
        
            
                
            
        

    















I rolled over and smelled Bailey’s straw-blonde hair and it made me open my eyes. She stretched and rocked on her side and pushed the back of her neck out to me and purred. She wasn’t ready to open her eyes or wake up just yet. The bed was warm. Her room smelled of orange. I’d slept without moving the whole night.
I reached over through the secret space under our shared blankets and cupped my hand over the hollow of her waist, and her body curled and stretched at my touch. I slid my hand up over the mound of her hip, and I heard her exhale. You can tell without seeing when someone breathes through a smile.
I dragged my curled fingers down the top of her thigh, my fingernails scratching her soft, smooth skin. It made her chuckle, still struggling to pretend to sleep, and she stretched her legs straight down. I felt her thigh turn hard under my touch, and relax again.
I pulled myself over the gap in the bed between us and cupped my body to the back of hers. I wrapped my arm around her torso and held her bicep, hugging her back to me. Her body stretched and contorted against mine and she reached back over the top of her hip to find my hip where it pushed up against her. We both still kept our eyes shut and our breathing low, both still pretending to be sleeping, saying nothing.
Her fingers worked between our bodies until she pushed her hand down further and found my cock, already mostly hard, and she placed her fingers around the shaft and squeezed and released, and squeezed and released me.
I nuzzled her hair and kissed the back of her neck. Her breath caught on an inhalation and her mouth fell open. Her top leg lifted from her other leg and drew back overtop my top leg. Her foot curled around the back of my knee and her hand pulled out from between our bodies, but only to stretch back to me now from through her legs.
I felt her fingers wrap around my now-fully hard erection. I felt her pull me more tightly up against the back of her body. And I felt her draw the tip of the head of my cock through the crevice of her pussy lips. She was as wet as I was hard.
She let my cock go and reached around behind both of our bodies and sank her nails into the back of my hip, and she pulled me. I filled her from behind and she gripped the sheets in front of her face and her knuckles turned white.
I took her hip in my hand and pulled her back with my next thrust, my cock stretching deeper inside her, our bodies bumping on each other, our breaths both becoming caught and irregular.
She arched her back in and drove her head back. Her hips curled up to my hips and her foot snaked around my leg and she grunted out loud.
I began to move on her like the drive rod on a steam locomotive. I pushed my fingertips around the front of her hips, down over her abdomen, and I played in her tiny tuft there, teasing her to the point of chuckling, and then crying. I tickled her stomach and her body twisted and torqued. I traced the outline of her breasts, touched her nipples and tweaked them, and wrapped my hand around the front of her neck.
“Baby,” she whispered with a gasp and she reached backward over and behind my head and scrunched her hand into my hair, and pulled. “What are you doing,” she said. It wasn’t a question.
I bumped her harder, I drove my cock into her deeper, and I bit her ear, kissed her neck, and held her throat.
She rolled her head over and held her breath, dropped her mouth wide open, and zapped me dead with her startling blue eyes. “You’re going to make me . . . “ she said in a high-pitched cry, before she inhaled sharply, her body shook like electricity, and her pussy clamped around me hard enough to make me stop moving in her.
And then her breath came out, she cried out loud, her body sank like her bones turned to jelly, and she slapped the bed in front of her face. Inside, her pussy contracted in waves around my locked-in cock, and though I clenched my eyes and held her body too hard, I couldn’t hold back, and I gushed inside her, a hot stream of molten cum filling her and running out over her legs and onto the bed.
She finally pulled herself away from me and struggled, staggering, to get to her feet. “God damn it, Luke,” she said. “Third time I have to change the sheets this week.”
“Funny,” I said, flopping onto my back and dropping my arm over my eyes to block the streams of morning sun flooding the room of her cottage after she tore the curtains open. “That’s exactly what Danielle said yesterday morning.”
“Funny man,” she said. “But I thought you were with Jenna last night.“
“I was,” I said. “She was in Danielle’s bed with us.”
“The little brat,” Bailey said. “She told me she was going to come to my cottage.”
“I might have redirected her, sorry,” I said. “She actually came looking for me to bring me with her to your cottage, but ended up making out with Danielle and me.”
Bailey, wrapped up in her robe and cinching her knot tight, lifted her shoulders and huffed hard and shook her head at me. “The nerve!” she said. “And I had Vicky all wrapped up nicely as a present for her, too.”
“Vicky was over here?” I said.
“Look at you,” she said and she rolled her eyes. “All enamored with the new one.”
“Like you aren’t,” I said, and I snorted.
“I’m showering, Luke. I’m a working girl, I got a life to get back to here,” she said.
“I’m going, I’m going,” I said, and I pulled myself up to sit on the side of her bed facing the bright shining window. Out there was the frozen-over lake, the light-snow blanketed stubble of the old farm fields, and the lit-up-like-fire edge of the forest way out there.
“See you at work, boss,” she said, letting me gaze on her nude body when she dropped her robe back off her extended arms without closing her bathroom door. She stuck her tongue out at me and grinned when she stepped into her glass shower.
I made a coffee in her kitchen, slipped on my shoes and coat, and stepped out on her covered porch. The morning air was cold and crisp — it smelled clean. I sipped my coffee and stepped down into the frozen ground and made my way around the raised wooden sidewalk we built past the three doors of the other cottages — all of them with their lights on now inside — and got back to my own big old farmhouse and got ready for the outside world, too.
My working days were no longer simple like they used to be, not anymore. No longer was I merely the acting area handyman at the small utility, but I’d been stepped up to manager of all three divisions — the office staff, the line crews, and the warehouse. My responsibilities multiplied, as did my time perched behind a screen.
But all was not dark. Thanks to blonde and fun Bailey and her billing innovations, brunette and quiet Danielle and her streamlining of all things HR, and dark, exotic, even mystical, Jenna and her new ordering systems, the office hummed like a well-tuned Chevy.
Then there was Vicky. Sharp as a knife, Vicky was my new hire to replace me in the back warehouse when I was bumped up front. Her first order of business was to lobby to rename her job from Handyman to Materials Controller.
“I like it,” Bailey said at the first of what I instituted as our staff rep meetings. Kentucky was rep for the line crews, Bailey for the office staff, Vicky for warehouse.
“It lets us keep calling you The Handyman,” Kentucky said, and he snickered.
We quickly agreed on it. I thought calling Vicky “Controller” for short suited her to a T. Someone else might have bristled at her need to have her fingerprints on everything that moved, but I found it deeply meditative to look at her self-designed spreadsheets that gave me, the manager, a by-the-minute snapshot of how much of everything we had, where it all was exactly at every moment, and how much of anything we used over any given month — all with monetary value’s attached.
“Sublime,” I said to her.
She nodded with confidence back at me. She already knew it was a thing of beauty. Her only question was whether it would be appreciated for what it was — a work of kinetic art, a snapshot of motion, a vision of flow. I got the feeling Vicky had previously been under-appreciated. But then, managers never hired people like her for warehousemen.
McGavin, our new supervisor now that old-man Gerald had finally moved on, leaned over my shoulder to look at my laptop screen. “Colorful,” he said, nodding while gazing at Vicky’s new warehouse interface.
“The brain classifies by color a lot faster than by words or shapes,” she said.
“Can I show this to the state supervisors’ monthly meeting later this week?” McGavin said. “They might take an interest in this.”
“It’s yours,” Vicky said, grinning and nodding. “I built it on your dime.”
She didn’t build it at work, I knew that from watching her labor over it on her own laptop at home, but I couldn’t say so at the office. Because how would I know what she does in the privacy of her home?
“Speaking of color,” McGavin said, and he trailed off with a squeamish awkward expression.
“Black and Vietnamese, right?” I said, curious about it as much as McGavin was.
With a straight face, she said to us, “Blasian.” She gave it three beats before bursting out laughing at our screwed-up faces trying to work it out. That was Vicky all over: fun and lighthearted to deal with, but deadly efficient on the job, and as sharp and organized at it as a top chef’s knife block, too.
Home was even more transformed than work. I still had the big old farmhouse, of course, now updated and refreshed. Plus I had the four nearby cottages lining the east side of the small lake beside it. At first they were meant to be rented out in season to help with income needed to upkeep that whole corner of the original property that fell into my hands. And I guess that’s what they were doing, after Bailey, Danielle, and Jenna decided to move into them. They insisted on paying me something close to market rent too, as near as we could figure it should be.
“Nothing wrong with office girls renting their living quarters from the person who happens to be their boss,” Danielle said. She shook her head so her dark hair fell over her eyes, and down over her playful grin. “It’s if we didn’t pay you, that eyebrows would be raised,” she said. A fair point.
We had the one cottage left we thought we could rent out for holiday-makers — until I hired Vicky and, hating her apartment in town, she quickly grabbed the opportunity to move in to that last one, making it four of them out there.
So what if almost every evening, those four girls made their way up to the main house to flop on my couche, put shows on my big screen, help themselves to my farmhouse-sized fridge, and poke around the growing wine cellar I built downstairs? They treated my old farmhouse like common property — and half the time, they treated me like I was one of the them, too, like one of the girls, in terms of how they talked to each other, what they wore around the place, how they behaved. It was how I imagined university dorms might be like.
But I had creeping doubts in the back of my mind. Those doubts became especially acute on those long nights when, the house warming up toasty and dry in the dreary months of winter, the girls shed more and more of their clothes the way they might in front of each other, even though I was there, too — which they either ignored or enjoyed, it was hard to tell. I wondered if the whole situation wasn’t odd, wasn’t creepy, to someone observing it objectively from the outside.
I sat there rubbing my chin and sliding my eyes around at their scantily clad bodies sprawled over my couch, the show on the big screen droning on hypnotically, and I came to realize I’d had sex with each of them at least once in the last 7 days. Yet there was blonde Bailey in her copper-toned shiny cami and matching shorts, demure Danielle in her long black and fashionably torn muscle shirt and low-hip panties, jewel-like Jenna gliding around in her jade-green satin robe, and vivacious Vicky in her thin white and tight sleep-t, all of them piled on the big old couch together snacking, sipping, and staring at the screen. None of them ever seemed to be thinking about what was going on with all of us, what we were becoming, which made me think about it even more. There’s no guide-book on how to manage that kind of situation, even on what to call it. It’s not like I was able to ask my boss McGavin, or Kentucky or Wrecker on the line crews, or anyone else I knew how to keep such an odd thing happy and hale.
They were all showing much diminished interest in other guys, too, especially since moving into those cottages on my land. I couldn’t remember when the last time was any of them went out on a date. Nothing had been stated or promised or vowed to each other or to me, but a certain kind of exclusivity was emerging — if four and then five people can be said to be exclusive.
One night early on, it was Vicky’s first official pay-cheque day — she had to wait over three weeks to get it — and it was Jenna’s idea that we had to go out to celebrate. I was first out my door when the clubbing-night Sprinter van pulled up the long driveway, and I stood by the door on the side that slid open automatically. Inside, a cloud of blue and purple light flowed out like smoke. Inside, long, silver-grey wavy-backed leather upholstered seats lined the sides and back with mood lighting all around the ceiling. The chrome-enshrouded dark-tinted windows had grey velvet curtains to pull closed for even more privacy.
It was the soundscape inside, though, that left the biggest impression: It was like a sound studio in there. And the Red Hot Chili Peppers the driver had on sounded like they were in there, as well. I climbed in and sat on the middle of the long seats with my arms spread out each side over the top of the back and whistled, gazing around back there. This was not my old pick-up truck and I was not headed to my farmhouse home after staying late at work in the cold utility warehouse. Those days were long gone.
I watched Bailey come out of her cottage first to join me and I thought, “and that is not Bailey alone in the parking lot after work in the middle of winter with a dead battery in her car, either.” She bounded up and inside the Sprinter with high clubbing pumps, a far-too-short skirt, and a black leather pilot jacket with the fur collar pulled up around her neck. She immediately pushed herself tight up against my left side and squeezed my hand she held it in hers and squealed. She crossed her legs and dangled a pumped foot.
Jenna and Danielle came out of Danielle’s cottage together next and, holding hands, they ran up to Vicky’s cottage, and together all three dashed to the Sprinter. They were all in high-heel pumps, too, and short skirts and winter coats. They brought champagne and toasted Vicky and kicked their feet up and took off their coats. They laughed and shouted about it being their first girls night out, now that “Team L” was fully assembled with Vicky in place, and they vowed it would be only one of many, nobody noticing that not all of us were girls.
Danielle, standing up to cross the back of the van and bent sharply at her waist, her bare legs locked straight, her pumps spread around my feet, her arms straight as her hands came down onto my thighs, said, “We can’t call it Team Luke for obvious reasons, can we,” and she twisted her face, let her long brunette hair fall down the front of my body, and kissed me like we were lovers long separated from each other.
And then she pulled up from me, hooted and danced like she was lassoing a colt running in circles around her, and Jenna and Bailey pressed in tighter against me on each of my sides and laughed and clapped.
Bailey pulled a knee up over my leg and rolled sideways in the seat to face me. She pushed her hand up the inside of my leg until she cupped her palm over my groin. She was watching Danielle dance to the song, watching her hips, her bared belly — she was wearing a crop-cut top. “Such a fucking sexy girl,” Bailey groaned close to my ear.
I looked over my shoulder at Jenna on my other side. She was also staring at Danielle’s body, and knowing I was looking at her, she bit her lip, turned to me, and dropped her jaw. “I’m so wet,” is what I think she mouthed to me.
While I was pondering that, Jenna leaned close. “I want to fuck her so bad,” she said in a half-whispered voice directly into my ear, and she inhaled a gasp and laughed. “But poor me, I don’t have a cock,” she said, and she squeezed me harder down there and laughed. We were holding hands pressed between our thighs, and her thumb rubbed the back of my hand with nearly numbing absent-mindedness.
It’s something I had been noticing more and more, but was yet just another thing that made me increasingly uncomfortable the more I felt I had no words to describe what I was experiencing. This too was part of my creeping doubt: They seemed to use my presence among them to be able to plausibly deny whatever it was that was emerging between them. I mean, how could they be that kind of girl, with a guy like me being part of whatever transpired as our busy nights unfolded? Things were kept “fun” so long as I was there, and they were kept “accidental” too, since it was hardly ever one-on-one. It remained strictly non-committal, as long as it was different people falling into different beds, or onto different couches or floors or into the backs of cars, or wherever. We were just playing, everybody got to say. Nothing wrong with having fun — it was always framed as that, mere fun.
It felt like I was the token cock brought to the hen party that kept things between them on the up-and-up.
We got a choice table at the club. The four girls danced together, me not being one much for keeping a beat. They looked like any group of four good friends on a girls’ night out, even if they danced a little too tightly together, laughed a little too suggestively with each other, hugged their arms around each other’s waists a little too snuggly, and looked into each other’s eyes a little too lingeringly.
At one point, everybody catching breath and sipping drinks back at our round table, two guys came up to us with “Hey, what’s up?” kind of lines.
“Girls night!” Bailey shouted at them, “no boys allowed!”
They all laughed, the way they crowded around me, Vicky and Jenna to my left, Bailey and Danielle to my right.
“Then what’s this pussy doing here?” one of the guys shouted over the loud music, jutting his chin and gesturing toward me. “Some fucking cis cuck?” he said. They both laughed and elbowed each other.
That’s when Vicky shocked everybody. She swung her leg over my lap, pulled her body up tight to mine, wrapped her arms around the back of my neck, and leaned her head against my cheek, turning around to find the two guys over her shoulder like that. “Wouldn’t you love to know what this is,” she said to them and, making sure they were watching her, she took my mouth with her mouth and did to me what can only be described as “made love” to my mouth and tongue.
The other three girls laughed and clapped and whooped. As soon as she came off my mouth, Jenna shot her face over mine and replaced Vicky’s lips and her tongue with her own, invading my mouth even further and more aggressively than Vicky did. The both of them, Vicky and Jenna, hung onto each other and stared at the two guys with wide and pulsating eyes, their hands together roaming around my body, until the two guys, confused, rolled their eyes and stalked away.
We decided we’d already taken too many chances and agreed to leave and came back out of the club to pile into the Sprinter. The two guys came out, too. They saw inside and into the blue and purple cloud in there, the four girls flopping down on the long leather seats, the music cranked up. I leaned my hands into the ceiling above the open side door and blocked their view until the door automatically slid slowly and securely shut in front of their gasping faces. But one of them said, just as it latched shut, “So what the fuck is this, anyway?”
I had time only to grin and shrug at him before I fell back and sideways over the four laps and short skirts and eight bare thighs, the girls having pulled me down on top of them, laughing and squealing. The door locked and the van pulled away. I could see the two confused guys in the club’s lights through our side window, staring, confused.
But it was an excellent question the guy left with me. What the fuck was it, this thing we had going on, first with one of them, then two, then three, and now four?
My head came down on the arm of the seat and I crossed my arms under my head and relaxed across all their laps. Bailey and Danielle began to kiss — it started as the sharing of some secret, but progressed from there. They kept their hands on my body, rubbing me all over where I stretched out across all their bare legs. Then Jenna and Vicky started making out, too, their hands as well touching me, rubbing me all over. Bailey drew the black curtain closed separating us from the driver. The girls didn’t rub each other’s bodies, but they kissed and rubbed my body together. There was tension and nerves in it. Things had happened on the dance floor, always with them rushing back to me as though that’s who they did it for, but new levels of “sharing” were being explored in the back of the Sprinter that night.
We got back and everybody came into my house. I put a big fire in the fireplace and quickly coats came off. No lights were on, so only the light of the fire lit the big living room. First Jenna and then Vicky started kissing me and then Vicky climbed into my lap facing me. Jenna unzipped her dress and undressed her down to her bra and panties and pumps, and then she undressed herself and climbed onto my lap to snuggle up behind Vickey, the both of them straddling me.
I wanted to shower first, so I extricated myself out from under them. They didn’t seem to notice my absence too much, and carried on rolling around in their underwear together over the length of the couch in front of the fire. That’s when I noticed Bailey and Danielle’s absence. I went upstairs and found them in my bed, still fully dressed.
“We would never do this in our own beds,” Danielle said, noticing me staring in from the open door. “But this feels like somewhere else,” she said.
I went to shower and came back in with only my robe on. Both of them were stripped down to their underwear, and both of them noticed me, parted from each other, and laughed and patted the bed and begged me to join them. “But lose the robe,” Danielle said, and she laughed.
I flopped down on my back between them. Bailey jumped up on me and ground her groin into my lap. Stretching over me to kiss Danielle who was, at the moment, necking with me, Bailey squirmed and rolled on top of me until the head of my cock boiled in the heat of her pussy lips, and she sank herself down on me, slick and tight.
I fucked her like that until Danielle pushed Bailey off me, the two of them play-fighting and laughing and biting each other, until Danielle sunk her pussy, hotter than Bailey’s and tighter, too, down the full length of my shaft. I pulled out from under her and laid them both down in front of me, and while they kissed and fondled each other, I fucked one and then the other back and forth like that.
Delirious and high, I got up from the bed for no good reason and left them there and went downstairs. Vicky and Jenna were still rolling around on the couch and moaning and crying, only they lost the rest of their clothes in the meantime. I pulled Jenna up and she squealed with surprise, until I put myself in her pussy from behind where she knelt facing the back of the couch over top of slouching Vicky, and then she gasped with shock.
She rolled off me and the two of them kissed and pulled their knees up and slumped deeper into the couch. Leaning my hands into the top of the back of the couch over them, I pumped my hips down into one and then the other, going back and forth.
Danielle and Bailey came down naked, holding hands, and when they noticed where I had gotten off to, they laughed and leapt onto the couch to either side of Vicky and Jenna, and now all four of them laughed. Now Vicky and Bailey started making out, and Jenna and Danielle as well started kissing. I fell forward over their bodies again, now all naked, and I gripped the top of the back of the couch and moved down the line, dipping my cock deep into Bailey’s pussy, then Vicky’s then Jenna’s, then Danielle’s, and back again.
Drained and thirsty, I left for the kitchen to get water. I came back and stopped in the archway into the living room and sipped and stared. Bailey and Vicky were in a 69 position on the couch moaning and groaning. Jenna and Danielle were on the floor in front of the fire scissoring each other. Then someone, I don’t know who, shouted “Switch!” and quickly Vicky and Danielle found each other, and Bailey and Jenna paired off, too, but they went up to my room holding hands. Soon Vicky and Danielle also went up to the spare room up there.
I saw the bottle of cognac on the mantle with about a couple of drinks left in it, and too worn out to get a glass, I grabbed the bottle. I went upstairs and found the spare room door closed. My own bedroom door was closed, too. I went back down and fell back on the couch in front of the soothing fire, and drank the cognac straight sitting there alone.
I was happy to be alone, to be honest. It gave me time to reflect. That guy from the club, his question to me that he shouted through the gently self-shutting Sprinter door, echoed in my mind: What the fuck is this, anyway? I sipped my cognac staring at the fire. I could hear high-pitched cries from upstairs. What is this thing that I am in, I asked myself. Do I have a girlfriend now? Do I have four? Or do I have none at all — am I just an excuse? I felt completely down with that guy and his confused expression out there on the sidewalk: Just what the fuck really is this?
I fell asleep like that, slumped deeply on the couch in the flickering light of the dying fire, a blanket pulled up over my naked body. I woke up to the gentle, soft, and slowly pumping mouth of someone blowing me on her knees. I had to push her hair aside and bend half down to figure out who it was. It was Vicky, I learned, and I leaned my head back and watched my cock, glistening with saliva, emerge from her lips, and disappear back inside her mouth.
There was no talking, no sound at all, in fact, and she didn’t look up and we never made eye contact. She’d already got me hard before I woke up. Her tongue slid over the underside of my cock and her lips closed tightly around the shaft, hugging me. Her hand followed her mouth up and down and I didn’t last long. I gripped the edge of the cushions and my head drove back into the back of the couch. Still she maintained her pace and pressure. Even when I erupted into her mouth, shooting her full enough to gush out and dribble down her chin, she kept herself moving on me precisely steadily, until I had nothing left, and she licked me up and hopped up and ran out the room and up the stairs as light as a breeze.
I laid down the length of the couch, pulled the blanket over me, and spent the rest of the night down there. Vicky’s attentions didn’t help clarify any of my questions.
In the morning everybody filtered down to the big kitchen table. They acted like nothing was going on, but I was pacing the floor and drinking way too much coffee way too fast. I even went out back to chop wood, but that only got me more set in my mind to bring up the question that had been running around my brain like a dog chained to a spike in the middle of the yard.
“Guy last night,” I said, and they all lifted their faces from their phones to face me. “He said, What the hell is this, even? Remember that?” I said.
They all said variations of don’t worry about that guy, stop fretting over it, and who cares? But I persisted. “I mean it,” I said. “I don’t know what this is. At first, it’s just Bailey inviting me up to her apartment to help her with left overs from her date gone bad,” I said.
“Really?” Jenna said, spinning to face Bailey.
“No,” Bailey said, and she shrugged and chuckled. “It’s just what I said to him to get him to come up,” she said. “Sorry?” she said to me.
I ignored her. I always suspected it felt too contrived that night. “And then it was Danielle with a broken bed,” I said.
Danielle snorted and ducked her face down and hid her eyes behind her hand. “Oh my god, so embarrassing!” she said. 
“You told him your bed was broken?” Vicky said.
Danielle could only nod feebly back at her.
“I pretended I needed a normal date,” Jenna said to Vicky. She looked at me. “But it was true!” she said, pleading with me.
“I just don’t know what this is,” I said. “Don’t you guys have feelings about what’s going on?”
“Well,” Vicky said. She paused on the cusp of talking a few moments, before she bravely lifted her face. “I’m finding a new sexual identity, let’s say, a new form of sexual expression, being able to share with another girl,” she said.  “Without it being called the big ‘L’ word,” she said, and she snorted.
“Or with three other girls,” Jenna said quietly to her, and she pulled a grimace.
“And a boy, don’t forget,” Danielle said, “so it definitely is not the big L.”
Bailey tilted her head at me. “I just don’t feel the need to label it or define it,” she said. “I mean, we can sit here and worry about what someone else might call it or judge it to be, but why would we care what someone else thinks? It’s our choices,” she said. “It’s not like any of us planned any of this, but there’s no harm in it, not so far,” she said.
“What if there is harm to come?” I said.
“But isn’t that true of any relationship you get involved with?” Danielle said. “Anything can lead to harm.”
“He’s got a tiny point, though,” Jenna said and she bit her lip looking up through her dark eyes at both Danielle and Bailey. “It is kind of odd how none of us feel particularly protective of our relationship with Luke,” she said. “There’s no jealousy, at least not from me,” she said. “I mean, sometimes I just want to plunge myself on his dick when Danielle is busy fucking him already, so I have to wait,” she said and she snorted looking over at me. “But big man here seems to always look after all of us eventually.”
Vicky wrapped her hand around mine under the table and gleamed up at me with her eyes. “He does do that,” she said softly.
“There’s a word,” I said, “for a guy with many wives, how is this not that?”
All four of them recoiled back from the table. “Whoa! Whoa!” Bailey said, and she crossed her arms over her body like she was protecting herself from incoming. “Where’d that come from?” she said and she laughed. “Sorry, it isn’t that,” she said, flaring her eyes and pulling a face. “It really is mostly just about the sex,” she said.
Danielle nodded at me. “It really is,” she said. “It isn’t anything else, honestly. It is just the sex, I mean mostly,” she said. “Of course we like you, a lot,” she said. “But, got to be honest . . . “ she said and she trailed.
“Yeah, no,” I said, “I know that.”
“No, for real,” Jenna said. “You have to really get that. Maybe that’s the part that’s making it hard to define,” she said. “Guys often don’t believe girls can and do want sex without the rest of it, sometimes.”
“At least these girls do,” Vicky said. “And me too,” she added. She squeezed my hand by way of emphasizing what she was hoping I’d understand. “Girls aren’t supposed to just want the sex part, but I mean, is that so different? Is that so unexpected?” she said.
“I mean, not to put it too crassly,” Bailey said, “but don’t you enjoy fucking four hot 20-somethings virtually every day of the week? I certainly enjoy boning you but also doing things with these ones,” she said. “I don’t have to know what it is or what to call it to enjoy it,” she said.
“Call it not ready to settle down yet,” Danielle said. “Call it the experimental years. Call it freedom,” she said.
“I for one don’t like dating, and I hate hooking up with strangers,” Jenna said. She looked at me hard. “But I love sex too much, so . . . yeah,” she said, and she smiled. “You’re it.”
“It doesn’t mean forever,” Vicky said. “It’s just a crazy year, that’s all. Or longer, we’ll see,” she said.
“Girls like being in control of their sexual choices,” Bailey said. “We don’t want to conform to other people’s expectations. If no one is hurt, then why not?”
“Anyway,” Danielle said. “Having a one-to-one relationship, I don’t care with who it is and how committed you are, there’s no question its a lot of emotional pressure being the sole person tending to the other,” she said. “I mean, just look at this now,” she said. “Your question isn’t too far away from what any guy would be asking any girlfriend at one time or another, but here, there’s four of us working on it,” she said, and they all laughed. “It’s a group project!” she said and she laughed.
“Not just emotional,” Bailey said. “But being the sole sexual focus of another person, of a partner, I mean, it kind of gets to be a bit much, right?” she said. “At this age kind of thing anyway?” She shrugged at me.
“I actually kind of like the competition,” Vicky said. She looked carefully around at the others. “I get off on it — trying to get his attention in front of all of you.”
Danielle gasped and covered her mouth, but she was faking her distress. She looked at me. “Me too,” she said in a tiny voice. “I just love it when you find me.”
Bailey squealed and looked down through her hands closed over her mouth. “Oh my god, I thought it was just me,” she said.
“Ok well,” Jenna said, flopping back in her chair. She grinned and nodded at me. “I guess there you have it — all four of us kind of get off competing for your desire,” she said.
“Kind of?” Vicky said, and they eyed each other with wide crooked grins.
“I mean,” Bailey started again. “You’re supposed to find the right guy, get married, have children, set up your home,” she said. “Maybe there are other trips to take as well, though. Other destinations. Maybe you don’t have to have kids, you don’t have to have a family house, you don’t have to have some Mr. Perfect Right Guy.”
“It’s true,” Danielle said. “Whatever this is, it allows all of us to experience, I don’t know, more fluid ideas of sexual relationships? It doesn’t have to be long term, like Vicky said, but even if it is, there’s no rules, really. This way, there’s no long term expectations,” she said.
“It’s like we’re all part of a team,” Jenna said, “isn’t it. We’re not really competing like you do out there, where there is a winner and there’s losers. This game is one of those collective, co-operative games.”
“It’s about collective fun, not individual victory,” Vicky said. “Girls often cooperate in games. That’s all this is. We all win,” she said, and she smiled at me.
“So am I just the shared toy?” I said.
All four of them leaned forward and went “Aww!” all at once, and they all laughed. “I didn’t mean it like that,” I said. “But I am trying to understand what it is — I need to know, unlike you guys, I guess,” I said.
“Well,” Bailey said, “when I flirt with you, or even when I am doing it with you,” she said, “and everybody else is around, I guess it kind of feels . . . “ she paused and looked up at the ceiling.
“ . . . like a performance for the group, maybe?” Daniel said.
Bailey nodded. “Yeah, exactly,” she said, patting Danielle’s shoulder. “Like we take turns showing off our charm and wit,” she said, and she laughed.
“If that’s what you call it,” Jenna said, and she laughed louder. She turned to me. “It’s true,” she said. “Yes, you’re kind of a shared object in a way, but we’re also sharing with each other, and showing off,” she said.
“Not showing off,” Vicky said. “But like when girls wear a new dress, or get a new hair style, they love showing it around, only with you,” she said, and she bit her lip. “We like sharing with each other how we do things with you.”
“It’s like dancing for each other,” Jenna said. “Like showing off, but friendly style.”
“Because we all know all the others are enjoying the show,” Bailey said.
“We get to appreciate each other’s creativity and humor,” Danielle said.
“I love that,” Bailey said. “Taking turns showing off our creativity with our shared boy-toy,” she said, and she clapped and laughed.
“It’s the perfect kind of freedom,” Jenna said. “We can flirt with other guys, but not do more than that because it’s dangerous and not actually fun — casual, not serious sex with other people. But then we come home and look for Luke,” she said and she laughed.
They all laughed. “For the sexual release part of the night,” Bailey said. “Without being all slutty out there.”
“You’re not saying much,” Vicky said, and she rolled over and bumped shoulders with me. “But isn’t this for you all one big huge male sexual fantasy? I mean, four girls, all of whom you can apparently fuck whenever you want. How is that not the ultimate male fantasy?”
“You got me there,” I said. “That’s maybe what it is, what I should have shouted back out the door to that guy. It’s the ultimate male fantasy!” I shouted. “I guess you’re right, and I could look within myself to figure out why it is such a fantasy.”
“Yeah,” Vicky said, and she turned my chair and turned her back to me. She held her ass above my lap and laughed at the three others. “Why would it be that four girls like us four are the ultimate male sexual fantasy, huh?” she said.
The others laughed. She lowered herself down into my lap and proceeded to move on me, to bounce on me, to stir me.
“A lap dance contest!” Bailey said.
Danielle clapped her hands. “Oh my god! I was thinking the exact same thing!”
“And you lose if you cum,” Jenna said, turning to face the others.
“I thought I was the only one who was like, always on the verge of losing it watching you guys do things with him,” Danielle said.
“I’m exactly like that,” Bailey said. “In fact . . . ” she went on, lowering her eyes to Vicky who was lowering herself onto my lap. “How long should we get?” she said.
“You mean how long can you last before you need to jump his bones,” Jenna said.
“Yeah,” Bailey said. All of their eyes were between Vicky’s legs, where she had pulled my cock out and rubbed the centre of her panties up and down on it where it strained up between her thighs.
“A minute,” Jenna said, and she slumped in her chair and sighed. Her eyes narrowed.
“Fuck,” Vicky groaned out loud. She pulled the leg of her panties up and pulled the head of my cock inside. She rode up and down on me, the head of my cock poking up the middle of her panties, and the shaft of my cock rubbing up and down through the lips of her pussy. She flopped back violently against my chest and her body twitched on top of mine. I held her and she reached up and behind herself to pull her fingers around the back of my neck. Her body vibrated and her legs bulged. “Oh my god,” she cried directly into my ear, her head rolling back onto my shoulders. Finally, her chest jutted out and she stopped moving. She flopped forward and folded herself down over her waist and began jiggling from laughing.
“I lose,” she said, and she wobbled on her legs climbing off of me.
Jenna jumped up and stood in front of me with her legs spread around my knees, her back to me. “My turn!” she shouted.
“No making him cum,” Danielle shouted.
“But I get to make you cum!” she shouted back, and she tore off her top and arched in her back and clasped her palms over her bare breasts. She laughed and held onto me behind her as she pushed her panties down her legs and stepped out of them. She cupped one hand around her pussy and squeezed the other around her breast and brought the nipple up to her mouth to dab at it with her tongue. She twisted around and touched her fingertip to my lips. “No cumming!” she said.
I held her hips in my hands and leaned forward to kiss her back. “But you all get to cum as much as you like?” I said.
“Uh-huh,” she said, her eyes closed, her head leaning back, her luscious long hair falling down her back and over my hands. “Don’t pretend you don’t love it, either,” she said.
“You know they don’t actually do lap dances like this,” I said.
She started to gyrate over me and she bent her knees and came down on me with my cock pushing up between her legs. She stroked me like it was her own cock sticking up. “Well in the King Luke Harem,” she said, “they most certainly do.”
Jenna gyrated in front of me. I touched her back all over. She poked the head of my cock a moment inside her pussy lips, and spun around and said “Oops” to me like she meant to do it.
“Times up!” Danielle shouted, and she hopped up and stripped herself naked. Jenna stepped away and Danielle took her place. She swung her hips back and forth, dragging her ass cheeks over my face behind her before she bent her knees and came down on my cock. She wasn’t in a teasing mood like the first two, though. She dropped her pussy lips half way down my cock, greasing me with her, and lifting back up to poke down on me all over again.
I grabbed her hips and stopped her. “Thought you said no making me cum,” I said.
She just laughed and sank down on me all the way and her body contorted on mine and stretched and strained. If Bailey hadn’t shouted “Times up!” I would have lost it inside Danielle.
She got off me and Bailey stepped over my lap — but facing me. I held her waist in my hands and she bent her knees and came down on my cock. “What if I can’t stop?” she said.
She moved on me like waves that wash up a beach. She kissed me and her back flowed over me. Her pussy sucked me deeper inside her and I gripped the chair.
“Bailey is going to lose,” Vicky said.
I instantly shot my wad up deep inside her pussy. Bailey climaxed too, her body snapping and twisting.
Rather than disappointment, Danielle, Jenna, and Vicky clapped and cheered. I guess they could share in losing as much as share in winning, if playing games is what this all really was.
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