
        
            
                
            
        

    















Dark-eyed Tania nudged me, and nudged me again. I thought she was only rolling over in her sleep, but her knee kept pushing into my thigh harder, as though with intention, and I rolled my head sideways and stretched one eye open.
The back of the van was cold and our four bodies had burrowed deeply under the heaps of duvets and pillows that settled like snow between the range of peaks formed by the speakers, amps, drum kit, and mic stands, and the rest of it, all chucked into the back on our hasty dash out of town.
Tania was waiting for me to open an eye, and had already had her finger pressed to her lips, telling me to be quiet. Her other hand touched — fingers creeping, curling, and walking, sliding up my leg — before her hand wrapped firmly around my bare thigh under the covers. Was she holding on or was she taking control?
I lifted my head from whatever piece of band equipment it was propped up against, and scanned around me through the dim gas-station light that filtered through our beer-case-cardboard-covered double back windows. Bianca and Natalee were lost under other mounds of duvets deep in other valleys between the other mountains of stage gear piled in the back.
Tania, all long and straight black hair that  covered her deep dark eyes, had no need to act the part of the slightly unstable, somewhat troubled, and overly emotional artist — she wasn’t frontman, lead singer, and rhythm guitarist for the indie rock band for nothing. She tore the hearts right out of the chests of the eager and ambitious boys who filled the campus pubs and auditoriums her band usually played. But what they didn’t know was that she never came out of character — hers was no act. She was impulsive, she was always on the edge of breaking down, and she could cross the line into self-destruction with one side-eye or under-the-breath comment from any stranger in her midst. At the moment, though, she was pushing her hand up through the leg hole of my shorts under the pile of covers.
“Tania,” I whispered, “they’re right beside us.”
But she only covered my lips with her warm, wet mouth to shush me, and she slid her body like smoke over top of mine. She pulled her knees slowly out to her sides to sink her hips down over my hips. She was wearing only low-rise black panties and a black, sleeveless Death Cab t-shirt. Her long, dark, shimmering hair draped around my face like a curtain, enshrouding us, hiding us.
She crouched over my body and snickered as she curled her hips in. She teased the front of my briefs with the tiny lace triangle of the front of her panties. I swallowed hard. Her breasts pushed out the sides and through the wide-looping armholes of her loose top, and mashed into my bare chest, warm and soft, skin on skin. She reached behind herself and took a stab at minimal modesty, pulling one of the thick, airy duvets up and over our bodies. She sighed into my ear and she arched her back deeply down.
I dropped my chin to my chest and flared my eyes wide open at her shadowy form hovering over me like a 3 AM succubus. She pushed down with her hips until the head of my cock popped up into the lips of her pussy, and she sank herself further down on me, boiling hot, leaking wet, and tight as a glove. I didn’t know she had pulled her panties aside.
She enveloped me and our groins mashed together. We became fully engaged. She made a high-pitched, breathy cry close against my ear and began to curl her hips in and out against mine, her weight pressing me down all over my body. And silently she fucked me where I laid still under her.
The van was mine, but that was about all I had left that was. I’d lost my job, I’d lost my apartment, and I’d lost my will to live — at least to live in the mode I’d been struggling to achieve since leaving high school seven years earlier.
“You have a van, don’t you?” Alicia said to me with her unerringly wide, bright eyes and always intriguing smile. Alicia was the barrista at the cafe, and the DIY psychologist for the regulars.
“All van and no gas,” I said. I didn’t want her to know that the four bucks I put down for the usual coffee was the end of it. The “company” I worked for, if you can call three idiots without a clue a “company,” finally petered out with nothing left in the bank. The dream was to stage “authentic” old-school rock shows in aging, under-used stadiums, but the reality — when we got contracts at all — was to set up sound and lighting for weddings in boring banquet halls and under tents in parks, plus the odd old-folks retro-shows with tribute acts. It was nothing like we imagined, and our interest waned with the declining income.
“I bet if you pay him for gas,” Alicia said to someone behind and beside me, “he’ll drive you to your gig.”
I turned around and saw leaning against a side counter a despondent girl, about 25, like me, long black hair pulled down over her face and dressed in black leather motorcycle jacket and torn black jeans. She was leaning on a guitar case standing up and waiting for customers like me to get lost so she could continue pouring out her tale of woe to her trapped audience — the barrista.
Thus I met Tania.
“You hardly need a van for one guitar,” I said, gesturing with my chin to the battered case she used like a crutch.
She snorted and looked sideways down the length of the long narrow bohemian cafe like she could barely take it anymore. She pushed her hand into her hair to sweep it up and over the top of her head and down her back. “This is just the practice ax,” she said, slapping the side of her case and turning back to me. “There’s monitors, amps, mic stands, instruments, drum set,” she said, and she rolled her eyes. “Cables, mics, pedals . . . “ she went on, making her point. “And there’s three of us, besides,” she said, shaking her head as though I was supposed to have known that.
“He’s not doing anything tonight,” Alicia said to her, her eyebrows curving high up over her forehead. She glanced at me.
“Thanks for announcing to everyone my fucked life,” I said to her with a nod.
“It’s the other side of town,” Tania said. “It’s  a real gig, but Bianca broke up with her boyfriend, so we don’t got no ride no more,” she said. “Bianca plays bass,” she said to me as though it was on me for not knowing it.
“A band?” I said.
“Yaba Daba,” Tania said.
“Oh, I heard of you guys,” I said, lying.
“Never start relationships with a lie,” Tania said, “or that’s all you’re going to get out of them.” She turned and went down the side of the cafe and out the front door to plop herself in a chair along the sidewalk.
I don’t know how she knew I was lying. But she struck me immediately with how bared she seemed to be, and I quelled a brief shiver. I looked at Alicia as she put my cup down on its saucer between us. She dropped her jaw, widened her eyes, and shook her head at me. And then she gestured for me to go outside, too, to join Tania, as though I didn’t know anything.
And so I did. Alica was right. I had nothing better to do that day, or that night. I found Tania with her eyes closed leaning her head back against the stucco wall of the front of the cafe, letting the sun fall over her face.
“Fine,” I said to her. “What time?” I sat down leaving a chair between us.
She covered her eyes with her hand to shade them from the sun, and a sideways grin pulled up over one side of her face. “We got to get going right now if we’re going to be able to set up like we should,” she said.
“There is literally no gas in the tank,” I said.
She stared with squinting eyes across the park and pursed her lips sideways, deeply in thought, as though calculating. “Wait here,” she finally said, and she popped up from her chair, pulled her phone out of her back pocket, and strode with purpose up the sidewalk.
I watched her go, intrigued, conflicted, and utterly mesmerized by her.
I could have finished my coffee, I could have gone back to my shit van to get my bag out of it and take the plates off, and just abandon it where it sat, and literally walk back to my parents house on the west side. My dad, an ex NHL hockey player, continued to hold out to me a standing offer to join him in the beer sales racket, touring a circuit of pubs over the territory of a few states, pushing the product line. He was gregarious, an aging fan favorite — more a pugilist than ever a passer — and it was him who they all came out to meet.
“But they’ll love meeting the son of!” he said, slapping my back with his massive catcher’s-mit-sized hand. “What it was like growing up with a dad like me!”
“No, dad,” I said. But arguing with him was pointless. He was famous for saying that he always wins in the end. He was known for taking numbers, holding a grudge, and finding the guy half a season later or even in the next year, and taking him down and out.
Something, though, drew me up the sidewalk the other way, toward Tania, and not away from her. One way was safety and stability — a job, a home, a known and ready future with a salary, a pension, and, finally, a kind death. The other way looked to be doubling down on mistakes already made, re-upping with the red-pill, and throwing caution to the curb. That Tania girl looked crazy. The band thing sounded unstable. I teetered on the edge of a knife. These are the moments, I knew it even then, that decide fate.
I drained my cup with my face turned up to the sky, I dropped the cup in the saucer, and I winced. And then I turned one way and not the other, and I went up the street to find where that crazy one had gotten off to.
It wasn’t far. She was in front of the liquor store with her guitar case open and her “ax” slung around her neck. With her long black hair cascading down her back, her face up to the sky and her eyes closed, she sang some song I never heard before but that sounded like something I’d known all my life. I stepped back and out of the way of people walking by, mesmerized, and I leaned against a sidewalk tree.
Nobody who passed was left unmoved. She stopped people in their tracks. She made them do double takes. She made them murmur to each other and nod and widen their eyes at each other. And she made money manifest in the velvet pit of her badly worn guitar case, all duck-taped and peeling.
She caught sight of me and gestured with her chin for me to come over to her. During a soulful guitar solo bridge, she murmured to me, “How much we need?” and she glanced with her eyes into her guitar case, making me look down, too.
I shrugged. “More than enough for cross town and back already,” I said.
She slipped her guitar strap over her head, crouched to scrunch the bills and coins up in her hand, and she shoved it all into my pocket. “Gas money,” she said, and she laid her guitar in the case, closed it, and nudged me with her shoulder, hitting me on the back of my shoulder.
“Up here,” I said, nudging her back and steering her around the corner up to the alley I parked in. I was still confused about how she so easily, so reliably, made money rain like that.
She climbed into the passenger seat of my van and gazed around over her shoulder and into the cavernous back of the box. “That’ll do, pig,” she said. “That’ll do.”
We got gas down at the end of the street and she texted while I watched the numbers to take care not to go over $22.25 — the amount she stuffed in my pocket.
Tania guided me through so many lefts and rights, I was lost in the streets below the main drag where low, three-floor walkups fought for space between squat and wide light industrial buildings and warehouses.
“Stop here!” Tania suddenly shouted half way through an alley lined with industrial dumpsters.
Another girl came out of the back of her building with a long-neck bass guitar hung on her back and a small amp and speaker weighing heavily in her hands.
“Bianca,” Tania said to me without looking. “Open the side door for her.”
I climbed back between the two front seats and yanked on the heavy, sliding side door. In front and below me, lifting her face up to me like a girl at first communion, was a fresh, young girl framed in waves of tumbling blonde hair, all clear eyes and white teeth.
“You must be Doug!” she said cheerily.
I turned to Tania. The contrast could not be more stark.
“Alicia told me!” she said, and she laughed. “Bianca, Doug, Doug, Bianca,” Tania said without looking up from her phone she texted on, and she chuckled.
Bianca climbed in and Tania directed me through the maze of more streets and alleys until we pulled up in front of an old decrepit house with a roof that sagged in the middle of its spine across its steep, peaked top.
“All hands on deck,” Tania said to me over her shoulder as she shoved her phone in her jeans pocket and pushed open her stiff, squeaking door with her shoulder and hopped down. Bianca threw open the side door, too, and they went to the garage door and pounded on it.
It opened from the inside. Revealed to me in its evaporating shadows was a smaller asian girl with a jet-black bob hair cut, and fierce, sharp eyes. She was tiny, but she was ripped.
“Late,” she said with no tone in her voice at all.
“Needed gas money,” Tania said. “Had to busk it.” She ducked inside the garage and picked up whatever was nearest her.
“Doug?” the small one said to me. She didn’t wait for me to answer. “Anything that’s black goes in the back,” she said, and she hoofed it back inside, only to drag a black case out too big for her.
“All of this?” I said, looking at Tania.
“All of it,” she said, and she dragged out another black case as big as the first one. “Natalee’s drum kit,” she said to me over her shoulder.
I puffed my cheeks out and scratched the top of my head.
“You wanted the rock-n-roll experience,” Bianca said to me, picking up some smaller but heavier piece. “Welcome to the rock’n’roll experience. Don’t let all the glamor hit you in the ass,” she said, and she laughed.
I dug in and carried out what I could. Natalee remained in the back of the van stacking things as me, Bianca, and Tania brought them out to her. Finally, Bianca loaded herself in the back and her and Natalee flopped down where they could. Tania hopped up in the passenger seat and shouted out the window, “Let’s go!” and she reached down the outside of the door and slapped it like it was a bronco.
I came around and climbed into the driver’s seat. “All girl band, huh?” I said.
“I thought you said you heard of us,” Tania said, and she laughed at me, catching me out in my lie. “Don’t worry, the whole point of being an indie rock band is not being known,” she said, “isn’t that right girls!?” she shouted through the rear view mirror. She had twisted it in my front window down to see the others in the back behind her.
“I might need that,” I said.
“What’s behind you,” she said, “is not important.” She shook her head.
We drove like that across the city aiming for the college campus on the far side, where the ivy grew thick on the limestone walls and the clock tower chimed the hours away. I instinctively reached for the rearview mirror, but Tania snatched at my wrist.
“Oh no you don’t, don’t go pervy on me now,” she said. I looked over at her and she shook her face at me with squinting eyes. “They’re changing — and so will I be in a second, so no looking!”
I stiffened in my neck, gripped my steering wheel in both of my fists, and kept my eyes on the road. Tania chuckled.
“K!” I heard Natalee’s voice behind me. At a red light, Tania slipped her belt off and dove down between our seats. A moment later, Natalee rose up from between the seats and took Tania’s place in the passenger seat.
“Holy shit,” I murmured to myself, looking at her with my eyes popping out.
“Light’s green, roadie,” she said.
I swallowed hard and glanced over my shoulder into the back. There were clothes flung all over the van and open bags with more inside. Tania and Bianca were crouching in front of some portable battery-operated kids make-up mirror with tiny lights all around it, dabbing costume make-up on their faces. I looked back at Natalee.
She gestured with her open hand at the road in front of us and widened her eyes with exasperation at me. Her eyes were lined in red. She had black wings coming out from their corners. Her cheeks, the tip of her nose, and the tips of her ears were rouged. Her lips, emphasized to form a tiny round circle, were deep red with glitter lighting them up. She was dressed in a black newsboy hat, a black t-shirt two sizes too big, and tied in a knot at her ribs to show her taut stomach, and a short, black flaring skirt — and black and white converse sneakers. She made me nervous just to sit beside her. I felt scared. She could easily take me and I knew it.
Natalee guided me around the leafy campus and toward the back doors of the old armory. Tania, on her knees, leaned through the two front seats. “Don’t be alarmed,” she said. “They come for the sexual fantasy and we know that, but fuck it, we get to play our music don’t we? Who the fuck cares what all those frat boys out there are thinking, right?”
I glanced over my shoulder and down. She was dressed in a black beanie, a sheer black top that did little to hide her overly lacy black bra underneath, extremely torn black jeans, and high black leather ankle boots. I swallowed harder and grew more scared. It was a whole other world I was falling through the glass into.
I pulled up to a pair of faded metal doors. “Stop here!” Natalee shouted, leaning out her window and guiding me with her hand curling until the side door of the van was square with the metal doors. She got out and hammered her open hand at them like she was already pissed at them and she whipped open the side door of the van. I looked over my shoulder and saw Bianca bent over but standing up with her hands already on the handles of cases and ready to start slinging them. She was wearing a white t-shirt with a full color butterfly enlarged over the front, super-short denim shorts hung with frays all the way around, and long black leather boots that went up to her thighs. She wore bunny ears on her head. I shivered at the transformations in all three of them.
Natalee leaned through the open side door of my van. I was still stunned by her geisha look. “If you have delusions of playing a hero to three ladies in distress and you want to help us with the fucking gear, stick around and take it all home again for us. There’s fifty bucks in it for you,” she said, and without waiting for me to answer, she grunted and lifted an amp and speaker from the floor of the van and hauled it through the now-open armory doors.
I shrugged at the front window, slipped my belt off, and came through to the back to leap down and haul the heaviest of it inside. I found Tania in there, on a stage motoring around with purpose, connecting cables, extending mic stands, and tugging off pieces of duck tape to glue everything down.
Setting up for sound was something I knew a little bit about and I started placing the monitors and speakers around the stage and on the floor in front of it.
“All wrong, all wrong!” Natalee shouted at me as she darkened the doors at the back of the room and she came huffing across the floor dragging more black cases.
“I just thought . . . ” I started.
“Point them the other way,” she said, cutting me off.
I turned to Tania. “The job I lost,” I said quietly to her, “was setting up sound and light for weddings and shit, for bands,” I said. “I make hardware and software for controlling it all, it’s what I do — until I didn’t,” I said with a shrug.
Tania pulled her face back from me and glazed her eyes over and nodded. She turned to Natalee below her on the floor. “Motherfucker knows his shit around sound and light — he’s a true bona fidy big time engineer,” she said.
I laughed. “Not quite . . . “ I began, but Natalee cut me off.
“Show us your shit, then,” she said, putting down a case where she stood, and she turned to go back to the van for more stuff. “You’re hired.”
I looked at Tania.
“You heard the girl,” she said. “Your turn to shine, princess.”
The contact person at the student union came out. “Soundboard guy is gonna be late,” he said.
“Tell us something we didn’t expect,” Natalee said from the middle of the room, huffing and grunting with more gear.
“We were hoping to do our soundcheck maybe before you open the doors?” Tania said to him.
“Soundboard here though?” I said to the guy.
He chuckled. “Yeah, it’s here, it’s in that room,” he said, and he gestured with his head to a set of closed doors along the wall. “But nobody touches that shit but Paul.”
“What’s your name again?” Natalee said to me.
“Doug,” I said.
She walked up to the guy. He was easily a foot taller than her. “Now it’s nobody but Paul and Doug who touch that shit, because Doug here can school Paul in the art and science of sound to make your buddy Paul there cry and run home to his mommy, okay?”
The guy looked from her to Tania, to me, and back to Natalee again, fear filling his face.
“And a real sound guy is never fucking late!” Natalee said. “That’s why we always bring our own sound guy, and if you don’t like it, we can just load the van back up again,” she said, and she turned and walked away.
I tried not to laugh. It was like being barked at by a chihuahua, but enough to scare you. The guy lead me to the doors, used his keys, and gestured for me to have at it.
I pulled the soundboard out on its wheeled cart and took a moment to look it over. It was antique but it was nothing I hadn’t worked on before. I got busy plugging all the lines in. The fact was, I’d never done sound for a real live indie band before. I’d done DJs, I’d done tribute acts, I’d done speeches and dances and weddings and funerals, but I’d never done live and real music — I mean actual, original music.
“You better be ready for us in five,” Natalee barked at me. She seemed always angry. The girls went on stage and pulled their straps over their heads. Natalee climbed into her drum set like an astronaut climbing inside a space capsule. Bianca and Tania tuned up and Natalee whacked her drums and shifted their positions around her.
I flicked the switch and put them all on the big speakers and hovered my hands over the array of knobs and sliders ready to twist and push and pull like a motherfucker. The girls fell into a rhythm together and picked up one of their songs somewhere in the middle and they looked at each other and nodded and grinned.
Natalee left her stool and came down into the room and walked around it to its farthest corners before coming back up to me. “It’s good,” she said, as though it pained her to admit it. “But it’s too much down into the floor.”
“When people fill the room, the acoustics will change,” I told her. “Bodies are baffles. They absorb the high end especially. I’m putting more of the high end over the ceiling to reach the back — the sound should be full for the whole room when its filled up with people,” I said.
She frowned and nodded and went back up on stage. The three talked and Natalee went back to her drums. Tania smiled at me and gave me a thumbs up. Natalee shouted “One! Two!” and all three of them struck out on a heavy-hitting signature song. I made adjustments, they adjusted their placings, and we went through two more songs before they took their instruments off and came down from the stage.
“Okay, let’s go eat,” Natalee said. As an afterthought, she turned over her shoulder and said to me, “I don’t think we ever sounded that good before, to be honest.”
We ate in the back of the van after they sent me to the Arby’s to get their orders. “Can’t leave the gear unattended,” Tania said to me.
“Also, we need to keep the mystique of our act out of the public eye until we’re on stage,” Bianca said, and she chuckled and flicked her blonde hair over her shoulders and dug into her sandwich.
If everything was fierce and angry with Natalee, it was all sexual and playful with Bianca. Tania, meanwhile, was the emotional flywheel that held the thing together, however much it wobbled and rattled in the middle.
“I drive the bus,” Natalee said, “Bianca here navigates us down the centre of the road,” she said, “and this one,” she went on, gesturing toward Tania, “is the reason there’s a bus at all.”
“Tania writes the songs,” Bianca said to me, clarifying things.
“We all write the songs,” Natalee said, correcting her. “But we know we’re all just living inside her head,” she said and she snorted.
Bianca kicked my thigh. “So what are you?” she said. “On this big old bus we ride.” She laughed.
“We have a tour we were putting together,” Tania said. “But Bianca here kicked our driver and his van to the curb. What are you doing the next two weeks?” she said, and she laughed.
“Nine nights, seven cities, all college pubs or college rooms just like this one,” Natalee said. “Could use you.”
“You mean you could use my van,” I said.
“Natalee knows her shit when it comes to how we want to sound,” Tania said. “And she doesn’t complement very many people.”
“She doesn’t complement anybody,” Bianca said, and she chuckled.
Natalee lifted her face to me. “You know sound, I’ll give you that,” she said.
“I don’t have any money,” I said.
Tania laughed. “None of us do!” she said. “That’s half the fun of it!”
I chewed my sandwich and stared long and hard out the back windows of the van and up into the early evening sky smudged and discolored by the glass.
“Living the dream,” I said.
“You got something better to do for the next two weeks?” Tania said.
I thought about my fading star dad’s offer to join him in the beer sale racket. I probably knew already all the pubs the band were lined up to play in, having done the circuit with my dad enough times, him bringing me along whether I wanted to go or not, introducing me to all the people who admired him for his fists. I certainly already knew my chops around sound design for any kind of room big or small they might play in, thinking back to my friends and our company that went out of business.
You just never know what you’re building your talents up for, most of the time, do you. I was already broke, I thought, so going more broke wasn’t an issue. I had nothing but the van, and even that was a piece of shit. My friends and I already sold all the equipment we had, so I didn’t even have tools to go out on my own.
“Spring is the hungriest season,” Tania said, as though reading my mind.
I stared out the back windows. “I want to be the mechanic,” I said. I turned around to find them all looking quizzically at the back of my head. “That’s what I want to be on this big old bus ride, I want to be the mechanic.”
Natalee smiled for the first time ever, and she nodded, too.
“The mechanic!” Bianca said, and she snorted and grinned. “That’s pretty good!” she said. She turned to Tania. “He’s the mechanic, right?” she said.
“So you gonna fix us, mechanic?” Tania said, and she pierced me with her dark eyes and she grinned.
“Just don’t put me on the stage,” I said. “I work strictly behind the scenes.”
“We can work with that,” Tania said.
And that’s how I ended up sleeping in the back of my van with three indie rock girls behind a gas station middle of nowhere with two hours to go to the next morning and the first gig of the tour.
Tania reached down between our bodies under the duvet, and she slithered her hand under the waist of my shorts and gripped her long painted fingers around my cock.
“Shhh!” she said again close to my ear, and I could feel her body on mine jiggle from her constrained chuckling.
“Tania,” I said to her, but I felt the heat and wetness of her lips where she pulled the crotch of her panties aside, and her hand came up to join her other hand covering my mouth. She curled her back, thrusted her hips, and sank her pussy, tight, burning hot, and soaking wet, down the length of my cock.
Her waving black hair covered my face and her gasps sank into my neck. The van rocked slightly with the thrusts of her hips and I tried to grip her ass in my hands and hold her more still, but she grunted in my ear, bit my skin, and forced herself harder and deeper down onto me.
I grunted accidentally and she snickered, pushed her hair up over the top of her head and behind mine to make a tent for our faces, and she kissed me wholly and deeply, searching my mouth with her tongue and moaning lightly inside the kiss. Her pussy sucked on my cock when she pulled up and bubbled from her wetness when she sank back down.
“Come inside me,” she whispered in my ear and she bit it.
I held her head in my hands and turned it to bring her ear to my mouth. “You’re fucking crazy,” I said to her in a whisper.
It didn’t help. It only made her squirm on me with deeper contortions, to breathe more hoarsely over my face and neck, and to push her hips harder down against my hips.
We both chirped and we both covered the other’s mouth with our cupped hands. She pushed herself up with the heels of her hands heavy into my shoulders, and she locked her elbows to lift her body arching high over mine. The duvet fell from her shoulders and revealed her body to me in the light that came in around the covers over the back windows of the van. I pushed her top up to her neck and seized her breasts in my hands and squeezed.
She flung her head back so that her long waving curtain of black hear hung down her back and she pushed her hands into the back of my hands and made me squeeze her breasts harder. She rose and fell on me, plunging my cock deep inside her pussy, and she dropped her chin down and screamed with silence and held her breath.
I felt the walls of her pussy contract around the sides of my cock and I felt her flood inside herself hotter and wetter than before. She grimaced to the ceiling of the van and stopped breathing. I arched in my back and drove my heels and shoulders down into the thin foam under me. I lifted her off the floor as I strained throughout my body. Her body arched deeply and stopped moving on me altogether. Time stopped for three full beats, as did our breathing. Light seemed to swirl and sound seemed to rise into a choir’s crescendo.
When I erupted into her, she gasped and collapsed down onto me. She buried her face in my neck and her entire body shivered like death throes. I shot and shot into her as I contorted madly under her. We finally sank down together and I felt my cum run from her pussy and down over my thighs and balls.
She slid off me the same way she came up onto me, like smoke, and she turned onto her side and reached behind her to find my arm and pull me on my side snugly up against her back.
I woke up with bright morning light over my face and cool air forcing the stuffiness out of the back of the van. I sat up and scratched my head. Tania was sitting with her legs hanging out the open side door of the van. Bianca and Natalee were just then walking up to the side of the van carrying a tray of coffee and microwaved breakfast from inside the gas station store.
“Fuck sakes, Tania, fucking the guy right beside us?” Natalee said, handing her a sandwich and coffee.
Tania turned around. “You up yet?” she said to me over her shoulder and she grinned and shrugged at me. “Don’t blame him, it was my fault,” she said to Natalee.
“We weren’t blaming him,” Bianca said and she rolled her eyes and snorted and pulled herself up beside Tania to dangle her legs over the side to eat and drink, too.
Natalee sat on Tania’s other side and she looked over her shoulder. “Well don’t be shy now, lover boy,” she said, and she patted the floor of the van beside her.
Bianca looked over her shoulder at me too. “Mechanic,” she said, and she snorted and flashed her eyes at me.
I puffed a breath out through my full cheeks and scrambled over the bedding and around the equipment and pulled myself into a sitting position beside Natalee and the other two to eat and drink breakfast with them.
“How far did you say?” Natalee said to me.
“Two hours to go,” Bianca said.
“Plan is to check in to the motel, get a shower, go over to the venue, see if someone’s there to pay us, then set up, do sound check, then we go back to the motel to get ready and we get some dinner to bring to the venue. You stay there to guard the shit, and then . . . “ Natalee said.
“And then we do it all over again,” Tania said.
“Except the last part on the floor of the van halfway to the next stop!” Bianca said, and she laughed.
Natalee held her finger up to the middle of my face. “No fucking Tania tonight!” she said. To the pavement outside the open van door, she said, “I’m sleeping in Tania’s bed in the motel tonight. God damn, girl,” she said, turning to Tania. “Right in front of us?”
“I’m sorry, okay!?” Tania said. “It was an accident.”
We tidied up and shut the doors and hit the road. The motel we came to was dingy. The bathroom was too small and dim to do make-up properly. The shower was scary. The price was steep.
“Why are we setting up so early at the venue — I thought it was dangerous to leave equipment there,” I said.
“We have to rehearse,” Bianca said. “Can’t in the van, obviously, can’t in the motel room, either, they never let us,” she said. She shrugged.
The soundboard at the venue was so substandard, I wasn’t able to generate their real sound. The venue speakers were limited and not enough for the size of the room. And the guy paid Natalee less than what she was lead to believe what the deal called for.
“I just can’t even fucking care anymore,” Natalee said. “Shit, music is too fucking hard.”
“You guys rehearse,” I said. “I got to go pee.”
Instead, I wound my way around the hallways of the building and found the guy she had been talking to, ensconced deep in his office — the president of the student society. I shut the door behind me.
“What’s up?” the guy said.
I leaned over the other side of his desk. I didn’t say anything other than the number Natalee told me she thought they agreed to for the fee. We silently stared at each other’s eyes for what felt like a half a minute. “Oh!” he finally said, and he rolled back in his office chair. “Yeah, no, some now, the rest after they’ve played,” he said, and he chuckled.
“All up front,” I said. “Now.”
Normally I was the type of guy who said too much rather than too little, and the type of guy also who avoided unnecessary confrontations. I always took, I told myself, the bigger picture into view. I excused other’s behaviors. I gave them the benefit of the doubt. Who wants to fight all the time, was my motto.
But I didn’t sleep through the night, not with Tania going at me like that, the driving was exhausting in the morning rush hour, and the motel room was shitty and expensive. The fact was, I didn’t mean to come off like that — all stoic and silent, menacing him over his desk — but I was tired and without a thought. I didn’t know what I was going to do or say next. He could have said anything and I’d have accepted it.
“Okay,” is what he said. He paid me on the spot, directly to my phone, and I went out from his office, found my way back to the auditorium, and found Natalee.
While playing and not missing a beat, she leaned over on her drummer’s stool to look closer into the face of my phone I held up for her and she frowned. “What’s that?” she said over the sound of the band.
“The rest of the money,” I said.
She half turned her face and grinned. “You made him pay?”
“He paid,” I said, and I put my phone back in my pocket.
Tania backed up and stepped sideways and leaned over to Natalee. “What’s that?” she said.
Natalee grinned up to her. “Mechanic fixed it,” she said, and she burst into a drum solo that made everybody stand back, stop playing, and stare.
The show went off surprisingly well, given how bad the venue equipment was. Everybody was pumped. “It feels good to get paid right!” Natalee said.
We loaded the van and, tired and sore, unloaded it back into the room. “Can’t leave it in the van overnight,” Tania said. “Motherfuckers steal shit all the time.”
We showered and crashed, Tania and Natalee taking one bed, and Bianca sliding into the bed I was already falling asleep in. She put her back to me, but she glanced over her shoulder, her blond waves falling over her face, her blue eyes glowing, her bare shoulders gleaming where they stuck out of the blankets.
Unlike Tania, Bianca had a stage persona clearly distinct from her off-stage personality. On stage, she played up her girl-next-door looks with her deliberately less-than-convincing grunge costume, and she liked to flirt, too, with Tania mostly. For the whole show, and much to the intrigue and delight of the audience, she made eyes, flashed smiles, and licked her lips at Tania. Natalie played the role of the suspicious spouse. The whole play within the play drove the audience wild.
In person, though, she laughed everything off and took nothing seriously. “No funny business, you!” she said across our bed, and she squinted her eyes and pursed her grin at me. But she also pushed herself over the middle of the bed and nuzzled her back into my chest.
“Make me warm,” she whispered over her shoulder at me.
I took dare to remain on my side of the bed and I draped my arm around her shoulder and pulled her tighter against me — a little.
“Are they sleeping yet?” she whispered nearly too quietly for even me to hear.
I rolled my head and looked over my shoulder behind me to Tania and Natalee but they were definitely out. “Yes,” I said to Bianca’s ear.
She pushed a little more back against me until her tush pushed into my groin. She definitely felt me — I was unable to not grow hard. She rolled her head back to me. “Naughty boy,” she said in an even quieter whisper than before. And then, under the blankets, she slowly and stealthily slipped her hand over her waist and hip, and down between her ass and over to my groin, and she felt my cock through my thin shorts.
“Bianca!” I said into her ear, trying to remain as quiet as possible.
But she “shh’d” me and pushed her fingers under the waist of my shorts. Silently, she touched me, she ran her finger along me, and she wrapped her whole hand around my bare cock.
I stared into the back of her blonde head, my eyes peeled wide, my heart racing.
She pulled her hand out of my shorts, but only to carefully, slowly, and silently, push the waist of my shorts down my thighs. She reached between us again, and wrapped her hand around my now harder, thicker, and stiffer cock.
She slowly pumped it in her hand. Her body stretched, and she emitted tiny sighs. She removed her hand from my cock again, and I was relieved — until I realized she was carefully sliding her panties down her legs. She rolled back against me in the same position as before, but now I felt nothing but the bare skin of her ass pressed against the bare skin of my groin.
I hugged her with my arm around her shoulders and she hugged one arm around my arm, and dug her fingernails into my skin. Her other arm was draped over her hips, and her other hand squeezed, shook, and stroked my cock, poking the head against the crease of her ass.
I began to whisper into her ear that we can’t do that, but she pressed her head back and covered my mouth with her blonde hair. She arched in her back in front of me and let go of my cock — but only to find it again, reaching down through her legs from in front. I tried to pull away from her, but she squeezed me hard enough to hurt me.
And then I felt it. It was a burning sensation at first, but the wetness made my spine go erect. Her fingers stretched and pressed against the underside of my cock. She had pulled me through between her legs and teased the top of her pussy with the head of my cock. Her body curled and straightened so that, pressing my cock against her lips, she ran her soaking pussy up and down the length of my shaft.
And then the head popped inside her and she let go with her hand.
I dropped my mouth wide open against the back of her head, my face lost in all that blonde. She pushed both of her hands into the bed in front of her face and curled her body back to push her hips up against mine, and she took my cock deeper inside her pussy.
I wrapped my hand around her hip to try to stop her from swallowing me inside her completely, but she was forceful and determined and I was weak and overcome. I slipped my other hand under her other hip, and lying on our sides, I held her body and thrusted mine into hers from behind.
Though she breathed deep and rapidly, she made no sound. We fucked slowly, avoiding slapping our bodies together. Instead, we ground ourselves into each other, trying to minimize sounds. She reached behind her back and sank her fingernails into my waist. Her body shuddered and her breath stopped.
I realized she was climaxing, and the thought made it impossible for me to hold myself back. I clenched my eyes tight and set my jaw. I shuddered against her and was unable to stop myself from letting go, and I filled her in a peak of released pressure.
I finally pulled out of her and rolled onto my back. In the other bed, Tania and Natalee didn’t stir at all. Bianca slipped out of bed and tiptoed to the bathroom. She came back with a warm, wet cloth, and silently she reached under the blankets and wiped me clean.
“Thank you,” she said with no breath or voice at all, and she rolled onto her side and pulled me up behind her just as we had started that night, cuddled together as innocently as anything.
In the morning, everybody got up at the same time and we silently packed the van and headed out to the next gig in the next town, having agreed that we’d try for breakfast there rather than spending one more minute more than necessary in that place.
At the breakfast place, Natalee went to the bathroom and Tania slumped back in the booth seat  and snapped a slice of bacon off with her teeth looking hard at me and she chuckled.
“You two fucked last night, I can tell,” she said.
Bianca gasped and turned to her and slapped her shoulder. “As if!” she said.
“You haven’t said a word to each other all morning, you’re both such bad liars!” Tania said, and she laughed.
Bianca turned red and flared her eyes at her. “No telling Natalee!” she said to Tania through gritted teeth.
“So you did!” Tania shouted with a whisper.
“You just gave it away,” I said to Bianca.
“I hate you!” Bianca said to Tania and she stole the second strip of bacon from her plate and shoved it whole into her mouth.
Natalee came back and everybody sat up and kept quiet.
“We taking a vow of silence this morning?” she said.
I drew her attention away from Bianca and out the window and across the street. There was an RV sales and rental lot there with a web address. I pulled out my phone and looked them up.
“Hm,” I said, and I flopped back in my seat and looked out the window and across the wide road again.
“What?” Natalee said.
“That one right there,” I said, gesturing with my chin to the one parked alongside the driveway. It was a 40-foot silver and white motorhome.“Retirement special,” it said, reading the sign down the side of it. Bianca and Tania joined Natalee in looking out the window and across the street at it.
“The rent per day is not so much more than the cost of a motel,” I said. “The van, by the way, isn’t going to make it. We’re going to end up renting something anyway.”
They all stared at it before Natalee broke the spell. “What are you saying?” she said.
“I’m saying, why not go look at it. We can park at the venue that way, stay there, not load and unload all the shit five times a day, and you can even rehearse and practice inside it,” I said.
“Instead of disgusting motel rooms,” Bianca said dreamily.
We dodged the traffic and got a rep to show us inside the thing. “It’s got an undercarriage storage on it, and it locks,” he said. “And check this out,” he said, and he lifted a metal loop in the floor and pulled up a hatch. “Access to storage from inside.”
He guy made us a deal — it must have been a combination of the fact the girls were a band he heard of (and he wasn’t lying, unlike me), and Bianca, who flirted with him the whole time. I ran back, got the van, and we transferred all our stuff into the RV.
“Can we trade in the van?” I said to him as a joke. The thing was worth less than a scrap pick-up fee.
“We do have a push-pull-or-drag-in deal on,” he said. He cut us a bigger discount and laughed at it just like we did. “It’s for sales, not for rentals, but I can probably throw it on someone else’s sheet,” he said.
“Don’t get yourself in trouble,” I said to him.
He shrugged. “The boss will be happy enough something moved today,” he said. “Been a slow week.”
I slipped into the luxurious captain’s chair. The girls whooped and hollered in the back. We pulled out and made our way to the next gig in somewhat improved style. One hour out of town, we came to a dip in the road that skirted along the coast and spotted some beaches. I pulled off and found a parking lot by itself. I found the generator and it fired up like new stuff always does, soft and quiet, and when I shut its door, we couldn’t even hear it.
“Rehearsal space,” I said.
We set up some speakers and amps that we were able to pull up from under the floor, and I set it all up for them as they worked on songs at the kitchen table. I sat on the couch while the girls banged through their playlist. They were able to be as loud as they wanted.
“This is unbelievable,” Bianca said.
Natalee checked her phone. “We got time?” she said.
“No check in, no motel room far from the gig, you got rehearsal already done, you can get dressed and made-up right outside the back doors of the gig, we can even make our own food — fridge and oven right here — so we can eat way better and cheaper, and we don’t even have to load and unload anything. Way more time,” I said.
“I wish we thought of this earlier,” she said.
I shrugged. “We got it now,” I said.
“He does fix things, doesn’t he,” Bianca said to Tania, and they both grinned at me.
Bianca and Tania went for a walk to explore the rocks further up the break in the coast and I took the rehearsal set down and packed it away under the floor while Natalee was busy on her laptop checking their socials and messages and updating the contact person at the next few gigs.
I chose to nap. I had a couple more hours of driving to do and I wanted to make sure I was rested. I fell straight asleep. But I awoke a few minutes later with Natalee standing over me, glaring fiercely like she almost always did. “I know what you and Bianca did last night,” she said.
I pursed my lips up at her. There was no point in trying to lie, she saw through everything and everybody all the time. She was by far the sharpest blade in the butcher’s block.
“I’m sorry,” I said.
She shook her head. “Don’t be,” she said. She lifted a knee and pressed it down into the couch beside my hip. “She probably needed it — get the cobwebs out of her dried up pussy,” she said, and she chewed the inside of her cheek. She leaned over me and peered out the window above the back of the couch up and down the coast. “How far away did they go?” she said.
I strained to lift myself from the couch but she turned, pulled her other knee up onto the couch and straddled herself over my hips. She pushed me back down onto my back. When I began to speak, she dropped her head down between her shoulders and pushed her small mouth up against my mouth.
“I’m sorry,” she said, lifting herself from me. “I watched you guys last night,” she said. “And I wanted it to be me,” she said more softly, and she covered my mouth more thoroughly with her mouth and penetrated my lips with her tongue.
“Natalee,” I said.
But she grunted at me with defiance. “You think it’s easy being me?” she said.
I thought about what she might really be asking me for a moment, before I said, “No . . . ?”
“We have a sound, you know,” she said, and she pushed herself up from me and pulled her t-shirt up over her head. “We have an identity — we have something going on here, you know,” she said. She pulled the button open in the waist of my jeans.
“I know that, I can tell,” I said.
“I take it very seriously,” she said, and she glared down at me under her with furious eyes.
“I don’t doubt you,” I said.
She kissed me with groaning passion before she pulled back up from me, stood high on the couch over me, and undid her own pants. She peeled them down and off and she came back down onto me in only her black panties and bra.
She kissed me again. “We’ve never had our music sound the way you made it sound,” she said, and she kissed me all over my face. “And Tania never looked so loose and good on stage as she did the night after you and her . . . ” she said, and she trailed off. She kissed a trail down my body where she had pulled my t-shirt up and she sat back on her calves and pulled my pants, and then my shorts, off.
“And Bianca too,” she said, and she wasted no time pushing her small round mouth over the head of my cock as it grew hard and long in her hand.
I gasped and looked down my body, bewildered.
“So,” she said, and she licked the underside of my cock, kissed it all over, and popped the head inside her mouth again. “Probably the only way we’re going to keep this whole thing from breaking up with all sorts of jealousy,” she said, “is if we all . . . “ she said, and she stopped.
“You all what?” I said.
She glared at me like she was angry at me. And then she shot forward and landed heavily over my body, or as heavily as her small body could land. “I’m too shy to say it!” she said into my ear, and she laughed with a tiny squeal.
I’d never heard her laugh before. “You don’t have to say it,” I said. I ran my hands down her nude body and back up.
“You’re going to laugh at me,” she said.
“Hardly,” I said.
She pushed her mouth against my ear. “I masturbated watching you and Bianca do it last night,” she said.
“But you warned us not to do it,” I said.
She squirmed all over me. “Don’t make me say it,” she said.
“Say what?” I said.
She squealed and writhed. I slipped my hand down the front of her panties and she instantly pushed her thumbs under the waist and pushed them down her legs and off. She rolled over and dove down between my legs and consumed my cock down into the back of her mouth.
“You know what I want,” she said.
“But you can’t say it?” I said.
She shot up and glared out the window over the back of the couch again looking carefully up and down the coastline. “If I say it, will you do it?” she said, looking back down at me under her.
“I mean . . . “ I started, but she squealed, leapt up, and yanked me by the wrist to drag me urgently to the bedroom in the back of the RV.
“Lay on me?” she said, and she crawled up on her hands and knees over the foot of the bed. “On my back?” she said in a quieter voice, and she laid down on her stomach. She looked at me over her shoulder with her face in the sheets. “Crush me?” she said in a near-whisper.
I snorted and knelt on the foot of the bed.
“Only I’m going to pretend I’m sleeping, okay?” she said. “No telling Bianca or Tania!” she squealed.
“Okay, okay,” I said. “So go to sleep, then.”
She grinned and chuckled and laid her face on her arms under her head and wiggled and settled down. She even snorted, and then she laughed again. “Okay, serious, now,” she said.
I stood over the foot of the bed and looked down at her small body lying there, nothing on her but her black bra. When I gave it enough time for her to put herself in her scenario, I gently knelt on the bed again, and nudged her legs apart. I came down over her and at first held my whole body over hers on my knees and elbows. But then I lowered myself onto her back.
I covered her completely, she was so small. I let more and more of my weight come down onto her. She began to moan. My cock grew hard where it nestled between her thighs. She spread them open wider for me. I could feel the lips of her pussy with the top of my cock, all hot and wet and soft.
She pretended to sleep, but her breath was heavy and deep. I nudged her pussy lips with the head of my cock and, not meaning to, not so soon, anyway, the head popped inside her. She lifted her hips from the bed with a guttural groan, and before I could retract up from her, she curled her hips and pushed her pussy up to swallow the length of my cock inside her.
I let all my weight come down onto her and I pushed my hips into her ass and ground myself deeply into her pussy.
She grunted into the bed.
I knelt back on my knees and hauled her hips up in front of me so that she was like a rag doll on her knees and elbows, and I pounded myself into her from behind hard enough to jolt her body and make her cry.
I thrashed her. I hammered her. She climaxed more than once. She cried so loud, I worried the nearby village would have heard her. She took it harder than I could have believed she ever would. She rolled over and I sat back on my calves, and held her hips up in front of me. She lifted her body onto the top of her head facing backward, and I thrashed her stretched and deeply arching body on the end of my pole. When I finally came inside her, I flooded her pussy and she contorted and writhed with even more wildness. She seemed to have climaxed repeatedly.
When we finally fell apart, both of us panting and sweating and exhausted, we heard clapping. I lifted my head and Natalee pulled the sheets over her head. It was Tania and Bianca. They were outside the bedroom door watching us, and laughing and clapping.
When we finally came out of the bedroom, we found Bianca and Tania at the table, snickering like kids and elbowing and nudging each other, and trying to look busy on their laptops.
“It was an accident,” Natalee said.
Bianca and Tania laughed so hard, Natalee started laughing too, and I couldn’t hold back, either.
We made sandwiches and salads from what Bianca and Tania brought back from a store they found and we made it the rest of the way to the next gig with time to spare.
“You guys stay on-board,” I said when we pulled up behind the next pub. “I’ll get some guys inside to help me carry this shit in.”
“We’re not used to this,” Tania said to me as I lingered on the steps of the door to the RV.
“Get used to it,” I said. “Because I’m going inside to get us paid first, up front.”
I looked around and over my shoulder. All three of them, Tania, Bianca, and Natalee, smiled at me and waved with fluttering fingers, eating toast I had sliced, sipping cafe mochas I had made them, all of their eyes bright and their hair messy, dressed in tank tops and panties inside our bright and modern 40-foot RV.
I locked the door on my way out, of course. Protect that shit, I thought to myself, and I went inside looking for some grunts.
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