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The retired cop-cum-security guard sat slumped behind the thick slab of white marble weighing down the foyer of the glass-and-steel monolith. He barely  nodded  up  to  me  anymore,  so  frequent  a  visitor  to  the  bank  of brushed  aluminum  elevators  behind  him  had  I  become.  Still,  I  landed  a fresh coffee on his counter for him as I passed and I rapped my knuckles on it to wake him up to it.

“Get you back,” he said — which he always said — and he pointed his finger gun at me and winked a puffy eye from under the brim of his cap. The  elevator  I  rode  up  on  decelerated  almost  to  the  point  of  making  me weightless  inside  it,  before  it  chimed  and  came  to  a  stop  so  smooth,  I couldn’t  tell.  I  stepped  off  through  the  doors  that  puffed  out  of  existence, turned right, and slowed my gait to the exact pace that let the frosted glass door on the 14th floor automatically open for me in its own quietly anxious and inhaling way.

“You’re early,” Danica said inside. I caught her walking back to her desk that cowered behind the high, black polished onyx reception counter in her office. Her fists were curled at her hips, her thumb tips sticking out between her first two finger knuckles the way she did that when something was on her mind.

She was wearing elegant pointed-toe lipstick-red high heel shoes, and a tight,  pine-green  pencil-skirt  dress  with  a  wide  sash  cinched  around  her waist.  She  pulled  a  loose  strand  of  her  short,  blazing  red  hair  out  from between  her  burgundy  lips  and  she  leaned  forward  so  her  elbows  crossed over the top of the desk. Her green eyes narrowed and her mouth parted on the cusp of talking for a moment. “Need a way to kill fifteen minutes?” she finally said. Her eyes widened and sparkled at me.

Virtually  a  moment  later,  she  was  bent  nearly  90  degrees  over  the photocopier  with  her  tight  green  skirt  pulled  up  around  her  waist,  her gleaming white art nouveau panties stretching between her thighs halfway down to her knees, and her glossy red shoes parted two feet across the floor.

Nobody but her went into that room, she assured me. She arched her back deep down and lifted her face to twist it up and around to find me over her shoulder. Her eyes were glassy. She reached to the far corners of the copier and hung on tight like she needed to hold it down for a storm. “Hurry!” she said with a whimpering cry, but she snorted, too, and she stuck her tongue out  at  me.  She  grunted  with  her  chin  dropping  down  and  and  her  mouth falling wide open.

I  locked  the  door  just  in  case  and  I  ran  my  palms  and  fingers  over  the smooth whiteness of her bare ass cheeks, up over the flare of her hips, and around  the  taut  slenderness  of  her  waist.  I  strengthened  my  grip  on  her wavering  body  before  I  unzipped  my  pants  and  fished  my  stiffening  cock out of my fly.

She  moaned  and  smiled  and  shut  her  eyes  and  she  laid  her  face,  cheek first, down on top of the copier.

I  poked  and  prodded  at  her  swollen  and  glistening  pussy  lips  with  the head  of  my  cock.  She  arched  her  back  deeper  down  and  pushed  her  ass further  up  at  me.  The  bulbous  head  of  my  cock  popped  inside  her  lips before  I  knew  it,  and  her  pussy  gripped  and  sucked  on  me,  until  I  sank deeply down into her far enough to bump her hips into the copier with my hips.

I pulled back nearly all the way out of her, and she pushed herself back to consume  me  deeply  inside  her  again.  I  held  her  by  the  waist,  but  I  didn’t need  to  thrust  my  hips  at  her  anymore.  She  pushed  back  and  gyrated  her hips at me and rammed me harder than I hit her. She inhaled sharply and locked  her  elbows  straight  out  to  push  her  body  up  higher  with  her  face rolled back and her eyes looking up into the fluorescent light covers above.

I reached around the front of her body and pushed her tight dress up over her breasts. I cupped my hands over them, and then I pushed her bra up and took her bare breasts in my palms and squeezed her.

She arched more deeply in her back and reached up and behind her head with both hands where she caught the hair on the back of my head with her grasping fingers and she pushed the top of her head back into my chest. We fucked  like  that,  both  standing,  her  body  curled  backward  like  a  gymnast and her chest pushing up to the ceiling.

I  ran  my  hands  up  and  down  over  the  front  of  her  stretching  body.  I merely touched the top of her pussy lips, and I felt her hard little nib there where my slick cock penetrated her, and she inhaled sharply, she stiffened all over, and her shoulders drove up around her ears.

I had no power of resistance in me and I couldn’t last long. I flooded her pussy until my cum ran down the insides of her creamy white thighs. She twisted around to find my mouth with hers as much to muffle her own cries as  to  kiss  me,  and  her  body  tensed  up  with  impossible  tightness,  before everything in her let go. I held her up momentarily before she collapsed like a rag doll onto the floor of the copier room.

I found among the supplies a package of bathroom towels, and I wiped my cum off her legs and where it burbled out of her steaming hot pussy. She pulled herself up, staggered around and fell back against the wall before she caught her breath and tugged her panties back up her legs. She pushed her dress down and straightened herself up to face me. “How do I look?” she said, still huffing and puffing.

I looked her up and down before I ducked down and dabbed another wad of  my  cum  off  the  toe  of  her  red  glossy  shoe,  and  I  gave  her  the  nod  of approval. She went out the door and I followed her from a few feet behind. She flipped me the bird behind her back and spun around to find me over her shoulder where she stuck her tongue out and hunched her shoulders up.

She seemed those days much looser, she seemed much more herself by then,  compared  to  before.  For  such  a  committed,  quiet,  and  risk  averse person, she certainly still knew where and how to have fun, it seemed.

We were both surprised to find Mr. Itito already waiting at her reception desk.  But  Danica  didn’t  skip  a  beat.  She  took  back  from  him  his identification lanyard and gestured to me and even used the Japanese word for “driver.”

We nodded at each other and she pursed her lips to keep from grinning too much. I guided her client down the elevator and out to the car. I carried his bag for him, of course. I always gave full service.

I got a text from Eddy half way to the airport. “Swing by the repo lot, got something to show you,” he wrote. I had it on speech with my earpiece on.

“No can do,” I dictated back to him at a red light. “Every minute today is finely tuned.” How could I tell him what had been going on with those three office girls? My role in life, my very meaning to myself, was transforming in front of me, and I couldn’t tell the one person who’d get what I meant. I knew Eddie was a prisoner of his own low self-esteem as much as I was a prisoner  of  my  own  indecisiveness.  It’s  why  he  made  such  a  point  of demonstrating  exaggerated  levels  of  extreme  self-esteem.  Me?  I  couldn’t tell if it was newfound decisiveness or merely ill-advised recklessness. But I felt like I was playing with fire, juggling those three girls.

I got Mr. Itito to the airport and circled around from departures to arrivals and  leapt  out  to  go  find  Josie’s  people.  I  was  late  or  they  were  early.  I snickered  to  myself  thinking  about  how  I  used  to  wrap  myself  up  into mental  pretzels  trying  to  resolve  Einstein’s  issues  with  next,  before,  and simultaneous — and I followed them to the car, they having already found me.

I  got  them  in,  sped  downtown,  and  pulled  back  in  front  of  the  office building and texted Josie that her people were there and coming up.

“Need  to  say  something  to  you,”  she  said,  “come  up  in  a  couple yourself.”

“Can’t you just say it here?” I texted her back.

She only sent me a kissing lips emoji in reply.

I nodded and tipped my cap at the security guard again and he tipped his at me, and I rode up to Josie’s 19th floor. Josie liked to play at being the fun one, never serious, always aloof. But I knew her distance was a practiced act. She had a lot to worry about with her siblings and her parents, too, the way they acted, where her family came from. Work for her was a place of relief, where she could forget about all that shit.

“Can you follow me please?” she said in her office-courteous tone, when I came into her reception area. Her three clients were just being lead down the hallway the other way by her boss. She took me to the less-used side of her office where there was a boardroom surrounded by glass on the outside and thick panelled walls on the hallway side.

She was dressed in white peep-two pumps, a white dress, and gold drop earrings  that  flashed  from  under  the  tight  black  curls  of  her  hair  that cascaded  down  over  her  chest  and  back  like  an  inky  burbling  creek.  She glanced up the hallway behind me as she stood in the boardroom doorway holding the door open with her ass. I went past her inside and she let the heavy oak door close — but I also saw her twist the lock and even check twice.

“Josie. . . ” I said.

“What?” she replied with manufactured innocence. Her grin stretched all the way up one side of her face. The windows all down the long side of the boardroom  were  crowded  with  the  windows  of  neighboring  office  towers. She  stepped  in  her  high  white  pumps  to  the  bank  of  switches  beside  the door, and with her deep, darkly-lined brown eyes never leaving mine, she flicked switches to make semitransparent blinds come down to obscure the view behind the windows. You could still see out to the office towers, but they couldn’t see in to the boardroom. Not clearly, anyway. Or so they said.

She came back around to the head of the long teak boardroom table and sat  on  the  rounded  edge  before  pulling  the  tips  of  the  heels  of  her  white pumps  up.  She  rocks  back  and  slid  her  ass  over  the  gleaming,  polished surface and laid back with her knees pulled up. She didn’t say anything. She only reached her painted fingers around the edge of the table, let her knees flop open, and rolled her head to the side, to face me where I stood against the opposite wall.

“What do you think we pay you for, slave boy?” she said, and she even held her expression blank at me for a moment, blinking her big brown eyes innocently at me, before she burst out laughing so much she had to put the backs of her fingers to her mouth to keep herself from squealing too loud.

“When do you have to be down at Camille’s?” she said.

I looked at my phone. “12:30,” I said.

“You don’t have much time,” she said. She pushed her hand up under the bottom edge of her white dress and let her fingers trace the pattern in the small triangle of lace of her white thong panties. She pouted at me. “Can’t a girl forget her worries for a few minutes?” she said.

I knew she used jokes to cover over her real and deeply felt emotions. I knew what her worries were, and they were nothing to laugh at. But they were definitely something to seek solace from, if only for a few moments, wherever those could be found. I couldn’t begrudge her.

I came around to the head of the table. She pinched the tip of her tongue between her gleaming white teeth and wiggled her body over the surface of the shining boardroom tabletop.

She pulled her knees up higher and used her red-painted finger to push the  white  fabric  of  her  panties  to  one  side,  showing  me  her  pussy.  It glistened. It swelled. It leaked.

“Here?” I said, looking over my shoulder at the door behind me again.

She  only  grunted  in  reply.  She  stretched  her  arms  straight  up  over  her head and writhed her body over the table she squeaked on, and she tugged her entwined fingers together, stretching her arms up higher. She jutted her chest up at me and rolled her face far to the side like she had nothing to do with what was going to happen next.

I wrapped my hands around her slender ankles and looked the other way, out the wall of glass to the crowded financial district of the city that teemed around us.

Josie pulled her knees up to her chest and poked the tips of the heels of her shoes into my shoulders. With that leverage, she lifted her hips off the table and circled her pussy up at me and inhaled and moaned and stuck her tongue out and wagged it over her chin at me. But then she suddenly spun herself around and dropped her head over the edge of the table and reached up and over to tug and grasp at my pants.

She tugged them down, and my shorts too, and she pulled my cock out over her face where she stared at it upside down and from below, and she stroked  it  in  her  soft,  long  fingers.  “If  you  fuck  my  mouth,  then  I  can swallow you and we don’t have to worry about you running out of my little pussy and down my legs,” she said. “Or staining my dress.”

“For fuck sakes, Josie,” I said.

She only laughed and dropped her head further down backward over the edge of the table, and she took the head of my cock in her lips. She reached up over her head and curled her fingers into my ass from behind. She pulled on my hips until I sank my cock into her mouth. I watched her throat bulge with the head of my penetrating cock.

She came off me and coughed and laughed. “Do you think they can see us?” she said, and she rolled her head sideways to face the wall of glass out to the city.

Like a turtle spinning on its back, she turned herself around and pulled on my waist until my cock sank into her pussy as deeply as I had been sunk into  her  throat.  I  looked  sideways  to  the  windows  with  her,  both  of  our bodies  jolting  from  how  we  rammed  our  groins  together.  We  could  see boardroom  meetings,  people  moving  around  open  offices  carrying  coffees or files, and chatting in staff break rooms.

“You sure those things work?” I said, nodding to the blinds.

“Look  who’s  worrying  too  much  now!”  she  said,  and  she  laughed.  But she also grunted and gasped and dropped her mouth wide open. “Oh fuck is that ever good!” she groaned to herself as though in pain.

My phone buzzed in my pocket.

“Let  me  know  before  you  cum,”  she  squeezed  out  of  her  grimacing mouth. “I want to swallow you,” she said.

I  could  feel  her  pussy  begin  to  contract  hard  around  my  cock  and  the tension began to make me lose my mind. Her eyebrows shot up high over her  forehead  and  I  realized  she’d  stopped  breathing.  She  was  cumming without thinking I needed to be warned, too.

“I thought we were going to say when,” I said to her, grimacing.

But  she  didn’t  answer  me.  Instead,  she  drove  her  heels  down  into  the edge of the boardroom table, slapped both of her palms down into its dark shining surface on the end of her arms stretched out far to her sides, and she levitated her body up at me, suspended on the top of her upside-down head, her neck muscles bulging and straining. Her shoulders pushed up to her ears and her eyes clenched shut, her eyebrows pushing up even higher.

Just  as  she  sank  hard  down  to  the  table  and  exhaled  too  loud  for  a reception  girl  in  an  office  boardroom  in  the  morning,  I  felt  my  own  cock twitch and my consciousness nearly leave my body. I slapped her bare hip and she came back to just in time to notice my own neck muscles straining and  my  own  eyes  clenching.  She  spun  around  and  consumed  my  cock between her big soft lips and she coaxed me, as though I needed that, with her tongue snaking around the underside of my cock.

I sprayed the back of her throat hard and she swallowed and swallowed again, but I filled her mouth so much, it dribbled out the corners of her lips and she caught it with her tongue off her chin and she laughed.

I  stumbled  back  against  the  wall  and  huffed  and  puffed  to  catch  my breath.

She came up off the table, pulled her dress back down over her body, and smirked. She slapped my stomach. “Good boy!” she said. “But didn’t you just  fuck  my  good  friend  Danica  down  on  the  14th  earlier  this  morning?” she  said,  and  she  snickered  and  opened  the  door  and  stepped  out  into  the hallway. She knew I was going to be too stunned to answer.

“Better hurry down to the 17th,” she said, “it’s already 12:30.”

I slapped my face with both hands, did up my pants before anyone came down the hallway, and stepped out, looking up and down to make sure the coast  was  clear.  Josie  only  giggled  under  her  breath  as  I  hurried  past  her reception  desk  and  out  her  door,  waving  at  her  discreetly  without  even looking.  She  took  a  call  just  as  the  door  swished  closed  behind  me.  She sounded instantly as professional as ever.

I took the stairs down to 17 and in the concrete stairwell between the 19th and 18th, I leaned against the wall and inhaled deeply to settle myself down and get my bearings back. I checked my phone and remembered that Eddie texted me while I was occupied in Josie’s boardroom.

“Need you to pick me up at 4,” he had written.

“What the fuck for this time?” I wrote back.

“I got you that car! How soon they forget!” was his reply. I put my phone away  and  emerged  out  onto  the  17th  floor  by  the  elevators  and  slowed myself down to enter Camille’s office at a more professional pace.

“Josie just called to say you were on your way down,” Camille said, just as  professionally  as  Josie.  “Was  that  okay  then,  up  there?”  she  said.  She flashed her eyes out their corners at me to let me know she knew exactly what had happened up there. I was beginning to get the feeling they liked to tease me with it.

“My  group  is  waiting  down  in  the  lobby  below  already,  actually,”  she said,  and  she  got  up  and  came  around  the  corner  of  her  desk.  She  was dressed in blue platform peep-toe pumps, a blue pleated skirt, and a loose white blouse with a black men’s tie.

She tucked my shirt in better than I had, and straightened my tie up, too, and she dusted off my black jacket and cupped her hand around my balls. “Do we demand too much of you?” she said, and she faked a sympathetic look on her face and tilted her head. She didn’t wait for my reply.

“Come back up when they’re done, I have something to give you,” she said.

“Sure you do,” I said, and I turned to go out her door. Some guy in a suit emerged from out of the hallway down the other side and Camille stopped herself from saying what she was going to say.

I found her group down below as she said I would, and one of her bosses took the seat behind the passenger seat of my car and gave me addresses to drive by. These were large and squat industrial sites along the river past the south side of town. At one point, we stopped on the rooftop parking level of a  building  toward  the  back  where  no  other  cars  were,  and  the  briefcases came  open  on  the  desk  behind  me  and  numbers  were  scratched  down  on pads of paper.

“You can go get some fresh air,” Camille’s boss said to me. “I’ll tap the horn when we’re ready.”

I got the idea and went to walk around the roof and gaze into the horizon and breathe deeply, thankful for the break. My phone buzzed agin. It was Eddy. I phoned him this time.

“I have to go get a repo, I have to fucking repo a fucking truck!” he said, without even saying hello or how’s it going.

“Why are they sending you?” I said. “I thought you only did the paper.”

“It wasn’t supposed to go out, this one,” he said. “I thought it would be fine,” he said. I could hear his shrug.

“You sold a truck you weren’t supposed to?” I said, incredulous.

“Loaned out, not sold!” he said. “The guy was good for it — only needed it for a few days, a 12 hundred cubic footer,” he said.

“And  now  you  have  to  get  it  back?”  I  said.  “Why  isn’t  he  bringing  it back?”

Eddy huffed and puffed but finally broke the silence between us. “He’s in custody, isn’t he,” he finally said.

“The  fuck!”  I  shouted  at  my  phone  and  I  quickly  looked  over  my shoulder  at  the  business  people  in  the  back  of  my  car.  “The  fuck  are  you talking about, Eddie?” I said more quietly.

“It’s not my fault!” he said.

I exhaled at the sky and shut my eyes. “So you need me to help you go get a truck from a criminal in jail?” I said.

“An alleged criminal, and he’s not in jail, he’s only in the pre-trial lock up,” he said. “Pick me up at 4,” he added.

I puffed out my cheeks and gazed long at the horizon. “I don’t know if I can,” I finally said. “I have clients, you know.”

“We used to help each other, brother,” he said. “This is for you too, you know!” he said.

I pinched the bridge of my nose. “We still do, brother,” I said. “Look, I’ll do my best, okay?”

“We used to tell each other everything,” he said.

“Is it going to be okay?” I said again, ignoring his plea.

“You  got  something  going  on  but  you  don’t  tell  me  shit  no  more,”  he said. “I can tell — large gaps in your time that you don’t account for,” he said.

“What,  are  you  my  probation  officer  now  or  something?”  I  said,  and  I laughed on purpose.

“Just get here by 4, or I am majorly screwed,” he said, and he ended the call.

Just then the horn of my car sounded once and I headed back to the car. “Back to the office, now, thanks for that,” Camille’s boss said to me when I got back in.

I  pulled  the  stick  down  to  drive  and  curled  around  the  parking  lot  and back to the ramp down. Eddy surprised me. He was always making up for his low self-esteem with big talk about crazy schemes he was planning to pull, but I didn’t think he was actually engaging in them. I guess I should have, though, the day he forged my signature on the lease for the very car I was then driving. Our panic when I realized I’d need to make $1,000 in a month with it seemed like such a long-gone concern by then. Camille, Josie, and Danica were keeping me busy in more ways than one.

How could I tell him what kind of money I was making with those three, without him starting to cook up ways to scheme his way into the action, and ruin the whole thing for everybody? Eddie defaulted to believing everybody was cooking with sour gas around him. He’d never believe it if I told him what was really going on between me and the three girls.

I  brought  Camille’s  people  to  the  front  of  the  building  and  they  made their way inside. I gave it a few minutes before I got out of my car. I went to  the  coffee  truck  and  got  one  more  for  the  security  guard,  and  when  I came in, I put it on the slab of marble and rapped on it with my knuckles and saluted him.

“A  scholar  and  a  gentleman,”  he  murmured,  reaching  gratefully  for  the cup. “Get you back,” he said.

I came into Camille’s office. She immediately checked both ways down the hallways and got up from her desk and beckoned me silently to follow her with her finger curling in front of her eyes. She was in black pumps and a red dress with a slit far up the middle of its back. With her hair tied back, she left enticingly loose strands to hang down the sides of her face, framing her. Where Danica was loyal but withdrawn, and Josie was fun but aloof, Camille was bold, but also abrupt and aggressive. I was doing my best to understand each of them on their own terms.

Camille spun around in front of the supplies room door, checked again up and down the hallway, and grabbed me by the tie and yanked my face up to her  face.  She  kissed  me,  she  smirked  and  chuckled,  and  she  stepped backward through the door, dragging me with her, her tongue all over my mouth and her free hand already down the front of my pants. We could hear voices of people coming down the hallway, even as she was still hurrying the door closed against its gas hinge.

She pushed me rudely against the back of the door, slid down the front of my body and onto her knees, and with her hand splayed over my stomach, she used her other hand and mouth to pop open my pants, yank them down to my thighs, and pull my shorts down, too.

My cock grew hard again, though it was wearing down. She went down on me like she was mad at it. She growled with my cock sliding into her mouth. She grunted and whimpered.

I pushed my fingers through her blonde hair and pushed and pulled her head  like  her  hair  formed  reines  for  me.  She  liked  being  taken,  she  liked being  controlled.  The  assertive  and  ambitious  often  did,  or  so  I  read.  It seemed true, the way Camille got with me.

She wrapped her hand around my cock and squeezed it and shook it and looked up from the floor and snarled at me. She stood up and lead me by the  cock  to  the  pallet  of  reams  of  paper  and  shoved  me  backward  until  I came  down  on  my  back  over  it.  She  hiked  her  skirt  up  around  her  waist, squatted  in  her  waist  and  knees,  drove  her  thumbs  under  the  waist  of  her panties, and pushed them down her legs and off. She knelt up on top of the paper, straddled my hips, and leaned the palm of one hand flat into the wall above my head. With her other hand, she reached up under her flaring blue skirt, found my cock, and held it up under her bared pussy.

She sank down on me until her pelvis mashing into my pelvis, and she sank both of her palms into the wall above my head and slowly rocked on me, taking my shaft deeply up into her pussy.

I reached around her hips up inside her skirt and curled my fingers into her flesh. She emitted tiny repetitive cries and her breath became irregular and  shallow.  I  could  feel  her  pussy  tighten  around  my  cock  as  waves  of spasms flowed through her body. I allowed my eyes to close, my body to detach, and my mind to flow. I had to.

It  seemed  absurd  to  wonder  what  one’s  purpose  in  life  was  when  a downtown  office  girl  was  riding  you  in  the  office  supplies  room  with  her professional dress hiked up around her waist and her pussy leaking all over your balls, gripping you and rippling deep inside with spasms of tension. It seemed downright ludicrous if that was the third office girl to fuck you at work that day. The weird part was, they all lived together and they seemed to all know each other’s movements, too.

Camille caught her breath and her pussy squeezed me nearly too tight. I felt her shiver, and I was unable to control myself. I held her hips tighter in my  hands  and  I  pumped  myself  up  into  her  from  below.  She  gasped  out loud  and  leaned  more  heavily  into  the  wall  above  my  head,  seemingly swept even more deeply by the way I began to fuck her hard from below. I wasn’t overthinking anymore, there was at least that.

I came inside her and she collapsed down onto me and cried against my ear,  doing  her  best  to  muffle  her  noise.  She  started  laughing  and  seemed powerless to lift her body off mine. We helped each other down from on top of the pallet of reams of paper and we wiped up each other’s mess.

“Remember,” she said, becoming — like all three of them could, I noted — perfectly professional like a switch thrown inside her, “drinks after work. Come get us at 4:30.”

I nodded and waved her off. I needed a few moments to recover and get my breath. My phone buzzed. Of course it was Eddie.

“Any time now, bud!” he wrote.

I shut my eyes, I exhaled, and I leaned the top of my head into the wall beside the door. “On my way now,” I texted him.

I  found  him  on  the  gravel  road  a  couple  of  hundred  meters  before  the driveway  to  his  repo  lot  and  slammed  on  the  brakes  and  pulled  over. “Where you going?” I said.

He jumped into the front passenger seat. “I am so fucked!” he said.

“I thought you said you weren’t going to do this kind of shit anymore?” I said  and  I  turned  the  car  around  and  headed  back  out  of  the  industrial section.

“Back downtown,” he said, ignoring me. “And I thought you needed to make a grand this month to keep us from seizing your car.”

“I’ve made the money, I told you already,” I said.

“You don’t tell me shit!” he said.

“So where am I going?” I said, ignoring him.

“Somewhere around down there,” he said.

I  looked  at  him  over  my  shoulder.  “Somewhere  around  down  there?”  I said. “You don’t know where this fucking truck is even?”

He shrugged and slinked further down in the passenger seat. “It’s not like I was able to ask the guy,” he said.

“What was he using the truck to do?” I said.

Eddie shrugged and kept staring out the front window. “I wasn’t going to ask,” he finally said.

“We  can’t  keep  doing  this,  Eddie,”  I  said.  “You’ve  got  a  job  —  it’s  a good job,” I said.

He snorted and shook his head. “Says the guy who fucks around all day and takes home a grand a day for his troubles.”

I swallowed hard. He’d die on me then and there if I told him that that was a more accurate description of my day than he could ever imagine.

“Where am I going?” I said to him.

“Just go up and down a few of these streets,” he said. He sat up, too, and started peering down each alley we passed.

“Are you serious?” I said. “We’re just going to go up and down streets looking for it?”

“Unless you know a better way to find it,” he said.

I looked at my phone. It was 4:35.

“You got a better place to be?” he said.

I looked out my side window. I did, in fact, have a much better place to be, but I couldn’t tell him that. Rain started. The skies darkened. My phone buzzed. It was Camille.

“We’re  waiting  outside!”  she  wrote.  “Building  is  closed!  Come  get  us! We’re wet!”

“Another secret job?” Eddie said with a sneer over his shoulder.

“Where do you think the truck might be?” I said.

“It’s  got  to  be  right  around  here  somewhere,”  he  said.  “Just  keep driving.”

“I have a job,” I lied.

“Well  priority  right  now  is  helping  me  find  that  god  damned  fucking truck before I’m out of a job by Monday morning,” he said.

“I think you should have inquired a little more deeply into what this guy wanted to do with the truck,” I said.

“You think?” Eddie said. He rocked the back of his knuckles forward and back over his side window.

“Maybe  not  do  your  off-the-books  renting  anymore,”  I  said.  “I  thought we learned that lesson with this car.”

“The lesson being what? Make you thousands of fucking dollars because it was so brilliant a plan?” he said. “If memory serves, I got you that car to get you out of your own jam.”

The skies seemed to open up and rain came down in sheets. My phone buzzed again. “I have to go,” I said. “I didn’t ask you to lease it out to me, I didn’t  ask  you  to  forge  my  signature,  I  didn’t  ask  to  take  on  the  price,”  I said to him.

“Because you overthink shit all the time and if it were up to you, you’d still be wasting your time on endless undergrad courses in philosophy and not out here living the fucking life!” he said.

“Living the life of helping a fraudster recover an illegally rented-out repo truck  by  driving  up  and  down  streets  in  the  pouring  rain  because  the  guy he’s in business with is in jail?” I said. “That life?”

“Pre-trial lock up,” he said in a small voice. “Not jail.”

“You have to get out here, at this corner,” I said. “I have to get the girls.”

I slipped. He spun toward me. “Get the girls?” he said.

“The job,” I said, trying to recover.

“There’s no fucking job, is there?” he said. “You’re fucking carrying on with some downtown fucking office chicks, aren’t you!” he said.

“You got to get out right here, Ed,” I said. I pulled up to the curb.

“You’re not going to help your oldest friend?” he said.

“You said it was around here somewhere,” I said. “I got you here, didn’t I?”

He half opened the door. “In the car I got for you,” he said.

“That I’ve fully paid for, saving you your job,” I said.

“It’s pouring fucking rain out here,” he said.

“I know, that’s why I have to get going right now,” I said.

He climbed out but leaned back in through the open door he hung down from.  “Not  going  to  forget  this,”  he  said.  “Buddy!”  he  shouted,  and  he slammed the door.

I pulled away from the curb and found him in the rearview mirror behind me. Already drenched, he flipped the bird at me, knowing I was looking at him through my mirror.

I wound my way through infuriating stormy Friday afternoon downtown traffic and pulled up in front of the gleaming glass and steel tower. Out of nowhere, Camille, Josie, and Danica skipped on their high heels and piled in, laughing and wet, diving into the back seat.

“We  were  almost  swept  away!”  Camille  shouted  between  squeals  and laughter.

“Sorry, sorry, sorry!” I called over my shoulder into the back.

Danica threw herself up to the back of my seat and draped her hands over my chest from behind. “You got your three girlfriends all wet just like you like us,” she said, and she kissed my neck and laughed.

We got to the pub and came in, me pressed and coifed in my smart black suit and trying to stand as tall and professional as I could, while Camille, Josie, and Danica followed in behind me wet like dogs, their hair straggly, their dresses clinging to their bodies, laughing and pushing each other. We piled into a three-quarter round high-bench seat and ordered shots to start.

I looked around the table at all three of them before I hung my head and snorted and chuckled.

“What is it?” Camille said, laughing but stopping.

“It’s too absurd,” I said.

“You’re  the  absurd  one!”  Josie  said,  and  she  snorted  and  grinned.  She kicked at my shins under the table.

“I might have lost my friend today,” I said.

“The  one  who  gets  you  involved  in  vaguely  illegal  schemes?”  Danica said.

“Yeah!”  Camille  said.  “The  one  who  puts  you  down  for  trying  to  get yourself educated?”

I  shrugged.  “I  do  have  a  problem  making  my  mind  up  with  things,”  I said. “Chronic indecisiveness.”

“Only because you overthink things,” Camilla said.

“Exactly,” I said.

“But  that’s  only  because  you  care  about  other  people,”  she  said.  “It’s hardly  a  fault.  You’d  lose  your  mind  with  my  family,”  she  said. “Everybody’s always ambiguous, nobody says what they mean, you have to decipher them like some code breaker. I can’t stand it,” she said. “It’s just so many layers of lies over lies. It’s what I love about living with these two, and my job, too,” she said. “We say what we mean, us three.”

“I care too much about other people,” I said. “You’re right about that.”

“That’s hardly a bad thing,” Josie said. “Work is my break from reality too, just like Cammy,” she said, and they pumped their fists together over the table. She told me about her father dying from a bad diet, her mother seemingly  trying  to  join  him  with  smoking,  and  her  siblings  already squabbling  over  the  spoils  of  their  inheritances  even  before  anything  has happened.  “At  least  these  two  care  about  themselves.  Try  caring  about people who can’t even do that,” she said.

“Not really dying . . . ?” I said, and I squinted my eyes at her.

Danica  nodded  at  me.  “No,  really,  they  are,”  she  said  with  her  eyes popping wide open at me.

“It’s a bad thing if it’s not even caring about people related to me,” I said, “or  if  it’s,  like,  the  whole  society,  the  whole  civilization!”  I  said  and  I chuckled at myself.

“At least somebody is thinking about that,” Danica said. “Do you know I’m  the  first  one  in  my  whole  family  history  to  even  spend  a  day  at  a college, let alone earn a degree?” she said.

“Really?” I said. “Where’d you grow up?”

“Meth Town in Arkansas,” she said, and she laughed. “The meth capital of the whole Southeast,” she said. “And I send money home, because they don’t have anything there — the stores have nothing but chips and smokes and  bourbon  and  guns,  the  smartest  people  around  there  only  talk  about Jesus and the kingdom of heaven, and the water is contaminated — you can set the kitchen faucet on fire.”

I  flopped  back  against  the  high  seat  and  shook  my  head  at  her  in disbelief. “I had no idea,” I said.

“Good!” Danica said, and she laughed. “It’s working!”

All three of them clinked their shot glasses and we downed a second one.

“What were you saying was so absurd about us again?” Camille said.

I  looked  sideways  at  her  a  long  while  and  in  silence.  I  felt  that  feeling again — my eyes closed, my body detached, and my mind in flow. “You all seem to have a purpose in life that seems so much bigger than mine,” I said. “You’re  dealing  with  dishonesty,”  I  said  to  Camille  and  I  turned  to  Josie. “You’re  dealing  with  heartbreak,”  I  said.  “And  you,”  I  said  to  Danica. “You’re dealing with real and generations-long poverty.” I sipped my drink. “Me?” I said. “What have I got to work out? Not being able to make up my mind, not being able to make a decision?”

“But you made a decision today, didn’t you?” Camille said. “With your friend Eddie.” She nudged me and grinned. “You spoke your mind to him, you  gave  him  a  dose  of  honesty,”  she  said.  “And  that’s  all  I  ever  want. Honesty,” she said.

“And  you  probably  helped  him,  too,”  Josie  said.  “Cutting  him  off, showing  him  the  boundary,  letting  him  learn  to  solve  his  own  problems,” she  said.  “You  released  him  from  his  own  prison  —  and  that’s  all  I  ever want,” she said. “Release, finally!” she said, she laughed.

“He doesn’t know actual poverty,” Danica said. “He thinks poverty is a badge of honor, or a justification for doing what you want, that laws aren’t needed  for  the  poor,”  she  said.  “You  know  which  store  suffers  the  worst theft?”  she  said.  “Walmart  —  especially  the  ones  they  put  in  the  poorest places,”  she  said.  “The  poor  who  steal,  steal  from  each  other,”  she  said. “And  Walmart  comes  from  the  poorest  state  in  the  union  and  still headquartered there — one of the richest companies in the world.”

“I didn’t know that,” I said.

“I can’t forget it,” she said. “But I do like getting a little forgetful now and  then,”  she  said,  and  she  bit  her  lip  and  raised  her  green  eyes  at  me. “Like this morning.”

Camille clinked glasses with Danica and Josie joined in. “Come on, you too,” she said, finding me still slumped in the back of the seat. “You have something to celebrate as well.”

“Which is?” I said, and I picked up my glass and leaned in with them.

“I get honesty out of it,” she said. “Josie? She gets release,” she said, and she  laughed.  Josie  nodded  and  smiled.  “And  Danica  gets  joy,”  she  said. “Don’t you?” she said to her.

Danica leaned forward and clinked her glass into the other three. “Amen to that,” she said.

“And you get to stop worrying about your purpose in life,” Camille said, turning to me. “Because maybe this is it, right here.”

We drank and slammed our four glasses down on the table. I stared at my glass a full five seconds before I got the nerve up. But I was able, this time, to  follow  through.  “You  do  know,  don’t  you,”  I  said  to  Camille,  “that  I fucked each one of you today, at different times of the day?”

I  thought  it  would  be  a  scandal.  I  expected  there  to  be  dropped  jaws, covered faces, blushing cheeks, or at least a slap on my face from one of them. But Josie was the only one to reply. They all stared at me like they were still waiting for me to say something they didn’t know.

“Well not all at the same time,” was all Josie said.

And that was it. They all snickered and widened their eyes and shrugged.

“Better that than with some guy who’s going to lie to me,” Camille said.

“Or pour his baggage out all over you on the first date,” Josie said, and her and Camille high fived and whooped.

“Or steal from you,” Danica said, “or not even tip the server!”

All three of them whooped loudly at that one and I slumped back in my seat and marveled at them laughing and cheering each other and carrying on like they all knew what the others were doing with me all along.

“You guys truly . . . ?” I started.

They all turned to me with big innocent eyes. “Of course,” Camille said. “We tell each other everything!”

“You don’t have a problem with it, do you?” Josie said.

I stared at her unable to speak.

“He  doesn’t  have  a  problem  with  it,  I’m  pretty  sure,”  Danica  said,  and she  snickered  too.  “It  gives  you  your  purpose  in  life,”  she  said.  “Doesn’t it?”

I gestured with my head to the door. “Got to go,” I said. “I better go see Eddie and smooth things over with him.”

“Take us home first,” Camille said.

We cleared out and I pulled up in front of the building where they now all lived,  sharing  a  condo  together.  Each  of  them  took  turns  leaning  over  the seat and kissing me with tongues penetrating my mouth, and they walked up to their front door together, too, hip to hip with their arms around each others’ waists, and they glanced over their shoulders at me and smiled and waved, before they went inside.

I drove to Eddie’s and my place and contemplated how to deal with him. And then I decided not to contemplate it at all, not to anticipate him, not to plan  anything.  I  detached  myself,  I  let  my  mind  flow,  and  I  went  up  the sidewalk. No overthinking anymore.

Just as I reached for the door, my phone buzzed. I looked at the screen. It was a text from Camille. “You should come over when you’re done,” she had written. “But bring your pjs this time . . . . “

“Jesus . . . . “ I murmured, and I went inside.
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