her and she flared her eyes back at me, before letting go of my flesh and patting me where she hurt me. All of it remained hidden
“We have a proposition for you,” Bailey said.
“But only if you want to,” Danielle said.
“Well of course, it’s only if he wants to!” Jenna said to Danielle. She looked back at me and rolled her eyes. She laid her hand back over my thigh, higher up and closer to the top. She wore a ring on her thumb. Her nails were painted in zebra stripes. I puffed my cheeks out and looked back up. They weren’t backing off, were they.
“So, just listen: Dani, Jen and me booked a last-minute super-spa weekend, next weekend, altogether, for all of us,” Bailey said.
“It’s up at Brooks Inn!” Jenna said, and she flared her eyes at me. The side of her pinky touched the mound in my crotch but she didn’t move it away. She touched the tip of her tongue to the middle of the underside of her top lip. Her eyes dilated at me.
Brooks Inn was an ancient and huge stone-built resort type place tucked away up in the hills. It was infamous for rumors of wild parties by celebs and rock stars passing through the state in decades past, going all the way back to the ‘30s.
“Isn’t that the hot-springs resort thing?” I said. I was familiar enough with it, but only as a sign on the winding hilly road that took me past it’s long, shady driveways and further on to my favorite camping site around the other side of the lake — favorite because it was underdeveloped, nobody knew about it, and those who did, didn’t like it. It was perfect for a loner guy like me.
“They have a special on,” Danielle said. “So we booked one of the lake-side cabins!” She grew suddenly demure and bit her lip and looked down.
“But it’s cozy, as they say,” Bailey said. “Two bedrooms, each with one king-size bed.” She grew demure just like Danielle did. “So it’s perfect for four people, isn’t it.”
I frowned and squinted my eyes at both of them. I wasn’t connecting their dots yet.
“So we’re wondering, would you want to come too?” Jenna finally said in a tiny, quiet voice. “There’s room for you, obviously.”
“We want you to come,” Bailey said even more quietly.
“It’ll be way more fun with you there,” Danielle said. “Lots of laughs, right? Our own private cabin,” she said. 
So! I thought to myself. They weren’t interested in putting that sleepover night into the “one to forget” category at all. They were, by contrast, interested in doubling down on it, and doing those things we did all over again. One of those girls around the coffee shop table that morning could play the role of the girl next door in any college-girl movie. Another could play the role of the quiet and studious nerd with thick black rim glasses bent over her books. The third one could play the role of the exotic mysterious unknown factor. They were all radically different from each other. But on some subjects, like inviting me to their spa resort weekend, for example, they all behaved as one. It was the same thing the previous weekend with the sleepover: they were all shy, nervous, unsure and wary at first, but when things started happening, they were all over it, up to their necks, so to speak.
And there I was, also at that table, the one who lived a lifetime — so far — perfecting the role of the loner: nervous, unsure and wary, especially around girls like those three. Only now I was having to deal with them being worse than me about it.
Maybe they didn’t know what I was really like. The guys at work sure did — so much so, they were visibly shocked at my transformation that morning.
I liked it, though. I wanted to get more of it. I still couldn’t shake the niggling suspicion that a big joke was still building, with me as the punchline. I knew the three girls were all more or less in the dating market — I even saw one of the dates as he peeled out of Bailey’s street after dropping her off that first night. And I was certainly not, to put things delicately, the kind to be found in their market. Things like that weren’t supposed to happen to stiffs like me.
“Are you asking me to play the role of your escort for your glorious spa retreat weekend?” I said. Escort, concierge, chaperone, guardian. Anything but date, I reckoned. Besides, there were three of them. How could it be a date?
“Yes!” Danielle said, after a moment in which she paused as though trying on the word for fit. The way she said it, the way her eyes glinted at the others, the way she slightly smiled at me — her face down, her hair over her eyes, her chest up and out — I shivered in my seat. I looked from Danielle’s eyes to Bailey’s eyes, to Jenna’s eyes, and back to Danielle’s eyes. They all looked the same way back at me, and it made me swallow hard. But I hid my stiff swallow as well as I hid the shiver. They looked lustful. They looked desirous. They looked sensual. Bailey twirled a strand of blonde hair in her fingers. Jenna scratched her long painted nail into the fabric of my jeans under the table. Danielle absently ran her tongue over her top lip, her mouth hanging partly open. It was bordering on embarrassing. I glanced around the coffee shop again.
“So do you want to?” Bailey said.
“Say yes,” Jenna said privately to me, and she pinched my flesh through my jeans again, harder this time.
“Okay, fine,” I finally said. It wasn’t like I needed to consult my calendar to make sure I could get away. The only thing I had lined up for the coming weekend was rebuilding a small motor already on the workbench in the small unheated lean-to built on the side of my ranger’s cabin up at the end of the road on the conservatory lands, all alone. The way I used to like it . . . .
They all three of them clapped and whooped enough to turn all eyes in the place toward our table.
Including Kentucky, Tom, and the three other line crew guys already stopping in early for their coffee break, and staring over from the line to me at the table with the three girls from the front office.
Kentucky slapped the back of his hand into Tom’s stomach and left the line to swagger over to our table. I got along well enough with those guys, but it was definitely a role I learned in high school, “getting along” with the jocks by letting them have fun taunting me and making jokes at my expense.
“Girls,” he said, nodding at them around our table. “Hard at it as usual, I see,” he said.
“I don’t see you climbing up any poles at the moment,” Danielle said back to him, and she snickered and glanced at Bailey and Jenna.
“This one part of the front office ladies crew now?” Kentucky said, gesturing to me with his head, but his eyes remained on Danielle’s eyes, or rather, more on her chest, the way he loomed over top of her.
“I move like the wind,” I said to him.
He only reluctantly swung his gaze away from Danielle and over the table and down to me.
“One minute you see me here, the next I’m gone, I’m here, then I’m over there,” I said.
“Boss know you’re taking two coffee breaks?” he said.
“Let me ask you something, Kentucky,” I said, and I let him ponder what I was going to say while I took my time sipping from my cup. I was speaking in a different voice. Things were coming to me like they always had, but now they weren’t delayed by an hour or so and I wasn’t keeping them down inside, either. I felt a degree of non-consciousness with it, speaking as thoughts formed in my mind in the moment. “You like getting your truck out of the warehouse first, or you like getting it out of there last?”
He snorted. “Are you threatening me?” he said in his best New Jersey accent.
“Some things you see . . . ” I said, half turning away from him, “. . . they make you want to run home and tell your mommy. Other things . . . “ I said, and I turned back to him and met him, eyes on eyes. “ . . . they make you want to gouge your eyeballs out.”
I looked around at Danielle, Bailey, and Jenna in that order. Each of them looked down and away and pursed their lips to keep from bursting out laughing. They knew what I was referring to — the couch at Danielle’s the previous weekend: the camis and shorts, the sounds, the bare skin, the tiny cries. The repeated climaxes.
He snorted and shook his head. “What the fuck you talking about, Kid?” he said.
“I’m saying maybe you didn’t see what you thought you saw just now,” I said, and I sipped my cup again, keeping my eyes on his. The boss knew I was taking several coffee breaks a day, and in fact encouraged it. But Kentucky and Tom and the rest of them out back didn’t know that.
“Your secret is safe with me,” he finally said, and he slapped my shoulder. “Never mess around with the warehouse and supply guy, right? Come over to our table when you’re done gossiping with the hens,” he said. “Got a proposition for you.”
I widened my eyes at Bailey. “Another proposition!” I said quietly, after he left us alone.
“It won’t be as good as ours, I promise you,” she said. Jenna squeezed her hand directly around my cock and through my jeans, and when I flinched and looked up at her, she flared her eyes widely at me and shook her head.
I drank back my coffee and got up from the table. “I believe that,” I said to Bailey and I glanced down at Jenna. All three of them laid those eyes of their’s on mine, their mouths parting, their bodies leaning forward. They stirred me.
“What’s the big idea?” I said to Kentucky and Tom and the other guys bunched around their small table. They also had a cup for me and I sat down.
“AGM at the union comes up this weekend,” Kentucky said. “Our local gets to send four reps. Me, Tom, Childes, and Wrecker were going, but Wrecker’s got a medical issue and can’t go. You wanna be his sub?”
“The whole weekend?” I said.
“It’s a fucking gas,” Tom said. “You’d fit right in like a dirty shirt. Open bars both nights,” he said, and he widened his eyes, half turned his face, and nodded like I would doubt it.
“Seven hundred guys from all over the tri-states,” Kentucky said, and he rolled back in his chair that bent under his weight, and laughed like Santa. He was remembering, I gathered from the way Tom laughed looking at him, the shenanigans of past AGMs. “Up at Brooks Inn,” he said, when he recovered from laughing and he wiped his eye. “Great fucking place — goddamned legendary.”
“Yeah,” I said, “I heard of it. Hot springs or something, right?” I sipped my coffee and widened my eyes into the cup. How could it be the same damned place? 
“Several pools of the hot stuff,” he said, and he nodded with a serious expression. “Indoor, outdoor, big, small, you name it,” he said. “You gotta come.”
“Yeah, I don’t know,” I said. “Can I think on it?”
“What the fuck you got to think about?” Tom said. “Free hotel, your own room, seven hundred guys just like Kentucky and me!” he said, and he laughed like Kentucky had earlier. “What’s not to love?”
“Can I think about it?” I said.
“I know you don’t have a date, so don’t give me that shit,” Kentucky said, and he slapped Tom over his stomach where it bulged up and over the edge of the table. “We need our four votes at the tables, though, so don’t think too long on it.”
“Got to check my calendar, I’ll get back to you end of day,” I said.
“Counting on you!” Kentucky said, and he fixed me with narrowed eyes.
I got up to go — but made it no further than the doors. The two bosses were coming in, and they turned me around. “Just the man we were hoping to see!” Gerald the supervisor said. McGavin, the manager, chuckled and turned my shoulders and steered me back inside.
We awkwardly passed Kentucky and Tom coming out. I kept my head down.
“Got a thing you might take an interest in,” Gerald said as he gestured for me to sit down first. “No answer needed right away, of course,” he said.
“Okay,” I said.
McGavin came back with coffees for all three of us. “I went on this thing, didn’t I Gerald,” he said. “Back a few years,” he said, nodding at me.
“All of us have,” Gerald said with a knowing nod at me.
“What thing. . . ?” I started, but Gerald put his hand up to stop me.
“Sometimes, and this is just between you, McGavin and me, but the management through the whole family of companies . . . ” he said, opening his arms up as though he were wrapping them around a barrel. “ . . . we keep our eyes out for new people to bring in, to bring up,” he said, and he nodded at me as though to check that I was following. “Management,” he said.
“Big weekend sort of thing. We all get together, share war stories, you get to meet people all the way up the ladder — CEO is going to be there,” McGavin said with a wink.
“The entire executive suite make themselves available,” Gerald said, taking over. “They speak to the corporate vision going forward, we have a chance to celebrate those stepping away, retiring, and . . . “ he nodded at me again, “ . . . we bring in new people, like yourself, for example, show them around.”
“I’m new people?” I said.
He shrugged. “It’s a chance to have a taste of it, see if you like it. There’s generally fifteen percent or so turnover in the management ranks, so we need to recruit from somewhere. Every worksite is meant to bring one. McGavin and I, we’ve been watching you grow in your job.”
I sat back. “Jesus,” I said. “I’m just an acting handyman.”
“No, no,” he said. “You’re permanent now,” Gerald said with a nod. “And we see bigger things for you, too.”
“Funny thing is,” McGavin said, and he snorted and leaned back in his chair and draped his arm over the top of the chair beside him. “They like to rotate the region they hold this thing at, and this year, it’s going to be up at Mount Brooks.”
“Mount Brooks?” I said.
He gestured with his chin like the place was visible right outside the windows. “The Mount Brooks Hotel,” he said. “Charming place. Right beside the old Brooks Inn?”
“In fact they share the same round indoor historic pool, the original hot spring pool, funny story there,” Gerald said.
“It’s right next door?” I said.
“Right next door to the union powwow,” McGavin said and he laughed and slapped the table. “Hasn’t been like that in about 15 years,” he said.
“20 years since, I think,” Gerald said, nodding at him. “It’s just the way things broke out this year. Shouldn’t be a problem,” he said, looking back at me with eyes that suggested it had been, and could be again, a problem.
“The same weekend?” I said.
“Historical reasons for that,” Gerald said. “But yes, same weekend.”
“And you want me to go to this?” I said.
“You get your own hotel room. It’s quite a weekend, you’d really enjoy it,” McGavin said. “You can bring your partner, but if you don’t have one . . . “ he said, trailing off.
“Can I think about this?” I said to Gerald.
He sipped his cup with a smirk that I couldn’t interpret. “Let me know end of day,” he said.
I drove back to the utility and climbed up the stairs to my office trailer inside the warehouse and shut the door. I stretched the fingers of both hands over my entire face and rubbed my forehead and temples and cheekbones. “What is even happening,” I groaned to myself.
Bailey came up my steps and didn’t even knock before coming into my office. “So, did you think about it yet?” she said, and she dropped herself down in the wooden chair against the wall and chuckled.
“It got a lot more complicated,” I said.
“You always overthink everything,” she said. “This weekend is all about getting away from it all. You have to come!” she said.
“Going up Brooks is not exactly getting away from anything,” I said.
“Have you been there?” she said. “I think you might change your mind after this weekend.”
“Frist,” I said. “I think I know why there was such a special rate for the lake cabins this weekend,” I said.
“What do you mean?” she said.
“The Brooks Inn is hosting the utility union’s big annual general meeting the same weekend,” I said. “Seven hundred guys are going to be there.”
She covered her face in her hands and her eyebrows shot up high over her forehead. “Oh my god!” she said. “Our guys too?”
“Kentucky, Tom, Childs,” I said. “And they want me to go up with them. Wrecker’s supposed to go, but he can’t make it. They want me.”
Bailey squealed. “Oh my god, that’s crazy!” she said. “You have to say ‘No!’ of course!”
“That’s not all,” I said. “Gerald and McGavin just sat me down for coffee,” I said.
“What do they want?”
“To take me to some big management thing — which just happens to be at the same time right next door at the Mount Brooks Hotel!”
“At the same time?” she said, dropping her mouth wide open with disbelief.
“Them two at the Mount Brooks Hotel, Kentucky and Tom and Childes and seven hundred guys just like them at the Brooks Inn, and then you and Danielle and Jenna at the Brooks Inn Cabins. All at the same time,” I said.
“Oh my god, what are you going to do?” she said.
“I’ll tell you what I want to do,” I said. “I want to drive past the Mount Brooks Hotel, past the Brooks Inn, and past the Brooks Inn Cabins, and head out all the way around the lake to the Brooks Lake Campground and spend the weekend rebuilding a small gas motor on the picnic table up there.”
“It’s winter, you can’t sleep in a tent,” she said.
“I have a camper for the back of my truck, but you’re missing the point,” I said.
“So let me see if I understand,” she said. We heard someone come in the warehouse and we both spun around. It was Danielle. Bailey leapt up and ran to the door. “Get in here!” she shouted to Danielle and she beckoned her to hurry.
“Jenna’s coming too!” Danielle shouted back and she laughed.
Sure enough, Jenna came around the side of the big door, and they both came into my office and shut the door against the cold.
“What’s going on?” Danielle said.
“Luke has a decision to make,” Bailey said, darting her eyes out of their corners at me while she still faced Danielle and Jenna, who hugged their bodies even though they were dressed in their coats.
They looked at me and I looked at Bailey. “Go ahead,” I said to Bailey with resignation, and I leaned back in my old squeaking chair. “You tell it.”
“So, Kentucky and Tom want Luke to go with them to a union meeting — oh!” she said, stopping herself. “Guess why the cabins were so cheap this weekend,” she said.
Jenna and Danielle both squinted and shook their heads at Bailey.
“Their stupid union has their big stupid meeting this weekend up there,” she said, and she rolled her eyes. “Seven hundred of them.”
They both rolled their heads back to the ceiling and exhaled. “Ohhh!” they both said.
“Place is big enough, though,” she said, and she looked back at me. “The cabins have their own hot spring pools,” she said. “They’re kind of separate already. But the problem is . . . “ she said, turning back to Danielle and Jenna. “ . . . they want this guy here to go with them.” She turned back to me. “Why do they want you to go? Don’t they have a set number of delegates they can send?”
“Wrecker has some medical thing, he can’t go, they want me to go for him,” I said.
“And then, get this,” Bailey said. “Gerald and McGavin want him to go with them to that big stupid management thing they do every year,” she said and she laughed.
“You!?” Danielle said.
“Don’t sound so shocked,” I said.
“I can see it,” Jenna said. “I’d love it if you were my boss!”
Bailey and Danielle both grinned and shook their heads. “Anyway, he has to decide,” she said to them before turning back to me. “You have to decide — Gerald and McGavin and speeches and toasts and weird-ass mason handshakes all weekend, Kentucky and Tom and a bunch of guys getting drunk and loud and farting all weekend, or . . . “ she paused. “ . . . me, Danielle, and Jenna, all alone in a cabin by the lake, getting manicures and pedicures and massages all weekend.”
“And more,” Jenna said with a tiny, creeping smile and widening eyes.
“Hm,” Danielle said. “Bosses, bros, or beauties,” she said, and she smirked. “What kind of man do you want to be?”
“Yeah,” Jenna said, and she got up, leaned over the front of my old desk, and put her arms straight down on her splayed-out fingers. I kept my eyes on her eyes, but her top fell open for me to see clearly down the front of her chest.  “What kind are you?” she said, and she chuckled.
Bailey stood up and leaned over the front edge of my desk shoulder to shoulder with Jenna and struck the same pose, showing me a clear line of sight down the front of her billowing top, just like Jenna did. “Tell us,” Bailey said. They both rocked side to side on their hips to swing their exposed chests at me where I remained sitting stoically in my old chair.
Danielle joined them, and she did the same thing, so that all three of them bent nearly at right angles at their waists, and hung their upper bodies down for me to look down their tops all I wanted. They laughed at how I didn’t take their bait. “Bosses, bros or beauties,” she said, reminding me of what the choice was for the weekend. “You need to decide what you like.”
I couldn’t take it anymore and I looked down the front of Danielle’s top. Let them catch me looking, I thought. What was I, superhuman?
Danielle was wearing a black bra, full cup, dark and delicious. I looked down Jenna’s top. She was wearing a white bra, smooth with swoopy lines, all style and class. I looked down Bailey’s top. She was wearing a red bra, satin and glowing. I lingered with my gaze down each of their tops, and they wriggled their bodies at me, they chuckled, and they arched in their backs and pushed their chests up to show me more. They didn’t mind I was looking down their tops. They were laughing about it, enjoying it, wanting me to linger. They were enjoying my discomfort. They weren’t playing fair at all.
“You already know what’s going to happen in that cabin all weekend,” Bailey said. The three of them stood up and turned around as one. “So just think about that,” she said, and they made a point of strutting with their asses pushed up and stuck out as they went out my door and down the steps in single file, and out the warehouse. I could hear them giggling all the way up the side of the warehouse back to the office up front.
“My mom is getting surgery Saturday,” I said to the boss up front. “I need to be around the hospital this weekend.”
“Understood,” Gerald said. “We’ll get you next year for sure!” he said, and he nodded at me.
“Mom’s in the hospital,” I said to Kentucky. “Surgery. I have to go home,” I said.
“Aw, buddy,” he said, and he slapped my back. “Gonna kidnap you next year,” he said. “Go look after your mom.”
I faced Bailey and Jenna and Danielle in the parking lot up front after work. “Don’t even try!” Bailey said.
“Was going to ask you who’s car we’re driving,” I said.
They all cheered. But they all stopped right away, too — we were still at work. Bailey had the best car — she finally got rid of her old wreck and bought a new, small SUV. We decided to leave Friday after work. They elected me to drive. I parked my car at Bailey’s, her and I drove around the block to pick up Danielle and Jenna in the back seat, and we headed out of town and up into the hills.
I drove quietly while the three girls nattered away about what to do first, second, third, and so on, be it manicures, pedicures, face scrubs, clays, massages, etc. I had to think about how to hide away from the bros, how to stay hidden from the bosses, and how to manage myself, sequestered in a private cabin all weekend with the three beauties.
“Hungry?” I said to Bailey who was in the front seat with me. No sooner had I said it but the narrow, winding road flattened out into a forest clearing in which a long log-cabin type of road house appeared. The front was lined with big, burly forest-road type pick-up trucks with heavy winches on their fronts and trailers of tools on their backs.
“Oh come on!” she said, tapping the back of her finger against her side window.
“Not a good idea,” I said, driving on past.
“Let’s eat there!” Danielle shouted from the back.
“Let’s not,” I said.
Jenna sat up behind me and wrapped her head around my head rest. “Are you afraid to go in there with three girls like us?” she cooed into my ear.
I jutted my jaw, I rolled my head back, and I brought my eyes up to the ceiling of the car.
“Fine,” I said, and at the first cross-road, I turned in, turned around, and headed back. I had a bad feeling about it. But there hadn’t been any other places to eat for a long time.
We stopped and went inside. As I thought would happen, the whole place turned and stared. It was like opening the door to a dog pound dressed in fresh steak meat. When we ordered our burgers and fries, I stopped the server. “Wrapped to go, please?” I said.
“I thought we were eating here!” Danielle said.
“So we can take with us what you don’t finish,” I said.
“So smart!” Jenna said. “Can we keep him?” she said to Bailey and they all laughed.
Danielle jumped up and put country music on the juke box. Jenna went up and put another one on. Our food came and I tried to suggest we just take it and go. But the girls wanted to stay longer.
That’s when two looming guys in plaid Mac jackets came over and stood too close and too tall over our table.
“Ladies,” one of them said. Then he turned to me. “You mind if we dance with your girlfriends there, buddy?” he said.
“No thank you,” Bailey said, drawing his gaze over to her.
“We’re just here to eat,” Danielle said.
“Thought maybe I saw you laughing at the music earlier,” the guy said. “Thought maybe you were making fun of us.”
“We weren’t laughing at the music,” Bailey said. “If you must know.”
“Then I guess that means you want to dance with me,” he said.
His buddy laughed and slapped the back of his hand over his arm. “Good one,” he said. The bicep was the size of my thigh.
“Maybe it means they want you to leave them alone,” I said. An earlier self would have cowered in that situation. An earlier self would have crumpled. I wouldn’t have been able to enunciate a voice. I would have shook. But none of that was possible to me now, not with Bailey, Danielle, and Jenna in danger. I wasn’t given the option anymore to be scared. I didn’t want to be that kind of guy anymore.
“Pretty sure they can speak for themselves,” the guy said.
“Pretty sure she just did,” I said, doubling down.
“You got some mouth on you,” the guy said. “You ain’t no longer at some downtown nightclub, buddy. You want to look around at your present surroundings, maybe,” he said.
I felt my thinking turn off. I no longer exercised control over my body. I became a spectator to my own actions. I stood up, I put myself square in front of the guy, and I laid my eyes on his eyes, and then I drained the life out of them. I made them cold. I made them expressionless. I made them steel. Something told me to say nothing at all and so I stayed silent, nose to nose with the guy.
Time dilated. Space warped. What was a rocking road house a moment earlier sounded now like a mortuary. I projected through my eyes the absence of emotion. And then I nodded at him, slightly enough that he might have been the only one to see it. What was I saying? Come at me? Who knows — I certainly didn’t know. But the guy slapped his buddy on the back, they both guffawed, and they both turned away.
I turned back to the girls and nodded silently at them, too. They seemed to get my message just as clearly as the guy did. They wrapped up the remaining food and got up and followed me out of the road house. We climbed into Bailey’s SUV, backed out of the parking slot, and rejoined the road up into the hills.
Thirty seconds of silence later, and with the lights of the roadhouse fading in the distance, the girls exploded with excitement. They fawned over me, recounting the drama from all their points of view, laughing at how I stared the much bigger guy down, and how I staked my claim to them.
“You . . . ” Bailey said, and she peeled her seatbelt off and knelt sideways in the passenger seat. She draped her arms around my neck. “ are going to get the best road-head any man has ever gotten!”
Danielle and Jenna squealed in the back seat and kicked their legs. Jenna leaned her chin over my shoulder from behind. “And I’m going to watch!” she said. “Every . . . “ she said, and she kissed me under my ear, “single . . . “ she said, and she poked the tip of her tongue into my ear, “inch of you . . . “ she said, and she chuckled with her face in my hair.
Bailey laughed and Danielle clapped. “Do it, do it!” she cried out loud, and she fell back in her seat and covered her mouth with her hands like she couldn’t believe it.
Bailey licked her lips and chuckled lightly and came down on her elbows on the console between us. “Should I do it?” she said privately up to me. But she didn’t wait for my reply before she opened the button in the waist of my jeans and tugged the tab of my fly down to the bottom. She chuckled some more and opened my pants and spread the sides out flat under her hands. She pulled down the waist of my shorts and my cock, already hard, of course, sprang up and into the palm of her waiting hand.
“Oh my god,” Jenna moaned with her mouth against my neck. “So big,” she whispered into my ear through a wide grin.
“This is for taking care of us back at the roadhouse,” Bailey said, and she rocked her body forward, gathered her hair over her forearm to clear it out of her way, and she brought her lips, soft, hot, and frosted, down over the tip of the head of my cock, and she kissed it. I grunted and she chuckled and she pushed her pursed lips down harder over the head of my cock until the pressure was too much, and I burst up into her mouth and it came down to the base of my shaft.
I gripped the steering wheel and struggled to keep my eyes on the road. I could feel the flat of her tongue wrap and curl around the underside of my cock she rolled around deep inside her mouth, and she sent vibrations through me with her moans and cries from deep in her throat.
Jenna moaned in my ear and breathed hot and heavily against my skin. She pushed her spread-out palm and fingers down under the neck of my shirt and scratched her curling fingers into the skin of my chest and stomach. “So hot!” she groaned against my head.
Danielle shot forward, looked down over Bailey’s shoulders and into my lap before thrusting herself back into her seat where she curled up with her knees pulled up to her chest, and she squealed. “I can’t believe you’re doing it!” she cried out loud.
Bailey come up and off my groin and brought her face close to mine. Jenna sucked breath in rapidly and jagged, and Bailey smiled at her over my shoulder. They kissed and Jenna moaned loudly. “I want to do it,” she moaned as though in pain.
Bailey just laughed and stroked my cock in her hand. She lifted her face to mine. “Is it okay?” she said.
Danielle burst out laughing in a nervous pitch. “He can’t answer!” she cried out. She sprang forward again as though wanting to force herself to watch over the back of the seats. Bailey chuckled looking over her shoulder at Danielle and she held her eyes in hers as she came back down into my lap, licked the head of my cock, teased it with her tongue and lips up and down the side, and laughed some more, when Danielle groaned and gripped her hand over her breast and squeezed. Bailey closed her eyes and straightened her face in my lap, and sank down all the way again, flailing her tongue around my shaft as she went.
“Cars,” I announced. “People.”
Bailey came up from my lap and wiped the back of her hand over her mouth and raised her eyes over the level of the dashboard. Jenna groaned with disappointment and Danielle flopped back in her seat. “Hurry up and get to the cabin,” she said.
The check-in was done online and we were given a code to open the door. The cabin was one of seven strung along the lakefront, each of them sequestered deep inside a tall stand of old pines. They were made of varnished pine logs, but to call them “cabins” was like calling a Rolls Royce a car. We all stood in awe in the entrance, gazing around.
The main room was two-floors high. It featured a stone fireplace you could park a truck inside, a massive and deep sectional couch around it, and real fur rugs over the authentically rustic floor. There was a massive kitchen on the side, a dining area, and huge windows that arrested us all in our tracks, the view of the frozen lake surrounded by snow-dusted pines being something out of an art gallery. Overhead and up a grand and wide set of curving log stairs was a loft, and off the loft were the bedrooms and bathroom. We crept up like children sneaking into a place they weren’t allowed in, and peeked into the bathroom. It was huge and featured against a tall, wide window and a deep and wide tub, a glass-surrounded shower with multiple heads, and a balcony you could walk onto straight from the shower. It was private with walls on the side, but looked up the length of the long lake in front.
The bedrooms were even more stunning. Four-poster beds with curtains falling around them, their own balconies, and their own smaller fireplaces.
“How much did you say this place was?” I said without turning to Bailey.
“It was a killer good deal,” she moaned back to me without turning to me.
“Better than camping?” Jenna said, and she pressed her body against the back of my body and flung her arms over my shoulders. She laughed and kissed my neck.
“Better than bros or bosses?” Danielle said, and all three laughed.
The girls went back to the bathroom — that seemed to be their favorite part. When I wondered through the loft, Bailey widened her eyes at me through the bathroom door and shut it, closing the three of them inside. As I stood in the doorway of one of the bedrooms, Bailey stuck her head back out of the bathroom door that she opened slightly. “Would you get our bags, please?” she said. Someone tugged her from behind and she squealed and laughed and told me to wait a sec. The door closed and I could hear a conference of murmurs behind it before it opened again.
“Okay,” Bailey said. “Go get our bags, then go take a shower and put on one of the white robes,” she said, “then go down to the couch and get the fire on down there, and then wait. Okay?” she said. “Your special spa weekend is about to begin, master!” she said, and she laughed. Danielle and Jenna squealed too and they clapped and laughed.
“Don’t I get a say in this?” I said.
“No!” they all shouted in unison, and they laughed more.
I did as I was told. Did I have a choice? When I was downstairs building the fire, I heard them squeal and ran around in the loft above me from one room to another warning me not to look and to keep waiting.
“Sit in the middle of the part of the couch facing the fire,” I heard Bailey say from inside an almost closed bedroom door above and behind me.
I shifted and sank deeply into the soft mass of couch and pillow and cushion and I scrunched my toes into the deep, warm fur of the rug in front and pulled my robe around me tighter.
“Don’t look!” I heard Jenna say, and she laughed. I heard the massive stairs creak behind me.
“Close your eyes, no peeking!” Danielle said.
I closed my eyes and covered them with my hands. “Closed,” I said.
I heard them step around the couch and laugh and murmur now in front of me. I could see from the light through my eyelids that the fire was blocked by their bodies.
“Okay,” I heard Bailey’s voice say, soft and quiet. “Open your eyes.”
I parted my hands from my face and opened my eyes. In front of me stood Jenna, Bailey, and Danielle, each in a full-length onesie. Bailey was in a white one with puppies drawn on it, and wide, black collars on the wrists and ankles. Danielle was in a midnight-blue onesie that came down halfway over her hands and had gold and silver stars drawn on it. Jenna was in a thick fluffy pink onesie with a big zipper all the way down the middle of the front. I exhaled through my puffed-out cheeks and blinked hard and swallowed. They all raised their shoulders and snickered at me and twisted on their toes.
“Ladies?” Bailey said, and as if on cue, they all turned around to face the fire, bent forward over their waists, and reached behind their onesies. The onesies all came with buttoned-up back ends that they undid and let fall open at me, and they all laughed uproariously, they spun around, and they ran, shy and embarrassed, over to the couch and leapt onto it and flung their arms around me and kissed me all over and laughed and tangled themselves up on top of me.
Somebody opened the sash on my robe, somebody else pulled it down off my back, and somebody else made it disappear altogether. The fire warmed me toasty warm. Someone flicked off all the lights so that only the light from the dancing orange flames lit the entire tall wooden space. I sank down deeper into the swallowing couch cushions. Jenna and Danielle laughed and pressed their lips onto either side of my erection, and slid up over the head, kissed, and slid back down. They flicked their tongues all over my cock and into each other’s mouths. Bailey knelt beside me and kissed me all over my face and neck and chest.
“I’m not sure anyone else is getting the Super-Duper Luke-Only Special Spa Weekend,” Bailey said. “But I hope it’s to your satisfaction, master,” she said, and she pinched the tip of her tongue between her grinning teeth and flopped down into the couch tight up beside me.
She suddenly squealed and covered her face with her hands. “Danielle!” she shouted with alarm.
Danielle laughed. She had moved over on her knees between Bailey’s legs that she pushed wider open, hooking her knee over my thigh, and she had tugged the opening of Bailey’s onesie to expose her pussy to the orange light of the fire. Jenna had pushed herself up on her knees between my legs and forced them open wider, too. I was still not quite accustomed to Jenna’s darker, black-hair in long tight curls appearance and she still sent shivers down my spine when I met eyes with her dark eyes, and her mysterious, what’s-she-thinking face. In all the chaos, her and I seemed to have an even more special and private connection, I thought.
Danielle and Jenna kissed each other with tongues flashing around each other’s lips, before they laughed, looked up at Bailey and me, and smiled at us.
“Is this okay?” Danielle said to Bailey in a quiet, private voice. It was exactly what Bailey said to me in the car before she went down on me.
Bailey continued to cover her face with her hands. “Oh my god!” she groaned. Danielle gathered her long wavy brunette hair into a rope and she pulled it around her neck before she dropped her face down into Bailey’s exposed lap. Bailey’s body stiffened and flung backward into the back of the couch and her jaw dropped down to her chin. “Oh shit!” she cried out loud. Her muscles bulged all over.
Jenna chuckled and wrapped her hand around my stiff, thick cock. She looked at me with those deep dark eyes before she closed them, pressed her thick, warm lips against the head of my cock, and pushed until her mouth parted and slid, slippery and hot, down the full length of my cock.
I rolled my head over the back of the couch just as Bailey rolled her head toward me. Our foreheads came together and our eyes opened on each other’s eyes. We necked and moaned and gasped and strained with Danielle going down on her pussy and Jenna going down on my cock.
Nothing more was said. We were both pretty close to start with, and it didn’t take long for both of them to bring each of us to the brink. Bailey pushed her hand down between our bodies and entwined her fingers in my fingers. We kissed as best we could, between our gasps and groans and with our bodies straining and shivering. Jenna and Danielle were not letting up and refused to stop, even though both Bailey’s and my thighs went hard and our eyes popped wide open at each other.
“I think I’m going to cum!” Bailey cried in a nearly silent whisper to me. She barely had breath for a voice.
It was enough to make me lose it, and my sudden full-body stretch sent her simultaneously over the edge with me. I exploded into Jenna’s mouth just as Bailey rammed her hips up into Danielle’s face. Jenna held onto my hips and insisted on sucking every drop of me out, until both her and Danielle both fell back on to their calves in front of the fire and wiped their mouths and laughed and beamed proudly at Bailey and I, who flopped back as though our bones had been jellied, and we poured ourselves all over the couch.
We dragged ourselves up and got dressed. The girls decided they would go get dinner and bring it back, with enough for me, rather than me join them out there and risk being spotted by the bros or the bosses. I went up to the loft and passed one of the bedrooms. Danielle and Jenna were supposed to be getting ready, but I glanced as I passed the partly open door, and they both squealed and slammed it shut on me. They were in panties and bras and were standing close together fingering each other and making out.
The girls came back from the restaurant and reported that they didn’t see anyone from work. We ate and decided it was late enough to go check out the ancient stone-built circular hot pool that had steps and ledges all the way around like some Russian Black Sea politburo resort.
We wore bathing suits, me in trunks, the girls in bikinis, Jenna in a black one, Bailey in a white one, and Danielle in a red one. There were other couples in the dark steamy place, and a few linemen-like guys and a few other executive-like guys, but everyone minded their own business.
The girls however were behaving badly, I thought. But the more I tried to warn them, the more they teased me and taunted me . If it was just one of them, you’d think you were looking at a just-married couple on their honeymoon, groping and kissing and whispering and laughing, things going on unseen under the surface of the water. It was just like that, too, except there were three of them carrying on like that with me. I tried not to make eye contact with anyone else in the space, but I could feel everyone’s eyes on me, if not on the three cute bikini-clad girls groping and pinching me.
They were asking themselves the kind of questions I’d long been asking myself, before this whole thing started with Bailey, Danielle, and Jenna. “How does he get that?” they were all thinking. The girls hardly noticed anyone else at all, they had eyes and attention only for me. I knew I had to get them out of there. It was becoming embarrassing.
We pulled our robes on and made our way quickly back to our cabin. The bedroom at the top of the stairs was mine, it seemed everyone agreed. The question was, who would share my bed.
“We have it for three nights,” Danielle pointed out. “And we’re three lonely deprived girls,” she said and she chuckled.
I snorted and shook my head.
“Whose birthday comes first?” Jenna said. We discovered it was Danielle’s first, then Bailey’s, then Jenna’s at the end of the year.
“I get Luke first night when,” Danielle said, and she leapt up and wrapped her hand around my hand and entwined her fingers in my fingers.
“Fair,” Bailey said, after thinking about it for a beat.
“I get him last,” Jenna said. “Which is perfect.”
“You two behave now,” Danielle said, and she laughed and took me up the stairs. Jenna and Bailey came up behind us and went to the other bedroom.
“Not too much noise, now,” Bailey said.
“Not too much noise you either!” Danielle said, and she laughed and waved at Jenna and Bailey as she took me into our bedroom and shut the door.
We undressed each other and kissed and fell into the big soft bed on top of each other. Danielle teased me and kissed and licked my cock and flopped and rolled all over the bed. She laughed and squealed, and when I took her in my mouth, she moaned and cried. Someone in the other bedroom pounded on the wall and she laughed out loud and yelled through the wall back at them to mind their own business.
I licked her and she soon forgot about the others. She shivered and cried and pushed her hips up on her heels and shoulders and dug her nails into the scalp on the back of my head. When Danielle climaxed, she sounded like it was always a big surprise that came up on her unexpectedly, even though, among the three of them, she easily was the most quick to trigger, and the most frequent, too.
She dove and flopped around the bed and came down over top of me, pushing the curtain of her hair around my face to enclose us in a tent, and she curled her spine in and out and pushed her pussy lips, soft, hot, and wet, up and back over the underside of my cock where she pressed it down on my abdomen under her.
She was nearly right back over the edge doing that to me, before she lid her pussy slightly further up my cock and the head popped inside her lips. She hesitated a moment, before she curled her hips down and in, and engulfed my cock entirely within her grasping, suckling pussy.
She rode me rapidly and roughly. Almost immediately she was gripped by a climax and I felt the insides of her pussy contract and grow tighter around me. I was unable to last with her in spasms on top of me, her hair whipping around, and her voice, high and soft, gasping in that tone of disbelief.
I exploded up into her and lifted her body up off the bed. She laughed and hugged me and rode my body like a rider holding on to a bucking bull for dear life. The bed skipped on the floor and Danielle whooped and hollered.
When we finally settled down, we heard through the wall the unmistakable high, breathy cries of Jenna and we knew that Bailey was down on her. When we heard Bailey cry out loud as well, Danielle turned to me over the pillows and said, “69?” and we both snickered.
I fucked her in the middle of the night and I hardly even remembered it, we were both barely awake. In the morning, we fooled around in bed and she got on her elbows and knees and lifted her hips up at me. I mounted her from behind and hammered her hard enough to fill the whole big cabin with the slapping sounds of our bodies slamming each other. We were panting and exhausted, lifeless and sprawled on the bed, tangled up in the messed sheets when there was a small knock on the door.
I pulled the sheet up over our naked bodies. Jenna and Bailey came in with trays of coffee, croissants, butter and jam and cut up fruits. They both giggled and pretended to be a special kind of room service. We sat up against the headboard, squeezed together with the trays on our laps, and Jenna and Bailey got in beside us, and we ate and drank and talked about the plan for the day.
My phone pinged. Naked with three naked girls with me in bed, I casually reached over their bodies and snatched up my phone from the side table and looked at the front of it.
“That wasn’t you in the round pool last night, was it?” a text said. "We already saw Bailey’s car here,” said a closely following text.
“Oh shit,” I said, and I showed them all the face of my phone.
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