
        
            
                
            
        

    















Tucked safely away in the lake cabin, Bailey, Danielle, and Jenna, each sitting cross-legged, formed a circle around me on the bed Danielle and I had shared the previous night. I leaned back against the headboard. We slowly ate our croisants with jam and cold butter and sipped our cafe lattes and thought long and hard in silence.
“How did he even get your phone number?” Bailey finally said.
The text that arrived on my phone just as Jenna and Bailey jumped up on Danielle’s and my bed to bring us room service dressed in their onesies, was from the big boss at the utility, Gerald.
“That wasn’t you in the big round pool last night, was it?” Danielle said, quoting Gerald’s text from my phone.
I shrugged at Bailey. “I’m actually technically always on call,” I said. “Just one of the many perks of winning the permanent handyman job. They have to have my number in case line crews have an emergency they have to get out to fix.”
“Maybe he’s just saying hello,” Danielle said. She pulled the hood of her onesie up over her head and thoughtfully chewed her croissant.
“I lied to him,” I said to Danielle. “I told him I couldn’t go to his big managers’ powwow next door at the Mount Brooks Hotel on account of my mom having surgery this weekend.”
Bailey turned to Jenna. “He’s a pretty big Christian guy,” she said. “Be pretty hard to explain not only the lying but also the scene in the pool last night.”
Jenna reached over the bed with both arms out-stretched and she wrapped her hands around my ankles. She pushed her hands up around my shins and calves, massaging me up and down my legs, deeply and soothingly. “Poor guy,” she said, and she tilted her head at me. “We got you in trouble, didn’t we,” she said.
Bailey turned to me and pressed both her hands down into my thighs, kneading me there like I was a loaf of bread. I was the only one of the four of us still naked, but I was still covered by the sheet. “We’re sorry,” Bailey said softly, and she pressed her warm lips against my cheek.
Danielle rolled over sideways and laid the side of her face on my hip. She slowly tugged the sheet down until I was exposed to her down to my thighs. While black, tightly-curled hair Jenna massaged my calves and blonde Bailey kneaded my thighs, dark-haired, brown-eyed Danielle kissed up and down the side of the shaft of my cock.
“We were wrong to do that to you,” Danielle said, straining to look up at me from my groin, before closing her lips softly around the head of my cock. I felt her tongue flick and poke at the tip of the head of my cock indie her lips.
I stroked her hair. “It’s alright,” I said.
Bailey slid down onto her side and rested her cheek on my other hip. Both her and Danielle gently and slowly kissed the sides of my cock that began to strain up between their faces, and they dragged their lips up and down together, over the head and down to the base and back up again.
“Poor guy,” Bailey murmured.
They both made smacking, kissing sounds up and down the sides of my cock.
I stroked Bailey’s hair like I was stroking Danielle’s hair.
Jenna crouched between my legs and came up to my groin, too, and she played her tongue out and lashed it up the underside of my cock between the other’s two mouths that sucked and kissed the sides. I stretched my legs out and folded my arms behind my head and I leaned back deeper into the pillows against the headboard behind me. I looked down into my lap and watched the three of them — their black, blonde, and brunette hair mixed up together — slide their lips and tongues up and down the length of my shaft in unison.
“You guys aren’t helping me think this through,” I said.
They all chuckled and curled and writhed in their bodies with coyness.
“You work too hard,” Danielle said.
“He’s always working,” Bailey said to her and she folded her lips down over the head of my cock.
“And then there’s us three, demanding even more of him,” Jenna said, and she nudged Bailey’s face with her face and sank her mouth over the head of my cock in her place.
“What am I going to say to Gerald?” I said, watching those three kittens tumble and fight. 
What began as light, soft, and slow touches with their tongues and lips had become noisier, firmer, and more insistent. There were sucking kisses and harder lashings of tongues. Tiny moans and chirps began to escape from all three of their throats. They playfully fought over who could close their mouth over the head of my cock. I stroked their cheeks and necks and tucked their hair out of their way behind their ears.
“You guys are going to make me cum, doing that,” I said.
They only grew more avaricious and noisy. They chuckled too, and kissed each other and laughed when I strained throughout my body and shivered in my spine.
“Fuck, you guys!” I said with a groan.
“Cum on our faces!” Danielle said. “Would you like that?”
“Would you?” I said.
Jenna instantly dropped her mouth open at me and her eyes, glassy and dark, popped open more widely. “Yes please!” she said, her breath hard and rapid.
Bailey and Danielle both chuckled and wrapped their mouths around the sides of the shaft of my cock and followed each other up and down my length, while Jenna positioned herself over top of me and closed her mouth over the head. Her tongue curled around and whipped at my cock inside her mouth. Her moans vibrated my body.
I strained hard in my core but the three girls only sucked and licked me harder. I grunted with a tight strain throughout my frame, but they wouldn’t slow down or stop. When I couldn’t hold back any longer, I erupted up into Jenna’s mouth. She pulled off of me and my cum arced like a fountain high up, my ejaculate splashing down over all three of their upturned, smiling faces, and they curled around to catch it with their eyes closed and their mouths open with joyful, squealing laughter. 
I subsided and caught my breath and Bailey lifted herself up to me, walking over my body on her hands and knees. My cum hung like wiggling worms from her cheeks and jaw and chin. “So tell him the truth,” she said. “Tell him you took a spa weekend with your three girlfriends.” She sank down to me and kissed me long and deep with her tongue poking far into my mouth.
“And tell him you came all over their faces, too,” Danielle said, and she squealed and rolled on her back and kicked her legs in the air. They got up, showered, tidied the kitchen, and got ready to go out. There was a plan for the day and they wouldn’t let the text derail it.
I saw no other way but what Bailey suggested. No more hiding, I thought. No more apologizing. No more slinking away, hiding out, or pretending. No more — I resolved — over-thinking it. It felt good, the way I spoke to Kentucky back in the coffee shop in town. The same vigor coursed through my veins when I worked my thumbs over the keyboard of my phone.
“I lied,” I wrote straight-up to the big boss, Gerald. “Me and the three office girls rented a cabin on the lake together.” I not only sent it, but I turned my phone off to not even make myself aware of any return messages. I got ready with the girls to find out what they had planned for us that day. When I finally put my phone back on later that day, there wasn’t a reply — which is always the worst reply of all.
Monday was a holiday and Tuesday was the first day back at work. The first thing I noticed was Kentucky and Tom talking to me more curtly, more business-like, in the warehouse, loading their trucks. In fact, they were all business, all the line crews. They barely made eye-contact with me. Gone were the jokes, the taunts, the teases. I can’t honestly say I minded it, but I was curious about what could have caused them to take offense with my ditching them to go away with the three office  girls instead.
I found out later that day that my triple coffee break routine had come to an end, too. McGavin and Gerald scheduled a safety tour of the grounds. This in itself wasn’t unusual and in fact was a regulatory and contract necessity, but the time they wanted to do it at was right on top of the usual line-crew coffee break.
We followed up each item from the last tour to see that things had got done. They were nitpicking me, though, pointing out spools of cable not tied off with binding wire, pallets not stacked, the forklift not parked in its designated parking spot. I laughed, but they both looked at me with emotionless faces until I stopped.
I missed coffee break with the line crews and when the managers’ coffee break time came, they told me to “get to it,” pointing at the coils of cable, and went to their own coffee break without me. The whole time, Gerald didn’t look at me or smile or say anything directly to me. It felt like I had disappointed dad.
Bailey found me in a metal storage container where crates of our overstock of insulators, guy-wires, and cable racks had not been inventoried for a few months — as McGavin and Gerald had discovered, shaking their heads at the floor of the container and tsk-tsk’ing to themselves.
She bit her tongue, she looked up at me through strands of her hair fallen over her eyes, and she leaned back to half-sit against a stack of wooden crates filled with steel pole-braces. She slowly pulled up the hem of her skirt under her spread-open long coat.
“Bailey, no,” I said.
“But I need it!” she said in a groaning voice, and she wormed her way back and further up over top of the crate. She hooked the heels of her high office pumps on the edge of the top crate, leaned back onto her elbows across it, and she looked down to draw my gaze with her gaze to her thong-style bikini panties, white and silky. “Badly,” she whispered, and she pulled aside the thin strip covering the lips of her pussy. She was so wet, naturally, that she glistened. “Just a little?” she said.
The light from the open cargo doors at the end of the container behind me flooded the cold, dark metallic interior. Bailey grunted at me and lifted her hips off the edge of the crate and rotated her groin up at me. She licked her palm generously and cupped her hand around her flossy pussy and smiled at me. “You turned me into such a slut,” she said, and she rolled her head back and laughed at the steel ceiling. “I think you turned all three of us office girls into your own private sluts,” she said.
I glanced over my shoulder, opened my pants, and I let my cock fall out. I stepped up to the stack of crates she laid on and I thrusted the head of my cock through my fist and into the warm, welcoming lips of her wet pussy. It had become so easy. It had become so automatic. So undeniable.
She wrapped her fingers around the edge of the spool to brace herself and she wrapped her legs around my waist and locked her high heel grey suede office pumps together in my back.
I thrusted myself into her groin and buried my cock deep into her pussy. She arched high in her back and emitted tiny little cries each time I jolted her body with a thrust of my hips. She was closer than I thought, and after only fucking her body a couple of minutes, she was already showing signs of falling over her own cliff. She lifted her head as though not believing it herself, her eyebrows curving, a look of surprise on her face, and I watched her eyes, at first locked on mine, but then roll back in her head. I felt her muscles inside her vibrate and contract around the shaft of my cock and I watched her body contort and writhe over the top of the rough wood crate. I ejaculated into her and she screamed.
She quickly pushed herself up, she laughed, and she threw her arms around my neck to kiss me deeply on my mouth. She ran out of the container high on her toes. I stepped out of the container and watched her shuffle quickly up the driveway and back to the office up front.
Fucking the three office girls at work was a whole new level of risk, of course. But with the heightened vigilance of the bosses and my much shortened leash, the risk factor was heading off the charts. Bailey glanced over her shoulder at me as she rounded the corner and went through the door to the office, and she smiled and waved. It seemed only to heighten her pleasure, the new level of risk.
The three office girls always dressed very classy and very sharply for work. But they started taking it up another notch or two lately. The transformation in their dress was plainly noticeable. They all looked like girls who just got a new boyfriend.
I made a list of all the new jobs I needed to tackle on the whiteboard in my office in the container parked in the warehouse so I could order them for priority and tick them off as I went. I didn’t want to leave anything for Gerald or McGavin to nail me on later when they checked up on me, as they surely would. The cable ends and open spools seemed to be one of the things that made them tsk-tsk the most, so that became my next task.
The spools ranged in height from two feet to four feet tall, lying on their sides, and some of them were five feet in diameter. The cables and wire ropes they held were half an inch around and up to an inch and a half thick. The pieces that came back from jobs were coiled and hung on massive hooks and needed to be tied off with wires to keep them from opening up and sprawling all over the floor of the cable shed. It was a wild and wooly place to work, full of stabbing, cutting, poking and tripping hazards. I didn’t like it, hence, I didn’t work back there often.
The light from outside dimmed and I spun around. Danielle had wondered into the back-most corner of the works yard and found me struggling with a 50-lb coil of inch-thick wire rope over my shoulder. I had a method of standing on a scale to get the weight of the piece, then consult the chart I made to estimate its length, based on what kind of material it was. The old warehouse guy used to uncoil the damn things and stretch them out across the yard and then actually measure them. I thought that was stupid.
Against the backdrop of steel rope and copper cables and wooden spools, Danielle appeared exceptionally soft and vulnerable. She let her coat fall from her shoulders and stepped toward me like a model on a catwalk, feet placed perfectly in front of feet. She was wearing black peep-toe pumps, a short wool tartan skirt all grey and black and white, and a thick, rolling, and bulky white-knit turtle neck sweater, with a red scarf tied loosely around her neck. Her sleeves came half way down her hands. Her hair was tied loosely behind her neck and fell in cascades most of the way down her back.
“Dangerous in here,” I said to her. I meant the wires and cables, but I could just as well have meant her.
“I know,” she said, and she pushed her long, painted fingers into my chest until I backed up and came down on the side of an empty wood spool lying flat. She kept pushing me, making me scramble further up and over the side of the spool. She spread her coat over the rough wood and climbed up high over me, her high pumps straddling my hips. I could see her pink painted toenails peeping out from the toes of her shoes.
She lifted her short wool skirt up around her hips. “Take my panties off?” she said, and she circled her hips high over my face.
“Danielle, I . . . “ I started, but she put her finger to her lips to shush me.
“I need it,” she said. They were the exact same words Bailey had used that morning. She even smirked like she knew.
I wrapped my hands around her narrow ankles and slid my palms up her toned calves, over her knees, and up over her exposed thighs. I curled my fingers around the waist of her white panties and she shivered.
“I really . . . “ I tried again, but she closed her eyes and grimaced in her face.
“Hurry,” she said.
I pulled her panties down and she reached up over her head to press her palms into the low steel ceiling to keep her balance as she lifted one high-heeled foot after the other to step out of her panties that I stretched around her ankles.
“I just love your cock so much,” she said, her mouth hanging loosely open, her pronunciation all warm and wet. Her frosted lips glistened.
I opened my pants and spread the sides. My cock stood up and strained hard.
She came down onto her knees on the silk lining of her laid-out coat that she had spread under us for the purpose and reached between her thighs, seizing my cock in her fist. A tiny tremble coursed through her grip, before she drew the tip of the head of my cock through the wetting folds of her pussy lips.
“Why is it so easy with you?” she said, but it wasn’t really a question and it wasn’t directed to me. She sank down on me and engulfed my cock in her pussy, pushing her hips down until her pelvis mashed into my pelvis. She pushed her hands flat down into my chest and arched her back to rock her hips over mine up and down, sloppily and noisily fucking me in the metallic echoing chamber of the cold and dangerous wire-rope spool shed.
The contrast of her fine clothing, her translucent skin, her long shimmering hair, and her half-lidded soft brown eyes against the background surrounding her, all hard wire, twisted coils of cable, rough raw wood spools, and massive hooks hung from steel racks bolted to the corrugated metal walls, was striking to me. I reached around her hips and up under her skirt to hold her bare ass cheeks in my hands and I squeezed her. She nearly cried, her gasps came so deep, so loud, and so high-pitched.
I watched her because her eyes closed. Like Bailey earlier that day, she seemed more self-absorbed than before. She was also more primed, more ready — closer, faster, to the edge. Like Bailey, she had been, prior to the whole thing that started with me fixing Bailey’s car that long lonely night so long ago, the kind of girl a guy like me tried not to stare at from afar, she was so far out of my league. And now, like Bailey, she was thrusting her body in orgiastic ecstasy riding my cock.
The weekend at the lake cabin at the spa was all about them taking me into their inner world of softness, luxury, pampering, and treats. It was all scents, candles, massages, oils, and treatments — soft, airy music, dim lighting, and a studied timelessness. Now they came into the back of the works yard, and into my world, all hard edges, cold grimy surfaces, loud bangs and tools and work and punch clocks. The only music was cold wind whistling through cracks in steel walls, the only scents were used motor oil and antifreeze and lubricants and thinners. It was all bright and hard fluorescent lighting, or dark dangerous spaces.
In their world, they took turns making me ejaculate into their pussies, their mouths, their hands, between their fresh and round breasts, and over their wedding-day faces. In my world, they climaxed on my cock, on my finger, on my mouth and on my tongue.
Danielle rode me harder and deeper, her hips ripping forward and back over mine, her pussy muscles clenching and releasing around my cock. I felt her leak, hot, over my groin, and I watched her smile to herself, thrust her head forward, and inhale like someone taking the world into their lungs.
“Fuck, Luke,” she groaned, and she slid off my lap, stood up, and held my shoulder to balance herself to pull her panties back up over her high pumps, and she squirmed in her hips and laughed, letting the waist snap against her skin.
“How do I look?” she said, pressing her short skirt down, combing her fingers through her hair.
I curled up onto my elbows still sprawled over the side of the wooden spool. “You look freshly fucked,” I said to her with a nod of approval.
She squealed and leaned over me to press her hands into my still-bare thighs, and she pecked her pursed lips at the head of my cock, kissed me there, and then kissed my mouth. “Can’t look after you, sorry,” she said, and she stood up. “But really, am I okay to go back?”
I looked her up and down. “You’re fine,” I said.
She ran off, pulling her coat on as she shuffled over the gravel of the yard and back to the office up front.
I gave myself a shake and pulled up my pants. I had work to do, after all.
I set about stacking and re-stacking the sorted pallets with the fork lift, straightening the stacks with gentle nudges of the tip of a fork, making the yard perfect for the next inevitable inspection tour. It was the last hour of the work day and I half expected one of the two bosses to have some excuse to come around the back just to surprise me with more of their new vigilance.
But it was Jenna who appeared, tiny and lost-looking amidst the tall stacks of pallets I’d been building. She waved me down like there had been some emergency, and I pulled the stick to neutral and sat back in the engine-vibrating seat and turned the throttle down to idle so we could hear each other at least.
All three girls came to me each in our own relationship, even when they came to me together. But none more so than Jenna, dark and mysterious, quiet and reserved, and always on the verge of smiling, always looking like she knew your secret, and it amused her. She made me feel like her and I shared a special bond, even though I didn’t know if she felt it.
If Bailey and Danielle had lately upped their office-wear game, Jenna had topped them both and took it to a whole other level. It still worked for an office, but barely — and it was nothing that would normally pass in a suburban utility office in a light industrial sector of town. It was, by contrast, the kind of look that would get lingering stares in the legal office district in the heart of downtown.
She always made me stop and stammer and struggle not to stare. Lately, though, she seemed to invite my gazes, and to be entertained by them. She also started a terrible habit of making rude sexual gestures to me at inappropriate moments, like in the middle of staff meetings or safety meetings, when she’d curl her fist in front of her mouth as though she was about to yawn, before glancing sideways at me and curling her hand and poking her tongue into her cheek, and grinning.
She put a high-heeled foot on the step of the forklift and gripped her hand, nails painted glittering gold, around the roll cage bar and looked up at me. “Help some?” she said with raised eyebrows.
I reached over and closed my hands around her taut waist and picked her up. I attempted to place her down on the metal flat beside my seat, but she squirmed in my hands and kicked with her knees forcing herself to come down on my seat facing me, kneeling on the cold vinyl. She glanced around the yard. We were surrounded by high stacks of pallets. She quickly pulled down my fly and fished my cock out of my pants.
“What?” she said, and she raised herself higher on her knees planted on my seat, dropped her head down between her shoulders and tilted it, and she kissed me with her thick, soft lips. “I need it,” she moaned in a guttural whisper, and she quickly sank her pussy down over my cock. “I already took them off,” she said with a chuckle, seeing my shocked expression. She used the same words as the other two, I couldn’t help noticing.
She entwined her fingers together in the back of my neck and bounced in my lap where I sat, shocked, in the vibrating seat of my idling diesel forklift. Her coat fell open. Her dark green satin top jiggled with her breasts in my face. A tiny gold chain with a cross hanging from it bounced against my eyes. She pushed her tight black pencil skirt up around her waist. She pulled my head against her chest harder and rolled her head back and grunted at the low-cast steel-grey sky.
She started to climax on me, and she emitted a trail of tiny, high-pitched “Oh!”s. Like Bailey and Danielle, it was quick and selfish and determined.
I held her waist to try to slow her down, to try to stop myself from cumming in her. The restraint, though, was what sent her over the cliff. She screamed and buried her face in my neck and muffled her cry with her mouth against my skin. She strained in her body, and burst and flopped down into me, all her tension draining from her.
And then she quickly reached down, lifted her pussy off my cock, and pinched her finger and thumb around the base, holding me back. She came down onto the step at the side of the forklift again and, still squeezing the base of my cock as hard as she could, she leaned over my lap and took me inside her full, soft lips, and she sank her mouth down the length of me. Finally, she released her grip around my cock, and I exploded instantly up and into her mouth. She moaned with pleasure and swallowed me completely. She poked the corners of her mouth with her tongue and left not a drop of me out.
And then she chuckled, she hopped carefully down from my forklift, and she hurried across the yard, gathering her coat around her and glancing over her shoulder, her hair whipping over her face, and she smiled and waved.
I looked over to the side casually, like I wasn’t surprised at all at what I saw there. It felt like I expected it. I was strangely unalarmed by the sight. Gerald’s car sat there facing me in the distance, idling. All I saw in the front window was the glassy reflection of the grey sky, before the car’s wheels turned, grinding the gravel beneath, and he rolled, still idling, across the yard and up the drive beside the warehouse to the front office. 
McGavin was the one who phoned me. “Kentucky is your shop steward, if you want a union rep with you at the meeting — you have the right to one at a meeting like this,” he said.
“No,” I said. I couldn’t face Kentucky as well as the bosses. But I knew a meeting was coming.
I was summoned to Gerald’s office in the front. Bailey, Danielle, and Jenna look more terrified than I did, as I wound my way through the desks to the front corner.
Inside, McGavin and Gerald were already seated around his round table in the front half of his sprawling, wood-lined office.
“These things need to follow a certain pattern,” McGavin said to me, and he handed me a glossy brochure. “Gonna need you to read this first, take your time, and then you can ask any questions.”
The front said “Sexual misconduct in the workplace: your rights and responsibilities.”
There was nothing I could say. The big boss found me fucking an office girl on my forklift — at the workplace. The only thing Gerald said, when I looked up from the pamphlet and nodded to indicate I was done reading it, was, “Would be a whole different thing if you and her weren’t at the same pay grade,” he said. “You’re lucky there,” he said.
McGavin turned a sheet of paper over and pushed it toward me and held out a pen. It was an agreement I was meant to sign that said I agreed to a one-week leave, without pay. I signed it, and that was that. Nothing more was said.
I would have liked it more if they did yell at me.
The leave took effect immediately, and I went to my car. Already one of the older women from the front office was in my container office out back, moving things around my desk and shaking her head with disgust. I drove home to my old ranger’s cottage deep inside the conservation authority land and went out to split wood. I’d need more of it if I wasn’t going into work for a week. And with no pay, I wasn’t about to go out on the town, either.
I heard a car come up my long driveway, and in the dying light of late evening, I saw two headlights flashing through the trees that surrounded my ranger’s cottage. It was Bailey’s new car. All three girls piled out of it and crept up to my door, searching over their shoulders and chuckling nervously. None had been out there before.
I met them on the low and wide covered front porch of the old, raw wood house.
“We are so sorry!” Bailey said. “All of us.”
“I’m the one who should be sorry,” Jenna said. “I didn’t know he was out there.”
“It’s nothing,” I said. “Nobody’s fault.” I held my squeaking front door open and gestured for them to come inside. “We all did it,” I said.
“Was kind of fun,” Danielle said quietly to the floor. Bailey elbowed her in the ribs.
“This is where you live?” Jenna said, and she crept inside and looked up and over her shoulders around the ceiling of the cottage like it was the inside of a spider web.
“I like it,” I said.
They had obviously gone home and changed — they were dressed in faded jeans and hoodies and running shoes. “Warm in here,” Danielle said.
“Natural wood stove,” I said, gesturing with my chin to the black-iron pot-bellied stove in the corner. “Plus I redid all the window and door liners.”
“It’s actually really nice in here,” Bailey said.
I slapped the wall and ran my hand over the smooth wood. “Bona fide log cabin,” I said.
Bailey fell into my huge, old, over-stuffed couch. “This looks like my grandmother’s,” she said.
I snorted. “Could be older, even,” I said.
Danielle knelt on the couch before sliding down sideways to sit on her legs, her arm over the back. “Very cozy,” she said. “We weren’t sure we should come out to find you here,” she said. “We’ve been doing nothing but getting you into trouble lately.”
“Trouble like this,” I said, and I chuckled. “I’m not hurting to bed over it, to be honest,” I said. I sat in the big, old, overstuffed armchair. I was glad I had spent the afternoon vacuuming the furniture and floors and wiping things down. I did it to keep busy and keep my mind off my troubles at work, but I was lucky the girls came out to find it like that — as though I always kept it clean and tidy like that.
Jenna sat down in the middle of the couch and all three girls faced me. “Why don’t you come join us, then,” she said, and she patted the couch cushion beside her.
“Isn’t this how I got into so much trouble in the first place?” I said.
“We’re not at work, though,” Jenna said, and she drew the zipper of her hoody down to her ribs.
Bailey chuckled and she pushed her fingers into Jenna’s shoulder. But she also pulled herself over to sit hip-against-hip with Jenna, and she playfully drew the zipper of her own hoody down past her ribs, too.
“Yeah,” Bailey said. “But I’m pretty sure nobody is spying on us all the way out here.”
Danielle laughed and she wiggled over the couch and sat on Jenna’s other side and she also pulled down the zipper of her hoody. They all grinned and bit their lips at me and teased me with the zippers of their hoodies and stuck their tongues out and chuckled.
“What are you guys doing?” I said.
“Maybe we’re making it up to you,” Bailey said.
“Show you how sorry we are that we got you into trouble,” Danielle said.
Jenna said nothing. She didn’t have to. Her eyes were aflame and her mouth dropped open. She appeared the most shy, but she was also the first one to pop open the zipper of her hoody and to let it fall back from her shoulders and drop around her hips behind her. She stretched her arms out and squeezed her clasping hands between her knees, pushing her breasts up and together with her biceps. She looked half away and blew a strand of hair up from her face.
Bailey laughed with a squeal and jumped up and tore her hoody off and peeled her tight faded jeans down and off. “You get to pick this time,” she said, and Jenna and Danielle both laughed and jumped up too, and they stripped down to their bras and panties like Bailey had. They sat side by side by side again down the width of the couch, twisting shyly, rocking on their hips, all pushed up together and staring at me with wide eyes and open mouths, all of them stripped to their underwear.
“Now you,” Jenna said softly, privately.
The three of them kept their eyes on me, even as they stroked each other’s hair from their faces, kissed, and touched each other.
“I don’t even understand any of this,” I said.
“Let us help you understand, then,” Jenna said, and she got up from the couch. All three got up and walked toward me. They pulled on my hands and laughed and kissed and rubbed their nearly nude bodies together. They pulled on me until I had to stand up. Someone went around behind me and pulled my t-shirt up from behind. Someone else undid my pants. They kissed me and stroked me all over my body and rubbed their bodies against me and each other, until I was naked between them all, and they coaxed and urged me, pulling my fingers and twisting me around, taking me back to the couch with them, and we all tumbled down on it together.
“Why is this even happening to me?” I said.
We kissed and stroked and petted and writhed together all over the couch.
“Why is what happening, baby?” Jenna said, and she laughed, unable to keep the joke going — the joke being it was all in my imagination.
“It’s because of how incredibly free you make us feel,” Danielle said. She squeezed my cock in her fist and ducked her face down to consume me in her mouth. I felt her tongue slither over my shaft deep inside her mouth.
“We never did anything together before you,” Bailey said. She kissed me on my mouth and pushed her hand through Danielle’s hair. “And we wouldn’t do anything together without you, either, I’m pretty sure,” she said.
I was pushed and pulled until I fell down sideways along the length of the couch with my head propped up on one arm behind me. Though it was warm in the place, someone found the folded couch blanket and thew it over our bodies. The four of us contorted and stretched against each other under the blanket, kissing and touching. I wrapped my arms around them. They purred and nuzzled and bit and kissed.
“How do I make you feel free?” I said.
Someone’s mouth sank over my cock under the blanket. Danielle lifted her face to mine and sucked on my bottom lip. “It’s because you have zero expectations of us, I think,” she said.
“And meanwhile . . . ” Bailey said, her head poking up from under the blanket. I realized who it was, then, that was sucking on my cock. “ . . . you’re with three girls for whom every guy they’ve ever gone out with has only had a running list of expectations,” she said. “It’s liberating, being with you.” She went back under the blanket. She grunted when she thrusted her mouth back down over the length of my cock.
“No expectations,” I said, “because I’d never in a million years expect to ever be alone with any one of you,” I said. “Let alone all three of you at once.”
“You make it so easy,” Danielle said. “It’s like anything we think of doing is already going to be okay with you. Do you have any idea . . . ?” she said, and she bit my lip and groaned. Her body shivered on mine. I glanced down and saw a lump that could have been a head about where her pussy would be. “ . . . how careful we have to be around guys, every guy?” she said. “The jealousy, the self-doubt, the judgement, the competition,” she said. “Alpha this, beta that, incel, sis, dominant, submissive — they do nothing but box us up, and box themselves up, too. They don’t just sit back and let the game come to them.” She kissed me. “Not like you,” she murmured under her breath.
Jenna squirmed and writhed under the blanket and came up with her face over mine, close and sweet with her smile. “Not that it’s a game,” she said. She’d obviously been listening while she slowly, lightly, sucked on my cock. Now that she was up and out from under the blanket, I felt someone else’s mouth go down over my cock just as slowly and lightly as she had sucked on me. “But it sort of is a game, only with ourselves though,” she said.
“Explain,” I said. I was grimacing and straining. Whoever it was who was going down on me under the blanket was taking me to the next level.
“Well!” Jenna said, and she laid her hands down one atop the other over my chest and she rested her chin on the back of her hand. “It’s not like the three of us cute young office girls got together one day and said we should all go fuck that guy in the back warehouse,” she said.
I felt the mouth below come off me. I felt next the tighter grip of a pussy slide down over the head of my cock. Jenna’s eyes fluttered closed and she grunted. I realized she was fucking me. I could hear tiny chirps elsewhere on the couch and I knew that Danielle and Bailey were doing something good with each other, too.
“It sometimes seems like you did,” I said to her.
She inhaled sharply and kissed me sloppily, before raising her face up from mine again. I could feel her pussy muscles squeeze me and she bit her tongue and chuckled at me, knowing that what she was doing to me down below was driving me crazy.
“You like that, don’t you,” she said softly. “Anyway,” she said, “when Bailey confessed to Dani and I what she did with you, after her date was a such a jerk?” She nibbled on my lip. Her breath was getting deeper and faster. “Dani said that that was all she ever wanted — just a sweet, no expectations kind of date, a nice ending, and no lingering concerns about what it would mean,” she said. “So Bailey said she should go for it with you. Dani said, You don’t mind? And Bailey said that that’s what the feeling she was left with after being with you — that there was no jealousy or possession or anything like that with you, and so she said to Dani to do it with you and then they could share how it felt.”
She laid her face on my chest and moved on me with her legs spreading wider over my hips and her knees pulling up at my sides. She curled her spine and brought her hips up and down over mine, engulfing my cock deeper in her pussy. “And when they were talking about it, I just had to see for myself, didn’t I,” Jenna said, barely able to breathe.
“What’s the game part, then?” I said.
She lifted her face over mine and kissed me all over. Her body was rippling with strains and quivers. “To see who breaks first,” she said.
“Break how?” I said.
Bailey’s face suddenly appeared over my face and she pushed Jenna’s face aside and buried her mouth over my mouth. Jenna’s body began to shake and her fingers curled down hard enough, her nails cut into the skin of my shoulders. I flinched.
“To see how long we can share you and not get possessive with you or . . . “ she stopped herself and bit her lip.
Jenna shook violently on me and her breath suddenly came hot and heavy.
Danielle’s face appeared over my face. “Or fall in love,” she said in a near-whisper, and she kissed me long and deeply.
It was as though someone said a magic word. All three of them got up off the couch and wandered around my rangers’ cottage lost out there in the woods. I didn’t notice when they did it, but they were all missing their bras and panties by then. Their clothes and underwear were all over the floor. Jenna pulled the couch blanket around herself and sat at my table. Bailey helped herself to my bedroom and came out with one of my two duvets wrapped around her body. Danielle came out after her with the other wrapped around her body. I got up and found in my closet another blanket and wrapped myself in it, too, and we all sat around the table wrapped tightly in our own blankets and duvets. I made tea. Everyone remained silent with their own thoughts.
“We thought that if we shared you . . . ” Bailey finally started talking again. “ . . . right from the start like, then we could all have that kind of fun — sexy time fun,” she said, and they all snickered.
“Without any of us at risk of falling for you,” Danielle said, finishing her sentence again.
“Because none of us want to be like that with anybody, not right now. We have too much to do,” she said. “You might not believe it,” she said, “but almost every guy out there — you think its true, what they themselves say and what the whole of society says, that they only want sex, just no-strings sex, too, but the truth is . . . “ she said, and she shook her head.
“ . . . the truth is,” Danielle said, finishing her sentences again. “ . . . as soon as they get what they say they want, then they want the whole full-on relationship, and they pressure you, they get possessive, they get jealous, they put expectations on you,” she said.
“So at first,” Bailey said, “I wanted Dani to fuck you right after I fucked you so that you wouldn’t get all lovey-dovey over me, because none of us want or need that right now,” she said. “But then Dani and I were talking about how it affected us, too, knowing we were both doing you, and how that made us feel differently about you as well,” she said. “And each other,” she murmured.
“And that’s what I wanted to find out about, too,” Jenna said. “It sounded so good,” she murmured too.
“So it was at first to keep you from getting possessive with any of us,” Danielle said. “But quickly it became all three of us not getting possessive with you.”
“But in a very strange way,” Bailey said, and she squinted at me and twisted her face half sideways. “Because now, even though my man is fucking my two best friends, and right in front of me as well, if I imagine you with another girl — like, not one of us — I feel myself fill with rage inside.”
Jenna looked up at me through her hair. “Me too,” she said softly.
“All of us,” Dani said. “But not with each other.”
“I actually like it . . . ” Jenna said, reaching over to hold my hand. “ . . . when Bails or Dani are screwing you,” she said and she snorted. She stuck her tongue out at Bailey and Danielle. “I do!” she said. “It’s fucking hot!”
“Me too!” Bailey said. “It’s so very fucking hot,” she said and she glanced at me.
“So that,” Danielle said, “is what is going on for us. What’s going on for you?” she said. “Since we’re sharing everything.”
I sat back and tilted my head sideways and looked up at the ceiling. “I’m still in shell-shock, I think,” I finally said, and I brought my face back down and looked at them in turn around the table. “I’m just a working stiff kind of a guy. I don’t really go out much. I like to rebuild old, small motors, and fix shit,” I said. “I do my job, I get my pay, and I try not to bother anyone.”
“But that’s what makes you so special,” Danielle said.
“That I’m the most ordinary everyday kind of guy there could possibly be?” I said.
“You’re actually so ordinary, everyday, and undramatic,” Bailey said, “that you’re now an exquisite rarity in this world.”
I inhaled deeply and let my breath out long and slowly. “I still can’t believe any of it. I mean, it makes logical sense, the way you describe it,” I said. “Getting what you want out of it, avoiding all the clingy shit, the way it was a new experience you all wanted to explore,” I said. “But I still look in the mirror in the morning and laugh like a maniac at the thought that those three gorgeous babes in the front office are all over me,” I said, and I snorted.
“So pick one of us to take to bed tonight, already,” Jenna said.
“Can I pick all three of you?” I said.
“Sounds good to me!” Bailey shouted, and she shed the duvet from her shoulders. Danielle jumped up and ran to my bedroom. Jenna held my hand and walked me to my bedroom. Bailey leapt up to ride on my back and she draped her head around my head and bit my neck and laughed. “You’re so fucking ordinary, you make me want to fuck you so bad,” she murmured in my ear and she kissed me all over my neck.
We rolled around and blended our bodies together the way we had on the couch earlier, kissing, stroking, touching, and probing each other.
But I did as I was told and I picked Jenna. I pulled her hips up in front of me where I knelt behind her, and as Bailey and Danielle laughed and kissed and hung onto my two shoulders, I plowed my hips against Jenna’s ass, and the whole bed jolted against the wall when I pushed my cock through her pussy. I fucked her no more than five or so hard, deep thrusts, and then I erupted inside her and fell down on top of her collapsing body.
The rest of the week, the office girls stole home from my cottage to get ready for work in early morning light and I puttered around my homestead fitting piston rings and buffing cylinders. After work, they came out to find me somewhere, to feed me food they brought to me, and to fuck me on the couch, on the table, on the counter, or in the bed, sometimes all three of them by the time morning light came.
Friday they arrived beside themselves with excitement. “You’ll never guess!” Bailey said. Danielle and Jenna held my hands too and squeezed me. They all leapt up and down and held their breath and brought me inside the cottage from the shed I was painting.
“Just tell me!” I said.
“Gerald is retiring!” Bailey shouted out loud. “And instantly, too! The party is even tonight! It’s at the rink!”
“He’s retiring?” I said. “Was that planned?”
“He says it was, but he kept it a secret,” Danielle said. “But between the three of us, we’re pretty sure he just decided like this week.”
“Why is he retiring?” I said.
“Bailey thinks it’s because the warehouse is a disaster this week, the supplies are ridiculous, and the line crews are losing their minds!” Jenna said.
“McGavin is getting bumped up to supervisor, starting Monday!” Danielle said. “I think the higher ups told Gerald to retire — because he made the wrong call with you,” she said. “His religious views were coming into too many other decisions, too, if you only knew,” she said.
“There’s no way it’s about me,” I said.
Jenna squeezed my hand. “It could be all about you,” she said privately. “We can all tell you how much better the whole place was running once you showed up,” she said. “It really showed when you weren’t here all week. They need you there.”
“Who’s going to be manager?” I said.
They all looked at each other with alarm. “Nobody knows yet!” Bailey said. “Even McGavin doesn’t know!”
“Well you guys better get going, then,” I said. “When’s the party?”
“You’re coming too!” Danielle said. “We came to get you!”
“I’m pretty sure Gerald doesn’t want me at his fucking retirement party,” I said.
“He’s retired as of already!” Bailey said. “And McGavin told me to make sure you were coming!”
“Why would he want me there so badly?” I said.
“Maybe you have to go to find out!” Jenna said.
I showered and got changed and ready while the girls busied themselves around my place and picked out clothes for me to wear. We went from my ranger’s homestead straight to the hockey rink. The entire staff of the whole utility was already there when I walked in.
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