
        
            
                
            
        

    















I rode in the back of Bailey’s car with Jenna. Those three office girls, Jenna, Bailey, and Danielle, were — as was becoming usual for them — dressed over the top for the occasion, all of them in slinky little black dresses and platform pumps. It didn’t seem appropriate attire for the head honcho’s retirement gig, but there was no reasoning with them.
The mix of scents made my head spin. They did each other’s makeup like it was some north end club we were heading out to. Besides still trying, and failing, to hide their relationships with me, I thought they needed to start trying harder to hide their budding relationships with each other, too. They were dressing to impress, for sure, but it seemed increasingly about dressing to impress each other, too. 
“It’s all your fault anyway,” Jenna said to me across the back seat. “We used to be just three normal office girls.” The way she grinned, the way her eyes flared — I had to look away. She made me shiver just to look at her. She always did that to me. She knew what she did to me with her eyes.
Danielle spun around in the front passenger seat and squealed and laughed. “Three normal office girls before you started fucking all our brains out, she means, like Jesus, Luke!” she shrieked. She was eating a yogurt cup in the front seat of the car and feeding Bailey every second spoonful. She lingered with her eyes on mine over the top of the seat too long. It was the kind of eyes they made at each other too much at work, too, I thought. Between her eyes and Jenna’s eyes, I was dying all over again.
We got to the rink and to supervisor Gerald’s retirement party late. Judging by the parking lot, we looked to be the last one’s there. Gerald had been around a long time and there were line crews and office and maintenance staff coming from three other districts, dragging in all their significant others, too. By contrast, I suspected my retirement party — if I ever lived that long — would be held inside a broom closet and still not be crowded. 
“I’m not anti-social,” I said. “I just don’t like crowds and shit.”
“You are so anti-social, oh my god!” Danielle shouted, and she hip-checked me into the pale yellow-painted cinder block wall inside the entrance to the rink. Her eyes were glowing embers. All of them were hopped up and excited too much for what, on the surface, promised to be a painfully boring evening.
“Seriously, you’re the most anti-social guy we’ve ever known,” Bailey said. “Are you going to be okay tonight?” she said, and she tugged on my arm.
Danielle and Jenna walked ahead but stopped and turned around.
“Just go in, we’ll come in a bit,” Bailey said to them. She darted a glance over her shoulder and tried a steel door with her ass. It swung open and she stepped backward in her pumps, dragging me inside. It was the kitchen for the concession stand for when there was a game on, all stainless steel counters and industrial fridges and grills the size of beds. A steel shutter was pulled down over the counter facing the eating tables and benches area. The floor was all black rubber pads, the walls blocks of cement, the ceiling all criss-crossed with ducts for ventilation and water pipes. It buzzed electrically in there.
“Come on!” Bailey said, and she darted to the service counter, turned around, and hauled herself up onto it. She leaned back against the closed steel rolling shutter and pulled her knees up to spread her thighs with her hands, pushing them like they resisted her of their own will. The heels of her pumps flopped sideways over the surface. We could hear crowds of people on the other side of the shutter talking and laughing. There was music and caterers floating around with food and drinks.
Bailey didn’t care. She laughed and pushed her fingers down inside the waist of her black lace panties and she thrusted them down her legs and over her pumps and off. “This is just to help you relax,” she said, and she snickered and used her two fingers to spread the lips of her pussy that faced me, bald and dewy.
“We can’t do that here,” I said. “Fuck sakes, Bailey.”
“Just shut up and stick it in me!” she said. She rubbed her middle fingertip up and down through the deep seam in her pussy lips and she rolled her head back against the steel shutter. “I just get so horny all the time around you!” she said. “It’s like I can’t think of anything else, I just have to have you in me!” She dropped her jaw down and narrowed her eyes at me. “Isn’t that crazy?” she said, and she shook her head and widened her eyes with surprise at me. “All of us are like that!”
She was hamming it up for me, I could tell. Among the many post-coital and openly frank conversations we had had, sprawled in bed, limbs entangled, all four of us, was what they regarded as vaguely silly things girls are portrayed saying to guys meant to please their egos in movies and books, things that these girls couldn’t believe actually worked in reality.
“The male ego is dumb,” I tried to explain to them. “The rational mind knows you’re just saying shit, but the ego’s mind laps it up. And it wins every time,” I said.
“So if I turned to you all sultry,” Bailey said, crowing over my body that night, nude but for a pound or two of costume necklaces they all wore to bed, “and said I just had to have you now, would that work on you?”
“Like I said,” I told her, “the mind of the ego would get equally excited if you told it you were going to give it a billion dollars, a spaceship, or a blow job. It’s a dumb-ass gullible piece of shit brain that believes anything.”
“But it really works like that?” Danielle said, also crawling over me, also nude, also hung heavy with silly jewelry. We had had been having theme nights in bed. They were always coming up with new things like that.
“It really works like that,” I said, closing my eyes and trying to rest. They hardly ever let me rest.
Even when we were in the concession of a hockey rink with hundreds of colleagues on the other side of a quarter inch of steel. I stepped up to the metal counter and pushed the front of my thighs against the cold hard edge. There was nothing for it. I knew enough about all three of them by then to know that resistance was futile. I drew my fly down, unbuttoned my pants, and spread them open.
Bailey squealed so loud I had to cover her mouth with my hand. She wrapped her bare legs around my waist and locked her ankles behind my back. I felt the tips of the heels of her shoes poke into my back. She moaned against the palm of my hand and she poked the tip of her tongue through the webs at the apex of my fingers and laughed.
“Baby!” she groaned at me as though in pain, and she pulled my waist with her fingers stretching around my sides.
“This is so wrong,” I said.
“Then just hurry up!” she said, and she pushed her hair back from her face and bit her bottom lip at me. “Are you trying to torture me?”
I touched the glistening and slick lips of her pussy with the head of my cock. She might have been faking my dumb ego brain out, but she was also victim to the play-acting herself.
She instantly slid down over the counter until just her head remained awkwardly propped up against the steel shutter behind her, and her hips projected out over the edge toward me. I didn’t step back but instead let her slide her pussy, dripping and steaming, over the head of my cock, before she pushed harder and enveloped me inside her completely. She was snug inside. She was slippery. She squeezed me like a hand and she laughed.
She wrapped her fingers around the edge of the steel counter and, with her dress under her bare ass, she lifted her legs and hung her ankles over my shoulders. The peeping painted toes of her platform pumps poked out and played with my ears. She slid herself forward and back over the countertop, impaling herself up and down the length of my cock, and she grunted and grinned at me, blonde hair all over her face.
I remained still, pushed up against the edge of the counter, while she fucked me, sliding herself forward and back over the steel concession service counter at the hockey rink, writhing and moaning and grunting with her head rolled back, while crowds of company staff a few feet away, on the other side of a thin steel roll-up concession shutter, talked and laughed and ate and drank. I remembered starting her car for her, way back when.
“Look at you, so un-lady-like,” I said to her. “What a slut you’ve become.” That was my usual retort to the way they liked to tease my ego brain. We were all guilty of talking shit like that, but we were also all guilty, I thought, of falling for it, too.
“Because you made us all such nasty sluts for you!” she said, wincing. “I can’t stop fucking you! Bailey and Danielle are exactly the same, too,” she groaned. “What did you do to us?”
I laughed and I gasped at the same time. It was ridiculously funny but it was also incredibly hot, all at once. It was confusing in more ways than one, the weird relationship the four of us had developed. I rolled my head back to stop staring down at her body, the way she was splayed in front of me, the way she pulled herself up my pole, the way her torso twisted and contorted on the end of my cock, whipping her hair over her face. But it was no good, I was becoming overpowered by her.
“Going to cum!” I murmured through clenched teeth. “Stop it!”
“Inside me!” she said.
I clenched down hard in my core, but I spurted deep into her pussy anyway. She moaned too loud for there to be people five feet away on the other side of the steel shutter. She clenched down hard a moment later throughout her stomach, before she squealed even louder, through my cupped hand. Her whole body shuddered violently on the end of my cock and her pussy clamped down on my shaft so hard, it felt like a strangulation. My cum gushed out the sides of her pussy and ran down over the steel counter top. And then she had the temerity to put her finger to her lips to tell me to be quiet!
She laughed and got down and pulled her panties up under her dress, letting the waist snap against her skin, and she laughed. We made sure to clean the counter as though a nuclear meltdown had taken place on it. Which wasn’t far off from the truth. She laid her hands on my shoulders and pushed a leg up behind her as she leaned into me and kissed my mouth. “Danielle said she wants to fuck you on the Zamboni later!” she said, and she shrieked and shuffled in her heels to the door. “Come on!” she said. “Let’s go inside! Are you ready now?”
I zipped my pants up and shook my head to reset my bearings and I followed her out while she held the door open for me, impatiently. “By the way,” she said as I passed her. “The whole place was a clusterfuck without you in the back the whole week.”
“That gives me no satisfaction,” I said.
“Just saying, not sure what people are going to say to you when you walk in there,” she said.
“There he is!” was the first thing I heard someone say when I emerged through the tunnel between the stands and into the rink area. It was Kentucky, and he was marching at me with murder bulging his eyes out.
“Tell me you’re back on Monday!” he said. “Fucking gong show back there!”
“The fuck did you do to that geriatric Gerald anyway?” Tom said, marching up to me as abruptly as Kentucky did and stabbing his huge, thick pointer finger into my chest.
I twisted away and caught eyes with Bailey who was making for the opposite direction at speed, but she glanced over her shoulder, too, hearing what Kentucky and Tom said. She just smirked.
What could I tell Kentucky and Tom? That I deserved a week’s suspension because I was caught fucking Jenna on the forklift out by the pallets? The thought caught in my mind like a kernel of popcorn in my teeth. It was, counterintuitively, so unbelievable, they’d only laugh. It was their kind of joke, wasn’t it. And what was more, I didn’t have to lie, being such a bad liar.
“Gerald caught me fucking Jenna on the forklift out by the pallets,” I said, and I locked my eyes defiantly on Kentucky’s eyes.
He absorbed what I said for two beats before both him and Tom burst out with big-man uproarious laughter, and he threw his arm around my shoulders and pulled me with him to the bar. “Fucking hilarious, this guy,” he shouted to a cluster of other guys just like him and Tom from some other districts. “Tell me what drink I’m buying for you,” he said. “Fucking funny guy! Glad you’re coming back.”
He made me come with him to his table where Tom, Childes and Wrecker were sitting.
“Look what I found in the ditch!” he announced to them.
They all spun around and looked up and instantly hooted and hollered and raised their drinks to me.
“The darkness is over boys!” Wrecker shouted, and they all banged their glasses. He stood up and caught his leg in his chair and stumbled toward me, almost knocking me down and crushing me under him. “Seriously, though,” he said, breathing his inflammable breath over my face, “that old lady? Back there in the warehouse all week? Fu-uck!” he said. “Know what I mean?”
I didn’t, but I did. “I’ll survey the damage Monday morning,” I said.
“No hard feelings, bud?” he said.
“What about?” I said, confused.
“We were just hurt you didn’t want to go to the union pow-wow with us,” he said. “We love you, man,” he said.
“Love you too,” I said, and I slipped myself out from under his heavy, thick arm.
“I give you! . . . ” he shouted, nearly toppling over again, before he grabbed my wrist in his vice-like hand, and he yanked it up so high, he might have dislocated my shoulder. “ . . . my brother!” he cried out loud enough several tables turned to look.
The rest of the crew cheered again and raised their drinks and splashed them together.
I caught Bailey, Danielle, and Jenna over by the side staring at the scene, and they grinned at me, widened their eyes, and turned away, all of them on the verge of laughing.
“Just gonna . . . “ I said, not finishing my sentence, but I pointed vaguely away and backed up.
Kentucky nodded. “Go, go!” he said, and he waved me off. “Got your back, brother!” he shouted. He pointed at me hard, his arm outstretched. “Anything!”
Tom spun around in his chair that he managed to fall back into. “Got your back, brother!” he shouted, too. “You remember that!”
I sipped my drink and shoved my hand in my pocket and drifted through clusters of people trying to make enough of an appearance to be allowed to go home again.
My hand was grabbed and my arm was pulled. I followed the grasping hand up its bare arm to find Jenna on the other end of it.
“Come with me, hurry,” she said.
“I told you guys,” I said, yanking my wrist free of her hand. “You have to stop giving it away like that in public.”
“Giving what away?” she said, full of genuine innocence.
“Our relationship!” I said through clenching teeth.
“Oh yeah!” she said, and she laughed. “So follow me then!”
“Where?” I said.
But she didn’t answer. She only glared at me over her shoulder and gestured at me with her head tilting toward the wide doors in the boards at the end of the rink space.
I looked over my shoulder. Nobody seemed to notice us scurrying away toward the vacated end of the rink. The concrete floor sloped up to a work room under the stands.
“Oh my god,” Jenna said, her tight curls of black shimmering hair flying over her face when she spun to look at me over her shoulder. “What’s that big thing?” she said like you do when you’re talking to a kid.
“The Zamboni?” I said to her and I rolled my eyes.
She drew a strand of hair through her lips and scrunched her shoulders up around her ears, walking backward on her high heels toward it. She let go of my wrist and, still walking backward in front of me by about ten feet, she pulled up the skirt of her tight black dress and hooked her thumbs in the waist of her black hipster panties. She laughed again, deep, conspiratorially, her eyes bulging wide and dark. She pulled her panties down, lifted one foot out of them and drew them up behind her on her lifted heel to pick them off with her finger and thumb.
“Save these for me?” she said, and she bunched her panties up and threw them at me, laughing.
“Jenna, no,” I said, catching her panties. I stopped ten feet away from her when she backed up to the steel foot-holds up the side of the Zamboni.
She only chuckled in a long drawl and turned toward the machine, but keeping her head twisted and her eyes on me behind her.
“Heavy machinery turns me on,” she said, “so sue me!” She turned and climbed up into the seat.
I reflected a moment and realized it just then: her job in the front office was managing orders big and small. She was required to pore over industrial catalogues full of tools, industrial supplies, and — yes — heavy machinery.
I turned around. There was no door on the room. It lead through the stands, down the ramp, and out onto the rink space currently occupied by countless retired folk, utility office staff, line crews, and managers of all levels throughout the sprawling company. When I looked back, I found Jenna laying back over the top of the snow tank with her legs dangling over the operator’s levers. 
“Get down from that!” I shouted in a hush to her.
“Not until you f-  me,” she said, silently mouthing the “f”word. She began to writhe on her back over the tank and threw her arms up over her head.
I climbed up into the driver’s well.
Jenna giggled with her eyes closed, knowing I was watching her body squirm and contort over the tank. Her dress pulled up around her waist and her bare, smooth pussy shone in the overhead lights. Her black curls of hair spread in a fan around her face. She hooked the heels of her shoes in the controls of the Zamboni and pushed her hips up off the tank and wavered her groin up at me. Her stomach muscles were hard and toned.
“Make it come true?” she said in a moan to the high ceiling.
“Make what come true?” I said, mesmerized by her horizontal dance in front of me.
“My fantasy, silly,” she said. “
“Which is?” I said.
“I thought Bailey told you already,” she said.
She pulled herself up onto her elbows under her and looked at me with a bewildered expression. “Forklift?” she said in a deadpan tone. “Check. Zamboni?” she said, and she half turned her face and widened her eyes at me, drawing them to their corners. She grinned.
“Fuck me,” I groaned to myself.
“Yay!” she shrieked, and she laid back down, wriggled even more livelier over the top of the Zamboni snow tank, and pumped her fists up over her head.
I leaned my thighs into the console of the machine and looked one last time over my shoulder. We could hear crowds of people yelling in their conversations as they got more lubricated, and laughing and cheering. Some drinking game was going on out there. I drew down my fly and opened my pants.
“Gimme, gimme!” Jenna cried out loud, and she reached with both hands at my groin, her hands clenching and stretching at me. Whatever happened to the shy, reticent 23-year-old, I had no idea, but she was long gone on nights like that. It was a downright dual personality syndrome, I thought.
I pushed my hips forward enough for her fingers to graze the tip of it, and she instantly writhed and moaned and pulled her body down over the top of the Zamboni. She cupped one hand around my balls and gently stroked her other hand up and down over the underside of my cock.
“Poor thing,” she said, still with her eyes closed and her body twisting and arching over the tank. “Do we demand too much from you?”
“Yes!” I said and I pulled myself back from her hand.
She reached harder and seized my shaft tighter in her fist. “But we need it!” she said. She opened her eyes and curved her brows and pouted at me. “Please?” she said.
I rolled my eyes and jutted my hips forward.
She drew the head of my cock up and down through the lips of her slick pussy. “Just a little one?” she said.
“There’s no such thing as a little fuck,” I said, and I pushed with my hips and entered her pussy. Her lips folded around my cock. I had no choice.
She kept her fist wrapped around the base even as I sank into her, and she arched deeper in her back and lifted her head upside down looking backward and she grunted loud and rudely. I fucked her hand and her pussy both until she spread both of her arms out straight to her sides and she cried out loud to the ceiling.
“Shh!” I said to her.
She cupped her hand over her mouth. “Whoopsy,” she said and she squealed. I pulled my cock out of her pussy and re-entered her and plunged myself all the way down until my hips bumped her pelvis.
“Fuck, Luke, that’s so good,” she groaned. At times it seemed like teasing me with their silly talk liberated them to say things they loved to say, but wouldn’t in a less crazy and more conventional relationship. All of them play-acted, but all of them fell for their own acts.
I took her hips in my hands and I lifted her lower body off the tank of the Zamboni and I rammed myself down the throat of her pussy, jolting her body harder over the tank. I thrashed her. I hammered her.
“So good!” she groaned, her voice hiccuped by my thrusts, her face flailing side to side maniacally, whipping her curls of black hair all over the top of the machine. They all did that — pretending to be porn actresses in a video. But they all fell prey to it, too, falling for their own pretending. They loved doing it too much.
I wet my thumb in my mouth and rubbed all around her clitoris without touching it. I knew the different proclivities of those three supposedly innocent and untouchable office girls by then, and I knew what made each of them cum faster, as well, and harder. Not touching Jenna, but threatening to, was what made her unable to hold back. It suited her personality: she liked to be fucked rudely without saying it or admitting she wanted it like that, or at least she used to. I guess we’d all changed by then.
She inhaled in quick bursts, her jaw pushing down and her eye brows shooting up. “Oh my god!” she cried out repeatedly. That was Jenna all over: her climaxes always came up on her like it was a big surprise to her, every time.
I fucked her hard enough to rattle her body violently. But I also had to keep myself steady or I would have lost it, too. When she began to lose her breath and arch even deeper in her back, sliding and curling her tight body all over the steel top of the Zamboni, I wasn’t able to stop.
She contracted down hard on my cock inside her pussy and gripped her fists around my waist. I exploded into her, filling her with whatever cum I had left in me after having defiled Bailey so completely only 30 minutes earlier.
She groaned like a devil and finally rolled onto her side, pulling her pussy off my cock and cupping it with her hands. She pulled her knees up and looked at me through her mess of black curls all over her face.
“Help me down?” she said.
She hung an arm around my neck and we stepped down to the concrete floor. “You go out there first,” I said. “In case anyone notices us.”
“You always make me cum so hard!” she said, throwing her arms around me neck.
“Yeah, yeah,” I said.
She laughed and ran off.
I gave it a few moments and went down the slope of the ramp myself. I was immediately buttonholed by McGavin who was chatting with two other manager types right by the Zamboni door.
“Shit,” I thought.
“Luke!” he said, as though surprised. Maybe everybody was play-acting everything by then. He glanced over his shoulder at the receding figure of Jenna, but only for a split second. “I was hoping I’d find you here!”
I looked for an escape route, but there was nowhere to hide. I smiled and nodded at him and sipped my drink.
“Not sure you know this,” he said, and he put his arm around my shoulder and lead me away from the others. “But they’re making me acting supervisor with Gerald retiring so abruptly like that, and I’m told also it’s just a formality and that I’ll be made permanent in a month or two.”
“Congratulations,” I said to him, and I tried, but missed, clinking my drink with his.
“That’s going to, as you can guess, open up the site manager position,” he said.
“Oh yeah?” I said, nodding. “Who’s that going to be?”
I guess when the line crew guys in the back taunt me for missing the point of their jokes, and the office girls up front tease me for overthinking everything with them, they all had a point. I’ve often felt like I’m the last to figure out what’s going on right in front of me.
McGavin stopped walking me and said nothing, holding my shoulders back at arms length and pulling his own widely grinning face back from mine. It was like he was giving it the three beats I needed to get the joke.
“Oh fuck no!” I said when I finally did get it.
He started walking me again around the curve of the end boards. “The warehouse was a disaster the week the old man suspended you,” he said. “And even half the office up front, for whatever reason, went completely sideways,” he said.
“Well,” I said. “There was that thing.”
He shrugged. “Which was never disclosed to me, by the way,” he said.
“But you handed me the brochure on harassment,” I said.
He shrugged more emphatically. “Without a rep there, Gerald wouldn’t be able to disclose the details to me — privacy,” he said. “It remains alleged. You signed a voluntary leave. I thought you read it,” he said.
I thought about what he was telling me. “You really don’t know?” I said.
“I presume you made some off-color joke to the wrong lady in the office up front,” he said, and he squinted at me.
I looked away from him and searched the empty dark seats rising up beside us through the tall rink glass.
“So . . . ” I said.
“So . . . “ he said, “ . . . someone like you, you seem to be the glue that holds this place together, seeing as how it fell apart when you stayed home,” he said. “And I certainly got an earful from the line crews — Kentucky especially,” he said. “Which I did not enjoy.”
“And now you’re site supervisor,” I said.
“And I want you to think about — just think about it!” he said. “ — an acting appointment as manager,” he said.
“No fucking way,” I said.
He laughed. “I was the same way. The thing is, you do the acting manager gig for a couple of months, then when the post is advertised, that’s front and centre on your CV — the fact you’ve already been doing the job for two months. Nobody’s going to top that,” he said. He scanned around the entire concrete floor of the rink. “Not one of these assholes will have more than you by then.”
“I don’t know the first thing about it,” I said.
“And yet, all you do around there is get things done,” he said.
“Look, I’m happy as fuck fixing shit and stocking the trucks and keeping the yard in order,” I said.
“Take the weekend to think about it,” he said, and he patted my back a few times and left me there beside the penalty boxes along the side of the rink.
I turned around and pushed my hands down into the top of the boards hard enough to lift my feet off the floor. Kentucky appeared beside me.
“What’d he want?” he said.
I turned around and leaned back against the boards and crossed my ankles out in front of me. I folded my arms over my chest.
“He wanted to know what it’s like fucking all three of those office girls,” I said. “All at the same time.”
Kentucky howled with laughter and shook his head. “My fucking brother, you kill me!” he said. “But seriously, what was McGavin talking to you about?”
The strategy I had discovered with Kentucky — of telling him the truth, which was so unbelievable to him, it made him sure I was fibbing — made the truth the easiest lie I ever told.
“Wants to make me acting manager,” I said.
The reverse-ruse didn’t work this time. Kentucky leaned back against the boards beside me and looked far across the floor of the rink to the back side of McGavin where he stopped to chat with the two other site supervisors.
“Gotta say it,” he said, “we’d miss you like fuck back there, but you gotta take it.”
I couldn’t course-correct now, the jig was up. “No I don’t gotta take it,” I said. “I like the warehouse, I like my metal container office, fuck sakes, I even like my Freddy-fart-filled chair back there!” I said.
He laughed hard and shook his head. “You’re not turning down that dough,” he said. “I’ll carry you up there myself and shove you in that front corner office. This is your get-out-of-jail card, you fucking idiot.”
“I get the weekend to think about it,” I said.
“Don’t be an idiot,” Kentucky said, and he slapped my back.
I headed back toward the bar. Bailey, Danielle, and Jenna, standing in a tight cluster, intercepted me. “Hey stranger!” Bailey said, and she gestured with her head for me to come over to them.
“Hey, I know you guys!” I said. I nodded at all three of them in turn, and I even shook their hands one by one. “Having a good time this fine evening then?” I said.
Bailey shrugged. “Evening started off with a bang,” she said.
Danielle burst out laughing and covered her mouth.
“It’s just been one bang after another,” Jenna said.
Bailey laughed out louder and pointed at her with her outstretched arm. “You preach it girl!” she said, and they slapped hands.
“So,” Danielle said, and she sipped her drink. “McGavin said something interesting to me when he was looking for you,” she said.
“When was he looking for me?” I said.
Jenna faked a cough and Bailey snorted. “Think carefully,” she said.
“Do you guys seriously tell each other everything instantly all the time?” I said.
They all looked at each other as though considering my question seriously. They all began nodding. Bailey turned to me with an innocent and straight face. “Pretty much,” she said. “Don’t you want to know what McGavin asked Danielle about?” Bailey said and she sipped her drink.
“Okay, what did McGavin ask Danielle about?” I said to Danielle.
“Wouldn’t you like to know,” she said, and she winked at me.
“Come on!” I said. “Fuck sakes.”
She leaned over to me closer. “He wanted to know what level ‘0’ management on the pay grid gets,” she said.
I shrugged and frowned.
“Well think about it, why would he want to know that?” Bailey said, and she elbowed me in the ribs.
“What’s level 0?” I said to Danielle.
“Acting!” she said, and she popped her eyes wide open and dropped her chin to her chest like I was the idiot.
I turned away and pretended to yawn, emphasizing it with my hand patting my mouth. “Ho hum,” I said. “Old news.”
Bailey inhaled sharply at me.
I turned to her. “He just offered me the acting manager job,” I said. “So jokes on you.”
All three office girls squealed at once. “Oh my god!” they shrieked, and they stamped their feet and shook their arms.
“Sh-sh-sh!” I said, glancing around. “Anyway, I told him ‘No.’”
“You did not!” Bailey said, and she slapped my arm.
“I said I needed the weekend to think about it,” I said to her. “But it’s still going to be ‘no’ on Monday morning.”
“Maybe you don’t know what the pay is,” Danielle said.
I turned to her and half-lidded my eyes. “So what is the pay?” I said with as much disinterest as I could portray.
She pushed herself up on her toes and cupped her hand around my ear. Her breath was scented and warm. Her body bumped against mine. I shut my eyes to focus.
She told me the number and I was unable to hide my shock. I turned to Bailey. “Fuck me,” I groaned. “Seriously?”
“Right!?” she said.
“There’s other things, too,” Danielle said. “Come,” she said. “Let me show you.”
I went with her while Bailey and Jenna smiled and waved at me.
I followed Danielle up the steps in the stands. She took me all the way up to the media box that hung high and far over the ice level below.
We found surprisingly comfy leather executive chairs up there and sat down facing each other, each of us swiveling our chairs side to side. I watched her cross her legs and show me skin high up her thigh under her black dress as she held her phone to her face and navigated to some page only she knew existed. She rocked her hanging foot and hung her platform pump from her toe. The thing with Danielle was, she loved flashing me. It was a joke at first, but like all those jokes with them, it became real.
“So!” she said. “Expense account, for trips,” she said, and she showed me the face of her phone. “With unlimited per diems.” She took the phone back. “Benefits,” she said, and she showed me another page.
“Okay, okay,” I said. “ I get it.” The numbers were huge.
“Plus,” she said, and she put her phone down on the broadcast console and pushed herself up from her chair. “You get,” she said, and she leaned down over me, sinking her hands down into the arms of my chair. She pushed my knees together with her knees and knelt on the edge of my chair outside my legs. “The big . . . ” she said, and she leaned her head down between her shoulders. “ . . . corner,” she carried on, and she kissed and sucked on my bottom lip. “ . . . office,” she nearly whispered, and she pushed her chest into my neck. My face was smothered by her bare cleavage. She laughed.
“Wouldn’t you want to be up in the front building,” she said, and she bit her bottom lip and pulled the bottom of her dress up around her waist. “With your three young and super-hot office girls?” she said, and she giggled. She pushed her hand down inside the front of her white panties and sighed and arched toward me. I couldn’t help looking down at where the front of her panties bulged and undulated with her hand.
“You’ve changed,” I said to her, and I pressed myself back in my chair and swallowed hard.
“It’s because of you, you know,” she said. “I never used to be like this, ever.” She fought off my hands and tugged open my pants and yanked down my fly.
I gripped the arms of my chair and jutted my jaw out crookedly. “We couldn’t do this at work, you know,” I said.
“A girl can dream,” she said in a light, lilting voice, and she lifted my cock out of my pants and wrapped her fist around it. I remained only half-hard.
“Bailey and Jenna already molested me,” I said.
“I know,” she said, still sighing, still swooning.
“Right,” I said, “because you guys tell each other everything.”
“That’s right,” she said, and she pushed herself up higher on her knees over my lap.
I spun my chair around. She laughed and inhaled sharply and pushed her panties down to stretch between her thighs. She leaned over me and caught her balance with her hand in the back of my chair over my head. Around her body I saw the scoreboard, the seats on the opposite side of the rink, and even some of the rink floor with people down there in clusters laughing and talking. No one would think to look up into the media box, would they?
“You could get a condo downtown,” she said and she shivered. She touched the head of my cock to the lips of her pussy.
“I like where I live,” I said.
She inhaled deeply and let go of my cock to put her other hand into the back of my chair over my head. She sank her pussy down over the head of my cock, paused for breath, and pushed herself further down, taking me deeply inside her pussy. I grew hard inside her.
She began to hump me rapidly and full of panting breath. Way up there and so far from the floor, being quiet was not the issue it was with Jenna on the Zamboni or Bailey over the concession counter. I held her by her waist and watched her body ride me harder and faster.
She looked down and pushed her long waving brunette hair from her face and held it back behind her neck. She smiled down at me and laughed with looseness and joy.
“We could fuck you everyday in your office,” she said, and she squealed.
“No you could not,” I said.
She continued to pump herself on me and she panted into my ear. I knew Danielle. She crossed a threshold at some point every time, and stopped being able to talk. She more than the other two climaxed in a deeply self-oriented way, with focus, silence, and gasps of breath, like someone drowning.
She suddenly rose sharply up and went stock still, but for tiny vibrations that coursed through her clenched body. And then she collapsed over my shoulder, kissed me all over my neck and cheek, and whimpered and grinned and breathed again, deeply and fully.
She finally lifted herself off my lap and we looked down on the floor of the rink from high up in the media box, and we pulled our clothes back on and buttoned ourselves up again.
“What even is the job?” I said.
“Managing people,” she said, “which you do so well!” She laughed. “Meetings. Planning with teams. Contract negotiations, which I just know you’re going to rock!” she said. “Lots of travel . . . during which you might require one or more assistants,” she said, and she stuck her tongue out.
“Working on screens all day,” I said. “No motors, no machinery, no wood or wire or skids or oil or gas or paint or containers,” I said. “Nothing real, everything fake,” I said.
“It’s not that bad,” she said.
“It’s all acting busy, it’s not actually doing anything, really, is it,” I said.
We left the rink and they drove me back to my lost cottage in the woods. Bailey made a rule: “Nobody fuck Luke tonight,” she said. “We have to let him rest.”
It was a rule I readily agreed to. But they didn’t leave, instead climbing into my bed with me with only their panties on, and they cuddled me and nuzzled me and kissed me good night over and over.
I snuck out of the crowded bed in the morning and pulled on some good dirty clothes and held the screen door to keep it from slamming. I had a coffee machine in the shed to keep from dragging grease and shit into the cottage every couple of hours and I leaned against the grill of the old Ford carcass I had been working on and I stared out at the dew-weighted tall grass in the fields that stretched out from the open barn doors all the way down to the lazily steaming pond, and I sipped my coffee and thought.
Jenna came out wearing one of my baggy loose coveralls and scarcely anything else. She shoved her hands in the deep pockets and leaned back against the grill of my truck beside me and stared out at the same grass, pond, and sky I was staring at.
“I just know you’d be very good at it, that’s all,” she said.
“And I just know that whatever I wasn’t sure about, I’d have the best assistants god ever created, ready and willing to help me,” I said. “But that’s not the point.”
She chuckled and turned around to lean the front of her body against the truck and she turned to look at me sideways. “Billing, ordering, HR, is there anything else you’d need help with?” she said. “Plus the line guys absolutely love you — they’d do anything for you.”
“Fuck, Jenna,” I said. “I don’t like all that pretending, all that small talk, all that fake laughing. I like motors. I like wires. I like machines. I like fixing shit,” I said. “I like real shit, I don’t like acting.”
“Probably why you’d be so good at that job,” she said.
Bailey came out, also wearing another of my coveralls, apparently with only a bra on underneath. She leaned against the front of the old Ford grill on my other side and hung her foot behind her on the rusted bumper. “You really would, you know,” Bailey said.
“Not you too,” I said.
“You know why?” she said.
I didn’t answer her, but she told me anyway. The sideways rays of sunlight enflamed the drops of dew hanging from the tips of the bending grass and lit the field up with a thousand points of light.
“You listen,” she said. “You want to know what Kentucky told me about why the guys in the back love you so much?” she said.
“Because I’m so gullible?” I said. “Good for a laugh?”
“You’re always there before they get there,” she said. “That’s all. That’s it. You’re in there before they are, even.”
I snorted. ”Because the one time I wasn’t, they tore my fucking head off.”
“And you listened to that,” she said. “See?”
I wasn’t sure I did see her point. Danielle came out. She was also dressed in one of my coveralls. “Did you guys leave one pair of those for me?” I said.
They all laughed. Danielle appeared to be wearing nothing underneath, not even panties. I turned around and leaned over the motor box inside the old Ford, gazing around at its parts, all its belts and hoses and wires and bolts. All three girls turned around also and leaned over the fenders and grill of the truck, looking down into that efficient mass of steel, copper, aluminum and rubber. Even just woken up and wearing my clean but deeply worn coveralls, all three looked as beautiful as renaissance paintings to me in those shafts of sideways and orange morning sunlight, them all crowded around that greasy, scarred motor.
“I bet you know what every little part is for,” Bailey said.
“That’s the thing about motors,” I said to her, leaning over to see around the tensioner. “There’s not a single thing that isn’t necessary. There’s nothing pretending inside an engine compartment. No acting down there,” I said.
Jenna moaned by accident and we all twisted our faces over to her and squinted.
She blushed. “What?” she cried. “I told you, I have a thing for machines!” She covered her face with her hands. “Stop looking at me!” she said.
“I think Jenna wants you to fuck her in those nasty coveralls of yours up against the front of your old rusty truck,” Bailey said and she squealed and pushed herself off from it and dragged herself through the grass and back toward the cottage.
“Just don’t break my girlfriend so much this time,” Danielle said, and she kissed me and laughed and turned to follow Bailey toward the cottage.
“Seriously?” I said to Jenna.
She bit her lip and wrapped her hand around my wrist and guided my finger down inside her coveralls. She made me feel her pussy inside — which was hot, wet, and swelling.
“I don’t know why!” she said with hushed embarrassment. She bit her lip, though, and with her thumbs, she eased the shoulder straps off her shoulders and let the top of the coveralls fall down her naked body. She spread her feet over the ground and bent at her waist facing down into the middle of the engine compartment. She pushed her panties down her ass until both the coveralls and panties stretched between her spread thighs and she rested her elbows on the top of the metal edge.
I stepped back a couple of steps and looked around me. Out both sides, the morning dew steamed off the grass in the long slants of sunlight. The barn doors of the shed hung open on both sides, their dark, grooved raw wood framing the shadowy interior of the shed with its tools both hung and lying around, rags on benches, coffee cans full of bolts and nuts and washers on the ground, brushes both cleaned and stiff, ruined, here there and everywhere. The low, sagging cottage with its thick moss coat hanging, in places, from the cedar shingles on its roof, sat silent and non-judgmental in witness to what went on inside and out. The round corners of the nearly completely rusty Ford truck body pleaded with me with its sad drooping headlight eyes. And in the middle of all of this, Jenna rotated at me her bared and smooth ass, her legs spread, her pussy glistening like the dew-coated grass. She patiently waited for me, knowing what I was going to do — what I had to do.
I pushed my pants down around my thighs and I stepped up behind her. She grunted and pushed her ass out harder toward me. I entered her pussy with my straining cock quivering, I was so ram-rod hard already. It had been at least eight hours, after all, since I last fucked any of them. She cried out loud in short, sharp bursts of panting cries, and I heard constrained laughter from inside the cottage.
After, she leaned against the open barn door and, as though punch drunk, she struggled to pull her coveralls back up over her wasted and spent body, laughing loosely and eyeing me with her deep, mysterious eyes, my cum running down her thighs.
I noticed the flag turned up on the mailbox out on the road, and I shambled in the sunlight streaming through the trees up the long driveway to see what came. I made my mind up. I was good at what I did. I enjoyed my life. I loved where and how I lived. I was going to turn down the offer — I had to. This wasn’t the job, the life, the home, by default: this was the ideal, for me.
I pulled an envelope out of the dark recess of the bare steel mailbox and studied it. It bore no stamp nor address. It only had my name across the front of it. I opened it up and unfolded it to read it.
It was from the conservation authority I rented the cottage from. It began with their regret at having to inform me blah blah blah. The second paragraph got down to business. The chunk of land the cottage sat on, as per a vote at the conservation board, was to be put up for sale. The original wish, the letter said, was to knock the cottage down and restore the land to its pristine origins, but the Heritage Property Board invoked some article or other and blocked that move — the cottage turned out to be heritage-designated, it being, apparently, the first structure built in the entire township. The letter in my hand, it seemed, was the final outcome of what sounded like a fierce, protracted battle between the conservation board and the heritage board that had been playing out probably the whole winter and spring long, completely unbeknownst to me — as usual.
I turned the sheet over but there was nothing more on the back. That was it, the entirety of their message to me: The small chunk of land in the corner of the vast conservation property and the cottage that sat on it, were being sold off together. My lease was being cancelled. I was required to vacate the property in two weeks. Nothing more.
“What was that?” Bailey said on the porch when I got back to the cottage. She was holding out a plate of bacon, eggs, toast and grilled tomatoes for me.
“Nothing” I said, and I shoved the letter into my pocket.
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