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“That’s heavy,” the pretty girl said. “I think.”
It wasn’t though, her living room chair. I rolled it up onto my lifted knee and over onto its side and navigated carefully through the narrow hallway and out her apartment door.
“Don’t you need someone to help you with that?” she said, now looking like a golfer trying to will a ball into its hole. She grimaced as though a bump on the wall would hurt her more than the chair. She followed me down the hallway close enough behind my back her scent invaded me, on top of the rest of it.
“Should be able to manage from here,” I said, and I got it on the elevator, twisted the service key, and gave her a reassuring nod as the doors swished closed between us, and blocked her out. I smiled and waved, but when the rubber door stoppers met, I dropped my head and exhaled.
It was all I could take of her at the moment, her loosely bouncing waves of long blonde hair, her blue eyes, her long black sleeveless tee, all white shorts and white tennis shoes. It was the purity of her, the freshness in her, that spun me around inside. She was a creature from a whole other planet, the kind of thing they keep behind glass, lock and key, types like me come moseying in looking around.
“Oh yeah,” I groaned to myself, pressing my forehead into my shoulder to soak the sweat out of my eyes. Downtown is where this one belongs, girl like her, out clubbing every night skirt shorter than a hand, and out jogging the seawall every morning, pony tail bouncing out the back of her too-cool-for-school baseball cap. What was she, 24? Just starting to make half-real money now and getting herself a nice place closer to the action, maybe a boyfriend or two here and there, girls like her. The avocado and arugula set, Cray said, made me laugh.
She must have dashed down the stairs because there she was again in front of the opening elevator doors, just in case I needed her input on wrestling her stuff off the elevator and onto the back of the truck out front. Cray was just coming back in the building having got his elevator load curbside for me to stack inside the truck.
“Careful with the chair,” I said to him, giving him the side-eye that told him the client was anxious about that piece in particular.
“Roger that,” he said. “But oh to be the cushion,” he added in a low grumble with a smirk as we passed each other.
I stopped him, put my finger up to his face. “What I tell you on the truck?” I said.
He rolled his eyes and sang to himself, “R-e-s-p-e-c-t.”
She didn’t see or hear that. She was already standing outside the back of the truck, arms folded over her chest and watching each piece of her life go together like a puzzle in there. “How long did you say you’ve been doing this?” she said when I got to the base of the ramp, her shading her eyes with her hand, hip crooked, one knee straight, the other cocked. She looked like a fashion shoot. She looked like a magazine cover. I’d never been that close to one of them before.
I wrapped a side table in a blanket and carefully fit it into the hole I’d been saving for it. “I didn’t say,” I said, studiously not stealing back, one peak of a side-eye at her the way they say don’t look at the sun, or a nuclear blast.
There followed a long pause before she followed up with her supplementary question, she again making no effort to conceal the fact her eyes traveled up and down and all around, and taking her time on me, too. “So how long did you say you’ve been doing this?” she said, and she puffed air out her nose and rolled her eyes. Half a smile pulled up one side of her face. She was by contrast to me reckless and endangering with her eyes, letting them go wherever they wanted. Her smile wasn’t helping.
I came down the ramp and surveyed the pieces for something light to go up on top. I had to pack it carefully, the truck we got for that day made the move a tight fit. Her distractions were interfering with my focus. Would you just look at those thighs, so creamy smooth you want to just kiss them, one up each side of your face, Christ on a cross.
“Long enough I don’t damage the client’s furniture,” I said, and I reached past her — she barely moving — to snatch up a couple of kitchen chairs that I fit together, wrapped them, and fit them in the hole precisely.
“I didn’t say I doubted your abilities,” she said. “I’m actually admiring how you do it like that.”
“Make it fit you mean?” I said, and I chuckled. “It’s just all spatial relationships.” Kitchen table now, I thought to myself. The rest should — should — fit around that with just enough room to stand her mattress and boxspring up against the back doors when we shut them.
“Well you seem quite the expert at it, is all,” she said.
“Can’t have things jostling around,” I said, and I waited for her to clue in that I was about to fling the table up such that the legs would hit her if she didn’t move. That too was just simple spatial relationships, as most injuries are.
“You could just ask me to move, you know,” she said.
“Ma’am, could you step aside a moment,” I said.
“I’m not a ma’am, I’m Callie,” she replied.
I was going to say something about the irony of it, feeling invisible to half the human race like that, but it’s not my circus and these sure weren’t my monkeys she set loose running all around my head.
“Callie,” I said, and I used my hand to indicate to her to shift sideways a foot or two.
She bulged her eyes out the side and stepped a single foot aside. “Please?” she said to herself.
But that was already more words than ever passed between me and the likes of a girl like her, whether I was 24 like her or 38 now, the main difference in those years between us being I no longer hoped and prayed and coughed and stammered with them. There’s a freedom in giving up. “Now I just do my job.”
“And you do it well, is all I’m trying to say,” she said, and I realized with a start that I said that out loud. “It’s just . . . “ she paused before turning away. “ . . . interesting.”
I was right about her coming into real money, whatever job she had. The place she was leaving deep down in the shit side of town, compared to the glass-and-steel downtown high-rise tower she was moving into, was a big step up in the world for her.
“You win the lottery or something?” I said, setting her mattress down against the boxspring already propped up against the bedroom wall. I’d let Cray get the rest of the stuff up and put her bed together instead.
“Not luck at all. Hard work, a strong plan, and good execution,” she said leaning back against the bedroom door where it opened all the way against the wall behind it. Her hands were trapped behind her back so that her chest pushed up and out enough to get even more of my attention, me struggling to not stare.
I got down on my knees and blew dust and shavings out of the hole in the headboard post the rail needed to fit into. “That all,” I said, and I used my pliers to bend the metal tab a little.
“My boyfriend made that straight when he was putting my bed together,” she said. “My ex boyfriend.”
“And your bed creaked,” I stated. I stopped myself from finishing the sentence that was already half up my throat.
“It’s supposed to be bent?”
“How it bites tight,” I said, and I looked up just as I fit the tab in the hole and punched the back of the post in to drive it home.
“How are you supposed to know that?” she said.
I fixed the other rail into the other post and set up the footboard. “Experience,” I said and I closed an eye to get a bead on the rail.
“You have a lot of experience,” she said and she snorted some and pulled a grin up half her face.
Cray came into the room just then and she kicked herself off the door and went out.
“Just about got everything up, you want me to put the legs on the couch?” he said.
That would have been the idea, but I said to him, “No, why don’t you go down the truck, put the ramp away, fold the blankets,” I said.
No sooner he left but Callie came back in, now offering me a tall glass of cool water. “Don’t you take breaks?” she said.
“Not on the client’s dime,” I said.
“Company is paying for my move,” she said.
“Still a client there somewhere,” I said, and I set the bed down and unwrapped the boxspring.
“You sure that’s going to hold up?” she said.
“Four bolts in the foot, four bolts in the head,” I said, pointing down at the construction. “Should hold you up even if you bring the roof down.”
“Good to know,” she said, and she smirked into her own glass of water.
The bedroom set up, I went out to the living room to set the couch. “This where you want it then?”
“Well what do you think? Is this the right wall for it?” she said.
“Up to you,” I said with a shrug. As long as we talked about my end of things, I had no problem talking to her, so long as I kept my eyes off her directly, which I wish she would have done with me.
“I want your opinion though,” she said.
“Depends on what you’re going to do on it mostly,” I said.
She smirked again and turned away. “Just the usual,” she said. “What do you think?”
“Well if you’re watching a screen, it has to go here, you’ll get too much reflection on the screen over there. But if you’re reading mostly, maybe you’re going to want natural light coming over your shoulder.”
“See, I knew you were pretty smart about this kind of thing,” she said.
I couldn’t do anything but stand there and nod and wait for her to say where. The clean lines and the cool blue glass and metallic window frames of the place suited her. “Natural light,” I said for no reason. 
“You say that like someone who reads a lot of books,” she said.
I shrugged, still waiting for her to say. “Got a lot of time I guess,” I said.
“I highly doubt that’s the only reason. Anyway, I like it better against that wall. Do you need your friend to help you?”
“Nope,” I said, and I walked the couch over to its new home and pulled it onto its knees to get in under it with the legs to screw back in.
She sidled over to watch me fit the legs in and screw them up tight. “Do you show this kind of care and attention to all your . . . “ she paused. “ . . . clients?”
“It’s their home,” I said. “Moving is one of the big stressors in life, right?”
“I don’t know,” she said. “I found this move pretty easy going myself.”
I set the couch down on its feet. “Glad to hear it,” I said. “I hope we did something to bring that about.” I winced at how corporate I sounded, how fake.
She sat down on the couch, crossed her legs, relaxed back into it as she spread an arm out over the back. She watched me out the corners of her eyes, followed me with them like she was thinking something about me, planning something.
I rolled up my tools and got out my phone to go over final details and paperwork.
“So how old are you supposed to be anyway?” she said.
I thought about how to not tell her, but she put it out there so bluntly, there was nowhere to run. “38,” I said like I had to think about it.
She nodded, grinned to herself. “I don’t know anybody like you, do you know that?” she finally said.
Now there were a lot of things I could have said back to her about that. But what came out was, “Pretty sure I don’t know many girls like you, either.”
She laughed that kind of laugh I was accustomed to hearing thrown back at me back when I used to approach them, which is pretty much the reason why I didn’t go there anymore.
“I could tell right away you don’t feel very comfortable around me,” she said. She continued watching me closely as I rolled up our entry mat and pulled the plastic covers off my shoes.
“No,” I said, and I chuckled. “I never know what I’m supposed to say, I guess.”
“You’re doing pretty good so far.”
“Yeah, no,” I said, and I chuckled some more, put stuff outside her door. “This is just me trying to get the hell out of here before I blow it.” 
“You’re not like most guys I meet, but maybe that’s because you’re a bit older,” she said.
I pulled up on my phone the forms for her to sign. “Just use your finger,” I said, handing my phone to her. “A couple there to scroll through.”
“Use my finger,” she said with a smirk.
“Well,” I said, as she went through the forms. “You’re not so bad to talk to yourself either,” I said, and I immediately regretted talking like that. It wasn’t me.
She stood up, turned the phone around to hand it back to me, and came a half-step too close. There was that scent of a meadow in the sun again. “You’re not so bad either, you know,” she said, and she chirped with a tiny laugh. “Once a girl traps you into it.”
I handed her my card, ignored what she said. “So if you find anything scraped or damaged, or if you need things moved around, just give a call,” I said. “We aim to please.”
“Do you now,” she said and she smirked.
I opened her apartment door behind me but had to step closer to her to swing it past my butt. “Okay, well, you take care,” I said, squeezing my way out. She was not helping.
“Bye-bye,” she said in that high sing-song voice.
I could feel her eyes on me all the way down the hallway before I finally, thankfully, heard her door close, and I finally let my breath out and pressed the elevator button ten times the quicker to bounce out of there. Girls like her don’t know, I thought to myself, staring down the hallway where she had been.
“Cute as a motherfucker though,” Cray said when I climbed in the truck where he was already waiting and relaxing, and I twisted the key and fired it up. “I would definitely hit that.”
“Don’t even think about it,” I told him. “Nothing but a world of hurt them, just stay in your lane.” He was mid-20s, so of course he’d be still looking like maybe he thought he really was in the market.
“That what you done, stop thinking? End up a sad sorry fuck moving furniture to make your rent? Staying in your lane?” he said.
“Least I’m not up there drooling down my fucking chin staring at them like they’re some slab of meat on a plate,” I said, and I jammed the clutch in and yanked the stick down into 2nd. The engine roared and the cab torqued.
“But I’d fuck that meat,” he said, and he laughed.
“Even cold and dead, you sick fuck,” I said, and we both laughed.
Three days went by before my phone buzzed on my coffee table drawing me out of my kitchen where I was trying something new. A number I didn’t recognize, but that was normal.
“Brent here,” I said.
There was a pause, a faint breath, one you could tell was pulled through a smile. “So Brent is it?” the voice finally said. It was Callie.
“At your service,” I said, and I looked back into the kitchen at my steaming sauce pan and chewed my cheek.
“I’m calling because I think you put my bed together wrong,” she said.
“How’s that?” I said.
“It rocks, like the feet aren’t even on the floor.”
“Could be the floor that’s not even.”
“It adjusts, doesn’t it?”
“The bolts in the footboard slide up and down through a slot, yeah,” I said.
“You know I don’t know how to do that, I don’t have the tools,” she said.
I went into the kitchen and stirred the pot. “Yep,” I said. “Really just a wrench.”
“You have all the tools,” she said.
“What do you mean all of them?” I tasted my sauce.
“Are you eating while you’re talking to a client?” she said.
“It is after hours, you know, but I’m not eating, just tasting.”
“Tasting what?”
I paused. I realized I was talking to a girl like her — it started without me noticing. “A chimichurri,” I finally said.
She laughed. I could hear rustling noises over the phone like someone getting more comfortable. “And what is that?”
I snorted. I didn’t mean to be putting on airs. “It’s an Argentinian thing, really just a bunch of chopped up herbs with oil and vinegar,” I said. “But I like to heat it up. Blend it.”
“Sounds wonderful. What’s it put on?”
“Skewers of meat,” I said.
“And did you make those too?”
“I made some, yeah,” I said.
“So you evidently cook too, do you?”
I paused again. “I guess I do,” I said. “If by cook, you mean I can sort of keep myself alive, feed myself,” I said. “Sort of a basic skill.”
She laughed. “I am sure you can do much more than the basic necessities.”
“It’s just a lot of chopping,” I said.
“So you’re not just a furniture mover, but you also build things and you cook, so what else do you do?” she said.
“How do you know I build things?”
“You told me you have tools. Don’t you build things?”
“I do, but I didn’t tell you that.”
“I guess maybe you’re not the only one with unique skills — I happen to read people very well, don’t you know that about me by now?”
“I got the feeling,” I said. Again, I was forgetting who and what I was talking to, I was forgetting how to talk to them.
She laughed. “So what do you build, oh intriguing handyman?”
“I mostly repair and restore old furniture, if it’s worthwhile that is,” I said.
“What makes them worthwhile?”
“Usually the maker label burned into the bottom.”
“How do you know all this stuff?”
“I interact with furniture a lot,” I said.
She laughed. There was that, at least. I made her laugh and not at me this time. At least I didn’t think so.
“So you haven’t eaten yet, is that what that means?”
I looked back into my kitchen. “I guess.”
“You live alone?” she said.
“Currently,” I said.
“So do I.”
“I know, I could tell.”
“I forgot that — you would be able to tell a lot about a person, going through all their drawers.”
“I don’t do that,” I said.
She laughed again. “I wasn’t accusing you. But you can tell things, can’t you.”
“I just try to get the job done, not really my business, their business.”
“But you noticed I live alone.”
“Doesn’t mean anything.”
“Do you have a girlfriend?” she said.
This time I shuddered and swallowed hard. It was more how she asked than what she asked, lower, softer. I stalled out.
She laughed. “Am I making you nervous?”
I sank back into my couch, looked at my ceiling. Go for broke, Brent, I thought to myself. Fuck it. Just say what comes to mind, no more supposed to or not supposed to. Why be someone you’re not and then get all bent out of shape cause you can’t do it?
“Going to be honest with you,” I said. “Girls like you always make guys like me nervous. But you already know that.”
She screamed now, she laughed so hard. “Oh my god, why would you even say that?!”
I waited for her to get herself under control again. “I learned long ago not to even try talking to girls that look like you. No point to it.” 
“You’re talking to me now,” she said.
“This is different.”
“How is it different?”
I couldn’t immediately say how it was different. It was a feeling, the kind of thing that doesn’t have words yet, at least no words I knew. “It’s professional, you’re a client of the firm,” I said, but I was stalling.
“Oh the firm now is it?” she snorted back. I seemed to be entertaining her at least. “But that’s right, isn’t it,” she said. “And I am requesting that you come back here and fix what you didn’t do right the first time.”
“That bed was set up level when I was done with it,” I said.
“Now you’re calling me a liar.”
“No, I’m just wondering what you did to bring it out of level.”
She laughed. “Wouldn’t you like to know. But alas, I’m single too. I already told you that.”
“Well I could come over probably tomorrow like in the PM,” I said. “Got a move probably take me to 2.”
“You could come over tonight,” she said. “Bring your Jimmy-Johnnny sauce or whatever you call it, I haven’t eaten either.”
“That wouldn’t be professional,” I said.
“Well the bed isn’t really wobbly, either,” she said.
It felt like a whole minute of silence passed between us before I spoke again. She stayed quiet too, hanging me out like that. “Okay, well, I guess I could,” I said. “I already know where you live.”
“Don’t be creepy,” she said.
“You’re not fucking with me, are you?” I said. There was so much that could go wrong.
“No, Brent,” she said. “I don’t do that, believe it or not.”
I paused before I texted her at the front doors of her new building, looked up at the facade of glass and wondered whether I’d been hallucinating, whether I was making a horrible mistake, going to get myself arrested or fired, going up to a client’s apartment at night after moving her in.
But she was real and the invite was real, however strange it felt to me, a girl moreover 14 years or so younger than me. She stood behind her door when she opened it like she was embarrassed by it too, and she pulled my wrist to hurry me inside, and shut the door behind me, laughing, sounding just as nervous as me.
I showed her the pot with the skewers of beef and lamb and the bowl of sauce like it was my entry fee.
“It smells incredible,” she said, and she went in front of me up her hallway to her kitchen. “Like my new space? A very charming older man helped me decide where to put everything,” she said.
It took me three beats to realize she was talking about me. Slow on the uptake sometimes, you might say. I went into her kitchen and set things down. “You sure the bed’s fine then?” I said, and I showed her my tools just in case.
She snorted and rolled her eyes. “You can go test it yourself,” she said.
“Yeah, no,” I said. “I’ll take your word.”
“So feed me then,” she said, and she spun around in front of me — too close again — and took the lid off the pot of skewers.
“You bathe the meat in the chimichurri,” I said.
“Show me,” she said.
I was in too deep to back out now. Trapped, really. I picked up a skewer and rolled the piece on the end in the bowl of sauce, tapped it to drop its drips of oil and vinegar, and lifted it up to her parted lips. Her two hands wrapped lightly around my wrist, cool and smooth. She lifted her eyes up to mine from nearly directly below me, deep as space, blue as sky. You felt like you were on top of Everest looking into them.
Her tongue, wet pink and wide, laid out over her bottom lip. Her mouth fell open with a yielding submission that made me lose the strength in my knees.
“Like this?” she said as softly as a dream inside your head, and she curled her tongue around the green-bathed braised lamb and closed her lips on it.
I pulled the stick sideways and she closed her eyes, chewed down on the meat, moaned inside her mouth, all muffled. Her hands gripped harder around my wrist. She leaned forward more closely into me, wavered on her ankles nearly brushing against me, chest to chest. My mouth fell open to watch her swallow and I accidentally grunted.
Her eyes opened like sunrise, her lips parted like a church choir, and her shoulders came up, her face tilted sideways, and she slowly as torture ran the tip of her stiffened tongue all the way around the circle of her pink lips.
“Oh Brent,” she breathed. “That was incredible.”
“It’s a recipe . . . “ I began to say, but she snatched at another skewer, dipped it into the sauce, and brought it up to my lips. I tried to keep talking, but she laughed, cupped her hand under my chin to catch the drips, and pushed the meat against my lips until I shut up and opened wide.
“There you go, just like that,” she said, and she watched carefully as she placed the chunk of meat in my mouth and drew the stick out sideways just as I had done for her.
“Yeah, came out pretty good this time,” I said when I swallowed most of it.
We took the food to her couch. She sat on her leg tucked under her and made it like a rule that we fed each other and not ourselves.
“I told Jun about you,” she said.
“Jun?”
“One of my friends, we tell each other everything.”
“It’s a nice name,” I said.
“I think you’d really like her, you both would,” she said. “I want you to meet her.”
“What did you tell her about me?”
“I told her you were the guy they sent to move me, that you made my bed, that you seem able to do a lot of things, and that you didn’t make any moves on me.”
She smiled when she said the last thing.
“I was on the job,” I said.
“Not now you’re not, and you still haven’t made a move on me,” she said.
“Just not what I do, I guess,” I said.
“You must know, though.”
“Know what?”
She narrowed her eyes at me. “Sometimes I think you’re making fun of me, and other times I think you really are this dense.”
“I am dense, I tried telling you that already.”
“I wish you would make a move on me,” she said, “so I could at least put you in your place and we can move past that and be done with it.”
“I don’t understand.”
“No,” she said, and she bit off a chunk of meat and chewed it defiantly at me. “Because you’re dense, right?”
“But if you only want me to so you can push me back, I don’t get it, I’m already back.”
“Jun thinks you’re full of shit,” she said.
“She hasn’t even met me,” I said.
“And already she can tell. She’s even better than me at reading people.” She bit off the rest of the chunk and only with obvious annoyance did she lean over enough to put the next one up to my mouth. “Open, idiot,” she said softly.
“I just don’t see the point,” I said.
She sat back now more lowly slumped into the back of her couch and she lifted her leg enough to jam her heel into my thigh, press me there, leave it there. “I’m too busy with my life anyway, I don’t have the time or mental space for a boyfriend, so you can just forget about that,” she said. “I told you already, I work hard, I have a strong plan, and I am dedicated to its execution.”
“What do you do anyway?” I said, trying to change the topic.
“You’re quite annoying, do you know that?” she said.
“Do you want me to go?”
She rolled her eyes. “Now I am positive I’ve never met any guy like you ever,” she said. “Jun says you’re faking it, you’re just manipulative, one of those guys who thinks he knows the secret to women or some bullshit.”
“Jun seems to know a lot,” I said.
“I want you two to meet, I want to see what she thinks of you, it would be funny,” she said, and she laughed. “Eat the last one, that was incredible, I want you to make it again for me.”
I ate the last of the meat and set the bowls on the table and leaned back, spread my arms over the top of the couch, began to feel a bit more relaxed.
“You talk a lot about Jun,” I said. “Is she real, or is she just an imaginary friend?”
Callie burst out laughing and kicked my thigh hard enough with her heel to hurt. “Can you imagine?” she said, and she abruptly shot forward, leaned up close to me, tilted her face back from nearly under my chin, and she drew her finger across my neck. “And then I cut you even while yelling at Jun to stop.”
I remained in my relaxed mode, but she had startled me. “You do that with just a bit too much convincing,” I said.
She dropped back to lean her shoulders into the arm of the couch behind her and she stretched her legs out straight to lay them down over my lap. “I always wanted to be an actor. I wanted to be the stupid girl who goes down the basement and screams..” She laughed to herself.
“Have you acted?” I said.
She shook her head and snorted. “As if.”
“Why not?”
She narrowed her eyes at me again and grinned with disbelief. “Because I’m not going to do something that makes me die with nervousness maybe?”
“But the nervousness is only telling you it really matters to you,” I said.
“So says the guy who is too nervous to make a move on a girl who’s giving him every signal known to man.”
“But you already told me you would only push me back.”
“Yes, but you don’t know that,” she said with wide eyes and she got up from the couch, carried the bowls into the kitchen, came back with a bottle of wine, two glasses. “Look, another signal clear as day!” she said and she wiggled the bottle at me and sat down again.
“I got to be honest with you,” I said. “With girls like you, I don’t even know what a move would be.”
“We’re all the same, don’t be silly.”
“Okay, I don’t know what a move would be with anyone,” I said.
She tsk’d and inhaled, shook her head sympathetically at me. “Are you . . . “ she started, but she didn’t finish, half I think because that was the joke, but also half because she realized through the first half of her sentence that what she was going to say might actually be true.
I laughed out loud. “You actually think it’s possible, don’t you,” I said.
She smirked. “It could be,” she said. “Way you keep talking about how you don’t know anything about girls.”
“I don’t know anything about girls that look like you,” I said, “to clarify.”
“What makes you think we’re so different?”
“Believe me, you are,” I said and I chuckled knowingly.
“Yet here you are drinking wine, eating, talking and laughing with a girl like that,” she said.
“Don’t remind me,” I said.
We sank into the couch both of us quiet a while. Music was on.
“I meant it when I said I don’t have time for a boyfriend, or the mental bandwidth either.”
“You make it sound like a college degree,” I said.
She snorted and widened her eyes and shook her head. “You would not believe,” she said.
“Try me.”
She stared at me, folded her arms over her chest, rocked my leg with her heels pushing and releasing against me.
“Where do I start,” she said.
“You had a boyfriend when you bought your bed,” I said.
“The guy who didn’t know how to put it together?”
“I’m sure he was good at other things.”
“Not really, if you must know.”
“Still.”
“Still. Sure. But they take up bandwidth, if you’re going for the full boyfriend experience.”
“I guess like a girlfriend,” I said.
“Probably,” she said. “Wouldn’t it be great to get all the benefits but not have to deal with any of the costs?”
“There’s a phrase for that,” I said.
She snickered and rocked me with her heels again. “Jun and I were saying, I mean, not forever, but for now? Except, if you don’t commit like seriously deep down commit, then they can’t be expected to either, and we don’t want to be exposed to diseases, if you know what I mean.”
“I probably do?” I said, but I wasn’t sure.
“Anyway, Jun says it way better than I can, I really want you two to meet.”
“You keep saying that,” I said,
She laughed. “I know I do. I don’t know why.”
We both fell into thought at that before she broke the silent spell.
“I read this book — yes, I read books!” she said and she kicked my thigh hard with her heel. “Where this girl says that if sharing a man meant sharing the burden of all the obligations, then it wouldn’t be so bad.”
“You read that, or is that just you saying that?” I said.
“You keep thinking I’m some evil villain!” she said. “I’m just telling you what Jun said.”
“What did Jun say?”
“Well,” she said, and she pulled herself up from the couch by pushing her hands down into my thigh and made her way to the kitchen. “Ice cream?” she called over her shoulder and she got it out and two spoons before I could answer. She came back in, handed me a spoon, sat close beside me with her leg under her. “Jun said the ideal would be sharing the burden, that it would actually be a pretty sweet deal.”
She reached forward without asking and put a lump of ice cream at my mouth, which I opened for, and she put it inside, dropped it on my tongue.
“I mean . . . ” she said, and she dug into the carton. “ . . . if you get past the jealousies and the petty competitions, why couldn’t two girls share the same man?”
She moved her ice cream around her mouth and dug out another spoonful for me, brought it to my lips, waited for me to open. She watched the spoon carefully as she moved it inside my mouth. “I’m sure a man like you wouldn’t mind that, especially after you see what Jun looks like.”
“And what does Jun look like?” I said when I took my time with the ice cream melting in my mouth, stalling for a chance to speak without losing my shit.
“She’s Asian, need I say more?” she said and she shook her head like I was already guilty. “She’s every guy’s perfect wet dream.”
“That so,” I said.
“See? Look at you, already salivating over her.”
“It’s your fault, though,” I said.
“It kind of is, isn’t it,” she said and she laughed. “I told her you probably wouldn’t even try anything when I got you over here, and she was like, what’s wrong with him?”
“What did you tell her?”
“I told her you might be a eunuch,” she said, and she laughed out loud and wriggled where she sat, so proud of her joke. “But seriously, why don’t you?”
“Well for one thing, you’ve drawn so much attention to it now, that if I did try anything, we’d just start laughing,” I said.
“Yeah probably,” she said. “You missed your chance. You should have thrown me down on my bed when you had me in my bedroom already.”
“Sure, get fired, get charged, the whole shebang.”
“True, I would have been horrified if you did that, but at least I’d be satisfied knowing you really are just like the rest of them.”
“What if I’m playing the long game?” I said.
She wriggled her toes and pushed them under my thigh. “You play a good long game then, I’d say.”
“I mean, already just holding off for an hour, and you’re already talking about a threesome with your friend Jun,” I said.
“See? I knew you’d love that idea, you can’t get your mind off it now, can you.”
“I think it’s you who can’t get your mind off it,” I said.
She leaned forward and fed me another spoon of ice cream. “Dream on,” she said in a quiet voice. She got up to put the ice cream back in her freezer. “Anyway, we already tried something, her and I, and it didn’t click,” she called back from the kitchen.
“Why not?” I said.
She came back in, sat down on the floor, pushed herself between my legs to lean back, and she patted her shoulder, dropped her head forward, exposed her neck.
I understood she wanted me to rub her neck, and I did.
“We needed a man to be with us, to be between us, I think,” she said.
“So you two have talked about this?”
“Uh-huh,” she said dreamily. I worked her muscles. She breathed in deeply and moaned. “So good,” she whispered.
“What’s stopping you?”
“Can’t find a man who can handle it,” she said.
I moved her top over her shoulder, bared her neck to my hand, felt her skin under my touch. Squeezed her, worked her.
“I find that hard to believe.”
“I’m not saying it’s a bad thing, and I’m not saying its only men that are like this, but they tend to get too clingy, they start to get too much,” she said. “They start to take it too seriously.” She gasped when I drove my thumb deep into her muscle.
“So you want to find a man who can take it or leave it,” I said, and I squeezed her too hard, made her wince, made her grunt.
“That’s it exactly,” she said. She inhaled deeply in jerking breaths and sank when she released it.
“And did you ever find such a man?” I said.
“Not yet,” she said down into her chest. “Jun was saying maybe you’re the man.”
“You talked about this already?” I said. I pushed her top off her other shoulder, exposed her upper back and shoulders to my hands, felt her, squeezed her, rubbed her.
“God damn, Brent,” she intoned. “Is there anything you don’t do perfectly?”
“Feels good?”
“Feels incredible,” she squeezed out. I was handling her borderline roughly.
“What did you say to Jun?”
“About you?”
“About finding such a man.”
“Why do you think I got you over here tonight?” she said.
“You’re test driving me?”
She curled her face around and smirked at me. “You only wish,” she said.
“So you’re not test driving me.”
She twisted her body around, pulled her top back up over one of her shoulders, leaned over my lap, her hair falling around my hips when she lifted her face up to mine. “Didn’t say that either,” she said.
“What are you saying?”
“I’m trying to say . . . ” she said, and she looked down where her hands worked the button out of the waist of my jeans. “ . . . that you can drive a girl crazy the way you don’t fucking do anything!” she said, and she glowered at me with her chin jutting.
“I don’t do anything because I don’t stand a chance with any girl that looks like you.”
“Well I told you that it leaves me not knowing what to do with you. All I know is guys pawing me and trying to get into my fucking pants all the time, and I know how to push them off, but you’re not doing anything like that!” She opened my pants, yanked down my fly, spread the panels. “And it’s not fair!” She cupped her hand around the lump in my shorts.
“So not trying anything is making you get like this?” I said.
“What do you think?” she nearly cried at me.
Just then, her phone buzzed. “Oh!” she burst out. “Jun’s here!”
“What? Jun?” I cried out. She pushed herself up from the floor and I quickly pulled my fly up.
“I told her to get over here,” Callie yelped, laughing as she grabbed her phone and went to her door to flick the lock open.
“When did you do that?”
“When I got the ice cream, silly.”
“She’s coming up now?”
“She is!”
“And you were just about to . . . “
She laughed. “Can you imagine if she came in when I was?”
“I don’t know if I can handle this,” I said.
“Just relax. We’re not going to suck your blood. She’s cool, you’ll like her, I guarantee it.”
“But . . . “ I said.
She leaned over me, sank her hands into the back of the couch on either side of my head, dropped her head down between her shoulders, brought her face close up to my face, close enough all I could see were her eyes. “She gets turned on even more than I do with a man who doesn’t try to paw her,” she said, and she sank her tongue into my mouth, sealed her lips around my lips, and moaned against me, inside me, a little chirp of a gasp emitting from inside her.
“Oh, Callie!” we both heard a voice call from the front hallway, and the door closed.
Callie looked down at me. “Hurry!” she said, and she reached down to do the button in my jeans up. “I told her we weren’t doing anything.”
“I thought you told her everything.”
“I lied!” she said and Jun came into the living room.
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