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“Take  me  home  first!”  Danica  said,  already  brimming  with  barely constrained excitement. She rolled into the back of the SUV and pushed my cup of coffee up to me in the front seat. “I have to change — come up and help me!” she said.

I  looked  up  through  the  rearview  mirror  and  down  at  her  where  she slumped deeply into the middle of the back-most seat. It was like she was waiting  for  me  to  look  for  her  in  my  mirror.  She  spread  her  knees  and pulled strands of her short red hair down over her green eyes and hung her mouth open with a mid-gasp kind of pout. Her lips were frosted clear. Her green eyes were shaded and lined in copper. Her jeans were torn and frayed. Her  black  leather  motorcycle  jacket  hung  open,  and  her  thin,  sagging “distressed”  and  hole-filled  off-white  t-shirt  showed  me  in  two  distinct spots that she wore nothing beneath it.

She held my eyes with hers through the mirror for two full beats before she  squealed,  suddenly  self-conscious,  and  she  pulled  her  knees  up  to  her chest, rolled sideways in the seat, and looked away, blushing. “Stop it!” she said with a wide grin.

“Where are we going?” I said.

She shouted out her address at me, and she added, “And step on it, driver boy!” and she laughed. She dove across the space behind me and spun the seat behind the front passenger seat sideways and leaned over to plant her elbows on her knees. She turned her face forward to peer through the two front  seats  and  looked  out  the  front  window  with  me.  “I’ve  never  been inside any car like this before,” she said.

“Helps  the  business  class  use  their  time  better,  I  guess,”  I  said, “especially when there’s traffic.”

“I don’t know this guy we’re picking up at the airport,” she said, and she sipped her coffee. “I’m going to have to look professional.”

I was intrigued by how quickly she could switch from coy and frivolous to serious and thoughtful. They all did that, I realized, when I thought about it more. Playful to professional and back to playful on a dime.

“I’m sure if you’re anything like Camille and Josie,” I said, “you have a million professional-looking outfits.”

I could feel her eyes go to their corners and stare at the side of my face. She was resting her chin on the heel of her hand, her elbow propped on her knee, narrowing her eyes at the side of my face. “They said you could be trusted, so is it true?” she said.

I  twisted  around.  Her  face  was  closer  to  mine  than  I  expected  it  to  be. “That’ll be your judgement call,” I said.

“Good  answer,”  she  said.  “They’re  my  very  best  friends,  Cammy  and Jo.”

“You don’t live with them?” I said.

“They want me to,” she said. “But I don’t really live like the do. I’m not like them in that way.”

“Meaning?”

She snorted and looked away. “Experience-wise,” she finally said, facing the other way and nearly too quiet for me to hear. “Oh good, you can pull up  right  in  front,”  she  suddenly  said,  and  she  pointing  past  my  face  to  a space in front of a low building.

She thrusted herself out the side door. “You have to help me pick!” she said. “Hurry!” she said, slamming the side door shut.

I  got  out  and  followed  her  to  her  front  door.  She  held  it  open  with  her back, and as I passed, she scrunched herself down with her hands pressed into the glass behind her and she smiled widely up at me and pinched the tip of her tongue between her teeth. “Don’t tell Cammy or Jo I brought you up, okay?”  she  said,  letting  the  door  close  behind  us.  “They’ll  think  we  did something.”

I wasn’t sure if “Cammy” or “Jo” told her what they did with me already or not. But Danica seemed, on the outside anyway, more conservative than the other two.

Danica looked over her shoulder a few times as I followed her down her hallway.  She  seemed  nervous.  “Just  down  here,”  she  said,  and  “Just  up here.”  She lead the way into her apartment and down the long hallway to the front room. “Wait here, okay?” she said, and she tossed her keys onto the side table and let her leather jacket slide down her arms stretched behind her.  I  saw  her  tug  her  t-shirt  up  her  slender  exposed  body  just  before  she went around the door to the other side of her bedroom.

I  sat  down  on  her  couch  and  faced  the  forest  of  half-lit  high-rises  that crowded around us outside.

“Your right, your car is perfect for quick paperwork and briefings,” she called out from her bedroom. “I’m going to like using you!” she said.

“Keep  my  number  handy,”  I  shouted  back  to  her.  I  saw  her  jeans  fly through the air and land on her bed. And then her white panties.

She soon came out of her bedroom and directly into the living room in front of me. She was now dressed in a shining, cobalt-blue dress, and black-strap  high  heels.  She  wore  a  glassy  pendant  around  her  neck  and  she reached behind her head to hold her hair up behind her head. 

“Too much?” she said, and she scrunched her nose at me. “Do me up?” she added, and she turned around to show me her back.

I  gulped  and  widened  my  eyes  like  someone  trying  to  wake  up,  but  I wasn’t very sleepy. I came over behind her where she patiently waited for me, her long slender neck offered up to me where she pulled her hair up off it. The blue of her dress against the red of her hair made me need to puff my cheeks out. I almost needed to look away when I found the tiny tag of the short zipper of her dress, but I managed to pull it up between her shoulder blades.

She turned around before I could step back from her. Her face reached as high as my chest and she tilted her head back and looked up at me with her deep green almond-shaped eyes.

“Professional enough, or too . . . ?“ she trailed off.

“It’s pretty hot,” I said, and I cleared my throat and turned away.

She laughed. “So what? I love going over the top!” she said. “We all do, Cammy, Jo, and I!” She turned to her mirror and leaned into it to check her eyes and lips. “We didn’t have much when I was a kid, so I’ve got a lot of making up to do.” She looked over her shoulder at me and snickered before she extended her arm behind her back and flexed her fist at me. “Come on, we have to hurry,” she said. She caught my wrist in her tiny hand and pulled me scuttling in her high heels out her door.

On  the  elevator  down,  she  stepped  back  from  me  and  pressed  her  back into the wall opposite me. She pressed her hands backward and flat into the faux wood panel behind her hips and spread her feet a foot or more apart. Her dress stretched taut between her mid-thighs. “Boss-man says it’s a very special client, so that’s why,” she said and she stuck her tongue out at me and wagged her face. She brought her hands over the front of her thighs and pressed her dress down against her legs, the front of her hips, and then her stomach  as  high  as  her  protruding  ribs.  “I’m  not  normally  like  this,  you know.”

“It looks good,” I said, and I nodded, struggling to keep my eyes on her eyes and not look down at her exquisite body.

She laughed and stepped up too close to me again. “But baby,” she said in a soft,  breathy voice. “Upstairs you said I was so hot.” She fluttered her eyes  between  my  eyes  and  my  mouth,  and  she  came  closer  like  she  was going to kiss me. For about three seconds she really had me.

But  then  she  laughed  with  a  squeal  and  leaned  back  again  against  the other wall of the elevator. “Anyway,” she said, “nobody gets to see this, do they,” she said, punching the word “this,” and she flicked the front of her dress up and flashed me her burgundy lace panties. It made her laugh even more.

The  doors  opened  and,  just  like  Camille  and  Josie  in  their  offices,  she regained  her  professional  composure  instantly  and  strode  past  neighbors waiting  in  the  lobby  with  her  chin  up  and  her  gait  long,  twirling  her handbag from her fingers. She was professional again.

She turned as she opened the front doors of the building and she looked at me with a face as straight as a ruler and as expressionless as a portrait. It was a roller coaster with her, and we weren’t even driving yet.

As we neared the airport’s international arrivals doors, she leapt up from her back seat where she’d been on her phone and leaned through the front seats. “Flight delayed,” she said. “His office will text me when he checks in with them when he’s on the ground,” she said. “We should wait somewhere — I don’t want to get out of your car dressed like this!”

“I’ll show you the weeds,” I said.

She gazed around like I meant actual weeds. 

I snickered. “When I’m driving taxi, there’s a holding lot for all the cabs just at the end of runway 2,” I said. “We can wait there.”

The lot was about half filled with a hundred or two taxis waiting on more flights to land. I slipped around the back of the lot and backed in facing out to  keep  an  eye  out  for  anyone  coming  too  close,  and  I  hopped  out  and jumped into the back.

“So we’re good here until his office texts you?” I said.

“Uh huh,” she said, and she laid her phone face up on the desk between the  seats  in  the  back  and  pulled  on  the  lever  to  sink  her  seat  further  back and down. She crossed her legs and dangled her one strappy high heel over the shin of her other leg, tapped her long, clear-gloss fingernail against her front tooth, and swiveled in her seat side to side, looking at me as though calculating me.

I pulled my lever, too, and sank my seat down into a more comfortable position, and I crossed my legs like she had, and swiveled side to side as well, imitating her.

We stared at each other like that for a few moments, our eyes half-lidded, before  she  stretched  her  legs  straight  out,  pointed  her  peekaboo  pumps directly at my crotch, and folded her hands behind her head.

“I know what you’re doing, you know,” she said.

“What am I doing?” I said.

She shut her eyes and rocked her head side to side across her arms folded up and behind her. “You think I don’t know anything, like I just got out of school last week or something,” she said.

“I don’t think that at all,” I said.

“I might not have all the experience that Cammy and Jo have, but I have eyes and ears,” she said. “I know what’s been going on.” She stretched her legs and hung the toes of her high-heel shoes on the front edge of my seat between my knees.

I squinted at her and retracted my chin into my chest. “What’s been going on?” I said.

She  suddenly  thrusted  herself  forward  and  planted  her  elbows  on  her spread  knees  and  she  hung  her  head  down  between  her  shoulders.  Her hands hung limply from her wrists between her legs and her red bangs hung over  her  face  and  nearly  hid  her  green  eyes.  She  hung  her  jaw  open  and swung her head side to side at me.

“You’re playing dumb with me,” she said in a low, conspiratorial voice.

“I swear to god!” I said.

She scanned around herself, but the windows wrapping around the back of the car were deeply shaded. No one could see in, despite the dim lights inside. She found a set of buttons and played with them until one of them slid the moon roof open above us. Half the ceiling slid away revealing the starry night sky above.

She leapt up and stood through the open roof and gazed around herself. I swallowed hard looking at her body up to her neck where the roof obscured her head. She pulled her arms up and rested them over the rim of the open roof.  The  bottom  of  her  dress  hiked  up  her  thighs.  I  gazed  at  her  perfect body  and  widened  my  eyes  and  shook  my  head  like  maybe  I’d  been dreaming. I couldn’t pull my gaze away. I could almost see the trim of her burgundy panties under the edge of her tight dress.

Suddenly a 767 in full flaps-down and screaming mode came in low and directly overhead. I forgot to warn her. It had come up behind her and she didn’t hear its approach. In the back of that lot where the fence runs right across the end of the runway, it can feel like you could loose your arms if you  stuck  them  up.  The  jet’s  belly  was  right  over  her  head  before  she realized what was happening.

She ducked down and curled over, clasping her arms over and around her head and she screamed as though her life flashed before her. She landed, as fate would have it, in my lap, her face pushed into my chest, her legs draped over my legs, and she curled up on me.

“Sorry, sorry!” I said, and I cupped my hand around her head and stroked her hair to calm her.

“Oh my god!” she marveled up to me when she was brave enough to lift her face again. Her eyes were an inch from my eyes. “It was so big!” she cried out loud. 

She didn’t pull away, even though we both knew she was too close to me. She squirmed a little to bring her face around more square to mine, and she looked from my eyes to my mouth and back to my eyes again. And just like that, we kissed.

I  tried  not  to,  but  my  hands  drifted  over  her  small  body  where  she remained curled up in my lap. We kissed again, and then we really started to neck.

Finally, she sat up on me and wriggled and struggled until her dress came up around her hips and her knees plunged down around the outside of my hips, and she sat back on her calves, straddling me. She held her hands in her lap face-up cupped in each other and she sank in her back and shoulders and dropped her jaw and raised her eyes.

“I mean, I know it’s normal,” she said, and she curled her fingers with air quotes.

“What is?” I said.

“They  told  me  what  they  did  with  you,”  she  said.  “In  their  offices, even!” 

“Everything?” I said.

She looked at me with her head falling in a tilt and she made a point of rolling  her  eyes.  “We’re  friends,  we  tell  each  other  everything,  I  thought you knew that,” she said.

I swallowed and looked away.

She wrapped her hand around my chin and steered my face back to hers. “I’m not like that, is what I’m trying to tell you,” she said. “In case you’re having expectations,” she said, and she shook her face at me and flared her eyes.

“No, hardly,” I said.

“Yeah,  right,”  she  said.  She  pushed  her  hand  down  into  my  groin  and outlined  the  shape  of  my  cock  through  my  pants.  “Then  why  so  big  and hard, huh?” she said. She ran her finger and thumb up the length, around the head, and back down again, pressing the fabric of my pants down around it.

“Well,” I said. “That’s little me, that’s not big me, and little me — all he knows is, a super hot girl is sitting in our lap and touching him. You tell me what he’s supposed to think — he has no eyes or ears, you know,” I said. “And no brain, either,” I added.

She  curled  over  and  laughed  and  covered  her  mouth  and  struggled  to regain  her  serious  self.  She  sat  back  up  with  her  face  straining  to  remain serious.  But  her  hand  remained  in  my  lap,  sliding  up  and  down  over  my hardening cock.

“So how does it start, even,” she said. “Who makes the first move?”

“When?” I said.

“Let’s say Camille,” she said. “What, do you just say, hey baby! and she says, let’s go! and she yanks up her dress and you go at it or something?”

I laughed but stopped myself. “Yeah, pretty much just like that,” I said.

“I’m  serious!”  she  said,  and  she  pouted  at  me  and  curled  deeply  in  her back and cupped her soft, cool hands around my cheeks. She came down to me and kissed me again with her tongue exploring my mouth.

“It starts kind of like this, actually,” I said, when she straightened back up on my lap.

“What, like this?” she said, and she tugged open the button of my jeans.

I snorted and shook my head at her.

“What? You don’t want to do it with me now?” she said. She pulled my pants open with defiance in her gestures, and she pulled down the waist of my shorts beneath, too.

My cock popped up.

She tilted her head, narrowed her eyes, and pursed her lips. “See?” she said.  “It’s  all  anybody  thinks  about,”  she  said,  and  she  wrapped  one  hand and then the other hand around my cock and tilted her head down to watch herself  stroke  me  in  both  of  her  hands.  “Did  they  do  this,  too?”  she  said, and she curled so far over and down, she brought her tiny pursed lips to the tip of the head of my cock.

“Jesus, Danica,” I said.

She  looked  up  from  my  stomach  and  through  strands  of  her  red  hair  at me. “What, you weren’t hoping for exactly this the whole time?” she said. She ducked down again and pushed her pursed lips harder against the top of the head of my cock. She squeezed me hard in both of her small hands.

“Fuck  me,”  I  muttered  to  myself,  and  I  caressed    her  hair  with  my fingers.

She snapped up and pushed her hips over my lap to press the underside of my cock against the front of her exposed panties. She smiled at me and stuck her tongue out. “You’re like me,” she said, and she pushed her chest out and brought her face down directly in front of mine and she searched both  of  my  eyes  with  hers.  “You  like  it  when  it’s  wrong,  don’t  you,”  she said, and she squealed with a laugh and curled herself tightly in again, and pressed her lips harder down against the top of my cock.

“I don’t know,” I said. “Do I?”

She raised her face back up to mine. “Push my head down,” she said. “I like it like that,” she nearly whispered. 

“Danica,” I said, unable to breathe.

She pushed her hardened lips against my cock but wouldn’t let me inside her  mouth.  I  touched  the  back  of  her  head  and  she  moaned  out  loud  and squirmed in my lap.

She  lifted  her  face  to  mine.  “Harder,”  she  said.  “Make  me  do  it!”  She pushed her face back down into my groin.

I ran both my hands into her hair and massaged the back of her head with my  fingertips.  She  moaned  with  her  hard-pursed  lips  pressed  against  the head of my cock. I pushed on the back of her head and she squirmed in my lap. I pushed harder and she cried in a high-pitched yelp in the back of her throat. I pushed harder yet, and she gripped the arms of my seat and pushed her head back up against my hands, resisting me.

I  pushed  harder  still  and  pressed  my  hips  up  from  my  seat.  My  cock suddenly popped up inside her small mouth, and it punched the back of her throat.  Instantly,  her  tongue  snaked  around  my  shaft  inside  and  her  face corkscrewed  up  and  down  in  my  lap.  Her  lips  gripped  my  shaft  and  she pressed  her  hands  down  into  the  arms  of  my  seat  and  heaved  her  entire upper body up and down over me, fucking me with her mouth. She moaned loudly, but it was muffled deeply.

Headlights  from  taxis  coming  into  the  lot  and  finding  their  spot  at  the back of the lines lit up the interior of the car with shafts of searching lights. Another heavy and slow jet lumbered low overhead, filling the open roof of the  car  with  four  screaming  engines  seemingly  only  a  few  feet  over  our heads.

Danica went at me with a vigor and enthusiasm that made my eyes pop out. I lifted my hands from her head no longer needing to urge her. Instead, I tapped her head and her shoulders, and I told her, in a weakening voice, that she was going to make me cum.

It only made her go down on me with more energy. I tried to lift her from me by her waist, but she dug down and made herself heavy on me. I felt the triggers  flow  through  my  body.  My  consciousness  sank  down  into  my pelvis. I rolled my head back and my body went straight as a plank. I lifted myself on only the backs of my heels and the back of my head, lifting her on me.

Still Danica pumped her face on my cock, even as her entire body lifted and fell with mine, riding me. She slipped her arms around my waist and latched  onto  me.  I  grimaced  as  though  in  pain  and  shot  my  head  further back.  She  was  merciless  with  her  tongue  inside  her  mouth  and  her  lips gripped me like a tight hand. She swirled her tongue madly around my shaft inside and my mind swirled madly around my head. Her cheeks sunk in, she sucked me so hard. I tried again to tell her that she was going to make me cum, but I was too late.

“You’re . . . “ I managed, before my neck muscles bulged, I grimaced as though  in  pain,  and  I  lost  my  fight  against  the  shattering  of  the  tension. Everything went down to my groin and shot out like a capped volcano, and I sprayed the inside of her mouth with force.

She  groaned  and  moaned  and  swallowed  and  hung  on  even  tighter, digging  her  fingernails  into  the  skin  on  my  back.  My  body  bucked  and  I threw her up to the ceiling of the car, but she hung on to me and kept me in her mouth all the way, until I had nothing left to shoot.

I  finally  sank  down,  delirious.  She  carefully  detached  herself  from  me, swallowing  and  licking,  and  she  cupped  her  hand  under  her  chin  to  catch any residue as she sat back and started to laugh. Dribbles of my cum ran out the  corners  of  her  mouth  and  she  sucked  them  off  her  fingers  and  rolled back over to her seat with her dress flying up sloppily around her waist.

Her phone buzzed and she snatched at it. “We have to go!” she suddenly yelped.

I  stirred  myself,  struggling  to  regain  my  mind,  and  slowly  pieced  back together who I was and where. I struggled to crawl back into the front seat and started the car and rolled out of the weeds.

Danica used the mirrors in the back to check her face and hair and she examined her dress for any marks. Satisfied that she caught all of me in her mouth, she flung herself into the seat behind me.

“I used to do that for my boyfriend, but I don’t have a boyfriend now,” she said.

“Yeah, no,” I said, “me neither.”

“So not even Camille? Or Josie?” she said.

I picked my way back to the door of international arrivals struggling to focus on the signs.

“It isn’t like that,” I said.

She watched out my front window with me as we rolled slowly around the curves. “So you can just do that kind of thing with them and it doesn’t turn into something else?” she said.

“It’s just . . . “ I started, unable to say how it was. “It’s just for the time being,” I finally said.

She snatched at my wrist and pulled my hand down the front of her body. She lifted her dress and shoved my fingers down inside her lacy burgundy panties. “I’m so wet, aren’t I?!” she said.

“You’re very wet,” I said, “and also very hot.” I curled my finger up and sank it down between the steaming lips of her pussy.

“Don’t do that here!” she said in a moaning voice, and though both of her hands  wrapped  around  my  wrist,  she  didn’t  push  me  away  from  between her legs.

With my other hand, I steered us into the curb outside the door where the sign for the airline she said her client was on was hung. I reached over the steering wheel with my wrong hand and pulled the car into park.

With  people  coming  out  the  doors  and  cars  pulling  away  and  parking, Danica remained arching in her back between the two front seats where I reached behind myself and fingered her sopping wet pussy.

The  back  door  suddenly  opened  and  she  yanked  her  body  around  and twisted  to  swivel  her  seat  backward  and  toward  the  desk.  Her  client  had been told of the car and the license number, so he opened it and leaned his head inside.

“Danica Marshall?” he said.

Danica already had her briefcase open, a file out, and her laptop opened, too, and her legs crossed and her seat up. “Come in, Mr. Itito, we’re ready for you in here.”

The guy climbed in and shut the door. I pulled the stick down to drive, nosed out into the lanes, and rolled away from the airport doors. Danica and her client murmured with business talk to each other and pushed documents back and forth, her pointing, him signing.

Before  long,  I  nosed  the  car  into  the  driveway  of  his  downtown  hotel. She walked him to the doors and nodded and shook his hand and came back to  the  car.  She  liked  the  seat  behind  the  front  passenger  seat  because  she could svivel it sideways and face me from slightly behind me.

“Success!”  she  said.  She  held  her  phone  up  in  front  of  her  face  and murmured  to  herself,  but  in  a  voice  loud  enough  it  was  meant  for  me  to hear.

“Let’s see,” she said. “200 for the ride . . . 100 for the time of day . . . . “ she paused. “ . . . 100 more for the flight delay . . . “

“Wait!” I said and I laughed and spun around. “You can’t do that.”

“I  just  did,”  she  said,  and  she  chuckled  and  put  her  phone  away.  She leaned over the back of my seat and hung her hands down the front of my body. She kissed the side of my neck. “You might need to find a place,” she said in my ear.

“You can’t pay me 400,” I said.

“Too late,” she said, and she ran her tongue along my jaw and into my ear. “I already showed you how wet I was,” she said. “You better hurry.”

I pulled off the main road and turned into the park. We drove along the seawall and under the low boughs of the trees and came out to a parking lot that  was  abandoned  and  faced  the  twinkling  lights  of  downtown  over  the water.

I parked again with the car facing the parking lot entrance, just in case, and I pushed myself between the seats and into the back.

“I’m  nervous,  though,”  she  said,  even  as  she  dropped  herself  into  the very back seat where her client had been sitting, and she pulled her knees up  to  her  chest,  rolled  back,  and  hooked  her  thumbs  into  the  waist  of  her panties. She peeled them down her legs and carefully fitted them over her high-heel shoes, and off.

I came around the side of the desk and dropped down to my knees. She laughed and I pulled her legs by their ankles up and over my shoulders. Her body slid down in the seat until only her heard remained propped up against the back of the seat. She poked her fingernail against her teeth and watched me as I pushed her dress up around her ribs. I pulled her hips more so that her  ass  hung  out  over  the  leading  edge  of  her  seat  and  I  ducked  my  face down between her creamy, toned thighs.

She  arched  in  her  back  and  gasped  and  rolled  her  head  up  toward  the ceiling. The spikes of her heels drove down into my shoulder blades. Her long fingers plunged into my hair and they curled down. Her nails dug into my scalp.

I  kissed  the  insides  of  her  thighs,  first  one  and  then  the  other.  She  was wet all over. Her scent was of musk and sweat. Her pussy was enshrouded by the lightest of orange floss. In the light of the city and stars, I saw the crease between her pussy lips glint with wetness. Her body shivered and she pressed her knees further apart. I touched the flat of the tip of my tongue to the frothing lips of her pussy, and she contorted like someone stabbed.

“I don’t normally do this!” she groaned to the ceiling of the car.

I sucked her lips between my lips and pulled up on her and she gasped and pressed her hands into the ceiling, her fingers splayed apart.

“Because it’s so wrong!” she said with an exasperated cry.

I  pushed  my  tongue  between  her  lips.  She  ran  out  of  her  pussy  and  all over my mouth and down my chin. I flicked my tongue over and around her pussy, and her body jerked and twisted.

“You’re  not  my  boyfriend,  though!”  she  groaned  as  though  in excruciating pain.

I  flicked  the  tip  of  my  tongue  against  the  tiny  pebble  at  the  top  of  her pussy,  and  she  dropped  her  chin  down,  inhaled  sharply,  and  twisted violently side to side in her seat.

I sucked her clitoris up between my lips and flicked it in my mouth with the stiffened tip of my tongue, and she stopped breathing. She slapped her open hand against the side window and arched impossibly deep in her back. Her dress rode up around her neck, nearly, and her entire, nearly nude body writhed and rippled with spasms in the glow of the city lights in the back of the car.

I  pushed  her  lace  burgundy  bra  up  off  her  breasts  and  I  twisted  her nipples in my fingers and thumbs. Her body rattled in her seat and her hips pushed up against my face hard and sloppy. When I sucked and flicked her clit again, her body dropped and jerked up with such violence, she rammed my face with her hips and nearly broke my nose with her pelvis.

She finally sank down and covered her pussy with both of her hands and rolled  onto  her  side. When  she  recovered  enough,  she  twisted  her  face  to find me where I remained on my knees on the floor. “You better do it to me, then,” she said. “Camille and Josie said to.”

I tilted my head sideways at her. “They told you to fuck me?” I said.

She nodded and laughed with coyness. “They said I had to,” she said.

“Why?”

She  chewed  the  inside  of  her  cheek  and  pushed  her  eyes  into  their corners.  Finally,  she  said,  “Josie  said  we  should  be  like  a  harem.  Her, Cammy, and me. She said it was my initiation.”

“A harem?” I said, and I dropped my head sideways.

“Uh-huh,”  she  said  and  she  nodded  and  chuckled.  “Your  harem,”  she said,  and  she  heaved  her  shoulders  up  and  laughed  with  squeals.  “So  that we  get  all  the  benefits  of  a  boyfriend,  but  without  any  of  the  obligations, Josie said,” she said.

“What does that even mean?” I said.

“We were talking,” she said. She kept her eyes steadily on mine. “Girls sometimes just need to  . . .  “ she started, but she stopped herself.

“Need to . . . ?” I said.

She rolled sideways and hid her face from me, and grinned. “You know!” she said.

“Not sure this is a time to guess,” I said.

“Let me whisper it, then,” she said.

I  leaned  over  her  body  still  slumped  deeply  in  the  seat.  She  spread  her knees and locked her ankles together around my back. She draped her arms around my neck and pulled my head over her shoulder. With my ear next to her mouth, she kissed me and licked me. “Girls sometimes just need to get it good too,” she said. “It’s not just boys who are like that, you know.”

She used the heels of her shoes to push and prod at the waist of my pants.

“I know that,” I said.

She rolled her eyes and bit her lip. She managed to scoop her high heels down inside the waist of my pants and she pushed them down my thighs. She caught my shorts, too, and my cock, hard again, sprang up.

“None of us want a boyfriend though, we’re too busy!” she said, and she pulled her face away from mine and raised her eyebrows at me and shook her head with her mouth wide open.

My cock touched the lips of her pussy. We both felt it, but neither of us acknowledged it.

“Can’t you handle a harem?” she said.

I breathed deep and hard. The head of my cock slipped between the lips of her pussy. She was so wet, I didn’t realize I was already stretching inside of her. As I sank down, her chest rose up, her head sank back, and her eyes slowly dropped closed. I looked down between our bodies just as our groins came together. I was completely inside her.

I pulled back and nearly out of her and sank back down and penetrated her all the way, again.

She urged me with the shining heels of her shoes pressing into the small of my back. Her fingers hung onto the back of my neck. I ducked my head down and sucked the nipple of one of her small breasts into my mouth, and then  the  other.  She  slowly  squirmed  under  me  and  her  chest  rose  and  fell and her breath washed warmly over my neck and shoulders.

Slowly  like  that,  deeply  and  quietly,  we  raised  each  other  in  turns  ever higher.  Waves  washed  over  us  and  we  could  tell  the  other’s  rhythm,  we knew what the other was feeling, we felt what they felt.

Her  pussy  grew  tighter  around  my  shaft  the  wetter  it  got.  She  emitted tiny,  high-pitched  cries  with  each  slow  thrust  I  gently  bumped  her  body with.  Though  we  moved  against  each  other  slow  and  deeply,  the  rise  of tension was just as tight and strong as before. We both closed our eyes and sank  deeply  into  our  own  minds.  Time  passed  and  the  car  gently  rocked under us.

She suddenly inhaled sharply and held her breath. Her stomach muscles tightened  and  her  neck  bulged.  She  cried  with  her  teeth  clenched  at  the ceiling.

It was too much for me, and I stumbled on my knees, I curled over in my back, and I erupted long and powerfully into her.

She cried out loud with me, and she clawed at my neck and cut my back with the spikes of her heels. My cum gushed out of her vibrating pussy and ran down the seat. I fell back and laid, broken, across the floor of the car. She  pulled  her  knees  together  and  rolled  her  head  sideways  as  though contemplating the city out the windows, and what we had just done.

We  slowly  got  ourselves  back  together  without  talking.  I  rolled  on through the park and came out downtown and headed back to her building. I didn’t hear it, but her phone must have rung. I heard her voice.

“Just getting back,” she said softly.

I watched her in the rear view mirror.

“In his car,” she said.

She listened a while before she took the phone from her face. “Take me to Camille and Josie’s,” she said.

“Not home?” I said.

“They want me to bring you up, too,” she said.

I rubbed the steering wheel with both my thumbs and contemplated the possible meanings of it. But I didn’t see a way out. I parked in front of their building and leered up at the facade in the middle of the night like a man facing the gallows out the barred windows of his cell.

Danica remained quiet. We went inside the building and up the elevator and down the hallway to their door.

“You ready?” she said to me.

I shrugged at her with resignation, but she ignored me and thrusted open the door.

We kicked our shoes off. “Down here!” we both heard Josie’s voice call from out the other end.

We  came  down  into  their  living  room.  Camille  and  Josie  were  on  the couch in sweats and hoodies eating yogurt cups with a show on.

“Can I . . . ?” Danica said to Josie, and she gestured to her business dress.

“Course,” Josie said, “you know where.”

Danica  went  back  up  the  hallway  leaving  me  alone  with  Camille  and Josie in the living room.

“Come  on,”  Camille  said  casually  and  without  looking  at  me,  and  she patted  the  couch  between  her  and  Josie  where  there  was  barely  enough room for me to sit.

I  was  unable  to  get  a  read  on  either  of  them. They  looked  so  different, dressed casually like that. No less stunning and hot, but different. I had no choice but to sit where she indicated.

Danica  came  out  in  a  hoody  and  sweats,  too.  She  flopped  down  on  the couch  on  the  other  side  of  Camille  and  she  rested  her  head  down  on  her shoulder. “What are you watching?” she said.

“Same one,” Camille said. “So did you?” she finally said just as casually.

Danica  snorted  and  twisted  her  face  down  into  Camille’s  shoulder  to hide. I could see her grin, though.

“She did,” Josie said, and she laughed. She leaned forward and put her empty  yogurt  and  spoon  on  the  table  and  she  pulled  up  her  knees  to  turn herself sideways on the couch to face me. She brushed strands of my hair over my forehead.

“Did  you  like  that,  then,  harem  boy?”  she  said,  and  she  snorted.  She leaned over my side and curled her index finger under my chin to turn my face towards her’s, and she leaned forward to sink a kiss onto my mouth.

When  she  came  off  me,  I  turned  straight  again  and  stared  with  bulging eyes at the screen and the show.

But  then  Camille  curled  her  finger  under  my  chin  and  pulled  my  face toward her face, and she sank an even more penetrating kiss into my mouth.

When  she  finished,  I  turned  again  to  face  the  screen.  We  all  did,  and nothing more was said.

We watched the show silently even as all three were texting. I could tell they  were  texting  each  other  —  they  laughed  at  the  same  time  and  shot glances  at  each  other.  Finally,  Danica  dropped  her  phone  and  curled  up against Camille’s side and they entwined fingers together.

“Fine!” she said.

I leaned forward and looked sideways past Camille and at her.

“She’s  finally  going  to  move  in,”  Camille  said.  “She  already  uses  the extra bedroom half the time.”

“Do not,” Danica said.

I looked over to my other side and Josie nodded at me.

“You don’t have to go home tonight, either, you can sleep on the couch,” Camille said. “But we have to get up in the morning.”

“Have breakfast with us!” Danica said, and she got up with the rest of us and she threw her arms around my neck and kissed my mouth.

Josie then threw her arms around my neck. “No sneaking into anyone’s room, though!” she said, and she laughed. She also kissed me just as deeply as Danica had.

Camille  then  also  turned  me  toward  her,  draped  her  arms  around  my neck, and sank her mouth onto my lips. “Josie makes a hell of a breakfast — stay,” she said, and she kissed me again. “We like having a man around,” she said, and she snorted and chuckled. “Besides, you can drive us to work tomorrow!” she said and she chuckled. “There might be jobs there for you, so hang around until we get into our desks and see what’s up.”

I  sat  back  down  confused,  but  also  relaxed.  It  was  a  much  nicer  place than me and Eddy’s.  Camille came back with a sheet and a blanket and a men’s  robe.  “Don’t  ask,”  she  said,  and  she  threw  all  three  items  over  my lap.  “There’s  spare  toothbrushes  behind  the  mirror  in  the  hallway bathroom,”  she  called  over  her  shoulder,  and  I  heard  her  bedroom  door close, just as the other two had already.

I  didn’t  see  much  of  a  reason  to  leave,  so  I  made  my  bed,  brushed  my teeth,  and  turned  out  the  lights.  I  slept  one  of  those  sleeps  you  get sometimes when you can’t even tell more than one minute has passed. But the morning light flooded through the big living room windows and I heard the three girls talking and laughing and rushing around.

My phone buzzed and I screwed up my eyes to focus on it. It was Eddy.

“I have possible job for you,” he wrote.

I wrote him back. “Already made the rest of the $1,000,” I said, “no jobs today — I’m on retainer.”

“Where are you?” he wrote.

I looked up from the couch with the blanket around my shoulders. Three hot  single  downtown  office  girls  were  flying  around  the  place  zipping  up tight  skirts,  doing  up  colored  blouses,  and  curling  their  hair  and  dabbing their makeup, and generally getting ready for professional work.

"Fucking heaven, I think,” was what I wanted to write. “Nowhere,” was what  I  did  write.  I  wasn’t  ready  to  tell  him  what  had  been  going  on  all week. He wouldn’t believe me, or if he did, he’d die.

As we drove downtown, the three girls were busy in the back around the desk making calls, checking laptops, and discussing private things. I pulled into the loading zone in front of their building.

“Okay!” Camille said, and she twisted around and leaned through the two front seats. “I’m going to text you an address. It’s a clothes store. Get a suit — the person there knows you’re coming, they already have our credit card number. They know the budget. You need a couple of white shirts and a few ties, too —they’ll set you up,” she said.

I spun around. But she wasn’t discussing things.

“At 10, you’re back here out front — Danica’s Mr. Itito is going back to the airport. Have a lunch or something quickly, because at 11:50, Josie has a group of three arriving — I texted you the flight number. They are to come straight to the building. Then at 12:30 — see, right away, you’re not going to get time to eat, right? — you’re taking my party to three addresses they want to look at. They’re just drive-bys, you just go slow past the address. My boss will be with them in the back — just go where he says, do what he says. I’ll make sure you get paid for it,” she said.

“But . . . “ I said.

She  sank  her  mouth  over  mine  and  squealed.  Danica  and  Josie  were already out of the car and on the sidewalk, waiting. “Then come get us at 4:30!”  she  said.  “It’s  Friday! You’re  taking  us  out  for  drinks! We  have  to celebrate!” she said and she laughed.

She  got  out  and  shut  the  door.  I  leaned  over  to  see  out  the  passenger window. All  three  of  them  smiled  at  me  and  waved,  and  they  turned  and went into the building shoulder to shoulder, laughing and hip-checking each other.

I went to the clothing store Camille had texted me. They had just opened. The  man  already  had  choices  of  suits,  ties,  and  shoes  picked  out  for  me. “But . . . “ I said.

“Any of these choices will remain inside the budget,” he said.

I tried things on. It all fit like a charm. I looked in the mirror and didn’t recognize myself. He tied my tie for me.

At nine, Eddy texted me. “Fuck my life,” he said.

“Car still out of commission?” I texted back.

“I forgot, motherfucking thing,” he said.

“I got you, brother,” I said.

When he got into the back of the car, he stopped halfway to sitting and stared up front at me. “What the fuck, bro?” he said.

I looked down at myself. “Oh yeah,” I said. “They needed me to dress up a bit,” I said.

He nodded with suspicion on his face. “They?” he said.

“Oh yeah,” I said. “These three office . . . uh . . . people,” I said. “They have jobs for me, isn’t that great? But I have to be a little dressed up.”

“Three office people?” he said.

“Just  reception,  like  the  people  who  arrange  trips  for  their  bosses,  you know?” I said.

“Three office girls, like?” he said.

“Girls, guys, yeah, I don’t know,” I said, and I shrugged and found him in my rearview mirror.

“There’s  three  downtown  office  girls  who  bought  you  a  suit  and  have jobs for you?” he said.

I thought about his question a while before answering. But there was no other way to put it. “Yeah,” I said. “Something like that.”

“This have anything to do with where you were last night?” he said.

“Wait, what? Me?” I said.

He found me in the rear view mirror, and waited for me to look at him. He only nodded.

I  chuckled.  “No,  course  not,  no!”  I  said,  and  I  looked  out  my  side window.  “Not  really.  No,”  I  finally  said,  feigning  certainty.  “Hardly!”  I added, and I laughed.

Thankfully, we finally reached his repo car lot.

“Because you’d tell me, right?” he said.

“I would tell you everything, bro!” I said, and I shook my head at him and  snorted.  I  checked  my  phone,  too.  I  had  time  enough  to  just  make  it back to the building for Mr. Itito.

“Don’t let me keep you, bro,” Eddy said, and he paused halfway out the back door and shook his head with disdain.

“Got to go,” I said to him. 

He slammed the back door and stood in the gravel driveway watching me all the way out the lot and up the road until I was out of sight.

My phone pinged. I looked at it. I had missed two earlier notifications. All  three  were  telling  me  about  deposits  made  to  my  bank  account,  one from each of the girl’s offices. Together, the payments added up to an even thousand — two of them being 200, and one of them being 600.

“Fuck me,” I murmured to myself, and I sped downtown.
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