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Chapter 1

This had to be around mid-January, if I’m recalling it right. In any case, it was about mid-winter right in the middle of that mid-west state in that mid-size city, and it was mid-week, too. I heaved my shoulders up and pushed my sagging, squeaking decades-old fart-stuffed office chair back from the even older desk and leaned over with my elbows pressed down into my knees and my jaw pressed down into the heels of my palms. I exhaled deeply at the black rubber mud-mat under me. Enough, I said. At least for that day.
I locked up the warehouse office — a scarred and faded red shipping container with holes blowtorched out for windows and doors, set on pallets on the vast grey concrete floor just inside the aircraft hanger-size doors to the mid-size utility warehouse. I slapped the huge sheet of metal like it had become my only friend and I stepped out over the raised threshold into the dark and cold and snow outside and locked and tested the small grey steel door behind me before I trudged wearily to my old dog of a white pick-up truck, the last vehicle in the dimly-lit linemen’s parking lot up the side of the warehouse.
I had stayed late finishing up a parts re-supply order. The warehouse and handyman guy who I was hired to replace — temporarily, everybody kept reminding me — while he went on some sort of mysterious medical leave, didn’t apparently do anything at work in years, some quietly told me. The place was in shambles and supplies were congenitally low. I was already a hero to the five crews of linemen merely for opening the warehouse on time and being there at five to seven and before they arrived. Actually having on hand some of the more critical utility pole and switchyard parts they needed to stock their cherrypicker trucks in the morning was a mind-blowing revelation to them. I was 25. “The Kid” quickly became my nickname. Others called me by my official HR title: Acting Area Handyman, emphasizing the “acting” as a joke. I didn’t mind. I wasn’t planning on a long-term career there.
I rolled and squeaked in my truck up around the side of the warehouse and idled, still warming my motor up, as I coasted through the works yard and toward the narrow driveway beside the squat, brown-brick front-office building, and through their parking lot, too, to the entrance onto the main road where the late rush hour traffic slid slowly by in bumper-to-bumper fashion, lights on, tires squishing through the dirty slush of the recent snow, nobody going anywhere in a hurry. I was hungry for dinner and I was staring far out into space. I already knew nobody was going to let me out into that interminable funeral procession. Nobody says “fuck you” like shared misery.
Already dim headlights dropped dimmer with an undulating frequency which caught my eye to my side. One lone small car remained in the front-office building parking lot. I didn’t have to hear the sad whine of its groaning starter to know that that engine wasn’t going to turn over. One of the front office girls was having problems.
I rolled my head back, inhaled deeply through my nose, and dropped my chin down to exhale like I meant to fog my windows. I curled my fist around the top of my cold, hard steering wheel and looked again over my shoulder. Whoever it was, all she was doing was draining what remained of her battery. She didn’t even turn her headlights off to try starting her car. Over and over and over again.
I gritted my teeth and clenched my jaw and pulled my stick down to R. I backed up around the bend and down through the narrow parking lot until I was in front of her car. I could see inside — she also had on her interior light. It was Bailey, one of the three newish and younger office staff in that front office building. She shrugged at me and waved at me through her window with her big mittens on and she rolled her eyes in an exaggerated fashion. She turned the key one more time and shrugged widely at me, like I needed convincing there was something wrong with her car.
I got out and came around to her driver’s window.
She put it down just far enough to put her sweet, soft, warm and glowing lips up to the gap. “It won’t go!” she cried to me with sorry desperation through the narrow slit of the window.
“I can see that,” I said. “Stop trying for a bit, okay? Let me have a look.”
“Okay!” she said, a wide, delighted smile spreading over her entrancing face. She put her window back up and got on her phone.
I stood outside her window a few beats before I rapped on it with the knuckle of my middle finger. “Pop the hood?” I said.
“Oh!” she said with a bright-eyed smile. She looked around as though there might be a button on her dashboard labelled “Pop the Hood.”
I tried her door handle and she laughed and squealed some more and popped up the locks for me. I opened her door and reached down inside the leg well in front of her seat. She was wearing a short black skirt and high-heeled beige ankle boots that zipped up the side with a big wide zipper and oversized tag. Her legs were covered in black sheer stockings. Her mid-back-length blonde hair swept sideways over her eyes. I noticed her before in the office, of course. She always looked subtly perfect. And she always wore an expression like she was on the verge of bursting out laughing and barely able to conceal it.
Bailey was that kind of girl I could only stare at sideways and from afar, and even then, it felt like I was going to burn my eyes from staring into the sun. She’s the one that comes to mind whenever I hear the phrase “out of his league” — she defined “out of my league” for me. Her type never looked at me, and I preferred that she didn’t. I didn’t even bother myself with imagining that type of girl with me in any way, even if she was probably exactly my age, being 25 or there about. She was, simply put, a different species of superior human altogether. I tried to not look into her clear, deep, blue eyes as I felt around for the latch near her stockinged calf where it stretched, lean and toned, between the top of her boots and the bottom of her skirt, and I pulled the handle to release the hood lock. That was close enough in my books. She smelled utterly edible. I emptied my lungs at the floor of her car to brace myself for the pulling-away part.
“Oh!” she said when her hood bumped up, and she snorted.
I went round the front, reached with my fingers under the lip to find the hidden latch, and I lifted the hood, found the fuel line, and pulled it off its nipple. I leaned to peer around the open hood and motioned for her to lower her window. She did — just far enough to put her face up to it. “Just turn the key until all the dash lights come on,” I called around the open hood to her. “Then push the gas pedal all the way down.”
She tilted her head at me with grinning confusion on her face, but she chose, after some internal deliberation, to trust me and did what I said. Sure enough, nothing came out the fuel line.
“Fuel pump,” I said. “Probably just the relay,” I said, and I mumbled to myself, “hopefully.”
“Is that bad?” she called back to me from where she pushed her head further sideways out the window. Her blonde strands whipped across her eager and worried face.
“Well, sort of, yeah,” I mumbled to myself. “It won’t start like this in any case,” I said to her.
She turned the key and ground the starter once more, before I closed the hood, slapped the flat metal of it, and told her to stop wasting her battery.
“It isn’t going to start,” I said to her again, nodding to assure her.
“It has to!” she said. “I have a dinner!”
“Needs a fuel pump relay switch,” I said, and I shrugged at her. “Hopefully,” I mumbled to myself again.
“But I can’t miss this dinner!” she said. “It’s for my parents. It’s their anniversary!”
I leaned the heels of my hands into the roofline of her car. She stared up at me from the level of my stomach and out the narrow slit of her open side window. “I can’t miss it,” she said again more softly, and she bit her lip.
I looked up and down the slow-crawling road snaking with headlights one way and taillights the other. “What restaurant?” I said.
“I have to go home first. But . . . “ she paused a moment. “ . . . my brother is picking me up there.”
“Can’t he pick you up here?” I said.
“He doesn’t have a phone,” she said, and she snorted and shrugged.
I slapped the metal of the roof of her car and exhaled. “Well come on then,” I said, and I turned and went back to my truck. I leaned over my bench seat to pull open the lock on the passenger door.
She climbed up and in. “I can’t thank you enough!” she said. “Luke, is it?”
“Which way?” I said. I nodded to my name. I didn’t think she’d have reason to remember it.
She guided me to her apartment building, chattering all the way about what, I have no recollection — but I distinctly recall that her voice was soft and breathy, and it sang. I was having a near out-of-body experience just driving this girl home. Before she hopped down and out of my truck, she inhaled sharply, popped her eyes wide open at me, and gasped. “My car keys! I left them in my car!”
“Can you get into your apartment?” I said.
She dangled her separate apartment keys in front of me. “Of course, silly!” she said. “But what about my car?”
“Well no one’s going to be able to steal it, are they,” I said.
“I guess you’re right,” she said, and she laughed and leaned over and pressed her lips against my cheek for a time that seemed to last forever, the clock stopped so suddenly for me. The scent of cedar and maple filled me. I almost wrapped my arms around her. I almost pushed my face into hers. I wanted more of that so badly. When she pulled away with a pop of her soft, wet lips, I felt evacuated inside. I nearly fell over the seat that she slid herself sideways on and away. I wanted to close my eyes and memorize the moment.
She twisted around and slid down from the truck and shuffled up the sidewalk to her apartment building door, and she waved at me as she ducked inside the brightly-lit, glass-enclosed modern lobby.
I sat in my truck at the curb in front of her building and watched her go into the elevator. She waved and smiled at me again as the doors swooshed closed on her and I ducked and looked sharply away, unaware I was staring again. She caught me.
I myself lived in a small rented former park ranger’s cabin outside of town surrounded by rolling hills, clumps of forests, and little ponds and streams. My way home from her building took me directly past the utility offices again — and past her car sitting forlornly in the parking lot, keys in it. I tried to fight the urge. I clenched my jaw. I curled my fist around the steering wheel. Two blocks up I came to an intersection with three different auto parts stores.
“Fuck it,” I muttered, and I pulled in. The first place had exactly the right relay switch for that make, model, and year, naturally. I carried tools behind my front seat. I circled back around, pulled into the utility company parking lot, and got close enough to the front of Bailey’s car that my headlights lit up her entire interior.
It took about an hour to replace her relay switch. I slipped back into her driver’s seat, pumped the accelerator, and tried the starter. Her car rumbled to life instantly, and I sat back and thought a moment. She’d need her car to get to work in the morning. She was being a good daughter, striving to make her parents’ anniversary dinner. My night was already in shambles. Besides, my team was losing — why would I want to go home just to watch the grim ending of another of those slaughters live on TV? I figured I could  just walk from her building back to my truck at the utility. That would only take an hour or so and then I’d be close enough to bed time to just go to bed and read and pass out.
So I drove her car to her building, but then I sat in it thinking about my new problem: how will she know her car is home? I didn’t have her phone number. As I sat there hunched over the steering wheel of her car rubbing it with my thumbs pressing my face up to the front window wondering if the black inky sky above might tell me what to do, Bailey appeared as though out of nowhere, caught in the cones of the headlights of her own car.
“Uh, Luke?” she called out, and she stopped and stared with her face screwed up at me. “Is this my car?”
Problems often solve themselves if you just give them time to work out how for themselves, I find.
I got out of her car and dropped her keys into her hand. Another car, the one she evidently had just hopped out of, sped past us and away, the driver not even waving or looking.
“Your brother?” I said, screwing my face up.
Bailey rolled her eyes and jutted her chin out crookedly. “I lied to you,” she said. “It wasn’t my parent’s anniversary, it was a date. And it was horrible, too!” she said, and she shook her head at me and dropped her mouth open and laughed.
“Well at least your car is working again,” I said.
“Oh my god, did you fix it?” she said.
I shrugged. “I didn’t have no date tonight, horrible or otherwise,” I said. If I hadn’t fixed it, how would it be sitting here at her home, is what I didn’t say.
She laughed. “What was wrong with it?” she said, shock and awe all over her face.
“Fuel pump relay switch,” I said. “As I thought.”
“You had to buy a new one?” she said.
I looked up and down the road. “Was going that way anyway,” I said.
“Oh my god, I can’t believe you did that for me!” she said. “What can I do?”
“I could use a ride back to my truck,” I said, and I shrugged.
“Did you even eat?” she said. She held up a bag containing leftovers from her dinner.
“Doggy bag from a date?” I said, turning my face away doubtfully.
“I can’t waste food,” she said and she laughed. “And I didn’t want to spend anymore time with that dud than I had already,” she said. “Why don’t you come up and help me with it, and then I can change my clothes and drive you back to your truck.” She half turned to me with her coat hanging open. “It’s the very least I can do,” she said. She was in a date dress — very short, flared-wide pleated red skirt in chiffon material, and even higher-heeled black leather boots that went up past her knees.
I swallowed hard and chewed my cheek and thought about it. But the fact was, until she asked me, I didn’t realize I was famished. “Okay then,” I said, “but I won’t make a very good acting date.”
She laughed with a squeal, but she also threaded her hand through my arm and held onto me as we made our way up her sidewalk to her building. “I’m slippery,” she said by way of explanation.
“The sidewalk is,” I said.
“Uh-huh,” she said. We went onto the elevator together and she opened a container and held it up under my nose.
Her red dress plunged down the front of her torso showing me a glimpse of the white lace of her bra where it stretched away from her skin between the tight cups. The flesh of her pushed-up breasts was smooth and round. The tip of her tongue caught between her rows of gleaming white teeth and she smiled, slightly, up at me. We met eyes, finally. She continued holding the food container between us, even though she completely busted me staring down her chest. “Tempting?” she said to me.
I forced my eyes to look inside the container at a piece of filet mignon. “Very tempting,” I said, and she chuckled.
“It’s all yours,” she said, and she wiggled on her feet and chuckled. “What you did for me.”
She glanced over her shoulder as I followed her out of the elevator and down her hushed carpeted hallway. Her shoulders pushed up. She tugged a strand of blonde through her lips. Her blue eyes narrowed at mine. “You’re almost there,” she said in that soft, breathy, singing voice again.
We came inside her apartment. She stopped in front of me without turning, and let her coat slide half way down her backward-extending arms so that it dipped away from her exposed back, showing me her bra straps and clasp. It took me a moment to realize she was dropping her coat behind her into my hands. I pulled it over a hanger in her front closet and turned around. She had sat in an ornamental chair and lifted one leg and pointed the sharp-tapered black leather toe directly at my crotch.
“Would you do me?” she said, and she wiggled her foot, closed her lips on her finger sideways, and chuckled some more looking at me like she was considering me, like she was measuring me up.
I cupped the heel of her smooth leather boot in one hand and unzipped the inside calf zipper with the other, and I pulled the boot off her leg and foot with a sucking vacuum forming in the space her foot left in it. She swallowed slowly and deliberately and hung her pretty mouth open as she brought her other foot up for me to relieve of its boot, too. The bottom of her pleated red skirt fell higher up her thigh. Her fingernails were painted a matte gray, as were her toes, visible through her thin stockings.
I pulled the zipper down the second boot and wriggled it. She pointed her foot to help me ease it off her, and I stood it up beside the first one before I eased her bare heel down to the floor as gently as I did the first one.
She sank back in the chair and gripped the front of the curled wooden arms and rolled her head back into it. “God that feels so good, doesn’t it, when you get to take your stuff off,” she said. She pushed herself up and walked down the hallway away from me. “Take yours off too, stay awhile,” she said, and she laughed.
I put my coat on the chair and peeled my boots off and stepped tentatively up her hallway peering around like a cat in new territory. I was in work clothes, she in date outfit.
“My phone’s on the coffee table,” she called from her kitchen. “Put some music on, and put your number in my contacts, too,” she said. She peered at me through the kitchen passthrough. “Never know when I might need a real man for another emergency,” she said, and she bit her lip with exaggerated sexuality, before she laughed and brushed her sweeping hair to the side of her face.
I felt nervous handling her phone and I stared at it like it might have been radioactive. She came in holding two plates with the leftovers heated up on them and she set them down on the coffee table. She pulled on my arm to make me sit on her couch beside her. “Don’t be so afraid,” she said privately to me. “You’re making me nervous.” She picked up her phone, opened her contacts, and turned her face toward me.
We were too close. Her eyes went from one of my eyes  to the other, down to my lips, and back up to my eyes. She was made-up for a date, her eyes dark-lined and her lashes long. I felt my inhalation of breath quake in my chest. She ran her tongue over the front of her teeth and her lips pushed out at me. “Gonna tell me?” she said nearly inaudibly. The intimacy was crushing me like a fallen wall.
“Tell you?” I said, and a shiver gripped me from my spine out. I curled my toes and clenched my thumbs down inside my fists and squeezed them tight.
“Your phone number, silly,” she said. “For when I need rescuing from another disaster-date.”
I swallowed hard and recited my numbers to her, watching her thumb and finger put them in, making sure she got it exactly right. She texted me to make sure I gave her the right number and my phone buzzed. I pulled it out and looked. She sent me a red lips kissing emoji. She watched for my reaction and she laughed when my eyes popped open.
“You eat, I’m not very hungry,” she said, and she got up and went toward the hallway. “But I’m dying to get out of these dumb clothes,” she said, and she laughed some more.
So I ate. She came back into the living room wearing tight cotton drawstring yoga pants, baby blue, and a thick white college hoody, zipped to the neck and hood up. “That’s better!” she said, and she sat even closer to me with one leg folded up under her, and she picked an asparagus spear from my plate and dangled it in front of her tongue that began to snake around it, and she laughed and sucked it in between her pursed lips and bit it off with exaggeration.
“You’ve made quite the impression around the office,” she said. “Did you know that?”
I ate with near-studiousness. “No,” I said, staring at my plate.
“You haven’t noticed the old gals having more and more problems with broken this and stuck that?” she said, and she laughed.
“Everything’s broken around there,” I said.
She laughed. “They’re just trying to get to know you,” she said. “Nothing like a man who can fix things, let me tell you,” she said. “Strong, quiet, and handy.”
“Just acting handy,” I said.
She laughed. But she also laid her open-cupped palm down on my thigh. “Oh I don’t think you’re just acting,” she said. “I have my own car down in the street out front to prove that.” She scrunched her hand so that her long fingers curled in and her sharp and painted nails scratched into the denim of my jeans. “Girls like guys who can do stuff like that,” she said. “You know.”
Her head pushed forward over her chest. Her eyes, already half-lidded, dropped lightly closed. Her lips, soft, pink, and frosted, parted open. I could feel her soft, warm breath on my mouth. I darted my gaze around her face like I was seeing art for the first time, like I was seeing color for the first time. She held it so close to my face it filled my entire field of vision. She tilted it back slightly and her other hand landed on my other thigh. I swooned from the intoxication of whatever scent she was wearing. A very slight grin curled up the corners of her mouth. “Come on,” she said with no voice at all, and her mouth dropped even further open.
I had girls before, obviously. But never anything like Bailey. She was like a figurine in a china shop. She was like original art in a museum. She was behind glass to me, and not for touching. She was what you get to look at in a movie on your screen, not on a couch beside you, true to life, warm and breathing. She seemed incredibly physically fragile. I was afraid to touch her.
I brought my mouth to hers and we connected. She emitted a tiny high-pitched moan and pressed back, but no harder than I was pressing her, which was hardly with any pressure at all. Our lips came together all the way around and sealed themselves. Her fingers, light and long and smooth and cool, lifted from my lap, dragged up over my body, and felt their way around the back of my neck, before they gripped me there, hard and firmly, shocking me. Her face tilted further to the side, her tongue invaded my mouth, and her other hand pulled at the denim of my jeans. Her finger and thumb pinched the fabric and tugged.
I popped my eyes wide open and frantically scanned the backs of her closed eyelids from less than an inch away. She found my tongue in my mouth and coaxed it, urged it, to wrestle with her tongue, and she exhaled through her nose on my face with a subdued chuckle. I became high on her scent and wavered on my hips, nearly passing out.
She pulled away from me, but only by a couple of inches, and she curled her bottom lip in between her teeth. Her eyes dilated and her shoulders pushed up. Her back arched and her chest pushed out. “It turns me on so much,” she groaned at me as though in pain, and she fell harder into me, filling my mouth with her tongue, mashing her lips into my lips, tugging on the back of my neck, and pushing her chest into my chest.
She pulled and pushed on my legs and twisted herself sideways, too, so that we came to sit facing each other on her couch, her knees up and her calves pushing into my hips. Her heels pressed into my lower back behind me. My legs wrapped around her body, too. I wrapped my hands around her shoulders, and then around her ribs, and finally around her waist. She wriggled on her bum and laughed and pulled herself up tighter against me so that our groins came together, and she wriggled more and snorted with a warm breath on my mouth. She took me with a deeper, longer, and even more insistent kiss.
“This is fun, isn’t it,” she said in a quiet tone. “Like it was you and me who went on the date earlier.”
I brought my hand up from her waist meaning only to try to start to disengage myself from her. I felt out of my element. I was spinning in a dreamlike state. I didn’t belong there. I felt like I was going to get in trouble or laughed at or slapped. I thought I was about to wake up at any second, and gasp and pant and reach back for the disintegrating dream with clawing fingers, dying.
But Bailey misinterpreted my movements. She exhaled and dropped her mouth more widely open, and she drew the tag of the zipper down the front of her thick white hoody. She tugged it all the way down the front of her body and popped the ends off each other so that her hoody parted and swung open. I froze, but she wrapped her cool fingers around my wrist and drew my hand inside her open top. She pressed my palm against the front of the cup of her white lacy bra, and she moaned into my ear.
My breath rattled out of my lungs and my chest constricted. My neck stiffened and my head trembled. I squeezed with my hand, unsure I was feeling what I was really feeling. But I was.
Bailey laughed lightly and pushed her shoulders back and shook her body until her hoody fell  back completely from her body and floated down to the cushion of the couch behind her back. “Your turn now,” she said against my ear and she bit me and licked my neck. Her fingers walked down my back until she found the bottom edge of my t-shirt, and she stretched it up and over my head and laughed.
She rolled back when my shirt popped off over my head and she laid it over the coffee table before pulling herself back up to me, both of us now topless, and she set her agile fingers to work pushing the tail of my belt through it’s loop. She tugged it to pop the pin from the hole. With her lips nearly against mine, she laughed like she was involving a co-conspirator in her nefarious plans. I looked down with disbelief where she busied herself popping open the button of my jeans and sliding the fly down.
“Get up,” she said, and she pushed me with her hands guiding my hips. I came to stand in front of her on the floor, facing her. She laughed and rolled all the way back like a stuck beetle, and she quickly tugged her baby blue yoga pants off, before she righted herself, spread her bared legs around my legs sitting up on the edge of the cushion of the couch, and she yanked my pants down.
I don’t think she meant to, but my shorts came down with my pants. My cock, mostly hard by then, flew up and smacked the underside of her chin. She laughed out loud and looked up at me from where she sat facing my abdomen, and she chuckled playfully with her mouth wide open, flashed her clear blue eyes up at me, and lashed her soft, wet, hot and pink tongue at the underside of my arching, trembling cock.
“Fuck me,” I murmured to myself, sure this time it was a dream, and she closed her eyes softly, she curled her fist around the bottom of my cock, and she pressed her pursed lips against the tip of the head. She curled her bare legs around my bare legs, and dug her heels into the backs of my knees, forcing them to buckle and bringing my shins against the front edge of the couch. She was wearing matching white lace thong-style panties.
She wrapped one hand around the back of my hips and pulled my body harder against her face. She kept her lips tightly pursed against the pressure of my cock pressing into her mouth, and she whined like she was protesting my entry.
“Do you like that?” she said with her face twisted up to find me high over her, her eyes wide and twinkling with a taste for being bad. She pulled on my cock with one hand and pressed the back of my hips with her other hand, driving my groin into her chest and neck.
She didn’t wait for my answer. She chuckled to herself, and she pressed her lips harder against the tip of my cock, before finally relenting, and I popped fully into her mouth all the way up to her fist wrapped around the base of my cock. She pumped herself on me and she snaked her tongue around my shaft and she moaned, muffled and loudly, with my cock poking at her throat.
Tentatively at first, but encouraged with her twists and contortions and writhes, I pushed my fingers into and through her soft, wavy blonde hair. She only more eagerly took me deeper in her mouth, and she sucked me harder, her cheeks collapsing around my shaft. I staggered from the sight and felt woozy.
I had zero staying power in that situation. I debated pulling out to save myself the embarrassment of losing control so quickly, but she was so tightly clamped onto me, with both with her hands and legs, and with her mouth and lips, too, that I couldn’t pull back and out of her mouth. I tapped her shoulder and head, but she only twisted herself more enthusiastically around me, and pumped me in her mouth faster and harder. I tried to push her head away from my groin, but she protested with a louder, muffled, cry and she pushed harder down my shaft, her neck muscles straining, her busy tongue caressing me, begging me, urging me, inside her mouth. She drew her tongue up the underside of my shaft inside that hot, wet, pressure-filled world, and I felt my vision blacken and my knees shake.
She moaned with a needfulness that sent me over the edge. I gripped her head because I wavered, wobbly, on my legs and nearly fell backward, so that when I did erupt inside her mouth, I was holding her head in the manner of a man fucking a woman’s face. I shot so hard, it gushed from her lips. She cried out loud but clenched herself even more tightly to me. She swallowed what she could and let the rest run out over her chin and dribble down over her breasts and stomach. I emptied myself into her in a way I had never felt so emptied before.
I spun around dizzy and lost, and collapsed onto the couch. Bailey followed me over and laid on my naked body and cuddled me under her. “Why don’t we get your truck in the morning?” she cooed. I was too wasted to answer.
She urged me up and took me by the hand out of the living room, down the hallway, and into her bedroom. She brought the speaker with her. We necked at the side of her bed and murmured to each other and nuzzled and kissed. I made her go “whoop!” when I turned her around and pushed her down under me. I knelt on the bed and looked down at her lying on her back with her knees up, and I placed my hands on them and spread them apart.
She cooed and bit the side of her index finger when I came down the insides of her thighs, kissing and licking my way to the top. When I kissed the front of her white panties, I smelled her, and I knew that she was dewey wet inside. She arched in her back and emitted a tiny, short and sharp chirp, and bit on the side of her hand draped over her face. I curled my fingers around the waist of her panties and she pushed her heels into the bed to lift her hips up for me. I drew them up over her thighs where they stretched, and down over her calves, her heels, and her toes, and off.
She playfully covered her bared pussy with both hands and rolled her face to the side making her hair cover her eyes, as though she was suddenly bashful. I kissed and poked my tongue at the back of her hands. She grimaced and looked down over her body where it arched and twisted under me.
It was her toes that were curling now.  I bit her finger until she laughed and pulled her hands away. She held them up around her groin like someone holding them around their mouth as they shouted, and I put my lips to her lips down there and kissed her like it was a mouth.
She flung her arms out far to her sides and rolled her head side to side over her pillows. Her hair covered her face. I sucked her pussy lips up and let them go and her whole body shook with reverberation. I poked the point of my tongue through the cleft of her pussy lips, frothing with her dew, and I touched the hood of her clitoris, and her body quaked. She inhaled sharply and gasped briefly.
I circled her clit with my tongue and found the rhythm that made her breath grow shorter, her gasps grow higher-pitched, and her body grow more tightly strained. She seemed to get to the edge no less quickly than I did from her mouth. I took her higher, but let her down, but only to bring her higher yet all over.
In minutes, she was panting and crying out loud and thrashing all over her bed. Her nails cut into the skin of my shoulders and her hips bashed up into my face. I pressed as hard as I could to hold her hips down to her bed and she vibrated under my hold and bounced on her bed.
When I finally didn’t stop touching her clit with my tongue, she sat up straight, her stomach muscles rippled, and she arched so far in her back, she faced her headboard behind her upside down. I felt her run over my mouth and down my chin and the tension that released in her was diabolical. She rolled onto her side and pulled her sheet up over our bodies and gathered me in tightly against her back, making me spoon her. Like that, we fell asleep, saying nothing.
Sometime in the middle of the night, I awoke to find her laying on me where I laid on my back. Her knees fell down around my hips and she held her chin up on her hands where they clasped together over my chest.
“About time,” she cooed, “I’ve been blowing on your face for minutes.”
I stretched and reached around her body. She was completely naked on me. She felt smooth and warm and good all over.
“I gave you another blow job too,” she said.
I screwed my face up doubtfully and she held it for three beats before laughing.
“Just kidding. But would it be wrong if I wanted to?” she said. “Or . . . “ she went on. I felt her legs spread wider over my hips and the heat of her pussy touch the underside of my cock where she trapped it upwards against my stomach. She dragged her swollen pussy lips up and down over the underside of my hardening cock.
I couldn’t answer and we kissed deeply and long. She stroked my face and hair and I felt her waist and back and ribs and the sides of her breasts. She moaned inside our kiss. I remained half sleeping, it felt like, it felt so dreamy to wake up with her lying on me.
“I couldn’t sleep,” she whispered in my ear and she poked me with the tip of her tongue in my neck.
I felt her shift on my body and then I felt an extraordinary warmth, wet and tight, envelope the head of my cock.
“We can’t do it though,” she said, even as her hips curled and the head of my cock spread the lips of her pussy.
“Work together and all that,” I said. I felt the skin of her back and her neck under my hands. Her body writhed on mine.
“And all that,” she said, and she laid her head sideways on my chest and curled her fingers so that her nails cut into the skin of my chest. She curled her hips more and my cock, now straining and hard, pressed deeper through the suckling lips of her pussy. She was so wet, there was no friction at all — just tightness. “Just a little bit though?” she said.
“A secret,” I said.
She made love to my mouth with her mouth and she moaned out loud inside the kiss. “Our little secret then,” she said, and she pushed her palms into my shoulders, she locked her elbows straight down, she lifted and planked her body up over mine, and she drove her hips down hard over my hips. My cock, wet with her pussy saliva, filled her pussy, and our groins kissed.
“Fuck!” she groaned with her eyebrows curling and her voice frantic. “Why is it so good with you!?” she whispered as though to herself. She arched deeply in her back, curled her body half backward, and rammed her hips harder down into my hips even as her chest came up higher over my face and her breasts hung over my eyes.
I took them in my palms and felt them, squeezed them, caressed them. She pumped her hips up and down on my hips and my cock strained to fill her completely. She pushed herself up to kneel astride my body and she pressed the heels of her hands down into my chest and rode me. Her hair, long wavy and blonde, splashed over my face. She rocked on her knees and fucked me rhythmically and deeply, but slowly and tightly, too.
“I didn’t mean to, but I just had to see,” she said.
“See what?” I said, and I strained in my stomach to lift myself enough to capture one of her breasts in my mouth.
“If it was as good as I thought it might be,” she said. She was increasingly breathless.
“You’re just sorry your date was so bad,” I said.
She laughed and buried her face in my neck. She began to hump her body against mine and she laughed and slapped my face. “You’re not supposed to know that about girls!” she said.
“Know what, that you get horny?” I said.
She bit my ear and laid her face beside mine on the pillow. “Yes,” she said. “But only for certain types of guys,” she added. “And it’s not the type everybody thinks.”
I wrapped my hands around her ass and pushed my hips up into her from under her hips. She groaned against my ear and pulled me and yelped and laughed. I came out of her and she squealed with hysterics. I knelt between her knees over her and she pulled on my cock until I lowered my hips, and I filled her from above. She writhed under me the same way she did when I ate her out.
“Fuck, Luke,” she said. She rolled side to side under me and locked her ankles together above my back. “It’s sooo good!” she moaned. “And not just because my date was so bad!” she said, and she made an angry face and slapped my cheek again and she laughed.
I hooked the backs of her knees over my shoulders and I hugged the back of her thighs to my chest. Her hips came clear up and off the bed. I bounced her lithe little body off my thrusting hips and poked her more deeply than before. She curled and contorted under me and she screamed and swore. I pumped myself into her and her body contracted and her breath stopped. Every muscle in her body strained. She punched the bed like someone unable to breathe. Her hair flew and her teeth clenched. She looked up at me with her eyes popping wide open, and her mouth dropped open to her chest. She shivered violently, and then she curled up as though with relief. She moaned like someone who had been mortally wounded.
I paused and we breathed silently a while. When I finally let her go, she rolled over and quickly got on her hands and knees in front of me where I still knelt and she lowered herself to her elbows and pulled her hair in a chord around her neck. She looked back up and over her shoulder at me behind her. “Will you do something if I ask you to?” she said and she bit her bottom lip.
I took her hips in my hands and she wavered her body in front of me, taunting me with it. “What is it?” I said.
“I want you to fuck me from behind as hard as you can, even if you think you might break me,” she said.
“Do your dates not do that for you?” I said. I caressed her ass and waist. Her back writhed. I wondered if I had ever laid eyes on something as beautiful as the lines of her back, the way it tapered, the way it undulated before me like the slow rippling waves of a lake.
“My dates don’t usually go this far,” she said. “For your information.”
“But when they do?” I said.
She pushed back and her ass mashed into the front of my thighs. She reached under her body and through her legs and found my cock with her hand, and stroked it.
“I never wanted that before — I didn’t think I’d like it,” she said.
“How do you know you will this time?” I said.
“Do you want to know the truth?” she said.
“Of course,” I said.
“I never came before from a guy fucking me,” she said. “But you just made me cum like that.”
“Beginner’s luck,” I said.
“I’ve always been curious about getting fucked like that — I always wondered if I just needed it better like that, harder, you know? to cum like that,” she said. “But I don’t know,” she said. She pushed her hips back and teased the head of my cock with the wet lips of her pussy. “I feel free with you, and comfortable. Like I can just say what I like, and it’s okay,” she said. “No matter how weird.”
“Because you don’t care about me,” I said. “Not boyfriend material.” I snickered at her because I was only joking.
But she didn’t laugh back at me. “It’s true,” she said. “But not how you think.” The head of my cock popped inside her undulating pussy and she let go of me with her hand. I sank slowly and deeply into her. She was dripping, she was so wet. “I don’t want a boyfriend the way the other guys want to be my boyfriend,” she said, but her voice became more moaning and groaning. She pulled forward and pushed back, taking my cock deeper into her pussy from behind.
“Like, do you mean seriously and for real?” I said. “A boyfriend like that?”
“I mean exactly that,” she said with panting breath. “I don’t want to be some guy’s sweet small-town girl all polite and considerate,” she groaned into the bedsheets that she pulled at with her fists clenched. “Meeting his mom and shit.”
“How do you know that’s not what I want?” I said to her. I held her hips harder in my hands and bumped her body, jolted it, with my hips.
“Is it?” she said, finding me behind her with her searching blue eyes. Her face jolted from the way I bumped into her ass from behind.
“Hardly,” I said, and I pumped myself harder into her.
“Pound me, Luke,” she said. “I want to be . . . “ she started, but she didn’t finish her sentence. She glared at me over her shoulder. “Rrrrr! . . . “ she said with a sideways grin.
I pulled nearly all the way out of her pussy. My cock was shining with her glisten. I hesitated behind her, long enough for her to open her eyes again and look up and back at me, wondering. That’s when I plunged myself as hard as I could through her pussy, so hard I could have come out her throat.
She raised her face to the wall in front of her and twisted her fists in the sheets. She plunged her arching back down and pushed her hips up higher at me. I wrapped my hands around her hip bones and yanked her body backward, and I pounded myself into her, just as she had requested.
The bed banged the wall and she screamed with her voice jolted from my thrusts against her rattled frame. I banged her from behind so hard, any loose bolts in her would have come flying out. She cried and bellowed and grimaced. I flung myself at her hips so hard, the slapping could surely be heard outside up and down her street.
I felt her pussy contract tightly around my cock. Though I fucked her as hard as one could, I thought, she reached around behind my thighs with her stretching fingers and urged me, digging her nails into my skin, to fuck her harder yet. I lost all restraint then, and flung my head back and banged her as hard as I could for real, without regard for how I might smash her to smithereens.
We came together like that, flinging our bodies hard together, my cum gushing out of her pussy and splashing down the inside of her legs, and her body contracting all over, spasms ripping her apart from the inside out.
I finally fell off her and rolled, breathlessly and mindlessly, right off the side of the bed and, with a heavy thud, I hit the floor. She laughed and squealed and rolled over on top of me, meaning to check on me, but only crushing me under her.
We had pulled a blanket and pillow down with us as we fell, and exhausted, we sprawled over each other’s bodies and tangled ourselves up in the blanket, and in one moment we were laughing too hard to stop, the next, we were both sound asleep.
In the morning, we found ourselves both on the bed, and though we laughed, we couldn’t remember climbing up again. We kissed in the light of the morning sun and she rolled on her side and made me spoon her. She laughed when she found my cock between her legs rising hard again from behind her. She cupped her palm over the head and rubbed me, and then she shifted and captured me in her pussy. She was as wet as I was hard all over again. She was a morning girl, I guess.
We fucked again, slowly, tiredly, and calmly in the streams of morning sun. She strained backward and pulled my hair, reaching behind my head. Her body strained all over. “You’re making me cum again!” she said with surprise and confusion in her voice and all over her face, and she shut her eyes and pulled my hair harder. I felt her pussy contract and vibrate around my cock. I was unable to take it, and I splashed my cum into her again. We kissed and laughed and caressed each other, then rushed together to the shower to clean up and get ready for work. We were going to be late if we didn’t hustle. There was no time for breakfast.
There were already others at work before we got there, which was not our plan. I got out of her car and hurried down the driveway to the back, but I caught sight of her two friends — the only other ones her age in the office — spying at me out the office windows. Oh no, I thought.
On the pretense of delivering an order sheet that she couldn’t scan, she came to the back warehouse to find me unloading crates and filling bins. All the line crews were out for the morning and the warehouse was as private a space as there was at work.
“It has to remain casual,” she said. “Dating at work is a big no-no for me.”
“I agree,” I said. “It’s easier to keep it a total secret that way.”
“A total secret!” she said, and she wagged her finger at me. I caught her finger in my mouth and bit it and sucked on it.
She watched with her big blue eyes and moaned. “Fuck Luke, I want it so bad!”
“Again?” I said.
“Again!” she said, and she gripped her hand around her groin and twisted and bent herself over before dashing out and back to the office up front, laughing manically.
Less than a minute later, Danielle appeared in my warehouse — one of Bailey’s two friends in the front office. “You fix furniture, right?” she said, narrowing her eyes at me. “Bailey said you do. That you did it for her.”
I straightened up from the bin I was leveling out. “She said that?” I said.
“Uh-huh,” Danielle said, and her brown eyes gleamed, and her grin spread wide. 




Chapter 2

Danielle was dressed in a long plaid skirt with high brown boots, a leather vest, and a white shirt done up tight around her neck with a tall collar. Her hair was so long, it cascaded in lazy waves all the way down to the small of her back. Her eyes were deep brown: they were mysterious and searching. Where Bailey had a definite fun-girl-next-door look and bearing to her, Danielle had a more traditional, private, book-worm look to her. But for all that, she was no less stunning to draw your eyes up and down on and I tried my best to resist the pull.
There was also something in her mix that insisted on undermining her own carefully-curated “withdrawn” persona. It was in the way her eyes gleamed when they fell on yours, and the way the corners of her mouth curled up when she grinned. It was as though she was barely able to constrain a very different Danielle inside.
“You fix furniture, right?” she said. “Bailey said you do — that you did it for her.”
“She said that, huh?” I said, looking up from my work on the warehouse floor. I was screwing lids on power pole transformer cans.
“Uh-huh,” Danielle said. She watched my ratchet wrench twist one way and come back ticking through its teeth.
I lost the staring contest and looked back down the can. She snorted slightly and bit her lip. Danielle was maybe 24. She tugged at her hands where they wound around each other behind her back, and her shoulders pulled back and her chest pushed out. I could see, but I didn’t dare to look, that she was wearing a black-lace full-cup bra under her loose white top. When she twisted on her hips to gaze around my work space — now brighter since I replaced all the burned out lights — I saw the silhouette of her body through her back-lit top. I couldn’t not see. It was like she was hesitating long enough twisted around looking behind her in order to let me take a good long look.
“I’ll come up in a bit,” I said. “After coffee break, maybe.”
“Oh, It’s at home, though,” she said. “It’s my new bed. I can’t put it together right,” she said and she chuckled briefly.
She insisted on holding my gaze with hers, even though I realized she was talking to me now about her bed at home. At least three long beats passed between us before she spun around d on her high boot heels, flashed a grin at me over her shoulder, and waved at me from off her hip with her long, elegant fingers. “I’ll text you my address,” she said. “Bailey has your number, doesn’t she?”
I rubbed my palm over my mouth and raised my eyebrows at her body receding back and away from me through the slate-grey metal door. The entire encounter lasted under a minute but it played in my mind the rest of the day like a loop.
After coffee, I went up to the office building on the pretense of fixing a wobbling desk. My to-do list was forever lengthening with minor complaints from the older ladies up front — just as Bailey said they would. It meant I never needed to invent a reason to show up there. When I found Bailey, I shot my eyes sideways to get her to meet me over at the coffee machine. She glanced around to make sure no one was watching, and she skipped over toward me where I pretended to be removing and cleaning the screen inside the sink faucet.
“Did you give Danielle my number?” I said.
“It’s okay,” she said. “We’re not dating!”
“I thought it was supposed to be a secret though,” I said.
“Danielle can keep a secret!” she said. “Silly!”
“She wants me to come over and fix her bed,” I said.
Bailey snorted and covered her mouth with her hand. “Oh my god, is that what she said?” she said.
“Should I go?” I said.
“Of course!” Bailey said. She quickly scanned the office around her before lifting herself on her toes and putting her mouth to my ear. “She hasn’t had it in such a long time — her dates are even worse than mine!” she said, and she chuckled.
She went back to her desk, but not without flashing me a smile and a wave of her fingers behind her back and at her waist — and barely secret enough.
I fitted the screen back on the faucet and turned on the tap as though testing my handiwork and I nodded sharply to myself, in case any of the older ones were watching. One of them waved me over to her desk.
“My drawer, it won’t close,” she said.
“I’ll put it on my jobs list,” I said.
“Would you?” she said.
Two other older ladies near her both looked over their shoulders and grinned at her and covered their mouths like that one was the most daring of the bunch.
I got out of there and tramped back to the warehouse to finish up what I was working on back there. My phone buzzed in my pocket. I pulled it out and squinted at it. It was Danielle.
“Come at 7?” it said. She gave me an address that was not far from Bailey’s address — another apartment building. “Don’t forget your tools . . . . “ she added, and she used some laughing emojis.
I didn’t know what to say, so I said nothing at all. But at two minutes before 7 that night, I was, of course, curbside at her building in my old white pick-up truck, curling my fists around the top of my steering wheel and staring off into the dark, yawning abyss before me. Was it really okay with Bailey? Was Danielle really coming onto me? Did I do something that suddenly turned the world upside down and inside out?
I shambled with my shoulders up and around my ears like a man who doesn’t belong in a neighborhood and I came over to the glass enclosure of the entrance of Danielle’s building. I stared at the keypad and then my phone that I held up in front of my face and on which was the code she texted me. I tried to calm my breathing and I tried to steady my hands. I pressed her numbers and nearly turned around and charged back to my truck and home to my forest ranger cabin in the woods.
But her voice stopped me. “Luke?” Danielle said, scratchy through the speaker above the keypad.
“At your service,” I said.
She laughed and her door buzzed. I puffed my cheeks out and stared at the handle. Was this a trap? I pulled it open and stared again at the elevator buttons. When I got on the elevator, I stared in the same way at the buttons inside, particularly the number 8, her floor. And when the doors swooshed open on the 8th floor, I stared at the wall opposite, before stepping off. But I stepped off, just before the doors swept closed on me again.
I told Bailey that Danielle was inviting me over, at night. She only smirked. I asked her about giving Danielle my number. She only laughed. I asked her what Danielle might want, and she said that they shared everything. My mind raced as I went down her hallway, counting up the numbers from 802, getting closer and closer to the last one, 812. I stood in front of her door sure that I would not knock. I even chuckled to myself — I thought I showed immense bravery getting that close. But I was not the kind to go through with something like that. I was not the kind to get invited into something like that in the first place — over to a girl’s apartment. And certainly not to two different ones on two successive nights.
Danielle was every bit from the class of girl that Bailey was in — the kind a guy like me could only glance at from afar, and only if he wanted to feel that pain all over again. They were in that same league, those two, that league so far above mine, I didn’t even know about it. They weren’t real to guys like me, girls like Bailey and Danielle. And I wasn’t real to them, being invisible — usually. I smiled to myself, I shook my head, and I half turned away. Fella can dream, I thought to myself, with a smirk. I decided it wasn’t real.
That’s when her door swung open. I spun around startled and with the look of man fearing he was about to be clubbed over the back of his head. Danielle leaned her face out her door — and only her face. “Get in here!” she said in a hushed, conspiratorial tone, and she motioned with her hand for me to hurry up.
I frowned unsure what that was about, and I tentatively stepped one step back toward her open door.
“Hurry!” she whisper-shouted, and she snorted and laughed and covered her face with her cupped hands.
I took two more steps toward her and she reached out and sank her grip around my wrist and yanked me violently inside her door and shut it quickly behind my back, throwing her deadbolt, too, for good measure.
She laughed. “I have a neighbor who is always coming out his door when he hears my door open! Creepy as fuck!” she said, and she made a wide-eyed, drop-chin face at me. “An alpha dog, I’m sure you know the type,” she said, and she rolled her eyes. She was changed from work and now dressed in saggy grey drawstring pants, an oversized and loose-hanging black sleeveless t-shirt with a vintage band printed on the front, and big furry slippers made to look like two anime rabbits. On the ass of her pants was the curved word “College” in a collegiate font.
“Come,” she said, when she found me over her shoulder still standing, stunned, inside her door. I was mesmerized by her ass, the way it jiggled inside her loose pants. I was mesmerized by her.
I tore my eyes up and off her butt, busted again.
She noticed me looking ashamed. “I don’t mind,” she said, and she laughed. “In here,” she said, disappearing through a doorway off her living room.
I kicked off my shoes and hung my coat and leaned more than walked up her hallway toward where her voice disappeared into. I crept to the open door and peered around. She was standing inside with her feet apart, her hands on her hips, and her body and face directly facing me. “This damn thing,” she said, and she gestured with her chin to her bed behind her. “It keeps coming apart, and I’m not even doing anything on it!” she said, and she flared her deep brown eyes at me and shook her head and snorted. 
I swallowed hard and went past her. I pulled the mattress up and looked at the rails. I could immediately see the problem. She didn’t follow the instructions for self-assembly and she ended up with the rails upside down and on the wrong side, and so not held at all by the head or foot boards. One touch on the head board, and the rails would pop out of their slots and the bed would fall to the floor.
“I can fix it,” I said.
“Oh I would love that!” she cried out loud, and she threw her arms around my neck, she pressed her warm body up against mine, and she pushed her hips forward to press them against my hips. “Would you like a beer?” she said, leaving me alone in her bedroom.
I took the bed apart and put it back together the correct way, put the mattress back down on it, and the sheets and pillows, and stood back.
Danielle came back in sipping from a beer can as she held one out for me. “Already?” she said.
I shrugged. “Just had to turn the parts around,” I said.
“How do we know it’s going to work now?” she said.
“Sit on it?” I said, and I shrugged.
She sat down. “Probably lie down on it is better,” she said.
“Yeah, but it’s fixed now,” I said, and I nodded.
“I’m not so sure,” she said, and she pushed herself up to the pillow and over to the side. “What if it’s two people on it?” she said, and she patted the bed beside her.
I looked down at her and she looked up at me and she grinned ever so slightly. I sat on the edge of the bed. “You have to lie down too,” she said, and she curled her hand around the back of my shoulder and pulled me until I finally relented and swung around to lie down beside her.
We laid there staring up at her ceiling, both with our hands clasped over our stomachs. “I don’t usually let a man into my bed with all his clothes on,” she said. And then she laughed out loud and squealed at her own joke.
“Nice, isn’t it,” she said in a whispered moan, and she rolled off me, still under the sheets, and lifted her knees and hips on her heels and pulled her pants down and off her. “Or my clothes on either,” she said. She sat up, now out from under the sheets and blankets, and she pulled her black sleeveless t-shirt up and over her head. She was wearing a black satin bra, and black satin thong-style panties. “Come on!” she said, “it’s so warm underneath — take your clothes off too! Check it out!”
She was so natural about it, so carefree, so immediate, I didn’t have time to think or worry. I peeled my t-shirt off and undid my jeans and tore my socks away from my feet, and I came down into her bed where she held the blankets up for me, and she threw them over me up to my chin and laughed and spread her leg over my leg under the sheets. She rested her chin on my chest and folded her hands over themselves over my clavicle.
“It’s okay,” she said, and she kissed the bottom of my chin. “Bailey said so.”
I pushed my arm out and under her, and folded it around her body and rested my hand on her back. She snuggled up closer against me, stretched in her neck, and started to kiss me on my mouth so instantly, so smoothly, and so unexpectedly, I could do nothing but accept it — and then I kissed her back.
She flung herself back down on her bed and pulled the blankets back up over us. “She told me you’re a very good kisser,” she said, and she covered my lips with her lips, invaded my mouth with her tongue, and moaned inside our much longer kiss.
“You two share everything?” I said. I still felt wary.
She flung herself up and over me, straddled my lap, and arched her back deeply. Her elbows locked straight and her fingers curled into my chest. “Not everything,” she said. She bit her lip and snorted lightly down at me. She curled her spine in and out and rubbed the front of her black satin thong panties forward and back over the lump emerging in the front of my shorts. “Is that nice?” she said.
“Did she tell you what she and I were doing last night?” I said. I needed to know where things stood. The naturalness of her ways, the ease of her being, the way she was so comfortable being nearly naked with me in her bed so quickly, made me feel high with recklessness. It made me able to ask whatever it was that was on my mind. I lost all shyness with her. I don’t know how she did that to me, but I felt out of body with her.
She nodded down at me and rubbed her groin harder against my stiffening lump. “Not every little detail,” she said. “But I bet she told you how long it’s been for me!”
“No,” I said. “Only that it’s been awhile.”
She flung her body down over mine and crouched over me. “Too fucking long,” she groaned into my ear. “But you feel so safe,” she said. “Mr. Acting Handyman.”
She pushed her one hand down between our abdomens and her fingers filched around in the waist of my black athletic boxer briefs, poking and stretching and finding their way underneath. She exhaled out her nose and moaned with her lips pressing against my ear — she found my bare cock with her grasping fingers, and she wrapped her hand around it.
“Did Bailey suck you off?” she said with a grin and a groan into my ear before she chuckled and wormed her way backward on her knees between my legs. “She’s a total slut doing that!” she said. She kissed a trail with her soft lips down my neck below my ear, over my shoulder, down my chest, across my stomach, and finally, around the base of my cock. “So am I, I guess,” she said. She stood it up in her hand and laughed again and made several tiny kisses up the underside of it until she reached the tip of the head of it, and she gave it a large smacking kiss and squealed with laughter.
“Well did she?” she said.
I looked down at her between my legs and pushed my fingers into her hair and twisted them in it, pulling it.
She gasped and dropped her mouth wide open. “You have to say who is better, okay?” she said, and she pushed her lips against the head of my cock and poked at the tip with the tip of her tongue, before she allowed the head of my cock, in a tight fit, to slide between her pressing lips, and into her hot, wet, mouth, where her tongue greeted it with a swirling madness.
“You girls, so competitive,” I said.
She pulled her mouth up my cock and laughed and drew the saliva-wet head all around her pretty face. “Of course we are,” she said, and she lashed her wide, wet tongue up the underside of my cock with her eyes, big and brown, held steady on mine. “I love Bailey.” She closed her eyes and sank her mouth down the full length of my shaft and moaned with my cock touching the back of her throat. She pumped herself on me and I closed my eyes and sank back into her pillows, lost in the swirling fog her tongue put me into, snaking around my cock like that, so urgently.
She tucked her hair behind her ear and laid her head sideways on my hip to kiss and lick my cock and to push her face into it. “I can’t tell you how good it feels to be able to play with a man and not have to wonder about anything serious,” she said. “Bailey told me you’d be perfect for that, and she was right.” She took the head of my cock in her mouth and sucked harder.
“Bailey said for you to take me to bed?” I said.
She pulled off me and climbed up over my body. She waddled on her knees until they pushed the pillows down beside my ears and she looked down over her nearly nude body at my face below her hips.
“I already told you,” she said. “We girls help each other out — and she definitely knows how long it’s been for me,” she said. She reached down her abdomen with her hand and slid her first two fingers down the sides of her swollen pussy lips, glistening in the dim light of her room. She spread her lips open and braced herself with her other hand against her headboard. Her knees slid out sideways and her pelvis came down closer to my face. “She said that you know how to lick a girl,” she groaned, and she lowered her hips further, until her pussy lips, hot and wet, kissed my mouth.
Her body shivered and she grimaced and leaned both forearms into the headboard above me. When I opened my mouth, her hips curled in tightly and shot back out. When I touched her sagging, full lips with the tip of my tongue, she inhaled sharply and pushed her face into the backs of her forearms crossed over each other against the wall. When I dragged the pointed tip of my tongue up one side of her pussy lips, she dropped her mouth wide open in a silent cry. When I touched the tip in the crevice between her lips, foaming and running and hot, she cried out for real.
I kissed her pussy lips, all sloppy over my mouth and chin, and she pumped her hips at my face. I French kissed her lips, and she reached down and grasped a handful of my hair in her hand and clenched her fist. I entered her pussy with my tongue and she grunted and arched her back in hard. I circled the tip of my tongue around the hard little nib that emerged at the top of her pussy, and she began to pant and groan and chase my mouth with her hips.
I teased her like that until she yanked my hair nearly out of my head and mashed her hips so hard down into my face, I couldn’t breathe. I wrapped my hands around the sides of her hips and held her hard and still, preventing her from curling her hips back. I continued circling her clitoris, and she continued chasing my mouth with her hips, her cries into the headboard above me becoming increasingly desperate shrieks. I finally sucked her clitoris between my lips and danced the tip of my tongue across it inside my mouth. She inhaled sharply and her body became stiff all over. I sucked it harder into my mouth and pulled it back, only to let it go to snap back, and she shook in her thighs and lost her strength. She pushed her soaking, sloppy pussy all over my face and I sucked her clit and danced my tongue over it until I couldn’t catch it anymore, her body was too violently writhing and snapping over me.
I clasped my hands harder into her hips and struggled to keep her still. She thrusted and contorted in spasms over my face and I licked her pussy rhythmically until she stopped breathing altogether. She stopped moving too, her entire body becoming one seized plank, still and tight. Tremors rippled up and down throughout her body and she grunted at the headboard and bit her own arm. Her thighs became so hard they rippled with spasms. Her stomach above my face clenched harder than her thighs.
“Oh fuck!” she cried out loud at the ceiling above.
I touched her clitoris with my tongue again, and all the tension in her body suddenly drained. My face went warm with the flood that ran out of her. She bucked hard at my mouth and exhaled with a loud groan. Her body, stiff as cement one moment, turned to liquid the next, and she cried out, “Oh my god!” and slid down the headboard, fell sideways off my face, and curled up into a fetal position beside me. “Jesus, Luke,” she groaned. “Who the fuck taught you that?” she moaned, and she smiled with her eyes closed.
I rolled her onto her back and brought my knees down between her flopping legs. She bit her lips, and with her eyes still closed, she draped one arm over my shoulder and reached between us to find my cock with her other hand. She pulled me to her, and when my cock pushed into her pussy lips, she draped her other arm over my other shoulder, and I came down and into her.
She was slick, soaking wet, and tight — but so lubricated, I fit into her like a hand into a perfect glove. She raised her knees, wrapped her calves around my waist, and locked her ankles together in my back. I bumped her pelvis with my pelvis, filling her completely, and her body jolted, her back arched up from the bed deeply, and she gasped with her head twisted back to the headboard. When I pulled up from her, she ran her hands down my back, and with her heels and hands together, she clung to my body draped over her on my hands and knees, and she kissed me frantically.
I bounced her suspended body from my hips, smashing her groin and filling her apartment with the sloshy slapping sounds of our fucking. She rolled me over and laughed and rode me, pushing her groin down into mine and mashing my hips with her hips harder, even, than I had hit her. She snapped her body at mine, and drilled her hips down, taking my cock to the deep depths of her pussy.
“So good!” she groaned to the ceiling and she came down on me on her elbows and knees and began to fuck me faster and harder yet.
I rolled us over and pushed her back down in front of me where I knelt behind her hips. She arched her back deeply and stuck her ass up high at me. I seized her hips in my hands, I aimed my cock, and I buried myself into her. Her body jolted with the full weight of my thrust.
But she jolted my body back just as hard, thrusting herself into my groin with ful sexual abandon. We didn’t last long like that, either of us, before I clenched my teeth and eyes, and groaned hard out loud. I tried to pull out of her, but she quickly reached around behind her body with both hands and dug her fingers into the backs of my thighs, and kept me inside her. She knew I was going to cum. She cut her fingernails into my flesh to make me cum inside her. Unable to hold myself back any longer, I erupted fully and completely into her, and my cum gushed from her pussy and ran down her thighs.
I fell off her and rolled on my back, wasted, spent, and drugged-feeling. She sprawled beside me equally spent, her limbs akimbo all over the messed up bed, and we both laughed lazily. We walked hand in hand to her kitchen when we roused ourselves, and devoured glasses of water and raided her fridge for food we fed each other.
“You’re like an instant boyfriend,” she said. “I normally get rid of guys right away.”
“Why aren’t you kicking me out?” I said.
She pushed her naked body up into mine and rubbed herself on me and purred. “I don’t know, honestly,” she said. “Something about you — it’s so comfortable and normal, if that makes sense.”
“Maybe it’s because I was in your friend’s bed last night, so you know this can’t be anything serious,” I said.
She snorted and pushed her mouth into my neck and kissed and licked me there. “Something like that, I’m sure,” she said. “Can I ask a favor though?”
“What’s that?” I said. We had begun kissing each other as we talked.
“Can you stay the night?” she said.
I shrugged. “You’ll have to feed me in the morning,” I said and I laughed. I wasn’t serious, of course.
She cupped her hand around my balls and laughed and invaded my mouth with her tongue. “Can you pretend to be my boyfriend all night?” she said. “But then — stop when we go to work?”
I contemplated what she asked me and she misinterpreted my silence.
“You think I’m weird,” she said.
“No,” I said. “I’m just marveling at how honest you can be,” I said.
She snickered and kissed me and pulled my wrist to lead me down her hall to the bathroom. “Acting boyfriend,” she said, and she looked at me with her deep, dark eyes over her shoulder as she took me toward her glassed-in shower. “That’s what Bailey called you.”
We put the water on as hot as we could stand it and we soaped each other up with our hands all over each other’s body. She spread her feet, raised them up on her toes, and bent over at her waist. She put her hands flat on the glass in front of her, and I took her hips in my hands and plunged my cock into her extraordinarily hot pussy, and rocked her from behind. We rammed our bodies into each other and she erupted at the same moment I came inside her again. Laughing and swooning, we cleaned that up too, and got out and dried ourselves.
Drying her hair in her mirror, she said, “Oh my god, you made me cum three times already!”
“You’re leading by one,” I said, and she laughed, she spun around, and she pulled me by the hand out of the bathroom and into her bedroom. “Don’t you worry,” she said, and she pushed me into her bed. “But a little sleep first, no?” she said.
We curled up together and quickly nodded off. It was sometime in the middle of the night, some hours later, when I awoke to the sensation of her mouth slowly and quietly pumping on my cock, already straining and hard. I pulled the sheets back and Danielle shrieked with laugher and climbed up over me and pushed her pussy down over the head of my cock and quickly began to fuck me.
“I couldn’t help myself,” she said, and she hung her head down so that her long brown hair swept over my face. She had sucked me enough to have brought me already close to the edge before I even woke up. Still half-sleeping, I seized her waist in my hands and groaned and strained under her. Her breasts hung in my face and I licked and sucked on her nipples. She fucked me deep and slowly all the way through my eruption under her. She already had a wet cloth handy, and she wiped me clean, she rolled me over, and she clung to my back. She kissed my ear and neck. “Sleep boyfriend,” she whispered, and we both nodded off again.
In the morning, I woke up from the light streaming through her window and looked down at her laying on her stomach beside me, her face sideways and peaceful on her pillow with her arms wrapped around it. I pulled the sheets back and admired her toned, athletic body, young and smooth, her back like a painting, her legs straight and spread. She was used to sleeping alone, I guess, the way she was so spread out.
I knelt between her spread legs and nudged them carefully more open. I tickled her pussy lips with the tip of the head of my cock and her body automatically responded. Her hips lifted from the bed. I pushed myself into her and laid down over top of her, and I humped her prone body under me.
She woke up and curled her fingers into the sheets with my fingers wrapped up with them, and she pushed her forehead into the mattress and gasped deeply. I felt her pussy inside contract and spasm, and I felt its muscles milk my cock hard and insistently. She pulled my hand under her face and sucked one of my fingers off in her mouth, grimacing and groaning.
I erupted inside her and her body thrashed under mine, and it shivered and stiffened before flowing flat as though her muscles, at once stiff and hard as wood, turned soft.
“Oh my god, Luke,” she said, unable to raise her face from her arms, unable to gather any strength into her body at all. “That one was somehow deeper and longer than the others,” she said in a groan with her eyes closed. She smiled and kissed the back of my hand.
We ran out of time and I finally had to rush into my clothes and out of her apartment. I needed to open up the back for the linemen an hour before her work started up front. She stopped me in the hallway to attack me with kisses all over my face. She was still in only her bra and panties. “Secret, okay?” she said.
“Sure, just between you, me . . . and Bailey,” I said.
She laughed. “And Jenna,” she said, turning around and waving at me where I stopped, my hand already twisting her door knob.
“Jenna?” I said, stopped and still.
Danielle leaned back out of her bathroom door where she was doing her makeup. “You know Jenna, don’t you?” she said.
Of course I knew Jenna. Bailey and Danielle were two girls so clearly out of my league, I never even bothered imagining girls like them. But Jenna was a different level again. Dark-skinned, nearly black eyes, a body of the kind I couldn’t believe existed — of the kind I wouldn’t look at for fear of burning my eyes — Jenna was as untouchable as a pure orb of light. Even the alpha male linemen on the crews stumbled on their feet and got tongue tied around Jenna.
“Sure,” I said. “On the communications side.”
“She said she likes you,” Danielle said as she drew her lipstick around her mouth and smacked her lips at me, and she laughed with a squeal. She went back inside her bathroom. “We come as a package deal,” she called out to me and she laughed again. “Me, Bailey and Jenna — we always share!” She pushed her face back out half checking to see if I was still here, I had fallen so silent. “You like sharing, don’t you?” she said, and she laughed uproariously.
I went out and walked purposefully down the hallway, frantically pressed the elevator button, and chose to fly down the stairwell instead. The air outside was cutting cold and it woke me up when it slapped against my face when I flew out the door into it. I slapped my face with my hand when I got in my truck and turned it over. I didn’t get my usual allotment of sleep the previous night, and that made it two nights running.
It was a minute, maybe two, after 7 when I got to the slate steel door of the utility warehouse. There were at least 15 guys there, waiting. It was the first time I was late for work the whole time I’d been there. The guys had been more accustomed to arriving late, since the real handyman was usually fifteen minutes late or more. But not since I first showed up.
“What the fuck, acting handyman?” one called out.
“The Kid is fucking up lately, just saying,” another said.
“Send him down to the minors for conditioning, kid needs to get his head on straight,” said yet another.
They were all laughing at me as I fumbled under the pressure and dropped the keys in the snow.
“You finally get your willy wet last night, that why you’re all clumsy this morning?” the first guy said.
I spun around to him, but I shouldn’t have. They all caught my busted look and they all groaned and laughed and started slapping me on the back.
“Acting Handyman got laid!” one of them shouted. The laughter only rose up higher. I got the door open and fell inside and hit the button to lift the main garage door so they could load their trucks with what they needed for the day.
“Your first time, isn’t it,” one guy said, and he wrapped his hand around my shoulder as I struggled to get the key into the office door. “I got you, brother,” he said in feigned solemnity. “I got you.”
They all had their laugh at me. “Everybody, go easy on The Kid today, he became a man last night,” a guy shouted out. More laughter. A guy came into the office to check the work orders on the computer in there. “See, thing is,” he said, squinting at the screen, “young guys like you, you just never know when or where the next fuck is coming from.”
“Leave my little buddy alone,” his partner said, wrapping his arm around my shoulders. “He’s tender this morning.”
“Who was it, anyway?” he said to me. “Come on, you can tell uncle Ted your secret,” he said, and he pushed his ear down to my face.
I pushed him away. “Fuck off, all of you,” I said.
“Touchy touchy,” a guy said. “He’s emotional today,” he said to another guy coming up into the office.
“First one’s always like that,” the other guy said. “Don’t worry, you’ll get used to it,” he said.
“You don’t know that,” the first guy said, turning away from the computer screen having got his necessary information. “Don’t give him false hope like that — it could be weeks or even months before he gets his willy wet again.” He punched the other guy in the gut.
“Somebody needs to have a talk with The Kid,” the other guy said privately, but obviously loud enough for all of them in the office to hear.
“Was it Mrs. Slemming?” the guy who had me by the shoulders asked me. Another round of hearty laughter rose up throughout the office. Someone repeated the joke to the other guys in the warehouse and a further round of hysterical laughter flooded the vast space. Mrs. Slemming was older than the utility itself. She was the accountant and the word around her was, she’d die within a week if she ever retired, a line she herself said to anyone who ever asked.
Suddenly everyone fell quiet. I looked up and peered out the small window beside my desk that looked out into the warehouse. It couldn’t have been the boss — he never went around to the warehouse in the back. I heard shoes clack hard on the three steps up to my office door. The three guys inside the converted container put their heads down and backed away, studying their sheets with furrowed eyebrows. The door, already partly open, swung more widely open, and a high-heeled boot came into view. I swallowed and looked from the toe of the boot, up the calf, over the knee and the exposed thigh, encased in dark shimmering stockings, to the red pencil skirt, and then the black blousy top, and finally, the face.
I closed my eyes and they nearly remained closed, paralyzed by my disbelief at who this time graced my office container in the back warehouse that morning. The three linemen inside silently and quickly shuffled out of the office and the other guys in the warehouse murmured and hurried about their work. They were all married, just like all the women in the office up front, except for those three. They were temptresses, they were sirens. And one among them was something else again.
I opened my eyes into the eyes of Jenna. She stood before my old desk, her feet tightly together, her arms wrapped around a file folder she clasped to her chest, her hair, black and shimmering with long tight spiraling curls, obscuring her face, looking like she was willing to wait for as long as it took for me to gather my senses.
“Hey,” I said.
“Hey,” she said, and she smiled briefly.
The silence was long and stiff. I glanced out my window and caught at least ten guys standing and staring at the open door into my office, before they noticed me seeing them, and they all instantly began walking and bumping into each other and laughing covertly.
“Help you with something?” I shouted out my window.
“No, captain,” one guy said. The rest of them snickered nervously.
Soon they were gone and Jenna remained alone with me in the office. She seemed to have a lot of patience. She  tucked strands of hair behind her ear and said, “Um . . . “
“Broken furniture at home?” I said.
She instantly rolled her eyes up, turned her face sideways, and covered her widely spreading grin with her cupped hand. “How did you know?” she said, and she snorted, looking at me again through the corners of her eyes with her face remaining twisted far to the side.
“Embarassing! Anyway,” she blurted out, and she suddenly and quickly twisted and turned away, skipping out the door. She stopped herself, said “Oh!” and put a folded piece of paper on my desk, before she chuckled with nervousness and ducked down and out my door, skittered across the warehouse floor in her high-heel boots, and went outside and back up to the office in front.
I opened the tiny folded yellow post-it note. On it was written an address, a buzzer number, a time — 7 — with a question mark, and a heart.
I went up to the office a little later with a couple of odd jobs to justify my visit and found Danielle at the photocopier.
“What did you tell Jenna?” I said.
“Shh,” she said back to me. “It’s Friday, we always go out to the donut shop at the corner for coffee break on Fridays,” she said. “Meet us there.”
I got in the company pick-up and drove out to a worksite to drop off equipment one of the crews phoned back to say they needed, and I circled back around to the donut shop and parked — just in time for office coffee break. I spotted all three of them inside at a table — Bailey, Danielle, and Jenna.
I shouldn’t have been as nervous to go inside as I was, but I braced myself and pulled the door open and ducked my face down. Bailey saw me right away, and beckoned me urgently to get out of the line up — she held up a coffee cup. They already ordered for me.
I sat in the booth with the three of them, beside Danielle and facing Bailey — with Jenna beside Bailey looking down shyly at her tea on the table.
“Nice time last night?” Bailey said, and when I looked up at her face with shock and horror on mine, she burst out laughing and cupped her hand around my forearm where it laid on the table in front of my chest. “Don’t fret, oh Lukian one,” she said, and she rubbed my arm with her thumb.
I glanced over at Danielle.
“Don’t worry,” she said in a calm, soothing, and quiet voice. She curled her hand around the top of my thigh. “She knows too.”
I glanced at Jenna, but she instantly turned her face away and grinned into her palm.
“Me and Danielle,” Bailey started, “want you to do our friend Jenna a favor,” she said.
“What’s that?” I said, swallowing hard and widening my eyes. I could barely look at Jenna, she was so stunning, so otherworldly.
“It’s easy,” Danielle said. “And we know you’ll do it perfectly.”
I turned to her, avoiding my eyes on Jenna’s. “Do what?” I said.
“Take me out on a normal date?” Jenna said. I brought my eyes, finally, to her eyes. They were as deep as pools. I felt myself instantly sucked in like a planet too near a blackhole.
“Not only was Jenna raised in a sheltered home,” Danielle said, and she shook her head and pursed her lips at Jenna, “but she also has never had a simple ordinary date with a guy.”
“Not one,” Bailey said. “She’s only ever had what her mom set her up with, or weird guys that get all dumb around her,” she said.
“In case you haven’t noticed,” Danielle said, “Jenna is what you would call classically beautiful.”
I cleared my throat. “A bit, yeah,” I said.
“She intimidates guys,” Bailey said. She threw her arm around Jenna’s shoulder and pulled her in close against her. “But deep down inside, she’s just an ordinary girl like both of us,” she said.
“With a girl’s ordinary dreams and worries,” Danielle said, and she jiggled with laughter and pushed her shoulders up.
“Seriously, though,” Bailey said. “Just make it a normal date, like you would any other girl. She just wants to be treated like us,” she said.
“I would have thought you’d have guys crawling up and down on their knees on broken glass just to get a date with you,” I said to her.
Jenna shrugged with a pursed lip grin at me.
“She does,” Danielle said. “That’s part of the problem.”
“She doesn’t want some rich older guy, she doesn’t want some alpha male bossy guy, she doesn’t want some chisel jaw movie star jackass,” Bailey said. “What she wants is an ordinary guy.”
“Is that what I am?” I said.
Bailey and Danielle both shrugged sheepishly at me. “You are, though,” Danielle said. “You’re perfect.”
“I’m an acting handyman,” I said.
“And you’re decent, you’re funny, you’re normal, and you’re . . . “ she paused and pursed her lips to stop the spread of a crooked grin. “ . . . you’re lots of fun to tease and play with.”
“So there’s no broken furniture?” I said, looking at Jenna.
She rolled her eyes and grinned.
“Did you find broken furniture at my place?” Danielle said.
I turned to her and snickered. “Not until I left, maybe,” I said.
Bailey gasped and slapped my arm. “Luke!” she said.
Danielle pushed herself over the bench seat, scrunched both her hands hard down into my thigh under the table, and pushed her mouth up to my ear. “You can break my bed any old night you want,” she said, and she laughed and reamed my ear with the hard tip of her tongue.
Bailey gasped at Danielle. “It’s Jenna’s turn next!” she said to her. “And then mine again!” She turned to me. “Right acting boyfriend?” she said, and she laughed.
I turned to Jenna. “So, 7?” I said. “Or 6, so we can get dinner somewhere too?”
“Okay!” Jenna said.
“Out, out,” Danielle said, kicking me across the bench seat. I got out and all three girls sped away and out the door and back into Bailey’s car.
Just as they left, two line crews came in and all four big guys squeezed into the same booth with me, cramming me against the wall. Their coffee break came right after the office coffee break.
“You having coffee break with the girls now?” one of them said, and he chuckled.
“Just going over things,” I said.
He slapped my thigh with his huge, thick hand. “Stay and have coffee with us,” he said.
“I already had coffee,” I said.
He ignored me and nodded at the one guy who was in line for all of them. “What things would a clown like you have to go over with with three dolls like them?” he said.
I snorted at his “dolls” word. But he stared at me blankly.
“Seriously,” he said. He raised his face to his partner across the table. “That fucking Jenna,” he said. “Jesus fucking Christ on a cross,” he said, and he hung his hand and waved it like it was on fire.
“All three of them,” his partner said. “Like some kind of wet fucking dream, those three.” He turned to me. “You have wet dreams about them, Luke?” he said.
I just shrugged. What could I say? They put my second coffee break coffee down in front of me and started on again about different things I could order from our suppliers, “seeing as how, as a warehouseman, you know how to order and receive supplies and all,” he said.
“Good for something at least, hey Kid?” the other said. “Maybe that’s what he’s going over with, with them girls,” he said to the other guys. “Ordering shit and fixing their furniture.” He turned to me. “Is that what you got going on, you’re fixing their furniture?”
“I’m not at liberty,” I said.
They all laughed. “Good one, man,” one guy said to the other. “Fixing their fucking furniture all right, I tell you what — I’d put a screw in any of those seats any day, hold it down real good.” They all laughed even harder. “Who fucked you last night, anyway?” he said, nudging me hard. “Can’t be anybody from work,” he said. “Nothing but old ladies and young dishes totally out of your league. Tell me,” he said.
But I only shrugged.




Chapter 3

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




Chapter 4

What do you bring to wear to a sleepover? What even is a “sleepover,” when you’re 25? And when you’re a guy? And when the three girls are 23, 24, and 25 themselves? I fretted over the purple note with the heart all week.
Things might have happened individually with Bailey, and then Danielle, and then Jenna, too, over the three recent weekends, but I struggled to downplay my own expectations for the looming “triple-date.”
Didn’t Jenna even say that none of them had ever done anything like it before? We joked about it at work, this “foursome” thing we all agreed to show up for at Danielle’s apartment. But the chuckling at the coffee breaks all week was decidedly of the nervous variety for all of us, me no more than for the three girls. I didn’t know what they had to be nervous about, three head-turning hotties like them, but I was nervous about walking into the middle of it all alone with those three for the whole night, and on their territory, too.
The usual linemen prodded me about the coming weekend knowing nothing — gratefully — about the plan I was being swept along in. I’m not sure what they would have made of it, anyway, if word leaked out to any of them about what I was invited to, and what I agreed to attend. On the one hand, The Kid, as they loved to call me, was going to a sleepover as if I really was a kid. But it was with those three smoking-hot, young, single girls from the utility office up front. Which sounded extremely adult-oriented, so to speak, and not a kids’ kind of sleep-over at all. So what was it exactly?
What it was, was nothing that any of the linemen could imagine, and nor could I, to be honest, and neither could, it seemed, the three girls. I packed an overnight duffle bag with shorts and a t-shirt. I stuffed my bath robe in, too, but I had no idea what I was going to do with it. I was overcome with the anxiety I used to feel when I had been invited to a Hallowe’en costume party — not knowing if I was going to be the only one dressed up until I got there.
I buzzed up and Danielle let me in. I heard the others’ voices squealing and laughing in the background of the scratchy speaker in the lobby. It sounded like I was the last one to arrive. I came down Danielle’s hallway and tapped on her door. She opened it just wide enough to poke one eyeball out.
“Password?” she said. I could tell she was shy and nervous and not just acting — and that she was trying to use humor to cover it up.
“Foursome,” I said.
She shrieked, pulled the door open, and snatched my wrist up in her hand. She yanked me inside and quickly shut her door behind me, and she covered her face in her hands like she was unable to breathe. She was dressed in a bronze-toned satin cami top and matching shorts. And nothing else. I tried not to stare, but the reality of it — actual grown-up adult night-wear — hit me hard and I swallowed with a constricting throat. This thing really was on . . . .
Bailey peaked out from the kitchen with one eye around the wall. “You have to change too! Go to the bathroom!” she shouted at me.
“Go go go!” Danielle said, and she pushed me with both hands pressed into my shoulders from behind. I could hear Jenna and Bailey squealing with wild excitement in the kitchen. The nervous laughter was whipping itself up into a crescendo.
I shook my head and closed the bathroom door behind me and caught my breath. I leaned over the counter with my hands pressed down into the edge of the sink and I lifted my face to the mirror.
“What the fuck are you even doing here?” I said to myself. I could hear the three of them chattering and laughing in the kitchen. Based on what Danielle was wearing, it seemed I had that part right — actual nightclothes for this sleepover party. I decided it was too late to get out of it and I tore my clothes off and opened my duffle bag. That’s when I saw the shimmering black silk-like robe on the back of the bathroom door, and the purple note stuck to it. Another purple note . . . .
“Put this on!” it said, and the message was encircled with another heart. I picked it up off the hook to examine it. Underneath were hung matching black silk-like shorts. It was all my size — these items were for me. I jutted my jaw crookedly and looked over my shoulder at myself in the mirror again. They’re going to take surprise pictures, I thought to myself. They’re going to post them online, too, I thought. They’re going to laugh, and at work, everyone’s going to know. I’m going to be the laughing stock of the whole utility, the guy who thought three girls like those three actually meant to have a four-way date with him, and overnight too.
I thought about leaving — going out the bathroom, turning left, and slipping out the front door and down the elevator and out to my truck and home, to slip the knot and escape the trap and save myself from the certain humiliation. That’s what I’d always done in the past, anyway. But then — what about what became of the date with Jenna the previous weekend? That turned into something I’d never forget. And the weekend prior to that with Danielle? In that very apartment, in the bedroom across the hall from the bathroom? More of the “unforgettable” variety of experiences, that weekend, too. And even three weeks earlier, with Bailey, the night that started this whole extraordinary run, when I stopped to help her with her broken car.
I decided if it was all a joke at my expense, this time I would embrace it. I would meet it head on. I would own who I am. Play the part meant for me. So I stripped and got dressed in only the black shorts and black robe and I took a big breath and gripped the knob in the bathroom door. If they were readying to take a picture of me, to laugh their heads off at me, to humiliate me, they didn’t sound like it — I could hear them in the kitchen, still, laughing, talking, and getting things ready.
I stepped out into the hallway. It felt natural to slip my hands into the pockets of the shimmering black robe like some modern-day Hugh Hefner, and I strolled up the hallway to the archway into the kitchen. All I was missing was a pipe in my mouth.
They didn’t notice me at first, they were so busy at the counters. Danielle wasn’t the only one dressed in a satin cami and shorts. Bailey was in a cami and shorts, too, her’s pearl-toned. Jenna also was in cami and shorts, hers gold-toned. The styles were nearly matching, but had little differences — trimmed in lace, for one, while another one had tiny, thin straps over the shoulders. One had a very low back.
They all noticed me at the same time and they all stood back from the counter to admire what I was wearing — what they bought for me to wear. They dropped their eyes down and pulled them slowly back up my body and they clapped for me. So I clapped for them.
I don’t know if I can describe the unique sensation of being inside a girl’s apartment with her and her two best friends and nobody else, all three of them in closely matching bronze, pearl, and gold satin camis and shorts, all of them oohing and ahhing at me, and all of them stepping sensually up closer to me. I felt woozy. It felt more private than being alone with any one of them. My head wavered and my vision around the periphery darkened.
“Just so you know,” Bailey said in a soft voice, “none of us have done anything like this before, so no laughing at us,” she said. She drew her fingertips down the length of my right sleeve, marveling at the texture of the fabric they had picked out for me to wear.
“We’re all nervous,” Danielle said. “Especially Jenna,” she whispered in my ear, and she drew her fingers over the back of my neck as she passed very close behind me.
Jenna stepped up to me and turned around to lean her body back into the front of mine. She reached down and behind herself to find my hands and she pulled them up and around her waist and made me hug her from behind, tightly. “No making fun, anybody!” she said, and she scowled — playfully — at Danielle, as she rocked her body side to side against mine. The fabric of her cami and shorts against my robe and shorts was slippery and cool between us.
“You’re right,” Danielle said. “And I’m sorry.” She pressed the front of her body against my back and wrapped her hands around me and Jenna’s waists together, and pulled us tighter in a three-body-deep hug, and she rested her face sideways against my back. I felt Jenna’s ass press harder against my groin. She did nothing to lessen the pressure of it. In fact, she continued sliding herself side to side against me. I got the distinct impression none of them had any bras or panties on under their paper-thin satin tops and shorts.
“We almost chickened out,” Bailey said, and she stepped high on her toes away from us and she looked over her shoulder at me and gestured with her chin for me to follow her to the couch.
I did, but with Jenna tight against me in front and Danielle tight against me from behind, and we laughed as we took baby steps together to the couch. We all fell down together four abreast squished against each other on Danielle’s couch, and we all put our legs straight out and rested our heels on her coffee table.
And then we all stared straight ahead.
“Awkward,” I said.
They all laughed. Bailey slapped my leg. “You find a good show for us to watch, we have things to bring out!” she said.
She, Danielle and Jenna all leapt up and danced to the kitchen squealing and laughing all over again. They seemed as nervous and awkward as me. My initial fear — that I was being set up for hilarious humiliation, seemed to pass. They didn’t know any more than I did what do to. They seemed as afraid of being laughed at as I was. It was reassuring for some reason.
Bailey came back first with a board of cheeses and meats and crackers, and Danielle came behind her with a cut-up baguette and flavored oils to dip it in, and finally Jenna came in with grapes and sections of mandarins and other fruits. We ate a little before Bailey laughed and teased me with a grape, pulling it away from my mouth when I tried to take it from her fingers offering it to me. Jenna laughed and popped a tiny wedge of mandarin in her mouth, and then kissed me, and she passed the unbitten fruit into my mouth, surprising me, and she laughed. Danielle poured some Prosecco in her mouth and sealed her lips over mine and surprised me with it, passing it into my mouth. Some leaked down the fronts of both our bodies.
We started feeding food to each other. Soon, the kisses weren’t loaded with food, but were plain, full-on kisses. Jenna was on my right and Danielle was on my left, and Bailey was on her other side. There seemed to be a receding reticence about where hands landed on laps. We started off all sitting straight up and proper, shoulder to shoulder, but soon legs were up on the couch, bodies were turned this way and that, and legs and arms and hands and fingers were entwined in a growing confusion of bodies. Nobody said anything. Things were just happening as though of their own accord.
We continually shifted around, pushing and pulling on each other and making the repeated joke about just trying to get comfortable, but our bodies became increasingly entwined and mixed up with each movement. Where hands at first tentatively landed on thighs, now they were careless about chests, stomachs, groins and asses. With all four of us in cool and slippery silk materials, our bodies flowed over and around each other like we were water snakes in a warm pool of water.
We put the show’s volume on mute and put on some music instead. Bailey found a website on her phone with a risqué adult game to play, and all three of them yelped and cried out that we just had to play it. I was reticent — it involved telling about a first-time experience with something it named, and if you didn’t tell it, or couldn’t because you didn’t have that experience, you had to do it — to re-enact it — with someone in your party. “Pretending is okay too,” Bailey said the game said.
“I don’t know,” I said.
All three of Bailey, Danielle, and Jenna pressured me, all three of them filled with reckless excitement at what could unfold.
“We’re just going to pretend,” Danielle said. “Nobody gets to take anything off!” she said as a rule to the rest of us. “Luke is too afraid,” she said, looking at me out the corner of her eyes with a smirk. I smirked right back — I got her joke. They were all just as afraid as I was about what we were doing.
I shook my head and rolled my eyes and sank back into the couch. Bailey sat on her calves beside me, kneeling up high while she read from her phone. Jenna fell back with her back into my chest, sitting on the couch cushion between my legs. Danielle was on my left, pulling my arm around her shoulders and tugging it down over her chest. I clearly felt her nipple through the satin fabric of her bronze-toned cami, but she did nothing to pull herself away or hide it. Everything was becoming far too casual. I left my hand there.
“We’ve all suffered through music class,” Bailey read from her phone. “But now you must reveal: have you ever played the skin flute? Tell your first time!”
Danielle and Jenna squealed and buried their faces in their hands with sudden embarrassment.
“This is obviously for girls, this game,” I said.
“Not necessarily!” Bailey said. “Anyway,” she said, “I don’t want to tell my first time.” She looked through the corners of her eyes at Danielle and Jenna. They cupped their hands over their faces and inhaled with wide eyes. Jenna slipped off my body and slid down beside me.
“Then you have to do it,” Danielle said to her through her cupped hands.
“Come on!” Jenna said. She moved her arms up and out of Bailey’s way.
“I’ve done it before, obviously,” Bailey said, “just not in front of somebody.” She glanced at me and reached out over Jenna’s lap to close her hand lightly over my shorts, and then over my groin. She slowly increased the squeeze of her hand on me down there. She came down over Jenna’s lap before fully laying down over her. She snickered and outlined my cock inside my satin shorts by tugging them down over it tightly, before standing it up, still covered. She pushed the fabric down around it and stroked it through my shorts, before she laughed again, nervously. She brought her mouth down to the clearly-outlined head of my cock wrapped tightly in the satin fabric. She glanced up at me one last time, before she pushed her lips down over the head of my cock, and half way down my shaft.
The sensation of her hot and wet mouth on my cock through the cool and slippery fabric of my satin shorts was new and different and it made me shiver throughout my body. She began to pump her mouth and hand on me and her blonde hair swept in waves over my lap.
Danielle looked past my face to Jenna on my other side and dropped her chin down and popped her eyes wide open at her. “Oh my god!” she said. She turned to the side of my face. “You get to watch this all the time, don’t you,” she said.
“All the time,” I said. But I barely had breath.
Bailey pulled up and off my cock and rolled onto her back, and flopped lazily back over Jenna’s lap with the back of her head resting on my thighs. She pulled her phone up in front of her face and said, “Your turn, Danielle!”
My erection remained in full force, poking the fabric high up beside Bailey’s face. I was barley able to breathe. Was that what they called pretending?
Danielle took the phone from Bailey and read what it said. “Everyone’s enjoyed a party on a yacht, but have you ever gone boating at home?” Danielle looked up. “What does that even mean?” she shrieked.
“Gimme gimme!” Bailey said and she looked up the term on her phone. “Oh my god!” she shrieked. She cupped her hand over Danielle’s ear and whispered it.
“Of course I’ve had that!” Danielle said, and she rolled her eyes.
“Done that, it says!” Bailey said. “Have you ever done it, though!?”
Danielle bit her lip and looked down through the tops of her eyes. “Oh my god, no,” she said in a tiny voice.
“You aren’t involved in this one,” Bailey said to me, “so you pick who she has to do it to!”
I knew what ‘boating’ meant. I looked at Bailey, but I pointed at Jenna. Jenna inhaled deeply and clamped her eyes shut. “Why me!?” she screamed, but she also hooked her thumbs in the waist of her gold satin shorts and lifted her hips to peel them down and off her legs.
“I thought we weren’t going to be doing things for real!” Bailey shouted.
Jenna laughed with embarrassment and covered her bare pussy with her hands. “Oops!” she said. “Forgot.”
“We can try,” Danielle said.
Jenna screamed, “Let me put my shorts back on!” but she also lifted one hand and then another from where they covered her bare pussy. “But are you sure you want to?” she said to Danielle.
“First time for everything, right?” Danielle said, and she slid down in the couch and rolled herself over my lap to reach Jenna’s lap. My cock pressed her in her stomach. “Oh my god, Luke,” she said, “you’re going to poke a new hole in me!”
Everybody laughed, and then Danielle and Jenna stopped laughing, and when Danielle looked up at Jenna from her lap, they met eyes. “Are you ready?” she said.
Jenna couldn’t answer, but she nodded quickly and squealed. She pushed her knee against my knee and spread her legs wider. Danielle smirked and chuckled and dropped her face down into Jenna’s groin. Her long, wavy hair covered Jenna’s lap. Bailey reached over and drew Danielle’s long hair up in a rope that she twisted and she held it up and away to give her and I a better view.
Jenna gasped like she was singed and we knew it was because Danielle touched her pussy lips with her tongue. Unlike when Bailey went down on me, there was no fabric, satin or otherwise, between Danielle’s mouth and Jenna’s pussy. This one was real, not pretend. 
Bailey and I met eyes from opposite sides of where Danielle pushed her body down deeper between Jenna’s legs. Jenna pulled her knees up and flopped them out sideways over both of Bailey’s and my laps. She pushed her fingers through Danielle’s hair and started to shiver and push her chest up and out, and her head rolled back into the back cushions of the couch.
“Fuck, Dani!” she cried out. “You’re not supposed to . . . “ she started, but she was unable to finish her sentence. Her eyes rolled back and she gasped inward deeply and held her breath. Danielle was going down on her. All time seemed to stop. I don’t think any of us were breathing. Bailey’s and my eyes were popping out of our heads.
Danielle finally came up from Jenna’s groin and pushed her mouth against Jenna’s mouth. Jenna seized her face in her hands and kissed her back with a deep desperation.
“Annnnnd,” Bailey said, “that is one minute!”
“Okay, so, I’ve done it now,” Danielle said softly, and she squished herself between Jenna and Bailey and sat back up on the couch. She bit on her thumb nail and glanced over her shoulder at Jenna. She crossed her legs and her free foot swung back and forth. She seemed agitated. Jenna seemed angry. I don’t think either of them wanted to stop.
Bailey finally reached for her phone and widened her eyes at its face. “Girls,” she said. “That was too friggin’ hot.”
“Did you like it?” Jenna said to me, and she curled her hand around my hand and entwined her fingers in mine and she pulled it under her bare thigh that rested against mine. She remained without her bottoms on but wasn’t concerned about covering herself up anymore.
“This one is for Jenna,” Bailey said, and she read it to herself first and chuckled. “Every girl loves a cowboy,” she read. “And every boy loves a cowgirl. But have you ever played the role of reverse cowgirl?”
Jenna dropped her mouth wide open and inhaled sharply. “In front of everybody?” she said. Her hand slipped up my lap and wrapped around my cock through my shorts.
“We’re all doing things in front of everybody,” Danielle said. “You have to.”
Jenna turned to me. “You have to take your shorts off, like I did,” she said.
“I thought we weren’t taking things off,” I said.
“Take them off!” Danielle cried out loud, and Bailey laughed. Jenna squeezed her hands around my hands, and then she pulled and yanked at my shorts until they came down and stretched across my thighs. I tried to hold them up, but Danielle pinned my arm down and Bailey laughed and got up and pulled my legs straight out by the ankles. Jenna struggled to push my shorts down further, and they all laughed and fought me, until my shorts came off over my feet.
I sat back and tugged my robe around myself. “Unfair!” I said. “Three on one.”
Danielle kissed me on the mouth. “I’m sure you’re really complaining!” she said.
Jenna hopped up and laughed and put her leg over my two legs where they stretched out to the coffee table. She was facing away from me, naked from the bottom of her short gold cami down. Her ass was spellbinding to me. My lungs emptied of all breath.
Bailey and Danielle continued to hug each of my arms to hold me back and pin me down, even though I wasn’t struggling much anymore. Jenna twisted around and pulled her hair away from her face and she looked at me over her shoulder behind and below her. She backed up on her feet until her naked hips were above my naked hips and she lifted one knee and then the other so that she came to kneel on the edge of the couch facing away from me, straddling my thighs.
“You guys make him do it to me if he tries to get away!” she said.
I pretended to struggle and Danielle and Bailey squealed and chuckled and used their weight to hold my arms down harder against the back of the couch. Jenna straightened her arms and pressed her hands down into my ankles and bent forward at her waist. She chuckled and lifted her hips above my lap. “Hold him still!” Jenna said to Danielle.
Danielle wrapped her grip around the base of my cock and pointed it straight up. Jenna lowered her hips and Danielle laughed and drew the tip of the head of my cock forward and back through the lips of Jenna’s pussy. Jenna shivered and shut her eyes and lifted her face. She bit her lip and lowered herself further down over me. Her pussy lips widened around the head of my cock. Danielle watched closely and squeezed the base of my cock in her hand. Bailey twisted around and put her lips against my lips.
“Is that nice?” she said, and she sank her tongue deeply into my mouth.
Jenna sank her pussy down the shaft of my cock and Danielle tightened her finger and thumb around the base. “No cumming inside her!” she said to me, and all three of them chuckled.
“Yeah,” Jenna said full of pumping breath, and she curled her feet under my thighs and slinked in her body further down over my legs. She lifted her hips and pushed them back down over me, taking me deeper inside her pussy and squeezing herself down on Danielle’s hand caught between our pelvises, until she pulled it away.
Jenna squeezed her grip around my ankles and strained her feet around my calves and, braced like that, she began to slam her hips down into my hips faster and harder. My cock fully immersed deeply up into her pussy and she whimpered with a helpless cry with her back arched, her chest pressed down, and her teeth closing on her lip. Her face lifted up to the opposite wall and her chin dropped wide open.
“Oh my god,” Danielle moaned. I rolled my head over the back of the couch that I sank into and I managed to open one eye. Danielle dropped her grinning mouth wide open at me and she stared at my mouth before she pushed her face into my face and kissed me all over my lips and chin, sloppily.
The slap of Jenna’s tush against my thighs filled Danielle’s living room, and her cries were short and jagged between bouts of held breath. Bailey laughed in that nervous way people do when they don’t know what to say or do.
Danielle held my jaw in her hand and pushed her forehead into my forehead. “Say when you’re going to cum — you’re not allowed to yet,” she said.
I grimaced at her and she laughed at my expression of pain. No such restriction seemed in place for the girls — Jenna was sounding like she was getting very near to cumming, yet no one was slowing her down or warning her away from it. When she grunted and shivered on me, slamming her body harder yet down into my groin, Danielle gripped my jaw harder and widened her eyes an inch from mine.
“Don’t do it!” she said.
I heard another cry and heavy breath catch stop and start, and I rolled my head over the back of the couch to my other side. Bailey, beside me, was stretched out with her chest pushed up, her head driven back hard into the back of the couch, and her hand down the front of her pearl-white satin shorts. She quickly, with a frustrated groan, whipped them down her legs and off her feet and she spread her legs wider. She no longer seemed to care that I, as well as Danielle, could see what she was doing to herself.
Jenna remained unaware only because she was herself caught up in waves of spasms that rippled through her body. I realized she hadn’t made sounds or even breathed for what seemed like a minute, just before she hollered at the ceiling. She contorted far over backward. I felt her pussy contract hard around my shaft deep inside her and I felt her whole body shiver violently on top of me.
Finally she sank down and rolled off me and staggered up onto her feet just enough to land, heavily, all over Danielle, and she laughed in a drained, languid way, sprawled all over Danielle’s limbs.
“Oh my god,” Danielle said, “Jenna climaxed!”
Danielle looked over at Bailey because Bailey didn’t seem to be paying attention. Just as I looked over, too, we both watched Bailey’s body go hard from her strained neck to her curling toes, and her chest pushed up and out and she grimaced like someone electrocuted.
Finally she sank down and curled her body up and rolled sideways and away from us. She too started laughing. “Stop looking!” she said to the arm of the couch.
Danielle looked at me with eyes that burned with murder. “My turn,” she said to me. She stood up, made a big show of bending at her waist and knees, and she hooked her thumb in the waist of her bronze satin shorts and pushed them down her legs and off. Bailey laughed and rolled back to peel her pearl-white satin shorts off her legs. “Me too!” she said.
We all got up and went to the kitchen to get fresh drinks, me without shorts on and my robe hung open, and Bailey, Danielle, and Jenna with only their cami tops on, and nothing else from the waist down. We hung out in the kitchen bringing our food back in to put it away. Bailey bent over in front of me when she opened the fridge, and I snickered, I slapped my hands against the sides of her hips, and I bounced my groin into her bare ass.
She hung onto the door and bent further at her waist as she twisted around to find me behind her and over her shoulder. She reached down between her legs and her fingers, long and smooth and cool, closed around my erection. She pulled on me before pressing my shaft up against the lips of her bared pussy. She rocked on her heels to draw her hips forward and back, and she slid her pussy lips up and down the length of my shaft. “It’s Danielle’s turn next,” she said, and she tsk-tsk’d me and shook her head and grinned.
I pulled my cock free of Bailey’s grasping fingers and out of her hot pussy lips and I turned to find Danielle licking the cream out of a profiterole with the pointed tip of her tongue. Her and Jenna were talking at the sink where Jenna was rinsing plates off. I stepped toward Danielle and seized her waist in both of my hands and picked her up.
She yelped and laughed and swung her feet back and forth where they dangled off the floor. “Oh my god, what a brute!” she cried out. Jenna laughed and went back to the plates. Bailey glanced over her shoulder and shook her head, still re-arranging the space in the fridge.
Danielle screamed and bent over the top of my head and reached down to pound on my back and shoulders with her fists. I put her down on the edge of the counter.
“Ack!” she cried out loud, “Cold-cold-cold!” she said, and she rocked side to side to lift the cheeks of her ass from the surface of the concrete countertop.
I hooked her raised knees around my elbows and gripped the forward edge of the counter. With her bare feet dangling from my biceps, I pulled her body back so her hips rocked over the edge, and I felt her pussy with my flat hand.
“Jenna!, save me!” she said, but she was laughing, too.
Bailey spun around and pressed her body against my back and curled a heel around my shin, standing on one foot behind me. She wrapped one hand around my abdomen, and with her other hand, she stroked out the length of my cock.
“No cumming inside her, remember the rules!” she said, and she laughed and bit my ear from behind.
I pushed my hips forward and Bailey aimed the head of my cock at Danielle’s full and ripe pussy lips. Her wetness was spreading all over the fascia between her pussy and her thigh muscle, hard and straining.
“Jenna got to,” I groaned, turning my face to my side. Bailey met me there with her lips, and we kissed deeply, just as I sank my cock into Danielle’s wide-spread pussy.
“Because I’m a girl,” Jenna said. She had come up to my other side, and when I turned, startled, toward her, she kissed me like Bailey had. I sank the length of my arching and hard-aching cock all the way into Danielle’s upturned pelvis until the head touched the back of her pussy, and she lept under me and arched high in her back and whipped her head side to side. Her hair, long and dark and shimmering, flew over the countertop.
I hugged the top of Danielle’s thighs hard to my chest and I swiveled my hips like I was dancing with a hoola-hoop. I drove my cock in and out of her sloppy, wet, and steaming hot pussy like a piston in an engine block.
Danielle moaned out loud, but it was interspersed with her jagged laughing — she was still incredulous about what we were doing with her two friends watching. Jenna began to rub Danielle’s clitoris with her thumb, wet with olive oil from a bowl by the sink, and Bailey laughed, too, and came back with her hands covered in olive oil, and she began to rub Danielle’s breasts.
Danielle sat up and quickly threw her cami top off and laid back down. She curled her fingers around the backs of my thighs and dug her nails into my flesh. She wasn’t going to let me stop even if I had to.
Bailey slipped around behind my back and reached around my sides to continue rubbing oil all over Danielle’s breasts and ribs and stomach. She dragged her oily fingers down over Danielle’s abdomen and curled them around the shaft of my cock when it was emerged far enough out of her pussy. I was already wet from Danielle’s dew. Bailey bit me on the back and neck and shoulder and groaned in my ear like she was nearing the cusp of another climax.
Jenna leaned down in front of my stomach so that when I fucked Danielle’s body, my hips hit the side of her face. She laughed and fought with me, trying to push her tongue over and around Danielle’s clit. I pulled on Jenna’s hair but she struggled to make Danielle cum with her mouth for a second time.
Bailey could tell that when Danielle’s pussy started to contract around my cock, and when her body stiffened all over and she stopped breathing and started thrashing like a drowning victim all over the counter, that I was going to come perilously close to losing it as well, and she reefed on my hip bones and pulled me out of Danielle’s pussy.
I wavered over the edge like a man balancing on the railing of a balcony ten stories up. Jenna covered Danielle’s pussy with her mouth and Danielle closed her thighs hard on the sides of her face and squeezed her nearly to the point of killing her. Her body jerked spasmodically over the counter and Jenna struggled to hold her down. Finally, Danielle stretched and twisted like a waking cat, and her body went as stiff and still as a plank.
I stepped back against Bailey who kept me upright with her arms around my chest, and I pressed her back against the fridge behind me. I was out of danger of cumming, but just barely. If she touched my cock, if she breathed on it, I’d explode all over the kitchen cabinets and floor.
We went back to the couch in the living room. Nobody said anything — we were all doing things none of us thought we’d do. With Danielle completely naked, Jenna and Bailey faced each other, smirked, and curled their fingers up under the bottom of each other’s cami top. They pulled the other’s top up and over their heads and off, and with me and Danielle slumped on the couch watching, Jenna and Bailey stood between our knees and the coffee table and began necking and feeling each other up, now completely nude.
Danielle casually and slowly stroked my cock and occasionally leaned over my lap to take it deep in her mouth. Bailey sat on the edge of the coffee table and then laid down over the length of it. Jenna snickered and came down over her body, the other way around. Bailey drew her knees up and Jenna dropped her head down between them. She also dropped her pelvis down into Bailey’s face.
Danielle started to moan as she curled up in my lap and pumped my cock into her mouth with her hand. I slumped down further into the couch. With the weird nature doc on behind them on the big screen, the sound on mute and the tunes turned up loud, I watched in front of me as Bailey and Jenna went into a panting, crying and whimpering 69 on each other, their bodies spastically jerking with the touches of each other’s tongues.
“You sure you guys haven’t done anything like this before?” I said to the back of Danielle’s head where it bobbed in my lap.
She came up off me, strings of pre-cum and saliva stretching between her lips and the glistening head of my erect cock, and she kissed me on the mouth. “Never ever,” she said in a low, groaning voice, and she went back down on me with her face corkscrewing into my groin.
Jenna and Bailey repositioned themselves and pushed the table away to scissor their bodies together on the deep fur rug on the floor at my feet. Danielle helped them move the table and came back to push her ass down between my thighs to sit on the edge of the couch facing her friends between my legs she wedged herself into. I reached around her body and rubbed her clitoris with my wet finger. In front of her, her two friends ground their pussies together and clawed at the rug under them and jerked throughout their bodies.
Danielle’s body began to squirm against me and she arched deeply in her back. Jenna and Bailey appeared to be climaxing and Danielle, unable to take it, reached up and over her head, dropped her hands behind my head and down over my neck. All three young and naked female bodies began simultaneously to clench and release and twitch and contort. I had to close my eyes — the sound of three breathless girls moaning and groaning and whimpering and sighing all around me was nearly too much to take.
Jenna and Bailey both collapsed and started to laugh, and Danielle wasn’t far behind them. “Oh shit,” Jenna said, and Bailey covered her face in her hands. They crawled up onto the couch and both of them hid their faces in the back of the couch beside me. Danielle rolled off my lap on my other side. I got up from the couch and went to the kitchen. I came back with three tall and cold glasses of water for them, and they cooed and purred their appreciation.
“That’s all,” Bailey suddenly announced. “Bed time!” she said.
All three girls looked at me with narrow eyes for three full beats before they all laughed and threw their naked bodies all over me, kissing and pawing me.
“Poor baby,” Bailey said, “ did poopsy not get to cum yet?”
“You should ride him, Bailey, make him cum, finally — inside your pussy!” she said, and she squealed.
“It is Bailey’s turn!” Jenna cried out.
“Would you like to cum in my pussy?” Bailey said. She put it like it was a real question. I didn’t answer, but she rolled herself over my lap and sat up straight facing me, straddling me. She wrapped her cool hands around the back of my neck and lifted her hips over mine rising on her knees and she jutted her body forward. Danielle ducked down between our bodies and took my cock in her mouth.
“Dani!” Jenna shouted at her, “let Bailey fuck him!” She pulled my cock out of Danielle’s mouth and Danielle made a show of appearing to fight against Jenna. Bailey moaned and her knees slipped sideways on the cushions of the couch. Jenna held my cock straight up under Bailey’s wavering hips, and Bailey came down on me, taking me in her pussy in one long, slow push, until Jenna had to pull her hand out of the way, and we mashed our pelvises together.
I kissed Jenna to my left and rolled my head over the back of the couch to kiss Danielle on my right. I held Bailey in front of me with my hands around her waist and she rose and fell on my lap, her pussy sucking at my cock, pulling me out. She leaned over my shoulder and breathed against my ear. “Cum inside me,” she said. “It’s your turn.”
I had been so close to the edge for so long, I hardly needed any further encouragement. I arched in my back and drove the back of my head through the cushions behind me and my thighs went hard as steel under her. She moaned in a high pitch. I drove my heels down into the floor and, with my shoulders pressing back, my whole body came up and off the couch, lifting Bailey high up on my hips. She swam on me, circling and shaking, slamming her pussy up and down the full length of my cock with her head thrown back and her hair whipping around her face. Jenna and Danielle started up again with their moans to both of my sides and I wasn’t able to stop this time.
I sprayed the inside of Bailey’s pussy with the force of a firehose and my cum gushed from her pussy and ran down over my cock and balls and thighs. She continued to hump me with animalistic abandon and Danielle and Jenna squirmed at my sides like they were getting it all over again, too.
Bailey finally rolled off me and I subsided in my cock with my whole body deflating. I immediately entered a state of semi-consciousness and sank into the couch feeling as flattened as a sheet of paper. I was vaguely aware the three girls put on their shorts and camis again, and put the furniture back in order. Someone pulled on one of my hands and someone else pulled on the other, and as though floating in space, I flickered in and out of conscious awareness as I was lead and pushed and steered out of the rom and down the hallway and into Danielle’s bedroom.
I know that I fell instantly asleep once my body fell onto her bed, and it was no light sleep, either. I woke up in what felt like one minute, only to see on a bedside clock that it was three in the morning. I carefully crab-walked down the bed to the foot and eased myself off. I staggered on my feet and caught my balance in the doorway to the hallway and I found my way by the nightlight to the bathroom and to the toilet.
I turned around to rinse my hands off and lifted my face to the mirror over the sink. The last time I looked myself in that mirror, I was preparing myself to slip out the front door and skedaddle home, the way I had always done my whole life whenever something new or different came up, like a girl talking to me. This time I crossed the hallway and lingered in the doorway to the bedroom. On Danielle’s bed slept three of the most stunning girls I’d ever laid eyes on, their lithe bodies in different positions, their hair spread over the pillows, their limbs entangled with each other. And I — I had fucked them all, both individually and altogether.
I found my duffle bag, hung the black shorts and robe on the back of the bathroom door, and I got dressed. Down in front, I started my truck, popped out the parking brake, pulled the loose stick down to drive, and I rolled out into the roadway. It was quiet that time of night and I hung my frame over my steering wheel and pressed my face up close against the front window, hugging my arms around the wheel. I drifted past the office and the parking lot where I first helped Bailey with her car, past the auto parts store, and further out of town, past where the road narrows to two lanes, the pavement becomes coarse, and the street lights stop.
I wound around the edges of the encroaching dark forest and started up into the rolling hills the road curled around until I got to the unnamed township road that was still gravel, hung my customary right turn, and crunched over the gravel to the very end of the road at the old ranger’s house I rented from the conservatory.
Inside, I stripped, washed up, and laid on my back on my bed. Visions of what happened earlier that night flitted through my mind in bits and pieces. I fell asleep I don’t know when and it was past noon the next day, a Sunday, before I stirred one iota.
There were several texts on my phone from all of Bailey, Danielle, and Jenna, but I left them unread and unanswered. I pulled on my hiking boots and hat and gloves and I headed out around the land, past the lake to the lookout and the long trail up the back side. At the top, I sat on the bench they put up there and gazed out across the tree tops of the valley and watched my breath cloud the scene.
How could it be? I said to myself. It wasn’t a dream, I assured myself of that — I was awake the whole time through it. It couldn’t be an hallucination, I concluded, because it lasted so long and I had no previous experience of anything like it. It wasn’t, it turned out, some elaborate practical joke set up to humiliate me — there weren’t any pictures, there was no punchline. No one busted in to “catch me.” In fact, the three girls seemed just as scared and nervous about it all as I was.
And yet . . . and yet . . .  I was that guy who, at parties, was the only one not talking to somebody, that guy who, at bars, would spy a girl glancing at me, and not make a move. In school I dragged my shoulder along the lockers staring down. I was stiff, stoic, and stuck. My throat constricted to the point of choking me when I had thought too long about talking to a girl. And if I didn’t think long enough about it, I blurted out things that made them recoil and scrunch up their noses and squint at me.
I liked objects more than people. Objects I could take apart and fix and put together again. Objects worked in ways I could figure out, looking inside them. I didn’t stammer at parts stores or wreckers. I never shook with pliers in my hand or a socket wrench. I was never frozen with paralysis at the sight of a stripped engine block lying on the floor.
Monday morning I got to the warehouse especially early and flung the big doors up even though it was cold out. 
“You trying to heat the whole fucking world?” Kentucky said when he came in.
“Wake you motherfuckers up,” I snapped back. “Afore you go and snap an insulator off.”
He stepped backward, stunned, and slapped the back of his hand against Tom’s stomach. They both looked at me like I had just come in from another planet.
“What you do with Luke?” Kentucky said.
I laughed and punched his shoulder and went past him down into the warehouse. “Get loaded and get out of here,” I said. “Can’t stand around all day chit-chatting like a bunch of old ladies.”
Tom came up to me down the side of the tool section where I was counting inventory. “You okay?” he said privately to me.
“You okay?” I said back to him with even more emphasis.
I was the same way with all of them back there. I was snappy. I was pushing back. I didn’t even recognize my own voice. And I was laughing about it too — I felt loose. It felt weird to speak without first thinking. I was giddy all day. Those girls — they flipped some switch in me I didn’t even know was there.




Chapter 5

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




Chapter 6

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.




Chapter 7

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.




Chapter 8

“I just love it here so much,” Jenna said. She sat down on the top step of the porch that wound around the entire low, dark cabin set back in the woods. “I never want to go back, when we come out here,” she said. I looked away from her when she twisted her face around and up to mine where I sat in the big old overstuffed chair behind her. I could never take her dark, unsettling eyes for long. She secretly loved teasing me with them, too. She snorted lightly and ducked her grinning face down when she saw me turn away.
Danielle and Bailey came out onto the porch finally as well, and sat together in the swinging loveseat. I had recently pulled it out of the rafters of the barn and sanded the rust off and repainted the bars and rebuilt the frame. It was a scene right out of Little House on the Prairie that Saturday morning, except for there being three stunning girls in their mid-20s dressed in nothing like what you’d see on any retro TV show.
“It’s so peaceful here,” Danielle said, lolling her head back. “And just us, too.” They were holding hands, her and Bailey. The way they looked at each other — the way their eyes were held half-lidded at each other a brief moment too long — told me the reason they were so late to come outside. We could hear them anyway, minutes before they appeared, Bailey’s distinctive grunting and her open mouthed groans, and Danielle’s high-pitched breathy and crying alarms.
“You’re so lucky to live here,” Bailey said.
I leaned forward in my chair far enough to hand her the letter I’d received from the conservation board just that morning, the letter I found in the mailbox all the way down by the road.
“What’s this?” she said, leaning over far enough to take it from me, and she unfolded it open.
“Came early this morning,” I said.
Danielle leaned over sideways and read it over Bailey’s shoulder. “Oh my god!” she said, and she covered her mouth with both of her cupped hands. They both stopped the loveseat swinging at its furthest back, their legs straight, their knees locked. “What does this even mean?” she said.
“Means they’re going to sell it, I guess,” I said.
All three girls dropped their jaws down to their chins.
“Well what are you going to do?” Danielle said with angry defiance filling her voice and pulling her face wide.
I shrugged. “I can’t buy it,” I said. “Obviously.”
Jenna fluttered her hand behind her back at Bailey and snatched up the letter when she handed it down to her and she quickly read it, too. “How do you know you can’t?” she said,  still scanning the lines of the letter with bulging eyes.
I chuckled. “Danielle can tell you what I make at work,” I said. “Being HR and all.”
“How do you even know what this would cost to buy, though?” Jenna said.
“Anybody can easily guess,” I said. “Train was going to pull into the station sooner or later,” I said. “All good things . . . . “
Bailey put her phone to her ear.
“Who you gonna call?” I said.
She put her finger up at me and started chattering before she got out of the loveseat and went around the corner of the cottage to speak more privately to whoever it was she phoned. 
Danielle was the next one on her phone, standing up and texting madly, pacing in a tight circle on the porch.
“What the hell?” I said, and I rolled my eyes. “Fun while it lasted,” I said to the canopy of trees obscuring the old ranger’s cottage from above.
Jenna grinned and shrugged with exaggeration where she sat on the step. “Cooks gonna cook,” she said, nudging her head in the direction of Bailey and Danielle. “Give those two red meat to bite into, and you’ve got a fight on your hands,” she said. “Maybe they’ll come up with something.”
Bailey came back around and took the letter from Jenna and held it out in front of her to take a picture of it. I heard the swoosh as she sent it in a text.
“Send a copy to me?” Jenna said. There came a second swoosh and Jenna instantly got busy on her phone, too.
“I have a friend who’s in real estate,” Bailey said. “She’s going to check this whole thing out.”
“Oh for fuck sakes, Bailey,” I said. “I can’t do it, you know I can’t. It’s over.”
She planted her feet on the porch and pushed her fists into her hips. She extended one foot toward me across the porch and tapped it rapidly at me like wind-up snapping jaws. “You’re not the only one around here who can fix things, you know!” she said.
“And I have a friend who does the mortgages at a bank,” Danielle said, getting off her phone. “So everybody get dressed, we have an appointment down at her branch.”
“On Saturday?” I said.
“Their busiest day,” she said. “But she made time for you this morning.”
“This is nuts,” I said. “There’s no way.”
“Get in there!” Bailey said, and she pointed at my door with her outstretched arm.
We stopped at Danielle’s to pick up her laptop. The accountant in her couldn’t think without a spreadsheet open to populate with numbers.
I waited on a chair in the bank branch while Danielle cascaded her fingers side to side over her keyboard like a burbling creek and Jenna texted madly on her phone, her thumbs wiggling in a blur. Bailey was murmuring on her phone to someone through her cupped hand, standing in the corner by the potted palms.
A woman came out of a glass office and said my name and gestured for me to come in with her. Danielle, Bailey, and Jenna all came with me.
“Gang’s all here!” the woman said.
“Exploratory talks,” Danielle said, and she closed the door.
“Aren’t they always,” her friend said as she scooped her skirt under her thighs and took her seat behind her desk.
Danielle explained the nature of the issue — the conservation board deciding to hive off the corner of the land with the cottage on it, the heritage board banning any knock-down of the cottage, and my desire to keep on living there, having made a great deal of improvements to it.
“Let’s try to figure this out then,” the woman said. She held her hand out to me to shake. “It’s Mariam,” she said, and she chuckled.
I took her hand and said, “Luke.”
“Looks like everybody is pulling for you Luke!” she said. “Let’s see what we can do.”
“Let’s start with what he earns now,” Danielle said. Mariam asked her a series of questions to which Danielle knew more quickly and certainly the answers than even I did myself. She was that kind of details-oriented HR manager at the utility. Nothing escaped her sharpened eyes.
Bailey got a text. “Ok,” she said. “My friend . . . “ she started. She lifted her face from her phone to Mariam over the desk. “I have a friend in real estate,” she said.
“Good, good,” Mariam said.
Bailey turned back to Danielle and Jenna. “She says she thinks it’s going to be anywhere between six and eight hundred.”
Mariam squinted her eyes at me. “And I’m afraid the most I could possibly do for you here is 300. Based on your income.”
“Now a new set of numbers,” Danielle said.
“And these are?” Mariam said.
“He was offered a job promotion Friday and he has until Monday to accept it,” Danielle said.
“Okay, and is this a solid offer?” Mariam said.
“Ironclad,” Danielle said. She showed Mariam the face of her phone with the new rate of pay showing.
“Someone’s been a very good boy,” Mariam said as she dropped her eyes to her screen and skittered her fingers over her keyboard again. She rotated her screen back to us and sat back in her chair and folded her arms over her chest.
Danielle read the screen and turned to me. “650,” she said.
“I can read,” I said.
“Is that for sure?” Danielle said.
“You’re telling me the job offer is for real, and I can trust that,” Mariam said. “I know you.”
“How do we even know that that’s going to be the highest bid?” I said.
“Because!” Jenna finally perked up. “I just got the goods from my friend at the conservation board,” she said. “You’re not supposed to know this,” she said to me, “but there’s a number the board is already committed to accepting — if it comes from you,” she said.
“What does that even mean?” I said.
She showed me her picture of the original letter. “That blah-blah-blah part you skipped over?” she said. “What it means is, in recognition of what you did for them over the years and how this is affecting you, they are giving you basically dibs — first refusal rights on their asking price.”
“Which is?” Danielle said to her.
“It’s going to be 600,” Jenna said softly as though it was a secret. “And if the committee can table that at the meeting tomorrow night, along with Luke’s offer for it, it won’t even go as far as being tendered out publicly,” she said. She looked at me. “Because of how the land originally came to the board,” she said, “selling it on the open market comes with piles of other complications,” she said. “All of which goes away if the board can vote on a simple private transfer instead,” she said to Mariam. “Some clause in the original deed donation,” she said to me. “If someone is living on it, if someone keeps living on it.”
“And my real estate friend,” Bailey said, looking up from her phone, “just said she could handle the legal on this no problem, by Monday!”
The mortgage officer Mariam looked at me. “I could certainly have the mortgage ready in a couple of days,” she said. “If these numbers check out.”
“Sounds like,” Danielle said, turning to me, “if you accept the new job offer Monday, you’ll have your mortgage ready by Tuesday morning . . . “
“ . . . and my friend can have the purchase  and transfer papers ready by Tuesday afternoon,” Bailey said.
“ . . . and my friend can make sure the whole thing is on the agenda for the conservation board meeting Tuesday night,” Bailey said. “And they can vote on it before breaking at nine, if everything is in front of them.”
“Fuck me,” I muttered to myself, and I rubbed both my hands up and down my face rapidly.
Later that afternoon, we got on our hiking boots. “My friend says they staked out the new property lines sometime last month,” Jenna said.
“I didn’t see anybody out here,” I said.
“White poles with numbers on them,” she said. “There’s one on the road, and then we go in from there to find the next one.”
We went down the long and winding road and passed by the mailbox that brought such life-altering news to me only the day before. We kept to the side of the road for about 50 feet before Danielle spotted the first white stake lurking in the weeds over the ditch.
I looked back down the road to the mailbox. “Fuck of a lot wider than I thought it would be,” I said.
We plunged in through the roadside row of trees and made our way through the fields and clumps of shrubs and around the various stands of trees. I thought we had to have missed it, but the girls wanted to keep plunging further forward. Bailey spotted the second stake, finally.
“Fuck me,” I said, unable to see the road behind us anymore.
“It’s supposed to be one acre,” Jenna said, walking while staring at her phone. “About 100 feet wide by about 450 feet deep.” 
“Why so much?” I said.
Jenna shrugged. “It’s what they decided on,” she said. “Something to do with how it was originally donated to them,” she said. “From some dead guy’s estate — it said it could only be sold off by the acre.”
We turned at the stake and headed toward where the next stake should have been. The direction took us up a hill to a high spot giving us an expansive view of the whole conservation land. We could see the pond, really a small lake, completely enclosed within the land that would come with the cottage, if these stakes were right.
“I didn’t expect the pond,” I said.
“Pretty freaking nice spread,” Bailey said.
“What are those squares?” Danielle said. She pointed down to the side of the small lake.
I’d never noticed them before — I’d never climbed up the hill at that time of year before — but they were distinctive from up there — nine squares in a row along one side of the lake.
“Let’s go see,” Bailey said.
When we got to them, we discovered, under the leaves and dirt the years had blown on them, nine concrete pads, each of them perfectly square, and about 600 square feet each.
“Cabins?” I said. The squares all faced the lake.
We found the last two stakes and made our way back to the cottage. Jenna got busy on Danielle’s laptop. It didn’t take her long to find old pictures of the vacation rental cabins that used to be nestled along the lake, once she knew what to look for, and pictures also of a much bigger cottage where I had been living.
“If this is what it used to look like,” Jenna said, “then it would also be a restoration, not new build-out, if you put some cabins back in there,” she said. “Heritage board couldn’t stop you.”
“Not if you built them with that appearance,” Bailey said.
“Which you would just love doing, if I know you!” Danielle said.
“Including your own cottage,” Jenna said.
“Hang on, hang on,” I said. “I’m not even sure I want to buy this thing, I’m not even sure I want the manager’s job,” I said.
“If it doesn’t get put on the agenda Tuesday,” Jenna said, “then it goes up for public bidding, with all the complications the land comes with, which my friend says is going to cause the board to need to pursue a much higher price,” she said. “To cover those legal complications off — and it would probably take a year to get it to market, too.”
“If it goes to market,” Danielle said.
“Which it will after Tuesday,” Bailey said, nodding.
“If you don’t make your move right now,” Danielle said.
“Fuck me,” I said. But they only laughed.
Sunday morning, we walked over the overgrown double trail back to the lake and sat on a fallen log amidst the buried concrete cabin pads.
“I can totally see three perfect little cabins right here,” Bailey said.
“Why three?” I said.
“There’s three of us, of course!” Danielle said, and she bulged her eyes out at me and shook her head with a grin. “It wouldn’t be forever, obviously. But we could rent them from you, couldn’t we. It would help with the mortgage and the cost of building them. Then you get to have your three girlfriends out here with you, each of them tucked away in their own little cabin by the lake!” she said and she laughed.
“I’d love it!” Jenna said. “That would be so effin cool!”
“You could restore your own cottage too,” Bailey said. “Build four cabins, so you can live in one while you rebuild the main cottage,” she said.
“You guys sound like you have it all worked out,” I said.
“Maybe we do,” Bailey said and she chuckled. “And you can still be a handyman, just out here on your own private property, fixing things and looking after your girls,” she said.
“It’s private enough, nobody would ever know,” Jenna said. “
“And even if they did know that we all moved out here with you,” Danielle said, “all you did was re-build cabins to rent, and all we did was rent them from you. So what? Nobody has to know what actually goes on out here.”
They all laughed conspiratorially at that.
“So let me get this straight,” I said. “To keep living here, I need to leave my handyman job at work. But if I want to keep my handyman job at work, I’d have to leave this place.”
I looked around. All three girls nodded at me.
“There’s another option,” Jenna said. “Do nothing by Monday, and lose us, because I can’t believe you’re even in doubt about this!” she yelled, and she shook her head.
I snorted and looked at the ground between my feet. “I can’t have all three?” I said.
“Well,” Bailey said, “like I said, you can be a handyman out here, and keep living out here, too, and have your three girlfriends living out here with you, as well,” she said. “All three.”
“When you put it that way,” I said.
Danielle had brought a blanket on our walk to the future lakeside cabins. “It’s just to think about,” she said. “What could be, if you wanted it.” She flicked the blanket open and settled it down, billowing over one of the concrete pads. “We already discussed it,” she said. “Moving into three cute little cabins out here, we’d all love it.”
All four of us sat back down on the blanket Danielle had spread out. Someone brought fresh, cold grapes. Someone else brought chilled wine and glasses. They opened a package of prosciutto and cut into a small wheel of brie. Someone cut a baguette into thin disks.
“Jesus, you guys thought of everything,” I said.
“Shh,” Danielle said, and she pushed me in the chest so I rocked back on my hips and came down on my elbows behind me. “We’re trying to seduce you with the idea of it all.”
Bailey lowered herself over me and blocked the sun with her face.
“You look like an angel hovering over me,” I said.
“How do you know I’m not?” she said and she lowered her warm lips to mine and kissed me lightly. I came down on my back flat and she snickered.
Someone’s hands tugged at the waist of my pants. I tried to lift my head to see, but Bailey pushed me back down.
“Don’t you worry,” she said. “All you have to do is accept the job on Monday.”
My pants were pulled down and opened up. My shorts were pulled down around my thighs. I felt the warm sun all over my skin. Bailey chuckled lightly and kissed me all over my face and neck. I felt a warm, soft mouth close around the head of my cock and hot, full lips push down over its shaft. A second mouth came down after the first one pulled back up and off me, and inside the second one, a tongue whipped around my shaft and slithered up and down over the head.
I strained in my neck and stretched out with my legs.
“Eat my pussy?” Bailey said, and she got up onto her knees over my face and lowered her groin down to my mouth. She both chuckled and moaned at the same time as she pulled the aside the front of her panties. Her bare pussy lips, gleaming and hot, danced lightly over my lips and tongue. Her hips shook.
I raised my arms to hold her, but she shook her head at me looking down and said, “Nah-uh,” and the others pulled my hands down and pressed them into the blanket to pin me there. I heard laughing and smooching and the rustle of clothes, and then I felt a tighter mouth, a shaking mouth — a pussy — push down over the head of my straining cock and I felt hips squeeze down onto my hips. And then I felt a different pussy push down over my cock when the first one came off.
Bailey shook and gasped on my face. “My turn!” she said to the others over her shoulder.
They all laughed and squealed and soon someone else was quivering in their pelvis as they lowered their pussy onto my mouth, and a third pussy pushed down more rapidly and greedily over my cock.
Unable to simply lie there and take it, I pushed myself up, struggled free of all of their half-hearted attempts to hold me down, and I snatched at the first set of hips I could reach. I hauled them in front of me where I knelt high up over them.
Whoever it was, I plowed myself into her from behind. Only when I wrapped my hand in her hair and pulled her head up and back did I realize I was dog-fucking Danielle, that brown-eyed quiet cutey from HR who always dresses so professionally.
Another of them pushed her bare hips against Danielle’s hips and dropped her back so far down, her chest pushed into the blanket. Her body rotated up at me and her pussy dripped with anticipation. I shifted myself on my knees, hefted my heavy Danielle-wetted cock in my hand, and aimed the head into the second pussy.
I drove myself down into it in one harsh ramming motion, jolting the body it belonged to. Only when I saw the tight black curls of hair shudder from my jolting her body did I realize it must have been that dark, mysterious and exotic Jenna from corporate and public communications with the always-dazzling smile.
A third body pushed itself rudely between the other two, and wriggled and writhed, laughing, until her hips rose up between them facing me, and she dropped herself down onto her elbows. I pulled out of Jenna’s grasping and slurping pussy and plunged myself noisily into the new pussy squeezing between Danielle’s and Jenna’s. She yelped and cried when I hammered myself into her from behind and I recognized the voice: it was none other, of course, than that fun and playful blonde from billing, Bailey, the one who started the whole mad adventure that mid-winter evening with her car broken down in the front parking lot of the utility.
Not one of those three classy office girls could ever belong to a blue-collar working stiff like me, I still told myself, though it was obviously becoming more and more untrue. I leaned back even as I pummeled my hips into Bailey’s ass from behind, and I reached down to cup my hands around the other two pussies squirming and straining beside Bailey’s pussy, and I drove my middle finger of each hand into their sopping, quivering lips and rubbed their hard little clitorises with my thumbs.
Maybe not one of them, I said to myself, my head rolling back, my mouth grimacing, my neck bulging. But all three at the same time? “Hell ya!” I shouted to the open field and the small lake around us. All three girls squealed and laughed.
“So are you going to take the job?” Bailey shouted at me with her voice hiccuped by my pounding her body from behind.
“Fuck ya!” I shouted to the sky. All three of them whooped.
You’d be forgiven for snorting in disbelief when I tell you, all three of those girls, and me too, erupted in Earth-shaking orgasms all at the same time. But that’s how it had been going for us — each girl’s panting, high-pitched cries aroused the others so much, they all rose together in a mutually-reinforcing crescendo together, which of course, pulled me up to the heights with them. The breaking of any of them was enough to break us all, though we all struggled so hard to clamp down and hold off. The release of tension was epic.
If anyone were hiking around the land, they’d have thought they’d came across a pack of howling coyotes. Liberated by having so much land to ourselves with no one around, they were allowed, as well as I was, to howl and scream and cry out as much as we wanted to, and we all fully took advantage of the freedom.
And then we laughed at each other and ourselves so hard none of us could even get back up on our hands and knees. Nobody even knew what was so funny, which only made us laugh harder so that we didn’t even make sounds anymore. It hurt in our guts. The long, slow and staggering walk back to my cottage was interrupted several times by more knee-collapsing fits of renewed laughter, none of us knowing why or what for, or how to stop. We were drunk with too much sex.
Monday morning, I opened the warehouse and went though my usual routine, putting on the lights, opening the lockers, refreshing the order sheets. I reviewed the day’s job orders for the crews and made sure I had their stuff ready. The line crews came in and loaded their trucks and rolled out into the countryside. When everyone was set up and gone out, I struck out for the front office and ambled up the driveway looking left and right and checking that everything was stacked, tidy, and safe. When I came through the back door and into the office, I caught sight of all three of my girls looking at me with nervous and anxious eyes. I gave them nothing back on my face.
McGavin had wasted no time moving himself over into Gerald’s barely vacated office. I knocked on his open door, leaned my head through, and said, “Got a moment?”
He snorted and sat back in the tall leather chair and clasped his fingers together behind his head.
“All the time in the world for you,” he said with a broad smile.
I went in and shut the door and sat at a chair at his board table inside his new office. He came over and joined me, holding a laptop.
“Before you decide,” he said, “I want to show you the schedule of benefits.”
I couldn’t tell him that Danielle already showed me. I had to pretend to be surprised, to be impressed. But there was something new that that Danielle had skipped over: “Ten weeks of paid vacation?” I said.
“I’ll get that bumped up to 12,” he said with a nod, and he spun the laptop back to himself and skittered his fingers over the keyboard.
I hadn’t been asking for more, I was only astonished at the number of days I was being offered to begin with. I did the math in my head. Twelve weeks was nearly one quarter of the whole year. I shook my head in disbelief.
“Not good?” he said, leaning back and recoiling his chin into his chest.
“No!” I said, “no, no, I’ll take it, I’ll do it,” I said.
He smiled broadly and reached his hand out over the table and shook my hand tightly and rapidly. “Congratulations!” he said. “You’re the right one for the job, I already know that,” he said.
And then he wrapped his hand around my bicep, pulled me toward him and leaned over at the same time so that our faces came nearly together, and he glanced up over my shoulder as though to check his office door was truly closed.
“And no fucking any office girls on the forklift, in the sheds, or in your new office, nor anywhere else on company property,” he said to me sternly and with squinting eyes.
It was a McGavin I’d never seen before.
“That is a deal-breaker and with no appeal,” he said, “given how it’s already on your employment record once already. You got that?”
I pulled back from him but he held my bicep hard enough in place to hurt me. “No fucking the office girls,” I said, “on company property.” I nodded at him.
He let my arm go and sat back to fold his hands over his stomach. “I don’t even want to know which one it was,” he said.
I chewed my cheek and looked down at the table. I couldn’t tell him it was all three of them.
He slapped his thighs and shot up, returning the broad smile to his face. “Shall we go see it?” he said.
“See what?” I said.
“Your new office!” he cried out loud, and he threw his arm around my shoulders and lead me out of his new office and across the space to his old office. I glanced around and saw Bailey, Danielle, and Jenna hard at work. They could see what was going on and they could hardly stop grinning down at their desks.
“Those three,” McGavin murmured close to my ear. “You’re going to need to keep an eye on them — they’re always up to something, but I can never tell what it is,” he said and he laughed. “Thankfully, and I mean this,” he said, guiding me through the office door,  “guys like you and me, we don’t have to worry too much about getting involved with girls like them, am I right?” he said, and he chuckled. “Whole other league, know what I’m saying? Girls like them — SEB!” he said.
I looked at him quizzically.
“Somebody else’s problem!” he said.
I turned to face him, but his expression was oblivious back to me. I looked back out the door and over the rest of the staff of the office and wondered, with a grimace I fought back on my face, who he thought I’d been boinking on the forklift, if not one of those three? The thought made me shudder. They rest of them were married, for one thing, and the youngest of them was at least 42 to my 25. McGavin was married too.
“First order of business,” he nodded, “is hiring a new handyman,” he said, and he took me back out of the office and down out the back door and into the driveway. “Sooner you get that done, sooner you move up to your new office and start for real on your new job.”
“How do I do that?” I said. “How do I find my replacement?”
He shrugged and laughed. “Search me!” he said, and he turned to go back into the office. “That’s your job now!”
After work, we all met back at the real estate office. I showed Mariam the signed employment agreement for my new job, and it’s pay grade and benefits.
She nodded at Danielle — it was exactly what Danielle said it would be. But of course it was, it was Danielle who created the agreement for McGavin and me to sign.
Mariam had me sign several sheets she had already prepared with sticky yellow arrows, and when I finished, she tidied up one set and handed it to Jenna. Jenna nodded and immediately got up and left. “Meeting is in two hours,” she said. “Their agenda is stuck in-process,” she said and she snickered. “Someone’s internet is down or something!”
“Bring me the minutes of the meeting Tuesday!” Bailey called to Jenna as she raced out the door. “My real estate friend is waiting!”
Jenna only gave a thumbs up behind her back.
“Help me find my replacement,” I said to Bailey and Danielle as we turned to leave the banker’s office. “It’s my first order of business as the manager.”
Danielle rolled her eyes. “Let’s go get a coffee,” she said. “I already have five picked out for you to pick three from to interview,” she said. “What do you think I do around there anyway?”
When we sat down in the cafe, she opened her laptop but only half turned it to me. “You’re not against a female for the handyman position, are you?” she said.
I hadn’t thought of it, but I knew already, I couldn’t make that kind of restriction anyway. “Of course not,” I said. “Still going to call her handyman though?”
Danielle shrugged and turned the laptop the rest of the way around to face me. “Changing the job title is a couple of pay grades over my head,” she said.
“How do I pick?” I said to her, scanning over the five files with faces she showed me on her screen.
“You know the job best, and all I can tell you is, as for qualifications and abilities and experience, these five are equal. They’re all good.”
“Great,” I said. There were four men and one woman. I studied their documents and looked over their experience. Danielle and Bailey left me to it, doing their own thing.
Finally I raised my face over the top of Danielle’s laptop. “You’re going to be doubtful, I already know,” I said. “But the woman looks best to me.”
“You need to pick three,” Danielle reminded me. “You don’t choose yet, you need to interview at least three, and it’s got to be honest interviews, too. Get Kentucky in for the interviews, I strongly suggest, and I’ll come in too — we’ll prepare questions together.”
“This sounds so serious,” I said.
“We’re going to do things differently from now on,” Danielle said. “No more flying by the seats of our pants, the way old man Gerald did it,” she said.
“Everybody loves Gerald,” I said, “I thought.”
“Everybody who didn’t have to clean up after him,” she said.
I picked two more candidates and we called it a night.
Vicky, as she preferred to be called, it turned out, handled her interview well.
Kentucky asked her, at one point, “How will you handle coiling up the ends of cables?” believing he’d tripped her up on her physical abilities. She was on the small side — 25 years old (just like the other girls) and petite in stature.
“The line crews should be coiling those before they bring them in,” she said. “At site.”
Kentucky looked down and then he looked sideways at me. “She’s not wrong,” he said, and he chuckled.
I shook my head. There was no question she was the by far the best candidate, and I phoned her the next day to bring her in to sign her up.
I hired a crew to build the four “vacation cabins” at the same time, and they went up fast since the pads were already in place. When they were all done, all four of us, me, Bailey, Danielle, and Jenna, moved in.
“Will people think it’s weird,” Jenna said, “all of us living together out here?”
“Not exactly together,” Danielle said. “We each have our own place,” she said and she shrugged. “Anyway, fuck ‘em,” she said. “I for one love it! They’ll be jealous!”
We all looked at each other. It was strange to hear Danielle talk like that.
“What?” she said and she shrugged. “We’ve all changed, haven’t we,” she said.
By December, my ranger’s cottage was done too — re-modelled and added-on to in the original style. The best part, though, was the expanded and now-heated barn. The girls weren’t wrong — making the much-higher income was something I quickly got used to.
I joined them for coffee break at the same cafe we’d started going to way back then. Vicky of course had started to join them. She seemed to my managerial eye to fit right in with them — fun, light-hearted, but also efficient, sharp, and organized.
She was also very much “in league” with them, looks-wise just as much as personality-wise. She had that Black-Vietnamese thing going on, the kind of thing you can’t help but stare into and get lost in.
She was also crazy efficient, with a mind like a diamond and shoes that cut. She wore her hair up and, every day, a short skirt and a long jacket. She’d turned the handyman job into something more like a physical plant managerial position. She automated the parts inventory and ordering process her first month, so that Jenna in ordering got instant data at a click. She didn’t need to input orders, it was already done, pending only her click to sign off on it. The line crew trucks were outfitted with internet-enabled pads so that inventory was updated in real-time, automatically. The warehouse budget plummeted. To hear Kentucky and the other line crews speak of it, you’d think she replaced a guy who did nothing all day.
“She’s to you what you were to Freddy,” Wrecker said, and they all laughed at the comparison. But it wasn’t far off from truth.
“My apartment, on the other hand,” Vicky said, and she rolled her eyes and shook her head.
“What’s up with that?” Jenna said.
“Ugh!” Vicky gasped. “I’m an early riser — of course — so early to bed,” she said. “Meanwhile, my neighbors are yelling and stomping and god knows what else all night long!” She glared around the table at all of us.
“I like it quiet, too,” Danielle said.
“Right!?” Vicky said. “A home should be a sanctuary.”
“I know a quiet cabin by a small lake,” Jenna blurted out. She scrunched down between her shoulders. “Only ten minutes to work,” she continued, having already started.
“I would so love that!” Vicky said, and she grunted in a way that made me turn away and shut my eyes.
All three girls started describing the land, the lake, and the cabin to her, so much so, that Vicky sat back and grew suspicious.
“Wait,” she said and she squinted her eyes at them. “Do you guys all live in this magical place or something?”
They looked at each other and they all began to nod in unison before they turned their faces back to her. “And this one owns it, too,” Jenna said. “He’s our landlord!”
“Oh my god,” Vicky said, and she covered her mouth with her hand and turned to me. “Seriously?”
I shrugged. “They talked me into buying it last year,” I said. “We put up the cabins last fall. It was kind of s sweetheart deal,” I said.
“You could rent number four to her for the weekend!” Jenna said, and she reached over the table and squeezed Vicky’s hand. “Just to check it out! We have to rent it to someone!”
“I could really use a break like that — there’s a new building going up right outside my balcony besides, and they work all weekend!” Vicky said.
“Can she?” Danielle said to me. Both her and Bailey looked at me with wide, expectant eyes.
“She can check it out,” I said. “And if she likes it, who knows, maybe she wants to live there. Like Jenna said,” I said, turning to Vicky. “We have to rent it anyway, I got loans to pay back.”
Friday evening, Vicky’s car headlights lit up the end of the driveway. Jenna was riding with her to make sure she found the driveway, it was so obscured from the lonely quiet road.
We all showed her the fourth cabin. The way Danielle and Bailey and Jenna had decorated and furnished it, there was no doubt Vicky was going to love it.
“And your weekend is free, if you decide to stay long term,” Jenna said, and she turned to me. “Right?”
Of course I had to nod.
One of the things we uncovered about the original ranger cottage was that the half that had burned down, as we discovered, had in it a massive stone fireplace. I was reluctant, but Danielle assured me the larger loan would be easily handled by the rental income. I’m glad she convinced me, too, because the huge living room with the big fireplace was soon the focal point of the whole property, especially during the long, darker winters.
The girls helped Vicky settle in and we had homemade pizza — baked in the fireplace — and sat around the long planks of the kitchen table laughing, talking, eating and drinking.
“The way Vicky blends in,” I said to Danielle in the hallway where we bumped into each other on the way to and back from the bathroom, “you’d think she’d been hanging around the whole time.”
“You made a good hire, boss,” she said.
“Like you didn’t set me up to make it,” I said.
“Isn’t that what they say a good boss does? Delegate and trust? Lead from behind?” she said, and she reached around me and pinched my ass and laughed on her way through the bathroom door. “You like it behind, don’t you?” she said over her shoulder at me with glinting eyes and crooked grin.
We all ended up on the couch watching shows. All the girls were glancing at me and grinning secretly and looking away like everybody could feel the tension but didn’t want to be the one to break it. How do you tell a person that everybody in the room is “together” that way? It’s a weird subject to bring up. It didn’t help that the show we were watching was a comedy where a girl suspects exactly that very thing is going on with two other girls and a guy.
First Bailey turned in, claiming to be super tired early. Then Danielle went to her cabin. It remained only Jenna, me, and Vicky on the couch, in that order.
Jenna started it, like she usually had. “He’s a pretty cute boss, isn’t he,” she said to Vicky.
“I don’t like the actor so much,” Vicky said. Jenna leaned forward and looked sideways over me to catch Vicky’s eyes. “I meant this one here,” she said, and she snorted lightly.
Vicky looked at me over her shoulder and made eyes at me that made me nervous for a reason I couldn’t tell. Her head wriggled and she grinned up one side of her face. “He’s not bad,” she said, and she bit her lip looking at Jenna.
Jenna laid her hand on my thigh. “You can kiss him, if you like. He’s only the boss at work,” she said. “Here, he’s more  . . . “ she said, and she paused and squinted at me, thinking. “ . . . our handyman,” she finally said.
Vicky snorted and ducked her widely grinning face down into her cupped hands. “Isn’t that wrong though?” she said.
“Nope,” Jenna said. “Watch,” she said, and she touched my chin and drew my face toward her with her finger. And then she kissed me, long and deeply. “Now you try,” she said.
“Is it okay?” Vicky said to me. “I actually . . . “ she started and she paused.
“You actually like to have fun but don’t want to have a full-on and real relationship?” Jenna said, completing her thought.
“I thought I was the only one,” Vicky said in a tiny voice.
“That’s what’s so great about this guy,” Jenna said, and she threw her leg over my lap, wrapped her hands together behind my neck, and sat on my knees facing me. She dropped her face down and leaned forward into me. “You can play with him and it doesn’t cost anything,” she said, and she sank her lips into mine and moaned in a light, high pitch into my mouth.
She turned to Vicky. “We all do it, as a matter of fact,” she said to her. “With him.”
Vicky jutted her chin forward and scrunched her hand into my thigh. “What do you mean you all do it?” she said.
“Should I tell her?” Jenna said to me.
“I think you already are,” I said.
She sighed and sank down on me and rolled her face up to the ceiling. “It’s kind of hard to explain,” she said to Vicky. “And it’s not something anybody planned or anything. But it just sort of became something we do,” she said before turning to me. “All of us.”
Vicky’s fingers twisted in my pants. “What do you do?” she said. Her voice shook a little.
Jenna snorted and bit her lips and looked at me. “We play with him, like that,” she said.
“We?” Vicky said.
Jenna turned to her and rested the side of her face on my forehead. “We all have sex with him, Bailey, Danielle, and me. Sometimes at the same time, too,” she said.
Vicky covered her mouth with her cupped hand and inhaled sharply. “All of you?”
Jenna nodded.
“At the same time?”
Jenna snorted and kept nodding.
“And you’re all fine with it?” Vicky said.
“It somehow works,” Jenna said. “For now, anyway.” She leaned toward me and kissed me on the mouth again.
“Kiss him,” Jenna said to Vicky.
“Can I?” she said to me.
Jenna chuckled. “I know he’ll like it, I can tell he likes you without even asking.”
I sat there like an object, but I did shake my head at Jenna. I thought she was pushing things too far too fast. But then without me seeing her coming, Vicky sank her mouth over my mouth.
I turned to her and widened my eyes. But she kept her eyes closed and brought her hands up around my cheeks and held me facing her. Her tongue invaded my mouth and her breath intoxicated me with her sweet scent. Jenna just chuckled.
When she finally pulled back from the kiss, Jenna instantly turned my face to her and gave me the same kiss that Vicky had just given me. When she came away from me, she smiled and leaned over, and without pausing, she sank her mouth over Vicky’s mouth. Vicky came forward to prolong that kiss, too, right in front of my face.
When that kiss ended, they looked at each other with their eyes aflame and their chests heaving with deep and rapid breath. They both grinned crookedly at each other. After about two beats, a sudden flurry blurred the couch, and when next I was able to open my eyes, both of Jenna and Vicky were stripped down to their panties — one pale blue, the other pale pink — and I was missing all my clothes, including my shorts.
Jenna pushed me down sideways on the couch, but it was Vicky, surprisingly, who was the more aggressive and assertive. She jutted her chin at me and flared her eyes, and she pressed her hand, fingers splayed, into my chest, forcing me down until my head came to rest on the arm of the couch. While the show droned on, Vicky panted and grunted and licked my body all over, finally ending up between my legs.
Jenna meanwhile laughed and kissed Vicky all over her naked body. She wrapped her hand around the base of my shaft and pointed it at Vicky. Vicky glared at her with steam coming off her face, before she ducked down and pressed her lips around the head of my cock.
Jenna squished herself down the couch and laid the side of her face on the top of my hip to watch from up close as Vicky, hovering over me with her shoulders poking up high and her head dropped down in my groin, slide her mouth, hot wet and tight, down my shaft as far as Jenna’s fist gripping me around the base.
She kissed the side of my cock and Vicky came off me and kissed the other side of my cock, and together they dragged their lips up and down the shaft. They kissed each other with the head of my cock between their lips. Jenna pushed her mouth down the length of my cock and pumped me a few times deep in her mouth, before she came up and off me, and she pushed Vicky’s head down over me, but she would have plunged her mouth eagerly down the full length of me without Jenna’s pressure.
Jenna looked up at me from me hips where Vicky consumed me and she shook her head at me and grinned and rolled her eyes. “Just what you wanted,” she said.
I wanted to tell her it wasn’t my idea, but what Vicky was doing to me inside her mouth made me swallow my tongue and fall back on the arm of the couch. Jenna pushed herself up between me and the back of the couch and she cooed in my ear and chuckled into my neck.
“Does master like the new girl?” she said, and she squealed and tugged me by the chin to kiss my mouth.
Vicky pulled her mouth up and off my cock, and panting and groaning like some feral beast, she climbed up over my body on her hands and knees. Jenna pinched her tongue between her teeth and squirmed beside me until she laid on her back down the length of the couch between me and the cushions behind her. She pulled her legs up and hung them over the back cushions to give Vicky enough room to squeeze her knees around my waist, and she dropped her face down from her high shoulders and whipped at my mouth with her tongue. She was like something released into the wild, like something gone mad with desire: something that had been in a cage too long.
Jenna reached between her legs and found my slobber-covered cock under Vicky’s gyrating hips, and she pulled on me and stood me up straight under her.
“I just need to,” Vicky cried, as though compelled to explain herself, and she bit her lip and gasped. Jenna drew the tip of the head of my cock forward and back through the slit of Vicky’s soaking pussy, and Vicky, impatient and frantic and almost out of control, pushed her hips down, howled at the ceiling, and clenched her fists into my chest, scratching my skin with ten distinct red lines.
“Oh my god!” Jenna groaned into my ear, as she marveled, eyes wide, at Vicky, who fucked me like the house was on fire. She was so small and light, it didn’t hurt me to absorb the full force of her entire weight slamming down into me, her whole body rippling with tension and tight as a guitar string.
When Vicky’s pussy began to contract and squeeze me too hard, I gulped and strained in my body and tried to hold her down against me. But she was wiry and flailing on me, and she grimaced with her neck bulging as though she’d been tasered, and she rattled on me like it, too. Her pussy vibrated like a low bass speaker and her breathing stopped and her face went red.
Her and I both stopped breathing. We both hung suspended over the precipice, and we both clenched up even tighter throughout our bodies. It was a moment that stretched to infinity, those two milliseconds or so. When I exploded up into her, she cried in an otherworldly and animalistic groan. It would have sounded like someone getting exorcised, if they were listening outside the room.
We had gotten pretty good at each other by then, and I was familiar with the sounds and convulsions internal and external with both light and heavy orgasms in all of Bailey, Danielle, and Jenna. Vicky, though, was a whole other level of thrashing violence and clenching spasms. Even Jenna was astonished, dropping her jaw open and widening her eyes at me, even as I opened mine, subsiding under her gyrating hips, even as Vicky continued to contort and thrust herself all over me.
She suddenly pulled herself up off me and dashed high on her toes out of the room and down the hallway to the bathroom. Jenna went after her a few minutes later and brought Vicky’s clothes with her. “I told you not to break us!” she said, and she chuckled as she ran.
Jenna came out a little later and told me Vicky was feeling shy and embarrassed, and that she’d walk her back to her cabin. I went to bed.
Saturday morning, I heard laughing and I looked out my kitchen window. Bailey caught sight of me from the log we’d placed on the small beach we created along the side of the lake in front of the cabins, and she waved me over. All four of them were sitting on the log with coffee mugs in their hands, side by side by side.
I made a coffee, too, and chanced to go down to join them. I had no idea what the reaction was going to be, given what happened on the couch the night before. I didn’t know who knew what.
There was a stump set into the sand of the beach in front of the rocky fire pit I built and I sat down on it and gazed across the haze rising off the surface of the lake in the early morning — I was avoiding eye contact with any of them, and most especially, Vicky, who I wasn’t sure about most of all.
“So, landlord,” Bailey said.
I looked up uncertainly at her and hid half my face behind my mug tilted at my lips.
“I guess we found your fourth long-term tenant,” she said.
I looked out the corners of my eyes at the four of them lined up along the length of the log, each of them in hoodies and shorts and bare feet digging into the beach sand. All at once, they burst out laughing at me.
“So can I live here, too?” Vicky said. She tilted her face sideways and bit her lip and curved her eyebrows at me with anticipation filling her face.
“You’ll have to ask the managers,” I said to her. “For I am a simple handyman.”
They all laughed and Danielle got up, messed my hair with her hand, and made her way back to her cabin. “Sure you are, Luke,” she called over her shoulder. “Sure you are.”
Bailey got up, too. “That’s a yes, if you need a translation — he likes to play being Mr. Cryptic sometimes,” she said to Vicky, and she stuck her tongue out at me.
Jenna got up, and finally, Vicky did too. “How long is your lease at your building in town?” Jenna said.
“I don’t even care — I just want to move now,” she said. “Like today.”
Jenna looked at me with expectation in her eyes.
I puffed my cheeks out and got up as well. “Yes, we can use my truck to move, let me get ready,” I said.
“I hardly have anything anyway,” Vicky said over her shoulder from where Jenna lead her away and back to the row of cabins with her arm around her waist.
“He’ll look after you,” Jenna said to her. She turned further around and found me behind her over her shoulder. “Won’t you,” she said, and she laughed.
“He’s a very helpful man,” Bailey shouted over from where she and Danielle chatted on the steps of their cabins and laughed.
“He can fix anything!” Danielle shouted.
I stood on the beach in my bare feet looking at the row of four cabins. On the right, Bailey and Danielle lingered on their bottom steps, talking. On the left, Jenna and Vicky parted with their arms coming away from each other’s waist, and then their hands pulling apart, and finally their middle fingers alone outstretching, until they too came apart, and they went up their own steps and inside their own cabins.
I saw Vicky tug on her screen door that was stuck a bit and didn’t close right. “I’ll have to fix that,” I said to myself, and I drained the last of my mug. “Probably plane a centimeter off the bottom should do it,” I murmured to myself, and I poured the remains of my mug into the tall grass and went to my cottage.




Chapter 9

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.




Chapter 10

Her back turned to me, her long hair spread over the pillow, her partially exposed bare shoulders and back. The heave of her lungs as gentle as the deepest swells of the mid-ocean, the room otherwise silent, the first rays of morning sun lighting all up around me.
People don’t know what it’s like, the trials and tribulations of operating all the complex interwoven levers of this new life of mine. And surely the most under-appreciated problem associated with harems, and the proper care and nurturing thereof, is piecing together in those first few startling rays of morning sunlight which one of your girls’ beds you’ve woken up in. Which one was it that you exhausted yourself into the previous evening and throughout the night?
This is no small matter. The problem must be resolved with speed but also with tact and finesse, even under the most trying of conditions. For these four girls withinin my burgeoning but accidental harem, Bailey, Danielle, Jenna, and now Vicky, were very much like any other girls, in that they detested being confused one with another, much like anyone else would, and very much like any other more ordinary girlfriend would too, for that matter. These four girlfriends of mine were every bit as possessive and jealous as any girlfriend ever is, even if none of them quite got the irony of their being but one of four such girlfriends.
But this inherent contradiction was only one of the many mysteries of the modern, contemporary harem, I discovered. Still, the immediately pressing mystery remained solving the issue of which one of my girls this one was, even before my eyes were fully open and my mind was fully engaged. One needs to click that puzzle piece into place in the first few seconds available to one before said girl might purr and push her warm nude body back across the toasty bed and into one’s own nude body, and then expect soothing words and gentle touches — or some other such treatment, depending on who they were, which was the crux of the issue. The wrong treatment could sour the whole morning. They fully knew what each of the others liked. In this, I concluded, they weren’t so different from pick-up truck motors, thinking of my other loves now neglected where they lie tucked in their own beds across the way in my shop, so long as you knew which was the Ford, which the Chevy, which the Dodge, and which the Datsun. Use the wrong tool for the wrong part, and you’re going to get serious backfire.
I’d thus learned by trial and error to quickly identify my harem girls by the hair flowing down the backs of their heads and cascading over their pillows. Blonde and straight, lustrous and gleaming in the slanted rays of morning sunshine? Check: You’re in Bailey’s bed, and Bailey likes to be spoken to intimately and close-up against her ear upon first waking. She likes to be reminded what a “whore” she can be behind closed doors, her word, not mine. She likes to be told what she did as though maybe she forgot. The dirtier, the sluttier, the more ribald you can tell it, the more she grins, the more she squeals under her breath, and the more excitedly prancing she is throughout the rest of the morning.
Or is it brunette, wavy, and long? Then it’s Danielle’s bed you’re in, and she likes to be spooned from behind, silently. She definitely does not want to be reminded of what she did and said the evening before, or throughout the whole night long. She prefers to have all memory of what she did — how she screamed, how she flung her body around, how she grunted and groaned — expunged from the record. She needed to look herself in the mirror after rising in the morning from the warm bed, there to tell herself she was still the prim and proper and professional in all matters work and home.
Is it perhaps black, curly, shimmering and wild? Why, that would be Jenna’s bed you’re in, then, and Jenna likes to be woken up with at least a thousand kisses — and will expose more and more of her beguiling neck, shoulders, and back, and more still — the more you give her. She likes to laugh about what happened the previous night, as though it was all a funny accident, each and every time. She wants details, to which she can exclaim, “Really?” as though she can hardly believe it herself. With her, the trick is to tell it as though it were someone else you were talking about. She likes to pretend to be scandalized by the details.
Or is it short, straight, and black? Then that would be Vicky’s bed, of course, and Vicky likes to be manhandled in the morning, surprisingly enough, given how she appears by day out in the world, circumspect, conservative, even cold. She likes to be rolled over, pushed around, tugged and pulled, even, before she even lets on that she’s awake. She likes whatever happened to her the previous night to keep happening to her the next morning, almost as though too much is never enough for that smallest of them all.
They each had their own very private peculiarities, those four girls of mine, even if they made a lot of their repeated claims about their openness with each other, emotionally and physically. Even wide-open harem girls still liked their secrets, didn’t they — much like those motors out in the shed, I reflected again. On this particular morning, I lifted my head from my pillow, rubbed my eyes, and turned my head to the side. I saw and registered black, curly, shimmering and wild: Ah ha, I smirked. I stretched to stealthily cross the bed to find her perfectly globular shoulder poking out of the duvet, upon which I placed as softly as a butterfly landing a trail of kisses. For this was none other than the dark and exotic Jenna whose bed I found myself in. The previous night was all coming back to me now.
She sighed, still sleeping, or trying to, but unsure of that, even: she slowly tugged the blanket down to expose enough of her neck to invite me to further explore her there, too. And so I did, touching her in five or six spots across the back of her neck with my lips, just enough to make her pull the blanket down all the way off her shoulder and to show me more of her exquisite and toned upper back. She pushed that back toward me too as though to make sure I understood what to do to it. 
I followed my way from there down her warm, slinky, curving back in this way, tiny kiss by tiny kiss, the more she, inch by inch, exposed it to me, running my tongue down over her shoulder blades, down through the deep valley between them, and down further, too, over the concave sides of her waist, and now down further into the deepest hollow of her lower back. She pulled more blanket away and I followed her exposed territory more, up over the shiveringly sublime rise of her smooth dark ass. Her legs cunningly slipped apart.
She reached with her outstretched arms high up over her head to press her splayed fingers into the headboard, and she flopped herself over onto her back and rolled her head over her pillow to find me on my side, still now, and close beside her. She rolled further over onto her side to face me up close enough the front of our bodies met, and she pushed her arm down between us and slipped her fingers, long, smooth, agile and soft, over my hip, and then slowly down from there, too, until she found the shaft of my cock, which she gently grasped and even more gently pulled.
“Somebody else is awake, I see,” she said in a low, quiet tone, and she let her eyes close again and allowed a smile to spread over her face, and she inhaled deeply through her nose. She pushed her fingers into my chest, rolled me onto my back, and bent at her waist to curl herself down over top of me, and with her warm cheek resting on my abdomen, she kissed, she licked, and she took into her full, hot lips the head of my cock. It’s what morning kisses all over her body often made her do. She would never admit to it or say it so crudely, but she loved to go down on me, especially if I hinted that she was better at it than any of the others.
That was really the secret ingredient in the sauce the harem was: strident feminine competition, a largely overlooked yet powerfully motivating factor in relations between women in whatever situations they encountered each other in. They danced at clubs for each other just as much as guys buy hot cars for each other.
Jenna took me half way inside her mouth and lazily swirled her strong, active tongue around my shaft before she chuckled and pushed herself up from me. With the heels of her hands now pressing down into my chest, she drew her leg over my waist and sat up tall on me, straddling my lap, arching her back, and proudly pushing up her chest over top of me. “How did I know you were going to be so hard already, huh?” she said, and she arched further in her back, lifted her hips up from my groin, and reached down behind her back to stroke my cock with her fingernails, and to stand me up directly beneath her gap. 
Like the others, she liked to pretend it was all my doing, that they weren’t fully responsible for what was going on. With Jenna, when she got like this, there was no pre-amble, no teasing, no tickling. There was about her in the morning the rush and the focus, the get-it-done attitude that drove her sexually, once the trails of kisses had awakened her. She gripped my cock only long enough to capture the head of it inside the lips of her weeping pussy, already hanging down from her gap hot and full, and she crouched down low over me, pressed her hips down into my hips, and kissed my mouth deeply, sloppily, even while taking my cock slowly and smoothly all the way inside her so completely and tight, one long unhesitating movement till our hips bumped.
I wrapped my arms around her smooth and undulating back and laid my hands on her firm ass. She moved on me like a wave moves on the shore. Her hips curled and uncurled, her back arched up and dropped down, her neck rose and fell, and her face squirmed and wormed into my neck, where she emitted tiny pained cries with each halting breath. Her fingers pushed into my hair, her lips suckled on my skin, her breasts heaved into my chest, and her hip bones conformed to my hips like puzzle pieces snapping together. Her wetness flowed over my groin.
She sighed and cooed and smiled and inhaled sharply. Her breath was warm and humid, her hair fresh and clean. It swooped all over my face and smelled like a woman waking from a warm bed. I gripped her ass harder and she grunted and thrusted her groin down into mine harder, swallowing my cock deeper into her boiling and soaking honey pot. She was nearly crying now.
I had to close my eyes. I had to stop running my hands up and down her indescribable skin, I had to get my mind off that elegant, exquisite body of hers, the body I could never stop staring at whether across a room where it stood erect as a dancer and dressed to the nines, or sprawled across the bed and nude as a painting.
“Baby,” she whispered to me with a hot breath against my ear, and I knew she was already there. I knew it was no good for me either, that I wouldn’t be able to hold back if I tried, once she started cooing and crying like that, breath halting, eyebrows shooting up all over her forehead. Her pussy deep inside squeezed and released me and tremors from deep down inside her rose up and hugged me around my cock’s length. Her pussy milked my cock, it sucked on me so hard, it drew me into her deeper, and it tugged on me from deep inside. I stood no chance. When she inhaled sharply, lifted her face up to the headboard, and grimaced in pain, and when her pussy vibrated out of control around my cock, when her whole torso started to tremble, I strained to hold back, but of course I lost, and I shot into her everything that I was. She cried out loud at the same time. I sounded like I banged my thumb with a hammer. She sounded like she found herself flung from an upper story balcony.
When the tension in her body flowed out and into the bed under us, she rolled off me and onto her back. She felt her heart rate through her chest. “Swear to god you’re going to kill me one of these times,” she said, still huffing and puffing, and she laughed and rolled her head over the pillow to check on me.
I was having trouble keeping my eyes open.
She pushed her body back toward me and dusted my hair out of my eyes. “Okay, Mr. Boss-Man, you better go now,” she said. “Time for this girl to get ready for work.”
I groaned but I understood. It was time for all of us to get ready for work. I rolled up to sit on the side of her bed and I forced my eyes open against the sunshine now fully streaming through her window. That land out there was a painting, too, eighteen tones of green at least, all hung around with damp fog, bare black branches of maple and oak piercing through the haze and up into the blazing morning sky.
“Hurry,” she said, and she threw my t-shirt at the back of my head and laughed on her way padding naked to her bathroom, “or your girlfriends are going to find out about us.”
“My other girlfriends, you mean,” I said.
She paused at the doorway and leaned into the frame looking at me over her shoulder. She was either uncomfortable somehow with being identified as a girlfriend of mine, or she was excited by it, I could never tell. Her pose, with one knee hung forward, her arm up against the doorjamb as though to hold her back, her face turned to me, her hair a black smoking mass of glowing enticement lit up in morning sunlight and flowing down over her eyes, down the side of her face, over her shoulder, and down her back, was so much like a photo of a model that she made me smirk, made me get self conscious, and made me look away, she was so much more than merely stunning.
I heaved in my own chest and blew breath out my pursed mouth just looking at her there.
“You deserve it, you know,” she said, and when I said “What?” she snorted and smirked, flipped me the bird, and went into her shower. “You know what,” she called out from the glassed-in stall.
I pulled on what clothes I had scattered around her floor the night before, and stumbled out onto her porch outside, letting her screen door close softly behind me in case, and I made my way down her stairs, across the boardwalk, and toward my old farmhouse up there just emerging from the fog itself, and still in pastel colors. Vicky was already up and sitting on her porch sipping a coffee already in her work clothes and boots, and she silently waved a tiny wave at me and smiled.
I smirked and snorted and waved back without looking. Busted, as usual, I thought. I shaved and showered and ate toast and drank coffee and climbed into my old, beautiful — in its own way — vintage white pick-up truck they all shook their heads at, not understanding it, and I rumbled and bumped my way all the way to work at the utility.
I must have been daydreaming on my way in, because when I pulled the loose steering column stick up into park, I realized I’d pulled into the back parking lot where I used to park when I was just the warehouse guy, just the acting area handyman. I widened my eyes at the thought that I drove all the way there with no recollection of doing so, but I stopped half-twist of the key to re-start the motor and re-park around the front when I noticed light coming from inside the warehouse.
I went inside to investigate and saw the light on in the warehouse manager’s steel container office inside. I crept up the steps with a handy length of pipe in my hand and took a quick TV-cop-like peek around the edge of the open door. It was Vicky — she was already at work. I put the pipe down and stepped inside. That girl moved like smoke, like the fog that banked up around my land in the late autumn mornings. There was something about her that made her the most clear, the most resolved as a picture, and yet at the same time, the most mysterious of them all. Vicky had hidden motives.
“And what were you planning on doing with that?” she said without looking up from her laptop screen.
“Beheading the person who posed a threat to my girlfriend,” I said.
“Girlfriends,” she said, emphasizing the ’s’ sound by playing it out. “I saw whose bed you messed up last night. Come look,” she said, gesturing with her chin to her screen.
I came around behind her desk. Her body was small inside the office chair, a gamer’s racing chair more like it — she wasted no time replacing the old creaky one I left in there from back in eternal-med-leave Freddy’s days.
“What am I looking at?” I said. I did not glance down the front of her plaid shirt, regardless of how it billowed out from her chest and showed me the delicate cups of her bra below, and the soft skin there they pressed against.
“Flowchart for the new pre-loaded crating system I’m alpha testing today,” she said.
“Seems about right for the line crews, being alpha,” I said.
She rolled her eyes and huffed and twisted around to look up at me above her. “Everybody thinks alpha means good,” she said, standing up and putting on her oversized orange hardhat. “But alpha is the first version of a thing — the one with so many faults and bugs and problems you don’t bother to make a copy of it yet or even test it outside the lab. The beta is the version that users try first — the nearly-ready version. Beta is better than alpha.”
“Interesting that,” I said. “Given . . . “ I started, but I stopped myself.
“Isn’t it,” she said. She dragged the front of her body across the front of my body on the pretense of needing to to get out of there, but there was not only room between me and the desk, she could as easily have gone the other way around, too. And then she had to add the sigh and the role of the eyes as though I was the incorrigible one, pushing my groin hard against her ass. That’s what I meant by the mysteries of Vicky. She was hard to read. I was still scared of her a little. I practiced caution with her.
She took me out among the rows of stock shelves filled with pieces and parts that line crews use when they’re up their poles. “Now just imagine,” she said, guiding a large blue crate sitting on a wheeled cart, “that there’s a conveyor strip along this row of shelves, just a bunch of wheels, really. And imagine we’ve rearranged the shelving so that the most frequently required pieces are all here, in this row,” she said.
“Uh huh,” I said.
“And imagine a picker has a pad screen fixed to the front of this crate,” she said, and she showed me a parts list. “The truck and crew in question are parked there,” she said, and she pointed at the end of the row of shelves.
“Inside the warehouse?” I said.
“Inside the warehouse,” she said, and she nodded. “We put another door on the other end down there,” she said, and she pointed. “So it’s a drive through.”
I looked and narrowed my eyes at the far end.  What was out there, I tried to imagine, outside the wall?
“A small electric crane is bolted to the floor here,” she said, and she touched the cement floor with the tips of her boot’s toes in four spots, “and it lifts the filled crate onto the back deck of the truck. So now the crew have driven in, they’ve stopped here, they get loaded crate and all, and drive out the other door,” she said, “and they get to their job site a half hour, maybe even 45 minutes, sooner — even better, since they will now miss the worst of the traffic in getting there.”
I nodded and looked again up at the big wall at the end where she saw a door. “That’s going to cost,” I said.
“Yes,” she said. “But the productivity gains from getting all the line crews in and out faster and on their way fully loaded with everything they need for the work day will easily make the cost back in one or two financial quarters,” she said. She turned and walked with hard-edged confidence back to her container office, up the steps, and inside. She came back out before I moved. “Follow me please,” she said. She grinned, though. She turned to hide it, but I caught it and she knew I did.
And so I grinned too. She brought me outside to the spool shed, the place we kept heavy spools of cable. “Re-locate this shed to the other side of the driveway,” she said, “and the drive-through theme can continue, for those that need to re-stock with cable,” she said, “which is the other big bottleneck out here.”
“It is indeed,” I said. I knew as much from my days running the warehouse and yard, not that I came up with a solution like she just did. “You did the numbers on this already, didn’t you,” I said.
“I anticipated that you’d need those numbers before you brought it to McGavin,” she said. She reached forward to put a clipboard down on an empty spool, and she leaned back against a horizontal spool of half-inch steel rope, and she cupped her hands together in front of her hips. She was in loose jeans, big heavy brown boots, a red and black Mac jacket, and her orange hardhat. Thick grey socks came up over the bottoms of her jeans. She did classic workyard chic very well.
“You just love this shit, don’t you,” I said.
She narrowed her eyes at me and barely kept the grin off her face. “I don’t love it,” she said. “I get off on it.”
I snorted and shook my head.
She looked hard into my eyes and started to undo the button in her jeans. “I mean I really get off on it,” she said.
“Vicky, no,” I said, alarmed.
She wetted her lips with her tongue. “Fuck me right now,” she said.
“No Vicky, not at work!” I said.
“You should be fucking me without even asking me, without warning me,” she said. She peeled her jeans apart and pushed them down so they stretched between her calves. “You should fuck me quickly and without talking,” she said. She turned around and pulled the bottom of her red and black Mac jacket up over her back and hooked her thumbs in the waist of her surprisingly delicate-looking black scallop-edged panties. She pushed them down over her ass so they stretched between her thighs.
I glanced around and out the door of the spool shed. It was light out, but a little too early still for any of the line crews to roll in.
She draped her small body over the arc of the spool of cable and spread her legs. “You should take me whenever you want to, not even demanding it, but just knowing that you will, and that I have to let you,” she said, and she turned her face forward, laid her chin down against the cold steel, and arched her back in to push her hips up further to me. “Don’t even ask for it,” she said.
I stared at her fresh body, naked from the knees to the waist, raw, bare, smooth, and white. Surrounded in that shed with steel cable, rough-wood spools, huge cutting tools, vices, lengths of waste cable, packing crates and shipping straps and hammers and crow bars and every manner of hard, cold steel and wood thing in there, and then her body, unsheathed from waist to knee, exposed and vulnerable, warm and yielding, I was overcome with the sheer art of it.
I came up to her — I told myself I was going to pull her panties up, turn her around, send her back to the warehouse, and send myself up to the office. But I held her bare ass in my hand, warm, soft, and jiggly. She spread her legs wider at my touch.
“Fuck, Vicky,” I groaned.
“No talking, no asking, no choices,” she said, and she braced her boots into the hard cement floor and  gripped her hands around the edges of the spool wheels. She had leather work gloves on. “No wavering,” she said to the steel in front of her face. “No wondering, just doing,” she said. “Because you want to, nothing else matters.”
I stepped up closer behind her and held her tiny naked waist in both of my hands. I could feel her rapid breath. I touched her between her legs and felt her wet pussy lips. It was quiet out in that tin shed. We could see our breath in there. Her body, from where her panties stretched between her thighs to where her Mac jacket was pulled tight around her waist, looked like a Greek marble statue, and felt about as smooth, too.  
“I’ll never say ‘No,’” she said, “if you never ask first.”
I bit my lip and squinted at her small and slightly twisting body in front of me. She wiggled her ass at me, enticing me, teasing me with it. I looked over my shoulder one last time. “Fuck, Vicky,” I said again, and I opened the button in my jeans and pushed my pants down around my knees. I held my cock, already hard and ready, of course, and I looked at her pussy, undulating at me, her hips wavering in front of me, her lips folding and pulsating like the red cape a matador waves at a bull — and leaky all over.
I puffed my cheeks fully out and I slapped her ass hard —  I was angry at her, I wanted her to cut it out. But she only gasped and inhaled and held her breath and gripped the rough wooden edges of the spool harder. So I pushed the hard shiny head of my cock into those soft, yielding folds of her pussy lips, and she did the rest, immediately pushing back against me and enveloping my cock entirely within her warm, gushing pussy. She swallowed me up. She took me whole. I was engulfed by her.
I needed no further encouragement. I gripped her hips in my hands and I thrusted my body hard into her ass. I rammed her hips hard into the cold steel wire rope spool under her and I covered her gloved hands with my hands where they gripped the rough wooden edges of the spool sides. We slapped our bodies together and I grunted like an animal and she cried like someone dying. Steam curled off the tin top of the shed when the sun burned off the last of the patches of fog that hung around the place, and off the exposed back of her writhing body inside the shed, too. The grind of gravel under truck tires could be heard from the neighboring works yard, but not ours, not yet. The low rumble of early morning rush hour traffic on the street out front of the office rose up. But I was fucking one of my harem, looking after her, and nothing else mattered.
I looked back down at my own hips, and my cock, too, slick with her manju, hard and long and thick, sliding out of Vicky’s pussy lips that grasped at it, that hung on to it, not wanting to let it go, before I pushed myself back into her, her lips folding around me, suckling on me, drawing me deeper into her. Her ass jiggled with shock waves from every thrust I landed deep into her pussy, her back curled side to side with squirming waves, and she ducked her head down and spread her big boots wider over the gritty cement floor. She reached down and between her legs to squeeze her first two fingers hard into the sides of my cock as I fucked her — her way of making me cum faster by stopping me from cumming at all.
I clenched my eyes and my abs went hard. I threw my head back and yanked harder on her hips. My explosion was heavy and hard, it was complete and deep, and when I emptied myself into her spurt after spurt, I staggered backward and lost my footing and caught myself between my shoulders on the rough wood of the door frame. Shots of pain rattled around my body. Out there I saw Kentucky and Wrecker walking around in circles in the wide open garage entrance, them spotting me the moment I saw them, and they pointed.
Still delirious from Vicky’s charms, I threw myself back inside the shed, pulled up my pants, and darted around unable to see Vicky. But she was already tidied up and strolling back across the yard to the warehouse. “Keep your pants on,” she shouted at Kentucky and Wrecker. “You’re interrupting our inventory taking, I hope you realize,” she said.
“Just trying to get out before the real traffic comes,” Kentucky said.
“That issue is about to be solved for you,” she said, and she went inside to fetch their work orders and stock them up.
Kentucky and Wrecker looked at me with confusion as I did my best to walk straight and tall toward them. It didn’t take long for Vicky to establish her dominance with the alpha males of the line crew, and I, for one, liked it. “Best listen to the lady, you know what’s best for you,” I said, and I strolled past them, got my bag from her container office, and strolled through the yard toward the front office like I meant to all along, like I ran the place. As if, I thought.
“Handyman!” Kentucky called out at the back of my head.
I stopped a moment before I spun around.
“You too high and mighty now to come out for coffee with the lowly line crews?” he shouted.
I knew he was provoking me. “I’ll see you there,” I shouted back. “You keep your pants on like the lady said.” If there was one thing I learned in my new job as site manager, it was that investing time in communication, no matter how trivial it might seem at the time, was always worth it one way or another. And chat over coffee was always more revealing of frames of mind than any chat at a worksite.
I squeezed into the table at the place when time came. They still liked buying my coffee for me just like the early days when I was the lowly acting warehouse guy. It retained for them, I suppose, a sense of control and dominance over me.
“Asking for a friend,” Kentucky said, and Wrecker cut him off.
“Whose name starts with ‘cha’ and rhymes with ‘wilds,’” he said, and he laughed.
Kentucky looked down over his massive shoulder at him and shook his head with exaggerated disappointment. “Anyway, does that new Vicky chick have a boyfriend or something?” he said. “What’s she like, anyway?”
I chewed the inside of my cheek. Does she have a boyfriend? I mulled the question in my mind, knowing she was likely in the bathroom at that very moment wiping my cum off her inner thighs. So many issues clashed in my head. These guys might laugh at me, call me down, prank me and tease me, but they respected my opinion, they sought my advice, and they listened to what I told them. Childes was a decent enough guy. I had three girlfriends already. Even I had to ask, What was I doing with yet another one like Vicky?
But I never liked to lie. I wasn’t even comfortable dissembling and obfuscating. I was no good at covering up. They could tell in the few seconds I took to mull the question that what appeared to be an easy ‘yes/no’ query was something more than that in reality. I knew, though, that whatever they thought it was, they would never guess that I was fucking her, had in fact just finished freshly fucking her when they arrived at work, and they would certainly never guess at what her particular kink was — nobody would, the way she loved to be treated like that, taken without asking.
It was that kink that was the real issue with their question, though. I knew Childes enough to know that he would never in a million years do what Vicky liked done — do it properly, anyway. I also knew she would soon be looking for someone else who could, and it spelled only pain for Childes. It would be a doomed attempt before it started. But how would I know that well enough to tell Kentucky and Wrecker? How would I know that very thing about her that made any attempt by Childes a lost cause with her?
“Probably better Childes goes hunting in someone else’s forest, we don’t want friendly fire inside our own camp, yeah?” I said. Not bad, I thought to myself, for someone thinking on their feet, never mind that I was currently fucking no fewer than four girls inside our own camp on a nearly daily basis. Some camp.
They both nodded but I could tell my meaning wasn’t entirely clear. It wasn’t clear because I was struggling to avoid being the worst kind of hypocrite. “I don’t think anybody should date people at work,” I said straight up lying through my teeth, but I felt covered by the tissue-thin excuse that I never really dated them before or currently, had I, I had just started fucking them, and continued to do so. We hardly went out, I just went from cottage to cottage on my land throwing fucks into them left right and centre. No dating was involved. But I had to look away, I had to clear my throat, and I had to shut my eyes, it was so painful to face the truth. Here I was, fucking four girls from work the whole year long, everybody wondering why four young single girls like that never seemed to have boyfriends or go on dates.
The boys had to get going and I needed time to regain my composure. But no sooner had the rumble of their truck rattled the glass beside me, than Bailey, Danielle, and Jenna came tumbling in the door ready for their coffee break. They were delighted to find me already in there, too, just like the old days.
“Aw, poopsie, why the long face?” Bailey said, squeezing into the booth so recently vacated by Kentucky and Wrecker.
“Relationship issues?” Danielle said, and she chuckled. Bailey did too, but they caught the flinch in my face. I was never a good liar, not in front of the guys, and certainly not in front of the girls.
“Oh my god,” Bailey said, and she ducked low over the table.
Jenna came back with the coffees for everyone and slid in beside me. “What’s going on?” she said with alarm.
“We’re just getting it out of him now,” Bailey said.
These girls, I thought. They really didn’t believe in anything being private, did they. “None of you,” I said.
Danielle, the observant one, picked up on my obfuscation right away. “It’s about Vicky?” she said.
I flinched again. Between those three and my tells, I was becoming fully a part of their culture of no secrets as much as I tried to avoid it. I wasn’t bringing them into any harem world I operated, they were sucking me into their world, it was their harem, and I was more eunuch than master.
“One of those guys — you know Childes?” I said.
They all nodded and they all leaned in closer, too. They loved them a good story about someone, didn’t they. It was the only thing that ever appeased them — juicy gossip.
“He’s asking about Vicky, what’s she like, is she wth a guy, this sort of thing,” I said.
They all understood right away the nature of the problem, and they sank back in their seats and sipped their coffees, their eyes running around the ceiling of the place, natural problem solvers all of them.
“How do I tell him to back off without telling him why?” I said.
“You do act sometimes like you own her,” Jenna said, and she grinned. “Like you’re already boyfriend and girlfriend with her.”
That wasn’t the problem, exactly, I thought, but Jenna was right. I had feelings for her — I had feelings for all of them. They told me secrets about themselves that absolutely no one else knew, not even each other. How could I tell Childes about her kink, which was the real reason why I thought it wouldn’t work out for him with her? How do I tell Childes that it was actually a challenge more than a fantasy to please that girl? How do I tell him that she can’t be easily read, that she is demanding, that she is precise in all things? I was protective of Vicky, but not because I was possessive, rather because I thought her kink was private and just between her and me.
All three of them, sensing blood in the water, circled and nipped at me until I had to open up to them. “She has a particular thing,” I finally said.
“A thing?” Bailey said, screwing up her face at me.
“A kink,” I finally said, looking straight at her. “A kink that would never fly with a guy like Childes.”
She shrugged and dropped back in her seat. “Well I have a kink too, a kink’s not so bad.”
Now it was her turn on the hot-seat, having admitted to something however inadvertently. Danielle and Jenna, no less than me, turned toward Bailey. “What’s your kink?” Jenna said with a wide grin.
“What’s Vicky’s kink?” Bailey said to me.
“No way,” I said, “That’s for her to tell if she wants.”
Bailey nodded in agreement. She had to, I was right. “If I say my kink, you all have to say yours,” she said. Jenna and Danielle only stared at her. Was that an agreement? Who knew. “Okay,” Bailey said, “Fine. I like to be taken sometimes without being asked,” she said. “Without checking, maybe even if I’m sleeping,” she said. “So what?” she said. “It turns me on.” She shrugged.
Danielle and Bailey both looked down at the table. “So weird,” Danielle said.
I swallowed hard and could not stop my eyes from bulging at the table under me.  What are the chances, I thought.
“You have to go now,” Bailey said to her.
Danielle puffed her cheeks out and bulged her eyes. “But that’s kind of my kink, too,” she finally said. “Fantasy more like it, but yeah,” she said. “No lead up, demanding like, but without even words, just . . . “ she said, but Jenna cut her off.
“ . . . just taken like that,” she said with a nod, grimacing. “Grabbed and thrown down, no asking,” she said.
“Oh my god,” Bailey said, covering her mouth with her hand. “Is that why we all ended up together? We all have the same fantasy?”
“That’s far too weird and strange a coincidence,” Danielle said.
“There must be differences though,” Jenna said. They all leaned closer together over the table.
“It has to be fast,” Danielle said.
“No lead up,” said Bailey.
“No violence, not forced, but just . . . “ she paused.
“Functional,” Bailey said.
“Insistent and necessary,” Danielle said, and she salivated and laughed at it, catching it with her hand. 
“Biological,” Jenna said, and she dropped her jaw down to her chest and quietly grunted at me.
Bailey jutted her jaw crookedly and narrowed her eyes at mine. “A long lead up, finesse, the rest of all that, that’s part of a good and real relationship,” she said. “Which we all like, too, I’m sure.” she said and she laughed. “Speaking for all of us,” she said.
“But for now, for this thing?” Jenna said.
“Just honest to goodness hard banging, and no lingering around about it after, either?” Danielle said, and she was more shocked than the other two at how she said it, at what she said, but she didn’t back-peddle or correct herself. “I like it when I feel like I have to be ready at all times,” she said, and she ducked her face down with further embarrassment.
“What about being, like, physically ready?” I said.
They all laughed dismissively at me, their three sets of eyes shooting off to every direction around the place like I knew nothing. “The body can get ready extremely fast,” Bailey said, “believe me.”
“Very wet very quickly,” Danielle said in a more private voice. “Especially if you’re not asking,” she said. “Or not taking your time.” She hid again, and squealed more.
Jenna shivered and chuckled. She inhaled sharply through her lips. “That is so hot,” she said. “When it’s done right,” she added, looking up to me through the tops of her eyes.
“When what’s done right exactly?” I said. I felt like I was being initiated into a secret society, being handed secrets by some coven, being invited into some inner sanctum. It was stirring how they all had the same fantasy.
“When it’s not gross,” Bailey said. “When it’s not a stranger or violent or hate-fucking,” she said.
“It’s weird,” Danielle said. “It’s like, if it’s impersonal, it’s good,” she said. “If it’s necessary, it’s even better. And yet, it still has to be inside a relationship.”
“But still inside a relationship,” Bailey repeated Danielle and nodded. “Because it’s a fantasy for sure, and not a reality,” she said. “If that makes any sense.”
“It makes sense to me,” Danielle said. “I like the feeling of it maybe happening at any moment, but really, not really,” she said, and she snorted. “It’s still just playing around,” she said. “Right? There has to be trust, still.”
“But then, it can get very wet, very fast,” Jenna said.
“We know, Jenna, we know!” Bailey said to her and they all got up and started to make their way back to the office.
They were becoming like that, able to have the most filthy and nasty conversation about the most private, sexual things, and then just carry on with their professional office day like it was nothing. I guess I was getting that way too.
I had district meetings in the afternoon and got home late. We had taken to sometimes making and eating dinner together, and I found the four of them now in my kitchen, and food enough for me waiting on the stove. We didn’t always eat together, and hanging out in my big old living room wasn’t for every night. Aside from the fact of the sex with all four of them, there was nothing unusual at all about any of it.
Later that evening, after they left and went home, the hockey game on tv already a lost cause, I came out and sat on my porch and looked over at the perfect, neat row of four cottages by the lake, their lights off, the girls’ days done. I wondered if it was really true, what they had been saying to me at coffee break, what Vicky had said to me earlier that morning, and what they’d said to me as the five of us sat together in my kitchen earlier that night, revisiting the whole topic of fantasies over dinner. I had keys to each of those four girls’ cottages, didn’t I, I thought. I knew each of their bedrooms. I knew what each of them wore to bed. And now I knew each of their secret kinks. It was the same kink in all four cases: to be taken when and if wanted, no questions asked.
I went back inside, poured myself a cognac — a new habit I picked up once I became site manager — and I sauntered down the boardwalk, walked along the mirror lake, and stopped where the four wooden paths lead up over the tufts of grass grey in the dim moonlight to the four front porches of the four cottages, Vicky in 1, Jenna in 2, Danielle in 3, Bailey in 4. Just imagine, I thought to myself, sipping my cognac standing alone in the still, quiet and cold air of the night, three hot office girls and the new hot warehouse girl, all telling me that they like it when I come to them, no small talk, no cajoling, no fooling around, and take control of their bodies, roll them over, enter them, storm them, bounce them around, and then leave them, dripping from their mouths or their tits or their pussies and their thighs with my cum. To use them sexually, selfishly. To just take them like that.
Imagine how you’d feel, these four girls in friendships more than relationships, the way we got along, all re-assuring you that that’s their one true fantasy, that they get off on the idea of it, and that it only works because of who you are, how they know you, and because of the trust and safety of it — it’s only a fantasy after all, they said, it’s just playing around with sexy, fun stuff, they all assured you. They all laugh about it, too, like it’s something so casual, so natural.
They all look at you saying it, though. Just imagine, they say. And then, there you are, you look up alone at night outside at four wooden walks up to four different doors into four different cottages with four different girls in four different beds. What do you do with that? I sipped my cognac and swished it around my mouth and over my teeth. I’d spent more on a better kind — the kind that didn’t burn the throat. Because I wasn’t just a handyman anymore.
You take your fucking pick, I guess is what you do with that, I said to myself, and I turned around, reached into my glass to grip the ice cube there, and I threw it as high and far out over the lake as I could. It plooped into the water a few seconds later, unseen. The ripples didn’t even reach the shore.
“You can’t just throw somebody through the boards, normally,” Danielle said in the kitchen over dinner earlier that night. “But if it’s inside a game of hockey, it’s not only allowed, it’s encouraged, and the recipient actually likes it, even if it hurts — because it’s fun if it’s inside the game and if everybody is playing inside the same rules.”
“That’s the key,” Bailey said with a nod. We were all relaxing around the kitchen table, done eating. “That’s what turns something gross and disgusting into something exciting and fun,” she said. “It’s inside a game, but outside the game, it’s still a proper, safe, and respectful relationship.”
“But inside the game,” Jenna said, and she dropped her mouth wide open, and she flared her eyes, too.
“Yes, yes,” Danielle said to her, and she shook her head and laughed. “We know, Jenna!”
They all at once glanced at me and I knew: they were asking me to do it, they were telling me they wanted me to do it, they were giving me permission to not ask permission. They wanted me to do that to them, they all did.
By definition, such a thing could not be pre-arranged. It only worked for them if it was a spur of the moment thing for me, too. It was supposed to be a matter of me thinking, Huh, I’d like to fuck one of those girls now, and going out to fuck one of them. They wanted to be fucked like that — impersonally. Inside the game of the trusting relationship, I could throw them through the boards, and they’d like it. Nobody else could, and outside the trust of the relationship, it would be gross and disgusting.
It shouldn’t have been such a big revelation to me. It was really only an extension of the already unusual shape and size of the relationship: I had almost forgotten by then how strange it was for three and then four different girls to be not only tolerant and accepting but encouraging and excited by sharing one man among them. But there it was again: so long as it was within a trusting relationship, fucking the girl in the next cottage, or the one next to it, or the one next to that one, was okay. If on the other hand I had been doing exactly the same thing only from outside the relationship, the whole set-up would have been roundly condemned as the most gross and disgusting thing ever.
I stood on the wooden boardwalk and rotated my glass where I suspended it from my fingers and I brought it up to my mouth and tipped the remainder of the watered-down cognac down my throat and swallowed it with a shiver, not from the cold, but from the heat, and I gazed again at the four quiet and dark cottages lit, now, by the nearly full moon that shone perfectly in the glass-still lake it rose up over. A perfect night.
“How do you see it, though?” I said back in the kitchen. “Exactly,” I said. Because I wasn’t one of those guys, I didn’t aspire to be some alpha, I never looked at girls as things to dominate and abuse. I was not, to be honest, comfortable with the optics of it all: how did it make them look, I wondered, and how did it make me look? It’s not how I was raised to treat a woman.
“You just come up to the door and you step inside,” Danielle said. “Just like that,” she said, “and it makes me wet already. Because I would know what you came into my cottage for.”
“To be desired in an undeniable way,” Danielle said. “You don’t know what that’s like, maybe. But it’s within a safe place, too, like Danielle said, a hockey rink has a lot of hitting and fighting between the boards,” she said, “but outside the boards, it’s safe and respectful. No fighting.”
“You could do it that way, too,” Vicky said. “At home, or anywhere, really.” I glanced at her. Nobody else knew her and I fucked in the spool shed that morning. “The less planned, the more spontaneous,” she said, “the more it feels good.”
They started talking to each other more than to me.
“Obviously if it’s a stranger or even someone you’re not totally comfortable with,” Jenna said, “then the whole fantasy aspect of it breaks down, I think.”
“Of course!” Bailey said. “But that’s just like any other BDSM,” she said. “How many people like to be tied down and blindfolded? But nobody ever likes it with a stranger doing it, with it being dangerous, with it being with someone you’re not already totally comfortable with.”
“That’s such a fine but necessary distinction,” Danielle said. “Isn’t it? Loving something and absolutely hating it, too, depending on who’s doing it.”
“It’s sexual assault if you slap my ass,” Jenna said. “But if I’m sticking it up and you’re fucking me from behind doggy style, then I’m screaming and cumming harder because of it,” she said. “That’s how different context makes things. Context says whether you go to jail or go to heaven.”
Danielle snorted and shook her head at Jenna. “Doggy style,” she said.
“My favorite!” Jenna said, and they laughed and slapped each other’s shoulder.
“How come I knew that already?” Bailey said, and she laughed too. “You totally look like a doggy style girl to me.”
They all agreed — they were all there “with me” on the topic. They were comfortable with me. I was being handed the key to the kingdom.
“Of course we’re comfortable with you,” Bailey said. “You’re the Handyman, aren’t you?”
They all cheered and clinked glasses and laughed.
“Oh my god, but if you would do that to us?” Danielle said, and she covered her face with her hands and peered at me over top of them. “If you just came into my front door whenever you wanted me, and did it to me like that? Without asking?” She squealed.
“I’m going to fuck you,” Jenna shouted at her, “if you keep going on about it like that!”
They all laughed again. “Seriously, though,” Bailey said. “I think you can pretty much rest assured that you’re completely safe coming in and fucking any of us whenever you wanted to,” she said, and she nodded at me. “Not just because you might like that, but we obviously like it too, so it would seem.”
“Or if you need to,” Vicky said. “Not just wanted to,” she added more quietly.
“Fuck, that is so much hotter,” Jenna said. She looked over the table at me. “The need part,” she said, and she snapped shut her bright white teeth at me.
I put my empty glass down on the side of the boardwalk and looked at the front doors, each of them with a number, 1 to 4, nailed above them, just the way I did it.
“And so I just pick one and go to her?” I said earlier inside the house. “And then what do the rest of you think?”
“We already told you about competition,” Vicky said.
“I mean, obviously, if you’re ignoring one of us too much, that’s not going to feel very nice,” Bailey said.
I turned to her and narrowed my eyes, thinking hard. “So I’m supposed to just come in and take you, take each of you, but make sure to spread myself out among you?” I said.
Bailey laughed. “I guess,” she said, “if you want to put it that way. It’s not like we’ve done this before, either, you know.”
“Oh my god, no,” Danielle said. “Are you kidding? I never even told myself what my fantasy was.”
“And I’m pretty sure we’ve never shared a guy before,” Jenna said. “Yet here we are.”
They clinked glasses again, and they drank.
“Here we are, indeed,” Vicky said, but she said it with a different tone, playing on the different meaning, and she smirked about it, too.
“Four office hotties,” Bailey said, and she leaned forward and twisted her blonde strands in her fingers. “Telling you to take them whenever and wherever you want to. How does that make you feel, Lucky Luke?”
“That’s the thing I don’t understand,” I said.
“And here’s what will really blow your mind,” Jenna said, leaning forward just like Bailey was. “The fact you don’t understand, is the reason it’s you,” she said.
“Oh my god,” Danielle said. “It’s so true. If you paraded around like you knew you deserved it, it wouldn’t be anywhere near as interesting,” she said.
“Or fun,” Vicky said. “Don’t you know that by now? You not expecting it is what makes us want to give it to you.”
“Not being entitled,” Bailey said, nodding at how she found a better way to put it, “is what makes you deserve it.”
“Demanding nothing gives you the world,” Vicky said.
“Just like demanding everything gets you nothing,” Danielle said, and they nodded at each other for nailing it.
“So I just walk in?” I said.
“Yeah,” Danielle said, and she bit her lip.
“Just go find you in your bed, say?” I said.
“Fuck yeah,” Bailey said.
“Just crawl up over your body where you’re sleeping?” I said.
“Oh fuck yeah,” Jenna said with a groan.
“And stick it in, start fucking you?” I said.
“God yes!” Vicky cried out loud, and though she was only half-faking an orgasm at the table, all the others laughed, and then they started to fake their own orgasms, too. They hooted and hollered at each other, slapping high fives and sticking tongues out at each other.
Danielle started it. She looked at Vicky and laughed and then threw her head back. “God yes a thousand times!” she cried out loud, imitating Vicky. Only I could tell it was infused with genuine arousal, too.
Then Jenna started in on the same thing, only she took it a step further and really did push her hand down the front of her pants. “Fuck yes! Yes yes yes!” she cried out loud. But again, it was only half fake and yet half real, too. Like our whole set of complex overlapping relationships around that table, something real was always being covered up under a layer of humor and joking.
Bailey didn’t bother to pretend anymore. She started in on herself 100-percent real. She breathed in hard and dropped her head back and grunted, both her hands down the front of her pants. We could see the crotch of her pants mound and move with her hands.
They were always joking with each other and sex was never far from their line of humor, so it was an easy place for them to get to. But still, when Vicky noticed where Bailey was going with it, she too stopped laughing about it, and began moaning about it instead.
Not for the first time did I notice a temptation among all of them to perform for the others. They seemed often to whip each other up, none of them being so expert to know how to tone each other down. The remoteness of the homestead helped — no amount of crying and panting was going to disturb any distant neighbors way out there.
I leaned back against the wall. Around the table there was no more laughing or snickering or even grinning. Four girls each had their hands down the fronts of their own pants, all of them masturbating now, there being no more fooling around about it. They all shut their eyes too, and I wasn’t sure any of them realized I was still there or where this was happening. Just as sex had permeated all of our lives by some slow process of accretion, so too had it percolated through every place around us.
Sex was virtually all the time and everywhere for us. And now, with them assuring me they all desired most of all to be taken without any lead-up anytime and anyplace, it really was a sexual world only briefly interrupted by work and eating and sleeping, and even then, those activities were not safe from it.
The cries and whines and pants came faster all around me. The four bodies stretched and squirmed. Sometimes one or another would glance around and laugh, but the laughter was from disbelief themselves, not for anything else. They really were clearing out new territory for all of them. But they also glanced at each other because, on the most base level, they were turning each other on. I had no doubt that had I not been there to be treated to the sights and sounds of four young women masturbaring themselves for each other in front of me, nothing like it would ever have happened. But with me there, they could each rely on the excuse that they were performing for me, even if I could see none of them were looking for me when they opened their eyes for their brief look-arounds at each other.
Whether they controlled themselves and waited for each other, or if they had synced their bodies up so well, I couldn’t tell — it was likely a combination of the two. But one of them cried louder first and then they all did, and soon the kitchen was a zone of tension breaking and cries rising. They all climaxed more or less at the same time, and then, all of them to one degree or another ashamed about it, they kissed me, said goodnight, and sped off out my door and back to their own cottages. They weren’t ready yet to confront what they had become. Everything still needed to go through me.
And so there I stood later that night on the wooden boardwalk gazing at doors number 1, 2, 3, and 4, and wondering: Who would I like to fuck this night? Who should I go penetrate first? Because it was apparently all my choice.




Chapter 11

Behind the door of cottage number 1, and no doubt lying in her bed, was Vicky, Asian, short black hair — the new warehouse manager, sharp and organized.
Behind door number 2 was Jenna, dark, shiny black hair in tight curls down the sides of her face, the girl in the office who does the ordering — always sly and teasing.
Behind door number 3 was Danielle, long wavy brown hair down to her ass, the quiet one, the one with the shifty eyes, the thinking one you could never be sure about who does HR in the office.
And behind door number 4 was Bailey, the blonde, her hair swept windblown-like sideways over her forehead, the office girl who does billing, the one who is always laughing, the one who gets everybody else up and out and at it, whatever “it” was.
Gotta pick one, I said to myself, and I snorted, shook my head, and jutted my jaw sideways trying not to grin so wide I pulled a muscle in my face. It was near middle of the night. No one would see me, no one would judge me, the choice was mine alone.
I clomped over the wooden boardwalk and turned left at the path that lead to the stairs up to door number 3. Danielle’s cottage. The quiet one. The one who tries so hard to keep her cries down, but the one who lost control of herself the most. Slinky, smooth, and stretching Danielle, her body sleek and tight, her deep brown eyes that go half lidded, her natural pink lips that fall half open, her long brown hair that hangs like a curtain enclosing us as in a private tent — everything about her undulated in waves that jerked, when she was really getting there.
So I chose Danielle. I was feeling quiet myself, I was feeling mellow, and she seemed to suit my mood at the moment. Danielle, I thought to myself, would please me this night — she, the bottle of warmed cognac on my own private bar, would do.
Listen to me, talking like some harem master!
I went inside her cottage and peeled off my shoes and hung my coat. Hook was a bit loose — I’d need my, what, Robertson number 3? Floor board squeaked when I walked over it. Shot of graphite, I thought, and I pulled my best “that’ll do” frown. You can take the handyman out of the back warehouse, but you can’t take the handyman out of me.
I eased Danielle’s bedroom door open. She rolled over so that just enough light fell over her face I could see her smile, I could see her eyes flash. “Mm,” she said and she exhaled out her nose. “I was hoping you’d pick me.”
“You saw me out there?” I said.
“Uh-huh,” she said. She flung her blankets aside and patted the warm bed beside her. “Hurry,” she said. Now the light, only enough to see in tones of grey, showed me her nude body down the length of her bed, long, languid, and luscious. Her legs slowly pulled up and stretched down one after the other, wrapping around each other first one way then the other, her feet caressing one another, her toes extending and relaxing.
I clenched my teeth and grunted lightly and bit my bottom lip. I took all my clothes off and stepped up to the side of her bed.
She gathered her hair into a rope and pushed herself over to the edge of her bed and curled her hand around the back of my ass and gently pulled me enough to make me jut my hips forward toward her. She kissed the tip of my stirring cock, glanced up over my body to my eyes looking down from above, and did that thing with her eyes, half-lidding them, just as  she pushed her pursed, kissy mouth down over the wide head of my cock, and down, slowly, savoringly, the full length of my shaft.
Holding me lightly in her warm, wet mouth, she rotated herself over onto her elbows, her body lying flat out across the width of her bed, and she proceeded to push herself forward and pull herself back from my hips, to consume and extract my cock through her soft, smooth, and gripping lips, and back in.
Jesus these girls, I thought, stroking her hair from her forehead. I think they compete with each other in giving me head, I could swear they were all coming up with new tricks every day.
Her long brown hair shimmered down her neck and over her back. Her face took on an expression of sublime pleasure. She moaned in a high pitch, that questioning pitch she has, like she was the one that was being taken. Her long sharp fingernails curled into the flesh of my ass. Her wide, flat tongue protruded out her mouth and slopped at the underside of my cock, cradling it, caressing it. Her back curled in, her calves, one at a time, came up. She was kicking her legs, she was so happy, so excited, that I came to her bed.
I fell forward onto my hands and arched my body over her face. She rolled onto her back under me. I climbed up onto her bed, warm and soft, and she pulled her knees up and dropped her legs to their sides. She wrapped her hands around my hips and urged me to fuck her mouth under me. I dropped my face down between her thighs and kissed her bare and moist and open flesh there. Her heels pushed into the bed and her hips came up to press into my face. I sucked on her lips, I pulled them in my lips and let them snap back, and her body vibrated with reverberations. I circled her clitoris with the tip of my tongue and it chased me when I pulled away.
I pulled my cock out of her mouth and she complained and lifted her head to keep me in there, but I turned around on my hands and knees and hovered over her body. With her head now hanging upside down over the edge of her bed, I poked the head of my cock into her now-steaming hot and leaking lips, and I sank into her, stretching her, widening her, making her gasp and moan and inhale sharply and hold her breath. She always made my first plunge with my cock into her pussy seem like such a surprise.
I lifted myself on my straight-stretched arms, and with my hips jerking into her groin, I bounced her body off the bed under me.
Her fingernails cut into my biceps. Her long brown hair swept the floor below her head. Her back arched up deeply and her ribs pushed up into my chest. We laughed and kissed and straightened ourselves on her bed, and with her head sinking into her pillow now, I came down over her body. She pushed her legs up and around my waist and she folded them to lock her ankles in my back and keep me inside her and on top of her.
Like that we kissed and moaned and breathed and humped hardly separating our bodies at all until I felt her pussy contract around my cock and she felt my breath come in halting starts and stops. We sank our mouths deep and sloppy over each other’s even as I shot my geyser of cum deep inside her pussy, and as she tensed beyond hard all over her body, and then released everywhere all at once. We were getting very good at each other, Danielle and I.
I rolled onto my back and greeted the inevitable loss of my sense of space and time, until she appeared again kneeling over my wasted body wiping me up all over with a hot wet cloth, and she smiled down at me when I opened my eyes. She threw the cloth aside and rolled into the bed beside me and yanked her thick blankets up over our naked bodies.
“Shove over, give a girl some space, would you,” she said, and she hip-checked me in her bed and chuckled.
I stretched my arm out under her neck and she lifted her head, gathered her hair, and settled down on my chest. “Remember my friend who does mortgages at the bank?” she said.
“Mariam?” I said.
She kissed me and chuckled. “Very good memory,” she said. “She came out to see my cottage on Saturday,” she said.
“I missed her,” I said.
“You did,” Danielle said, and she rolled her face up to kiss the bottom of my chin. “And knowing you, you would have gotten a good eye-full of her too,” she said and she chuckled.
“She looked pretty hot in that office wear she was wearing the day we went to see her in her office,” I said.
“That’s the kind of thing she was wearing when she came out to see me, too,” Danielle said. “I was hoping you were home — I know you just love those tight pencil skirts. Bailey always gets you first when she wears one, and she knows it, too, the cheater!” she said, and she snorted and kissed my chest.
“I do like them,” I said.
“Mariam could use a good man like you in her bed,” she said. “Maybe I can entice her back over and you and her can hang out some night.”
“So now my harem girls are setting me up with even more girls?” I said.
She laughed and wrapped her hand around my still flaccid and tired-out cock. “What do you think you’re good for, anyway?” she said, and she smirked. “You can’t manage an office worth shit,” she said and she grinned crookedly and curled her eyes up to see my reaction. But I let the taunt pass. “I’ve always wanted to get into that girl’s pants, myself,” she said. 
“You?” I said.
She shook her head and rolled her eyes and grinned. “You actually think girls joined those ancient harems just for the guy? What do you think the rest of them were doing every night after he made his choice of concubine?”
“I’m going to be honest, I never thought about that,” I said.
“Guys never do,” she said with a moan and she kissed my jaw. “You think Jenna, Bailey, Vicky and I would ever do what we do with each other if you weren’t laying between us or under us?”
“That would make you . . . “ I started to say, but she rolled her body over top of mine, spread her knees down around my hips, and pinched my lips in her fingers. “Nuh-uh, don’t say it,” she said. “It’s our little secret. We don’t even say it.”
“I feel so used,” I said.
She laughed and rolled her eyes. “I’m sure you don’t mind having your pick of four cute hotties to ram your thing into any time of the day or night you wish,” she said.
“And now you want to bring Mariam into my den of iniquity,” I said.
“Not just for you,” she said, and she grinned and darted her eyes sideways.
“Ohhh,” I said, finally getting it. “You want to . . . “ I started again, but again she pinched my lips.
“Nuh-uh, no saying it I said!” she said. “But I know she likes you,” she added, and she laughed and rolled back onto her back beside me. “And I know how she looks at me. She just can’t say it, just like all of us can’t.”
“Can’t say the thing,” I said and I kissed her hair.
“Anyways,” she said, “she just loved it out here with the lake and the stream, and she even showed me on her laptop a map of all the hidden streams that run under the city,” she said.
I rolled my head sideways to look at her. Her head was sunk into the valley formed by her feather pillow rising up on each side of it. Her eyes glowed at the ceiling, seeing things not there. She talked with an unquenchable and involuntary smile curling up the corners of her mouth. Her hands came up and her fingers stretched like she was massaging some kind of slippery and mysterious ball of no weight.
“They’re all still there,” she said. “Running through culverts and buried under streets. Then we found one still uncovered I didn’t even know was there,” she said. She rolled her face through the cloudy pillow and caught me staring, nearly not listening, at her profile in the dark of her room. “It runs behind our works yard,” she said. “Did you know?”
I shook my head No. “All I’ve ever seen behind the works yard is heaps of old spools, broken rotting pallets, and other piles of shit from over the years.”
“Soo,” Danielle sang in her deep soft voice and she wrapped her hand up in mine and entwined our fingers together. “I was thinking, because Mariam does this kind of thing, what if we organized an environment day and we brought the line crews and office staff together for a big ‘clean up the creek’ day?”
“The creek behind the works yard?” I said.
“We can even have a big bar-b-que at the end of the day,” she said.
“Can you just do that?” I said. “Who owns it?”
“Mariam knows how to set all that up, she’s done it a pile of times,” she said.
“Might be hard to get the line crew guys to agree to come in on a Saturday to essentially do more work,” I said.
“I want to organize it,” she said. “I am pretty sure if the line crew guys knew me and Bailey and Jenna and especially Vicky are going to be there, we’re going to have no trouble getting them there.”
I snorted. “Probably right about that,” I said.
True to Danielle’s word, her friend Mariam had no problems getting the permits and permissions and whatever else was needed for our Clean the Creek day. I didn’t have any problems loaning out whatever machinery was needed, and even found room in one budget or another for a water truck and a sizable dumpster. After all, a quick survey revealed a majority of the junk back there was actually from our works yard itself. That eternally on med leave Freddy, he had been at it for decades, chucking yard shit over the fence and into the creek gulley.
Almost everybody came out, Kentucky, Tom, Childes, and Wrecker right up front and first in line, too. Danielle was right. Pass word around that the four hotties from the office side of things would be there, and the line crews turned out in force.
I already knew from my coffee with Kentucky and Tom that Childes had a hard-on for new girl Vicky. I also knew as well as everybody else did with eyes and a brain that Kentucky had it bad for Bailey. What I didn’t know, but was completely unsurprised to learn, was that Wrecker was smitten with Jenna.
“And Tom likes me,” Danielle said with a smile and she rocked her head proudly side to side.
“How do you know?” I said.
“Oh come on!” Bailey said.
We were having coffees the Friday before the big day. “He’s like those puppies that scooch sideways trying to keep sitting in front of your eyes and look like they’re just minding their own business,” she said, and all four of them laughed.
“Huh, Tom you say,” I said.
Danielle leaned her shoulder into my chest. “Oh no, is Mister Nice Guy Luke feeling a pang of dark, brooding jealousy?” she said.
“Say it isn’t so,” Bailey said and she grinned at me. “Maybe I kind of like Kentucky, too. He is cute in his own way.”
All the girls looked at me scandalously and grinning, trying to get a rise out of me.
“What are you going to do?” Jenna said. “Maybe Wrecker is going to ask me out, can you handle that?” She flared her eyes at me and bit her lip.
“You guys are making all this up just to bug me,” I said.
“I don’t know,” Vicky said. “Childes seems kind of fun.”
“Oh no,” Danielle said to me, pushing her face into my shoulder. She bit my arm, but glanced around the cafe first to make sure no one was watching. “All your girlfriends have suitors,” she said. “How are you going to keep your harem under control now?”
“Maybe,” Jenna said, her eyes turning darker and her grin pulling sharper, “you’re just going to have to make sure your girls are looked after enough,” she said. “By you!” she said and she stuck her tongue out and wagged her face at me.
“Yeah,” said Bailey grinning even wider. “Wouldn’t want your harem girls giving the boys any ideas,” she said.
We’d grown comfortable enough around each other enough to tease like that. But I was still getting used to the idea that there could even be such a thing as a normal, happy, healthy girlfriend-boyfriend relationship, only with four girls instead of just one. There was another quirk about it too: each one of them just loved to tease me about other girls outside our tidy little ring, not just other guys.
It wasn’t just Danielle and the way she kept bringing back to my attention the way her mortgage office friend Mariam dressed and how good she looked and how her eyes flashed. But Bailey, picking up on the way Danielle teased me about Mariam, started joking with me about her real estate friend Jackie, saying things like how she wants to watch her friend suck my cock, or ride me, backward, and how she would love to watch me shoot my cum all over her friend’s face, and she’d laugh and secretly squeeze my groin under the table and tsk-tsk me for getting hard at the thought.
Jenna was just as much into it as well, telling me she was going to set me up on a date with her city staff friend Vanessa.
“I think I have enough girl problems already, thanks,” I said to her.
“Oh, Vanessa doesn’t give you problems,” she said, patting my leg under the table. Her fingers and Bailey’s fingers caressed each other over my same thigh. She brought her full, soft lips up to my ear and invaded my face with her scent. “She can fix your problem though,” she whispered in my ear and she laughed out loud sinking back in her chair leaving me to figure out what that meant.
“Can I bring my friend tomorrow?” Vicky said. She turned to me. “People think Sonia and I are twins.” She secretly pressed her toes into the tops of my toes under the table. “Let Childes imagine a two-for.”
“Because she’s as cute as you are?” Bailey said with a straight face.
Matching her straight face, Vicky turned to Bailey. “Because we sound the same,” she said. Then, dead-pan as a wall, she turned back to me. “In bed,” she added, and she held it for three beats before she erupted in deep, unusual belly laughter. They all laughed and looked at me and touched me, kicked me, kissed my shoulders, and flashed their eyes at me. They forgot where they were for a moment. They were getting carried away.
Finally we all got up to leave, but Bailey grabbed my hand and pushed her face up to my ear as we lagged behind the rest going out the door. “You have the dirtiest mind!” she said. “I know exactly what you’re thinking right now.”
“What am I thinking?” I said.
“Dirty thoughts,” she said, and she let go of my hand and caught up to Vicky, Danielle, and Jenna. She said something to them I didn’t hear as I stopped by the door of my car. But they all glanced over their shoulders at me and dropped their jaws and widened their eyes at me, exaggerating the look of scandal on their faces, and they laughed.
The big day came and I was the first there surprising everybody with pancakes and bacon. The girls sat and got talking to each other and the guys stood off to the side standing and eating. It was as divided as any school dance ever was.
“Luke my man,” Kentucky said, drawing me over to the rest of them. “Doesn’t seem to be anybody here for you to hook up with,” he said when I drifted over.
“What?” I said. It was the usual way they talked — all bravado and boasting.
“Well, Childes obviously has dibs on Vicky over there, and pretty sure Wrecker here is going to finally make his move on that hot thing Jenna today. Me, I’m taking Bailey out of the game, but I think you already knew that,” he said. “And Tom here, well Tom, you see, he’s been eyeing that Danielle chick a long time.”
I frowned and looked over at their picnic table that the guys built for the day and where the girls were sitting, and I nodded. “Yeah,” I said, “I can see the problem, four of you and,” I said, making a show of counting slowing with my nodding head. “Four of them.” We heard a car pull into the works yard behind us. “Oh, but what’s this?” I said spinning around as though surprised.
What the guys didn’t know is that the girls each invited a friend, and out of the car rolled Mariam, Jackie, Vanessa, and Sonia. Mariam had to whip the four of them over to her nearby office to sign the waivers we had already signed before the guys got there.
“I guess that makes it one for each of you,” I said to the guys, “and four for me.”
They laughed at that and shoved me in the shoulders, but they also glanced and glanced again and struggled to keep their eyes off the four new girls crossing the yard in their tall rubber boots, tucked in jeans, checkered shirts, and baseball caps.
“Fuck me,” Kentucky murmured. “Where are all these hot fucking chicks coming from, anyway?”
“Fuck me stupid and leave me by the side of the road,” Wrecker said with a murmur.
All four of them chewed their bacon and pancakes without registering that they already swallowed. Our four girls got up from the picnic table and met the four new girls coming toward them and they laughed and hugged and said things none of us could hear. But there was no doubting it: the day just got doubly interesting.
We got to work on the creek. The four office girls teased me about the four new girls. The four new girls teased me — all too new and eagerly — about the four office girls who “just happened!” to live on my land out at the lake.
“Shh,” I said to them and glanced over my shoulder.
The four guys teased me about all the girls, making out as if even with double the number I was still going to strike out.
“That’s just makes it two for each for us,” Kentucky said as he pulled up a ditched grocery cart that poured mud and slime out the grid of its side. “Right Wrecker?” he said, elbowing his friend in the ribs.
“Poor Luke,” Wrecker said. “But that’s what you get when you introduce your alpha male friends to all your girlfriends,” he said.
“What?” I said, momentarily shocked at what he said.
“As if!” Kentucky said and he laughed out loud. “Can you imagine that?” he said. He shook his head like it was the most impossible thing in the world.
“Luke, like some Don Juan, doing all the office girls!” Childes said and he laughed, too. “Upside down world, bro, what?”
They all laughed. I kept my head down like I was feigning having my feelings hurt. In truth, I was frightened they’d notice my expression giving the whole game away.
The guys slowly moved toward the girls along one side of the creak, the girls, though double their number, moving more slowly along the creek with their talking distracting them. Childes and Kentucky started yanking on a pipe that was stuck and when it finally gave, Childes slipped into the knee-deep water and fell backward into the muddy stream, splashing several of the girls.
Feigning outrage, Jenna and Bailey splashed Childes back but got Kentucky and Tom in the process. Before long, all four guys were splashing all eight girls, and the girls were giving back as good as they got, too.
In the confusion, I pulled Vicky by the hand and took her to the nearby spool shed. I wanted to ask her if she wanted me to talk to Childes and get him to back off with his moves he was making on her all day. But I didn’t get the chance to speak. She sank her mouth on mine, and with nimble fingers and standing with her feet on my toes to keep me from getting away, she opened my pants and drew out my cock.
I glanced around the edge of the spool shed. Everybody was still down in the creek bed laughing and splashing. When I turned back to Vicky, she had pushed her pants and panties down to her mid-thighs and was pulling on my cock, dragging me by it and moaning and groaning with a tinge of anger, she was so impatient.
I knew Vicky well enough by then to know there was no point in resisting her. She had an aggression to her sexuality that bordered on the crazed. As soon as I gave in to her and filled her puss with my cock, she sighed, she curled up to me, and she shoved her hips into mine, engulfing me completely inside her. But what she groaned in my ear stunned me. “Do you want to fuck Sonia?” she said. “I think she wants to fuck you.” We both jerked our hips into each other, slamming our bodies. She amazed me, being the small one, yet by far the most vigorous.
“You want to fuck her yourself, I think,” I said to her. It was a shocking thing for me to hear come out of my own mouth. But with all the teasing they’d been subjecting me to all week, I was loosened enough to throw it right back in kind.
Only, Vicky didn’t deny it. Instead she dropped her head back, dropped her chin down, and rolled her eyes into the back of her head. “How did you know?” she said. The slushy slapping sounds our bodies made could have been heard down by the creek, if they weren’t all screaming and laughing down there.
I picked her body up by the waist with my two hands and pressed her into the cable of the spool that she leaned into and she pushed her legs up and dangled her boots over my shoulders. I plowed myself into her harder than you should with a body that small and light.
“Let me guess,” I said to her as she covered her mouth with a hand to try to muffle and obscure her distinctive and loud sexual cries. “You want to be with Sonia and me in bed so you can do her but not call it that,” I said. “Since I’m there too.”
“She’s so hot isn’t she,” Vicky said, neither denying nor confirming what I said. We heard a voice too close to the side of the shed and we quickly disengaged and pulled up our pants. I saw a rake against the wall and pushed it into Vicky’s hands. “Should do the trick,” I said, just as Jenna came around the front of the shed.
“What are you two doing in here?” she said.
Vicky smirked and undid her pants again to more properly tuck in her shirt. “Just don’t let that Childes know, I think he has the hots for me,” she said.
She strolled out of the shed but twisted around as she passed Jenna. “Warmed him up for you, girlfriend,” she said.
Of all the strange things about the situation that had developed in and around the personnel of that utility the whole time I’d been there, surely the oddest and least expected — besides me fucking all four of the girls, that is — was how they were completely open and casual about each other’s sex. That was contrasted with how secret they kept things from the guys in the line department or anybody else. I was caught in the middle, having to constantly bite my tongue with the guys and take their barbs and jokes sitting down, and at the same time, push my eyes back in my head at how the girls talked about it and how they didn’t mind each other knowing. I was scared, actually, at what Vicky had said about bringing her friend Sonia into things.
But Jenna proved no better. She glanced toward the creek even as she pushed her long elegant fingers into my chest and backed me up inside the shed wall.
“What were you two just doing in here?” she said. Her grin and her sideways eyes told me she didn’t need a diagram drawn out. She pushed her hand, palm forward, down the front of my pants and inside my shorts. I felt her cool palm wrap around my shaft. I was still wet from Vicky’s pussy.
“Aw, baby, didn’t my friend Vicky drain your poor balls for you?” she said and she laughed and flicked her tongue across my mouth. “Come on,” she said and she glanced toward the creek again before yanking me by the wrist to dash behind the water truck we rented for the day. She climbed up and opened the driver’s door and laid back on her back over the seats.
“No, Jenna!” I said, standing on the fuel tank and peering up and out the passenger window at the rest of the crew down in the creek bed on the other side.
But she opened her jeans, pushed them down to her knees, and pulled me at my hips. “I told Vanessa about us,” she said and she laughed.
I looked down at her under me horrified.
“No silly, not all of us,” she said, and she pulled open my jeans and eased my cock out. She drew the tip of the head up and down through the furrow of her pussy lips, already soaking wet and full and pink. “I told her you and I fuck sometimes,” she said.
I shook my head at her. I thought it was reckless the way any of them let on anything to anybody about what was really going on out at the ranch.
“And then do you know what I said to her?” Jenna said, and she laughed like she would be barely able to say it. Her half-nude body jiggled.
“What did you say to her?” I said.
She pulled on my cock and though I tried to brace myself with one hand in the steering wheel of the truck and the other around the headrest of the driver’s seat, she lifted her hips off the seat and sank her pussy up around my cock. The grip was so hot and wet, I lost all my resistance and collapsed onto her and  filled her up. I checked again out the passenger window. No one was the wiser, and I hauled my hips back and punished her with a good old fashioned hard fucking — which I feel she fully deserved.
“I told her I wouldn’t mind if she fucked you too,” she said. “Because I don’t!” she added quickly with her eyes peeling open. Her voice hiccuped with each thrust I hammered her groin with.
I pulled up nearly out of her and plowed myself down harder into her, crashing her body across the truck’s seats. She grunted and grinned and snapped her head back. “Would be so hot watching Vanessa fuck my man,” she said. She braced her body by pressing one hand into the dash of the truck and the other into the side of the door beyond the top of her head.
“How can I be your man when I’m also fucking Vicky and Danielle and Bailey?” I said, barely able to breathe. Jenna always did that to me. She was a kind of perfect I couldn’t put in words. She treated our sex like casual fun, but every time we fucked, I was lifted to a mystical state by her looks and her movements. I had to close my eyes to fuck her at all, or I’d cum just looking at her.
“Or Sonia,” she said, and she squealed with laughter because she knew I’d be scandalized by her knowing already what Vicky just told me.
She cried out too loud and I covered her mouth with my hand. She kissed and sucked and bit it. I rocked her body with my hips trying so hard not to cum in her.
“She told me she wants to fuck her friend Sonia but doesn’t know how to approach her,” Jenna said, her voice jerked by my thrusts pumped into her. She tried to lift her legs but I pushed her knees back down — I didn’t want anyone in the creek to see.
“So you told her to get me to fuck Sonia for her?” I said.
Jenna laughed. “Uh-huh,” she said, “and then you can fuck Vanessa for me after that,” she said and she squealed louder.
I rolled my head back and buried my cock in her puss. I didn’t know whether to be mad or amazed. I allowed myself to look down at her jolted body and nearly lost it inside her. Even when being rudely and roughly fucked in the most industrial of settings, the girl looked like an angel. I decided I didn’t care, and I stared down at her and buried myself harder and deeper into her.
She gasped and inhaled. Her hands slapped the truck seat and her heels pushed into the ceiling of the truck. Her back arched up from the seat and her head twisted backward. I grabbed her tits and clenched my eyes.
Just then I heard Kentucky shout “I’ll bring the water truck down!”
I stopped fucking Jenna with my cock deep inside her contracting and rippling puss and I opened one eye. Out the passenger window I saw Kentucky rushing up the gravel yard straight toward us.
I quickly pulled out of Jenna’s pussy. She cupped her hands around her groin but she heard Kentucky too, very close, when he shouted out, “Luke, what are you doing bro?”
I jumped down into the gravel and turned to face the warehouse buying just enough seconds to pull up my pants and do up my fly before Kentucky came around the front of the truck.
Jenna meanwhile shut the door and wound the window down. She was sitting up in the driver’s seat. “This one?” she said to me out the window.
“To the left of the brake, but with your left foot,” I said.
She twisted the key and fired up the water truck motor.
I turned to Kentucky. “We’re bringing the truck down, I was giving her lessons,” I said. “What do you want?
He looked up at Jenna in the water truck and down at me and back up to Jenna.
“She ordered it,” I said to him. “She might as well learn how to drive it.”
Kentucky narrowed his eyes and half-tilted his head, but he finally took a couple steps backward and came around to the passenger door and climbed in beside her. “Just ease it off now,” he said, “and give it a bit of juice as you do it,” he said.
The truck jerked forward and halted and jerked again, before it slowly began to roll forward smoothly. Jenna looked out the window at me and squealed. “Takes a real man!” she said and she laughed and stuck her tongue out at me.
I stood there watching Jenna steer the water truck around the yard and down, eventually, to the side of the creek, Kentucky beside her helping her haul the heavy steering wheel sharply around to the right. I could see Vanessa standing there looking up toward me as she wiped her gloved hands off on each other where creek slime hung and fell from them. Sonia stepped up beside her and bumped her shoulder into Vanessa’s shoulder, said something in her ear and stared across the yard at me, too. They both laughed.
“Jesus fuck,” I said to myself and I walked away awkwardly with a hard and twisted cock in my pants and went toward the open garage door of the warehouse to splash cold water on my face.
That’s when the bathroom door closed behind me and the deadbolt was thrown to lock it. I spun around. It was Bailey, all blonde pony tail poking out the hole in the back of her trucker’s cap, blue eyes glowing, cheeks rosy and mouth wet.
“Jenna just told me,” she groaned, and she bit her lip, undid her jeans, and hung her hip so they fell down from her waist. She was wearing low rise white panties
“Told you what?” I said.
“That she’s going to set you up with her friend Vanessa,” she said. She stepped up to me and kissed my mouth and twisted around to pull herself up on the edge of the counter. She leaned back against the mirror and pushed her hand inside her panties. “So are you really going to fuck Vanessa for her?” she said.
“No, of course not!” I said.
“So what about my friend Jackie?” she said.
“You got to be kidding me,” I said.
She reached with grasping fingers at my groin. She jerked forward and caught the waist of my jeans and laughed. I tried to pull away from her but she moaned and groaned and opened my jeans and got my cock out.
“She told me why, too,” Bailey said. “I told her I felt the same way about Jackie. She said I should do the same thing — pretend to set Jackie up with you and then jump in between you and her and get Jackie that way,” she said. “Then I don’t have to tell her or ask her, make it like something spontaneous just happened.”
“Tell her what?” I said.
She pulled on my hips and I staggered forward until my thighs rested against the edge of the counter under her raised thighs. She pulled on my cock with both hands, stroking her long fingers out the length of it, until, slinking further down on the counter, she pushed her hips out to the edge and sank her pussy down over the head of my cock. I pushed my hips forward and bumped her body on the counter. We held each other by the waist and pulled our hips together.
Bailey was the beginning of this entire bizarre odyssey. It was her bed I fell into first seemingly so long ago. I pulled back and plunged further into her. My cock was dripping with her wetness, but it was already wet from Jenna’s pussy, if not Vicky’s, too.
“You already know,” Bailey groaned at me with her eyes closed.
“Why can’t any of you just tell your friends what you want?” I said.
“Is Vicky going to get you to fuck Sonia too?” she said, ignoring me.
“Was this whole thing planned?” I said.
She wrapped her fingers around the edge of the counter and braced herself, I was fucking her sweet body so hard. Nothing looked quite so good as blonde blue-eyed Bailey, pony-tail bouncing out the back of her trucker’s hat, her panties stretched around her thighs, her body bounced from a good hard fucking.
“Of course it was, we told you that,” she said, her voice jarred by my hips slamming her body.
“You said it was planned for the guys, to bring them out, cause they’re dying to fuck each of you.”
“Oops,” Bailey said. “Anyway,” she said, nearly crying now. “Do you want to?”
“Christ’s sake, I don’t even know what anybody is asking anymore,” I said.
“To fuck Jackie. Don’t you think she’s hot?” she said. She was nearly crying out loud, I was thrashing her pussy so deeply and fast.
“She’s extremely hot,” I said.
She smiled as though in a state of bliss. “I want to fuck her so bad,” she said with a nasty grin. Her eyes were clenched shut.
“They’re all looking for you,” we both heard Danielle’s voice say calmly behind me. I popped out of Bailey’s pussy and spun around, cock wagging out my pants hard and wet.
“Who?” Bailey said, working herself up from the mirror behind her into sitting.
“You have the key for the water pump on the truck,” Danielle said.
“Oops!” Bailey said, and she felt in her jeans pocket for it, where her pants were stretched around her knees. “I have to do it,” she said and she slipped down off the counter and ran pulling her pants up out the door and through the warehouse.
“Do you have the office key?” Danielle said to me after we found ourselves alone in the warehouse bathroom.
I patted my pants as I pulled them up. “What for?” I said. I had trouble fitting my hard long cock back inside my pants.
Danielle twisted on her feet and snorted lightly and raised her eyes to the ceiling. “I have to talk to you about something,” she said. “But only in your office.”
We came out the big door of the warehouse and went around the side of it and up to the office. I could see down the back of the works yard the four line guys and the seven other girls squealing and laughing and spraying  each other with the water from the water truck. 
I let us into the office. Danielle bit her lip and took my hand and guided me to my office up front in the corner. She closed my office door behind me and stepped over toward my desk. Staring at me, she began to undo her jeans. “I just wanted to thank you,” she said.
“For?” I said, undoing my pants.
She peeled her boots off and pushed her panties down with her pants and off her feet. She laid back over the stuff all over my desk and she laughed, and she propped her heels on the edge. She drew her hands down the insides of her thighs and caressed herself, pushing her raised knees apart in front of me.
“Mariam said she would go on a double-date with you,” she said. She arched in her back and dropped her jaw down. I stepped up to the edge of the desk and drew the head of my cock through the crevice of her pussy lips.
“And who else?” I said.
“Me,” she said with a groan and she dropped her head to the side and rolled it to the other side. “Of course, silly,” she said.
I sank my cock more deeply into her pussy. “Just the three of us?” I said.
“Uh-huh,” she said. “And just a stay-at-home date too.”
“In your cottage?” I said.
“Uh-huh,” she said, her voice nearly crying.
I pressed my hips into the underside of her thighs. “Does she know what this might lead to, do you think?” I said.
“We kissed,” she said. “In the trees away from the creek.”
“You and Mariam kissed?” I said.
“Uh-huh,” she said.
“So you think she agreed to a date with me because she secretly wants to fuck you?” I said.
“Oh my god,” she whispered with a grunt and her body came up off my desk and flopped back down.
I tried to pull my cock out of her pussy but her body spasmed and her muscles clenched around me more tightly. I’d been too bedraggled by Vicky, Bailey, and Jenna already to now withstand Danielle too, especially being finally far enough away from the guys.
Danielle stretched and stopped breathing. I was unable to hold back. My mind turned into a spinning top and I was unable to open my eyes to remind myself which girl I was fucking at the moment, they had all blended so seamlessly into one. I pumped myself one last and hard time into her and exploded with the force of a stuck pipe. I fell back and onto the floor nearly unconscious. Danielle fell down with me and she ended up straddling me over the floor of my office, pumping her hips at mine and draining me of everything I had.
She finally rolled off me and we caught our breath laying on the floor staring up without seeing the ceiling.
“Mariam hasn’t had a good fuck like that for many a month,” she said. “You might want to go easy on her at first.”
“You’re sure about this?” I said.
“She asked the same thing,” she said and she rolled her head over to face me.
“What did you say?” I said.
“I told her we’ve all been fucking you.”
I stared at her straight face for three beats before I chuckled at her obvious joke.
Only she kept her face straight.
“You’re shitting me,” I said.
“I shit you not,” she said.
After a few more moments of silently staring at each other, I realized she truly wasn’t joking. “What did she say?” I finally said.
“She said that’s good, because she thought you already were fucking Sonia,” she said.
“She knows about Sonia?” I said.
“And Sonia somehow found out about Vanessa,” Danielle said.
I sat up and wrapped my arms around my knees and shook my head. “Hang on a minute,” I said. “Sonia and Vanessa and Mariam?” I said.
Danielle sat up beside me and giggled and kissed my shoulder. “You’re forgetting Jackie,” she said.
I gasped and dropped my jaw to my chest. “I can’t fuck all four of them!” I shouted.
“You won’t be alone,” Danielle said and she pushed herself up to standing. “You’ll have me and Bailey and Jenna and Vicky with you too.”
I stood up and staggered back against the back of my office door and I pressed my face into my hands. “Oh my god,” I groaned. “Eight girls?”
“I mean,” Danielle said, coming up to me. She kissed the back of my hands until I opened them enough to find her with my terrified eyes. “Didn’t King Solomon have 300 concubines, and he was supposedly the wisest man ever, right?” she said.
“Those were just part of diplomacy,” I said.
“No dear,” she said. “He had 800 wives for that. He had 300 concubines for sex. And I believe he made out alright.”
“Do I even have a choice in this anymore?” I said.
She helped me do my pants up and guided me out of the office and back down the driveway beside it. “No,” she said. “But this is what your harem wishes,” she said, and she laughed. “Anyway, all eight of us are agreed, so you’re outvoted.”
“When was this discussed?” I said.
She tsk-tsk’d me. “Girls talk all the time, you should know that by now.”
We came up to everyone else at the back of the works yard where the bar-b-que was already smoking. Danielle and Bailey and Jenna and Vicky exchanged glances and grins. Danielle nodded and I could tell something was secretly communicated between them. Was she the one nominated to tell me what she had told me up in my office? I glanced around at the group. All four of Sonia, Vanessa, Mariam, and Jackie were glancing at me and murmuring and grinning. Everywhere I looked, I was met with a set of eyes of a woman I had just recently fucked or a woman I would be fucking soon enough. It was nearly too much to cope with.
“Hey stud!” Kentucky shouted and he slapped my back. He steered me by the shoulders and brought me to the group of three other men, Childes, Wrecker, and Tom. “Where the fuck were you, champ?” he said. “You missed out on all the fun.”
“Fucking rights,” Wrecker said, snickering. “Got all them girls wet!”
“With the water truck?” I said.
“Fucking A!” Childes said.
I nodded. “God damn,” I said. “I’m such a loser, I guess.”
“When’s the last time you even got any?” Kentucky said. We were all standing around the bar-b-que and he opened the lid and turned the meat over. “Hot girls everywhere, bro, you got to get you some!”
“When did you think you were going to get any?” Childes said. He and Kentucky laughed at their joking about me, and Tom and Wrecker laughed along with them. I looked over my shoulder and saw the eight girls all huddled together just like us, and laughing and glancing over our way.
“Look at him, he’s afraid,” Kentucky said.
They all laughed more, but he wasn’t wrong. I was afraid when I found myself in Danielle’s bedroom after having fucked Bailey way back when. I was afraid when the two of them set me up on a date with Jenna. I was afraid when Vicky was brought into the cottages. I was afraid of how I’d manage to keep four girls happy. And now they had decided without me that there should be eight of them. How could I do it? I still might be a handyman at heart, but even I had my limits.
Kentucky threw his arm around my shoulder and stared with me across the way to the eight girls, but he was seeing a whole different eight girls to what I was seeing. “I can help you out, buddy, just say the word,” he said. I shook my head and said nothing.
We sat around eating altogether. Mariam said to Kentucky, “You haven’t seen Bailey’s cottage out by the little lake?”
Kentucky squinted at her.
“They all live in cottages by this lovely little lake, her and Danielle and Jenna and Vicky,” Mariam said. “On Luke’s property. What, you didn’t know?” she said and she laughed. 
I shut my eyes. I heard the girls all laugh with nervousness but nobody knew what to say. Mariam didn’t know it was a secret. We forgot to tell her.
“Luke’s property?” Childes said.
“They don’t know you inherited it?” Vanessa said. Of course, all four of the new girls knew about the whole property arrangement, they all played a role in making it happen. But they didn’t know we were keeping the cottages on the down low.
All the guys knew was that I lived in an old farmhouse out on a corner of those vast conservation lands. They didn’t know that I ended up with a chunk of it, that I found cement pads by the lake showing there’d been cabins there before, which allowed me to build cottages on the pads without renewed permissions, and that the three office girls took them, and the new one, Vicky, moved into the last one, too, not too long after first arriving.
When I opened my eyes, I found Mariam shrugging with apology at me, saying she didn’t know. But I also found the four guys staring at me, their jaws hanging down at their chests, their eyes blinking slowly and deliberately. You could hear the gears turning and the pawls clicking as the truth took shape in their minds.
“It’s a long story,” I said, and I smiled meekly and raised my shoulders. They continued staring. So I told them. “One night, I was going home late, it was dark out, it was winter, and I found Bailey up front in the parking lot all alone with her car not starting.”
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