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I rumbled into the loading zone in front of 999 Park Ave. and wrestled the loose and rattling stick shift up into park. This is mid 90s, give or take. It’s an '86 Impala in any event, a piece of shit with a peice of gold police engine dropped inside it.
I hung my elbow from the cracked steering wheel to lean down over the front plastic-covered seat to see out the passenger window and up to the steely and sparkling facade of that imposing and grey brutalist downtown office building.
I’d would never step foot inside any of those soul-sucking towers, all of them full of imperious Rome and pretentious Greece. That one in particular, with its absurdly thick columns ranged like some colonial fort across the front, leaves its visitors feeling meaningless, small, insignificant. The height and breadth of the glass atrium behind the columns made them feel like a mouse approaching a mansion.
“Overwrought,” Eddy would say with an eye-rolling groan. Eddy’s my roommate, my friend, and my constant critic. I’m always talking to him inside my head.
“Who, me or the buildings?” I said.
He just snorted, pushed himself up and out of his re-claimed E-Z chair with more groans than an old man — yet only 25, like me — and went through the low arch and into the kitchen, slapping the wall above the curve.
“Beer?” he shouted back to me from where he bent over inside the open fridge door.
“Who, me or the buildings?” I said.
“Both!” he said, and he came back and tossed me a cold one. We both peeled back the hissing metal tabs and drained half our burbling drinks down our throats. That’s entertainment! as they say. Here was a typical Friday night for us.
“You philosophize so much,” he said, “why’d you never go to school for it?”
We both stared at the screen showing how yet another tooth-and-claw predator stalks some poor hapless prey, the sound down, the droning desert tunes cranked up. Nature shows and getting high — it’s the big leagues, brother!
“No meaning in it anymore,” I finally said by way of an answer, and I poured another long, tickling swig down my throat as some other cat tore the throat out of the neck of some other stag.
Earlier that day, I fought my creaking driver’s door open and pushed myself up and out of the cab to come around the back of the car and maybe give the inevitably rushing suit a bit of service this time, I thought, ready, even, to open the back door for him — whatever might earn an extra buck or two in tips, right?
“You don’t want ‘em?” another cab driver shouted at me. He had darted in behind me in the parking zone and stretched his long lizard neck out his passenger window, his tongue coiled like he’s ready to snatch a fly. Guy looked like a cartoon strip.
“Huh?” I said, and I squinted at the grizzled veteran smirking lasciviously at me from inside his own cab.
“The flag, kid! The flag!” he shouted at me through his window, and he gestured with his bulbous and scarred and stubbled chin at a suit who was shrugging with emphasis at me and standing at my back door.
“I’ve got a booking,” I said to the guy. “A booking!” I shouted back at the lizard-neck. 
“Your death, kid!” the lifer said to me, and he waved the flag over to his own car. “Never going to make it in this racket,” he shouted at me as he rolled slowly past me. “They ain’t down and ready to rock ’n’ roll,” he said, “fuck ‘em! Seriously, just fuck them suits!” he repeated with a sharp nod, even as the suit that flagged him was staring out from the back seat of his car, eyes like shiny coins.
“Word of advice?” he said, still leaning over his front seat to push his red and veiny face up and out his open passenger window at me. He blindly rolled his car back out into the lanes of traffic that instantly honked long and angrily at him. He didn’t care, he didn’t even flinch. He kept rolling slower than someone walking.
I looked over my shoulder and over the trunk of my car and back to they guy, trying to glaze my eyes over with the best “dead inside” look I could muster to serve back to him. “What?” I finally said. He appeared to be unwilling to take off until I gave him his unasked-for soapbox opportunity.
“Fuck unto others before they fuck unto you!” he shouted at me with his punched-out teeth lisp, and he stabbed his pointing finger at the air between us and laughed maniacally as he punched the accelerator down so hard, his car shuddered and shot off with his tires on the edge of slipping and squawking down the pavement. I saw his fare fly back into his seatback and his eyes bulge further out of his head. Not from the city, I suspected, his ride.
The breezeless city heat beating down on my neck and still no sign of my fare, I turned around, shoved my hands in my pockets, leaned my hips into the blistering hot back fender of my car, and faced the street crawling with heat-waving traffic, thinking maybe the old-timer had a point. What is the right thing to do when the pick-up isn’t down yet? Right for whom, the driver or the customer? Or for the company? Right for when? In the moment, or in the long term? If one believes the world is inherently unfair, then those words would correctly be the words to live by, wouldn’t they: Fuck them before they inevitably fuck you. So the old timer may be right.
“Against most evidence I personally know of, though,” I said to Eddy in my head, “and in contradiction to you and just about everyone else out there, I choose to believe the world is essentially fair,” I said. “. . . however badly it is misunderstood,” I added. I stared at the screen showing the predator consuming its prey in mostly one gulp.
“Tell that to that field mouse’s children,” Eddy said. “See what kind of expression crosses his face.”
We had now been watching a hawk hunched over the bow of a tree, his steely, unblinking eyes bulging at the mouse in the grass below. The mouse knows he’s up there, but he needs to bring food home for his little ones, too, squirming hungrily in his nest. The hawk knows he’s going to show himself. He has to. Hawks key in on the sound of baby mice squeaking, motherfuckers. The narrator says it with glee buried in his deep, dark, and low tone of voice.
“It comes down to knowing one’s role in the world,” I said to Eddy. The mouse died before our eyes, caught in the claws and beak of the hawk, a tiny body shiver in the prongs of the beak giving us the moment he was no more. Bring dinner or be dinner, those are the two options. Fuck or be fucked — Eddy would come down on the obvious side of that one.
I gazed across the eight lanes of slow-motion traffic sliding past me like ripples over a lake, and raised my eyes to the high-rises behind them and the angular-cut shards of sky left over between them like the city itself was some kind of design oversight. Was I right about that? Did I make sense? Because here I was killing my day waiting for a pick-up who wasn’t going to come down, and there that old-timer went, probably already done with that one fare and picking up another.
I pointed at the ceiling in our living room with my finger extending out from my grip around my sweating can. “If an outcome of an effort seems unfair . . . ” I said to Eddy, who didn’t ask, “ . . . there are only two possibilities to account for it,” I said. I was always talking to him in my head like that.
He swung his own head around to me and drooped his eyes wide at me. He had heard it all before. But fair’s fair: I had by then heard all his bullshit before, too, at least twice around.
“There is what the world wisas supposed to do,” I said and I nodded. “And there is what oneself is supposed to do.” I drank my can to punctuate my half-drunk totally high lecture with a pause for emphasis. “But the world being so big and so old,” I started up again after too long a pause, Eddy himself half-drunk and higher than me, listening with eyes struggling to stay on mine, “it doesn’t have the luxury of choice — it can’t change its behavior in response to the actions of any one person.” I winked and nodded like I’d made some profound statement.
“It is big and it is old,” Eddy said, and he winked and nodded back to me, shot me with a finger gun. “Give you that.”
“But that one person,” I said, “acting in the world, can and does have nothing but choices.” We both stared at each other. There was that about Eddy. He did listen. He was a good audience. “If,” I started up again, “it’s between a world acting unfairly versus a self who might have acted without sufficient knowledge to create an outcome to their own best interest, it’s more than likely the self that is in error, and not the world.”
Eddy stared at me like he didn’t hear a word I’d said — listening but not hearing. His eyes struggled to find mine again. Finally he said, “I’ll allow that, prima facie.” He closed his eyes to roll what I had said around his head a few more times.
Charged up by his ascent, I continued at even greater volume. “The world isn’t unfair — it can’t be!” I shouted. “It has no intention! But can the self be lacking in knowledge about its role in the world?” I said, and I stabbed my finger back at him, having nailed my point. We both laughed, like we always did. We were experts at fooling ourselves, Eddy and me. We figured everything out, give us enough time over commercial breaks.
My Nokia buzzed in my pocket, disturbing my drifting mind and pulling me back downtown to land heavily on the hard sidewalk in the heat and noise of the street. It was Eddy, speaking of the devil.
“I need a ride!” he shouted at me when I answered. “My piece of shit won’t start!”
“I can’t right now, Eddy,” I said to him, sizzling like a slice of bacon on the downtown sidewalk. “Got a fare to the airport coming out any second.”
“Aw fuck, Nate!” he shouted at me. Eddy worked at a repo re-sale car lot, something to do with all the paperwork they need to fill out all the time. “It’s like I’m in jail out here!”
Our home — a ground floor former convenience store-front next door to a liquor outlet — really did feel like a jail cell. “You’re the one who put the bars over the windows,” I reminded him.
“Fucking animals around, they’ll come in and steal the fucking boots off your feet!” he said.
“Can’t help you, buddy,” I said.
“You’re not even driving,” he said. “I can hear you, you’re standing outside.”
“Guy’s coming down,” I said, “I think,” I murmured.
“I need a way to get outta this fucking life,” Eddy said. “It’s so fucked, Nate,” he said sounding like he was about to cry, and he ended the call.
I shrugged and twirled my phone between my finger and thumb and looked up at the looming front of that building. I phoned the number dispatch gave me, but there was no reply. Another and another flag came to the curb and jumped in the back of other cabs, their drivers jutting their chins at me and shrugging at the loser I saw their eyes see in me. Fuck you right back, I thought.
Nobody goes inside to see if a fare is coming out — you give them ten seconds and you fuck off, is the common wisdom as the trade had it. The other nugget of eternal truth in the trade was, like all work, this work was so fucked, shitty, degrading, and demoralizing that no animal, even, should have to do it. Eddy was one of them like that — work was fucked, but not working was fucked too, food is fucked, but so was not having food, only more fucked. Everything was fucked in this way.
I liked work, though — I liked the whole idea of work. I stared off through the heat waves making the buildings waver before me like maybe they weren’t even there, in the real reality. Sure, doing the right thing never seemed to pay off. Looking after yourself first looked, on the surface at least, like the smarter play.
But I couldn’t live like that —  like Eddy, for example, who spends more time and energy figuring out ways to get away with not doing his job in his paperwork maelstrom at the repo lot than he would if he simply put in an honest day’s work fulfilling his job description. All his scheming, all the scheming in the world around me, it was always tainted with a whiff of the self-defeating, or at least that’s how it looked to me. If everyone was fucking unto others as they would fuck unto them — whatever that means — then nothing would ever get built and nobody would ever have eaten more than they themselves caught. I crossed the sidewalk and entered the shimmering glass facade of the building. I refused to accept that everything was fucked. Fuck that, I thought. Fuck Eddy. Fuck that viewpoint.
I stepped up to the security guard who spread himself behind the massive block of red marble placed in front of the two hallways behind him that went down to the bank of elevator shafts, but he waved me past him, busy on his phone. He must have seen me out front beside my cab.
The dispatch gave me the floor of the office, so I went to the elevators thinking, why not? I’d already missed a dozen perfectly good substitute trips waiting for this guy, would it hurt me more to go up and see if he actually exists? At the worst, I get to see how other people make their living, all those faceless drones hidden behind the tall glass and steel facades I moused around between them down there on the ground all day, a mouse to them high up behind their darkened glass, winding myself up with fear and loathing scurrying around their giant footfalls.
I stepped out onto the 17th floor and onto carpet so thick and absorbing, it felt like I was walking on clouds. The silence was so enveloping, it felt like someone put noise cancellers over my ears. There were two frosted glass doors, one to the left, blank, and one to the right painted with the unit number I was looking for: 1700.
Still no one to stop me, I pulled the heavy steel-framed sheet of glass open, but nearly yanked it off its hinge as it opened for me, once I touched the gleaming aluminum handle. The effect caused me to stumble forward and I twisted my arm behind my back hanging onto the door handle to keep from falling. It caused me to spin around, and yanking my arm out of the handle of the door, I fell further into it, but now stumbling backward, waving my hand around like I touched an element, I so nearly broke my wrist in it.
I staggered around forward again and straightened up onto my feet to find myself facing a massive semi-circular teak-paneled reception desk looking like the huge trunk of an old-growth tree from deep in the dark raincoast forest. Behind it, as though rising up out of the centre of it, was the apparition of an angel.
That’s what most downtown office girls looked like to me back then, standing at red lights as they scurried around for lunches or coffees in the city streets I crept past them in. They were the red dress ladies in Neo’s first walk through the Matrix, and they were just as dangerous.
I approached the receptionist behind that massive desk even though I would have preferred to recede away and float back down to the ground where I belonged, and simply drive away. I did not belong up there, and I knew that. Eddy was right: it’s all fucked. We both needed out.
The girl was covering her lips with a finger, keeping herself from chuckling at my less-than-elegant entrance into her posh and polished office. She wore smoothly flowing waves of toned blonde hair that cascaded over her shoulders and down to her mid back. She showed me infinite pools of aqua-marine eyes that beamed out from between the parted strands of blonde hair, and a mouth that remained closed, but didn’t hide, entirely, its amusement, all soft and frosted and grinning. The word that filled my mind when I brought my eyes back up to her face was “perfection,” and I wondered how such a thing could exist in the same world that also had in it the lizards in the street down below and the home Eddy and me lived in.
Her eyes were so clear, so deep, so without bottoms, they made me stumble forward again, and I grasped the front edge of her desk and told myself to breathe. She was so clean, so fresh, so unblemished, I wondered if she was real. I swallowed hard and my throat got stuck half way through it, it was so dry.
“Here to pick up . . . “ I said, but she interrupted me.
“Oh my god!” she said. “I am so sorry!”
“I was just wondering . . . . “ I started again, unable to complete.
“Were you waiting this whole time?” she said.
I pulled my mouth sideways up the side of my face and rolled my eyes up though the top of my head, and I shrugged and half turned and rested my elbow over the top of her reception desk. “That’s okay,” I said, and I grinned like I was the one who messed up. I was about to add, “You happened to get the one loser who actually would wait this long.”
“They get me to order a car, and it happens so much!” she said, shaking her head with a look of horror crossing her face. “They always change plans at the last second and don’t tell me!” she confided to me through a hushed grimace.
I heaved my shoulders up again and sighed through my puffed-out cheeks. I held onto the front edge of the reception desk to steady myself and I tensed my thighs to stop my knees from shaking. “It’s no worries, really, I was just checking,” I said, and I turned around and shambled back to the frosted glass door like a guy walking down the side of a heaving ship in the high seas. I set my uncertain eyes on the elevators beyond the doors. I shouldn’t have come up. What was I thinking. 
“Actually,” she said, stopping me where I gripped the aluminum handle of the savage door. “Do you know someone who offers a service that can handle last-second cancellations like that?” she said. “Even if there’s a cancel fee?”
I turned around and squinted at her, holding the door open in front of me. She was forcing me into more excruciating eye-time with her apparition of pure beauty than I could take. It hurt like staring into the sun hurts.
“The cost isn’t the issue,” she said.
I swallowed like I had a wad of dry peanut butter in my mouth.
“It’s just the ability to change plans without it ruining someone else’s day,” she said and she shrugged. She tilted her head sideways and pouted with sympathy for me. “Like yours,” she added, and she pulled her shoulders up and scrunched her face down with what appeared for all the world to be genuine remorse.
“I’ll see what I can find out for you,” I said.
She quickly wrote a phone number on the back of an office business card and waved it at me to come take it from her porcelain hand. “You’d save my life!” she said. “I hate dishonesty so much!”
I took the card from her and tapped its edge twice on her desktop. “Funny that,” I said. “I was just thinking the same thing.” I turned, but then I  turned again. “Um,” I said, as though wavering over the edge of a cliff.
She raised her eyes at me with her face full of expectation. She had risen to stand behind her desk now, and I glanced down to see that she was wearing one of those downtown office-girl get ups, all tight and short and perfect and sweet.
There was no way in hell, and I knew it. “Is there a bathroom, actually, I can quickly use?” I said.
She shrugged one shoulder and curled her finger at me to follow her, and she grinned. She came out from behind her desk and lead me, in pink high heel shoes and a pencil-cut skirt, down a thickly carpeted and silent hallway to a heavy wooden door she held open for me.
I passed by her and momentarily wavered on my feet again, the scent of her body nearly lulling me into an instant magic carpet ride of pleasure. She snickered lightly as though she noticed, too.
The bathroom was more exquisite than the best restaurant I’d ever been in. The towels were softer and more absorbent than anything I touched. The mirror was cleaner than nothing at all. When I felt ready, I came back out and nodded at her where she was once again safely ensconced behind her desk.
“Oh wait!” she said. “The plan is now for a ride to the airport in about one hour,” she said. “Can you find a person by then?”
“For sure,” I said, lying.
“That’s great!” she said. And then she waved with just her fingers at the side of her head like it was a secret arrangement between us, and she mouthed the word “bye!” silently to me with a smile that made me ready to die then and there, done with life.
I phoned Eddy on the elevator down. “You still at home?” I said.
“Fuck my life,” he said. “My skateboard is busted, too!”
“Wait there, I get you in fifteen,” I said,
“Thank you god!” he shouted. “I’ll never do wrong or drink too much again!”
I laughed. He’d made that promise to the almighty so many times, it had lost all meaning.
“What am I going to do?” I said to Eddy when he climbed into my car back at home.
I pulled into the industrial street at the end of which was his repo yard and I turned into the driveway and through the high, double-barbed fence gate and around the back to bring him to his office front door.
“Fucked if I know, do you really need to show up for this?” he said.
“I promised her,” I said.
He rolled his eyes and flipped his hand at me. “If promises were horses,” he said.
I screwed up my face. I knew he got the phrase wrong, but I couldn’t put my finger on how it was supposed to go.
He climbed out but leaned back in through his open door. “Look,” he said, “there’s a car that came in yesterday, Ranger Rover SUV,” he said. “It’s not even processed yet,” he said, and he pulled up and out of my cab and looked around behind himself in case anyone was listening. “How soon would you get it back?” he said. “I can maybe tell the boss I sent it out for detailing. We do that sometimes on nice ones that come in.”
“Like an hour or so?” I said, and I shrugged.
“Got to be an hour,” he said to me sternly. “I’m like on my last chance here.”
“What, you borrowed cars before?” I said.
He snickered. “Sometimes nobody notices,” he said. “Go put your cab behind the office,” he said. “And wait there, I’ll get the key.”
I parked and he came out the back emergency exit. “That one,” he said, pointing at a black shadow of a car. “Anyone asks, you’re the detailer, got it?”
I hated lying. But I hated more making a promise and not delivering.
I jumped into the Rover and started it up. It roared like barely constrained power. I looked over my shoulder into the back. It was outfitted like a luxury office. “Perfect,” I said to myself. Inside the console was a black jacket and a cap like an official driver might wear. I laughed and put them on.
I parked out front of the big downtown building again and nodded at the security guard who frowned at my new get-up, wondering if he knew me or not, and I went past him and up to the 17th floor. I came through the frosted glass door with more coordination this time, and it took that girl behind the tree trunk reception desk a moment to recognize me. But when she did, she covered her mouth and staunched a laugh.
“Perfect,” she said in a quiet voice, and she put on her headset. “Your driver has arrived, Mr. Cole,” she said in that smooth-as-honey voice of hers, and she looked at me with a wide grin and dancing eyebrows. She seemed pleased. I did good. I helped her. That’s all I ever wanted to do.
Just as I neared the airport with that Mr. Cole in the back, my phone buzzed. It was the reception girl again. “It’s Camile,” she said in a hushed tone.
“Oh,” I said. “Hi Camille! This is Nate.”
“Oh yeah!” she said. “Hi there Nate!” she said and she laughed.
“What’s up Camille?” I said, keeping the joke of instant familiarity rolling.
“So I told my friend Josie — she’s two floors above me on the 19th, she does the same thing I do, but its another firm,” she said.
“Uh-huh?” I said.
“And anyway, she’s got the same problem I have. She has a client coming through the airport in about 15 minutes,” she said. “So I told her about you and she wanted to know if you could get her person and bring him back here, to the 19th?”
“Don’t see why not,” I said.
She told me the name and the flight number. I found in the glove box a whiteboard and a marker. “Why not indeed,” I murmured to myself, and I wrote the name on the board. I’d done lots of meet-and-greets at arrivals.
I brought the new client back downtown, let him go inside the building, and then came in myself a few minutes later to go see Camille and let her know everything went off without a hitch.
“Oh my god,” she said in a hushed tone, “you made me look so good today! And Josie too!” she said. “But you’re going to need one of these if we keep doing this,” she said, and she waved at me her tag hanging from a lanyard around her neck. “Follow me!” she said, and she snorted and widened her clear eyes at me over her shoulder as we went down the hallway again and past the washroom door.
She lead me into a storage room full of metal shelves with boxes of paper and other supplies, and she stood leaning over a computer on a small table. “Nate . . . ?” she said, and she looked back over her shoulder at me where I stood behind her.
It took me a moment to tear my gaze off her body bent over in front of me like that. “MacDonald,” I said, finally.
She snickered and she wiggled her ass at me like she knew I was mesmerized by it. She printed out a card and found a plastic sleeve for it and clipped a lanyard to it. “I knight you . . . “ she said, and she laughed facing me, holding the lanyard out for me to duck down in front of her so she could hang it around my neck like I was a real winner.
When I straightened back up, our noses accidentally bumped each other, and she laughed. And then she smiled. And then her eyes dropped down to my mouth.
I had no business thinking it, much less doing it. There was zero reason to imagine I ever could do it — to imagine I’d be allowed to do it. It was impossible to think she’d let me or want me to do it. It wasn’t something I thought to do, or planned to do. It certainly wasn’t something I would have ever considered, if I stopped to consider it, the right thing to do.
But she was so close. Her scent was so intoxicating. She was so beautiful. And she didn’t step back.
I was either going to do it, or I was going to collapse on the floor on rubbery legs, or stagger backward with a shaking body, or pass out from a blood-drained head. And so I kissed her. I had to.
And then we both paused, we both smirked, and we both kissed again. She touched my face with her cool fingertips and I wavered on my hips like a kid who climbed to the too-high diving board — and now was committed. So we kissed again, and this time, it was a real kiss, long, deep, and wild, with wrestling tongues and everything.
I instantly experienced an out-of-body episode and had no more control over myself than one does a character one is watching in a movie. The room was tiny and quiet. My hands wrapped around her taut waist and dropped down around her hips. Her fingers plowed through my hair and her palms caressed my jaw, and then the sides of my neck.
“I don’t do this, though,” she said in a whisper. But then she added, “Nobody ever comes in here but me, just so you know.”
I shook violently and my head grew light. I wavered but steadied myself, and my vision grew dark around the edges of my eyeballs. I drew my hands down over her hips and felt the heat of the skin of her bare thighs below the edge of her skirt. I pulled my hands up not meaning to draw her skirt up, but up it came, and I realized I was massaging her ass through her lace-textured panties. It was so wrong. It felt so good. It was the middle of the day and it was up in one of those glass and steel towersi loathed. It felt like a dream.
“What do you think you’re doing, Nate?” she said in a moaning tone, but she snorted, too, and grinned. She also dropped a hand down the side of my body and over my hip. It shook as violently as my hands did holding her body. She cupped her palm and drew it over the front of my pants.
“I feel like I’m dreaming right now,” I said.
“Me too!” she said, her eyes darting from my eyes to my lips and back to my eyes again, her breath as short and rapid as mine. It smelled sweet as a rose garden. “It’s so wrong!” she whispered, and she scrunched her hand on me down below.
My head spun. I collapsed forward and into her, even falling over her, and she staggered backward under me on her pink high heels until she fell into a sitting position over the top of a stack of boxes of newly-shipped supplies, the boxes still wrapped in shrink-wrap and unopened. I meant to catch her to keep her from falling over, so clumsy was I to fall into her like that, but I ended up holding her by the sides of her panties, and when she fell back, they came down her legs.
She hung herself from my waist on the end of her outstretched hands with her fingers curled around the belt loops of my pants, before she let go and fell the rest of the way down on her back over the shrink-wrapped boxes. She pulled her knees up and set the spikes of her high heels on the edge of the leading box.
“I didn’t mean to,” I said, still holding her panties where they stretched between her exposed thighs.
“I don’t mean to do what I’m about to do, either, okay?” she said, and she popped open the button in the waist of my pants and yanked them down, along with my shorts beneath. My cock, instantly hard, sprang up.
Her back arched up from the boxes below her, sharp and high. She writhed before me like some trapped water snake. “Kiss me again, hurry!” she said in a hushed voice.
I leaned over her twisting body and she wrapped both of her palms around my cock. When I bent down to kiss her mouth, as she had requested, I felt the tip of my cock touch something extraordinarily hot and I glanced down between our bodies.
“Shit, Nate,” she said full of exhaling breath, her eyebrows shooting up all over her forehead. She pulled harder on me and my knees shook so hard, I fell forward into the side of the boxes she sprawled over. She stretched her arms up over her head and flailed them out over the tops of the boxes behind her and exhaled with a crying grasp.
My cock sank into her pussy without friction, she was so wet. I inhaled deep enough to float up to the ceiling.
“It’s so wrong!” she groaned, but through a grin with her eyes closed and her body writhing serpentine-like all over the pallet of supply boxes. A fluorescent tube flickered overhead.
All I could think was, “Holy shit!” I straitened up and looked down at this Camille’s contorting body that I held by the hips in front of me. I retracted my hips back and watched, dumbfounded, as my cock, hard, long, and throbbing, emerged from her grasping and suckling pink pussy lips, coated and glistening with her. I looked up at her twisting, turning body and saw her fingers grasping at me, her head roll back, and her eyes clench shut. I entered her again and she curled up in her core and cried out too loud for a professional office girl in a supply room of a posh downtown firm. I covered her mouth with my hand and she drove her stiff tongue between my fingers and moaned gutturally against my palm.
I felt like what seemed to me to be other hands and fingers inside her pussy, until I realized, too late, that she was holding her breath and straining as hard as a plank throughout her core. The tension in her body was peaking into a climax.
“I thought I was the one . . . “ I began to say, still out of my body, still not fully registering what was happening, before I felt my entire body cramp up hard, just like hers, my neck muscles bulging, and my thighs quaking. The contractions inside her pussy were too much, and I was triggered too fast to stop, and just as she inhaled like someone dying, I exploded inside her.
I slammed my hips into the underside of her legs and she shot her feet up to the ceiling and clamped my head between her high heel shoes. We both climaxed so hard together, we had reason to both stop, a moment, frightened that the building was shaking, not us. I finally subsided and pulled myself back from her, cupping my hand around the head of my dripping cock to keep from spilling myself on her, and she cupped her hand around her leaking pussy and started laughing uncontrollably.
She found paper towels and we cleaned ourselves up. “I thought it was an earthquake!” she shouted in a whisper to me.
“I did too!” I shouted back, amazed we both thought the same thing.
She pulled her panties back up and I did up my pants, too. She laughed and shushed me with her finger held to her lips, and she whispered in my ear, “I’m not like this, ordinarily. Just so you know.”
I stopped her just as she wrapped her hand around the door handle. “That makes two of us,” I said.
“So no telling anyone!” she said. “Especially Josie!”
She snickered and kissed me lightly on the lips and opened the door. Suddenly she used her loud and assertive voice all over again. “So if you want to wait a moment in reception, I’ll just pay you out — is a cheque fine then?” she said.
“I’ll give you my full name,” I said, also taking on a regular inside voice.
“Do,” she said, full of officiousness all over again, and she resumed her place behind the big round reception desk.
“You can go up to the 19th, the receptionist there will pay out out as well,” she said. “It’s Josie,” she said, nodding at me.
“Got it,” I said. “And thank you.”
“Thank you, Nate,” she said with a polite nod. I smirked, but she remained utterly straight-faced and already re-engaged with other work on her screen. “Bye then,” she sang to me without looking up at me.
I went back to the elevator and went up to the 19th floor. I unfolded the cheque she handed me. She’d given me two hundred dollars. “Holy fuck,” I murmured to myself, staring at it.
The 19th floor looked exactly the same as the 17th, but for the number on the door. I pulled the frosted glass door open without whacking myself with it this time, having learned, and I peered inside.
“Nate!” said a girl behind a low, square and modern desk inside.
“Josie?” I said.
“Hurry, come!” she said, and she got up and waved at me to follow behind her as she strode quickly down the hallway in front of me. She was darker than Camille, with tight curls of glossy black hair falling down her back, and dark brown eyes as clear as Camille’s. She rushed me with her curling arm and brought me inside a boardroom surrounded by glass and windows and she kicked out the doorstop to let the door hiss closed behind us.
Like Camille, she was dressed like those downtown office girls dress — just like candy. Josie was in all-black, including her excessively tall spiked high-heel shoes. Her dress was excessively tight, as well, and her smile was excessively warm.
“First sign this,” she said to me.
“What’s this?” I said, turning the paper around to sign it.
“Non-disclosure, in case you hear or see anything in your car,” she said. “Or anything up here, too. And put this one on when you’re doing one for me,” she said, and she handed me a tag in a clear plastic sleeve on a lanyard, just like the one Camille gave me. It already had my whole name on it.
“You two talk, I see,” I said, taking Camille’s tag off and letting Josie put hers on me instead.
I closed my eyes when she reached over my head. Her scent, like Camille’s, invaded me. It was too close.
“Of course,” she said, “we tell each other everything. We live together!” she said.
“You and Camille?”
“Uh-huh,” she said, and she leaned forward in the high-backed leather executive chair and placed her puckered lips against my nose.
I died, also in my high-backed leather executive chair.
She chuckled. “Don’t worry, Camille told me,” she said, and she squealed. “She’s such a bad girl!”
“She told you what?” I said.
Josie got up and brushed her body behind me, dragging her fingertips through my hair. “I already told you,” she said, “her and I keep no secrets from each other.”
She bent over at a computer on a small desk along the wall. I spun around in the chair and slumped back to watch her body, the way she bent at her waist with her legs straight, her chest sticking out forward, her back arched, her face turned to me, strands of glossy black curls obscuring her grin. “Going to tell me?”
I cleared my throat. “Tell you what?” I said.
“Your full name, silly, so I can pay you for the job,” he said.
“Camille already did,” I said.
“For her job, not for mine, silly!” she said.
I told her my full name. She handed me a cheque. She had also paid me two hundred dollars, just like Camille.
“It’s too much,” I said.
“Don’t be silly,” she said. “You’re making both of us look good.” She got up and stepped toward me in those high spike heels of hers. She leaned over in front of me and stretched her arms out to plant her hands on the arms of my chair, spinning me in it until I was facing straight toward her. “And both of us like looking good,” she murmured, lifting her bare knee onto the edge of my chair between my knees.
“Josie!” I said.
She snickered and sank her back down to push her chest out at my face. “Everybody’s over at this big board meeting on the other side of the office,” she said. “We’ll hear a buzzer at the door if anyone comes back across the front.” She dropped her head down between her high-poking shoulders and kissed me again, on the tip of my nose. “Camille said you were fun,” she said. “Just like you’re one of us, not one of them.”
I reached out for her body with the intention of pushing her back from me, but my hands wrapped around her waist instead and she instantly moaned and squirmed under my touch. “Just so you know,” she murmured, “neither do I.”
“Neither do you what?” I said.
“Do this,” she whispered, and she covered my lips with her lips and invaded my mouth with her tongue.
I sank back in the chair and exhaled until my lungs were empty. “Are you sure you don’t?” I said.
She chuckled and came down onto her knees between my legs. “Camille says I think about the other person too much,” she said. “That I do too much for other people and not for myself.” She watched her hands like they were someone else’s, as she opened my pants and spread out the sides. She pulled my shorts down and found my cock inside and stood it up in front of her exquisite face. “She dared me to do something I would never, ever do in a million years,” she said, and she closed her eyes, pushed her face forward, and closed her thick, soft, and warm red lipsticked lips around the head of my cock.
I gasped and clenched in my core. My eyes popped open wide and my chin dropped down to my chest. “And this is what you came up with?” I said in a voice that shook.
“We vowed to each other,” she said, pulling her mouth up and off me. “Because it’s true,” she said, and she ducked her face down again and took me between her lips and up into her mouth all the way until her nose pressed into my pelvis. I felt her tongue inside wrap around my shaft and slide up and down the underside of it. I looked left and right and gripped the arms of my chair hard enough to rip them off.
She came up and off me and I panted like a dog who’d just swum a lake. “She used the code word, so I had to,” she said, and she rolled her eyes and snorted. She went back down on me and pumped me with her hand and mouth in time, moaning and groaning on me, killing me.
I rolled my head over the back of the chair and looked out the window and at the tops of the buildings towering around us, and the sky and the clouds behind them. “What is it?” I said.
Josie didn’t hear me, though. She was crying, muffled, with my cock pumping deeply in her mouth. Her body was clenching and releasing all over. She stuffed her hands down around my hips and dug her purple-painted nails into the flesh of my ass. I tried to tap her shoulder, but it only made her suck harder and drive her mouth up and down my shaft deeper and faster. I could hear the phone in reception warble. She moaned deeply and her back arched out and in and her shoulders pushed higher up.
I threw my head back into the chair and tried to close my knees. My hips rose up and out of the chair and my thighs shook.
She only clamped onto me harder. Her own body seemed as gripped with ripples of spasms as much as mine. I couldn’t breathe or talk or move. She held me in her mouth with her tongue whipping around me inside, and my whole body went as stiff as a plank. Still she wouldn’t relent, and I finally exploded up and into her mouth. She moaned deeply, her whole body shook violently, and she swallowed me frantically, what I had left in me after Camille, anyway.
When I finally subsided, she sank down with me, and she finally pulled her mouth off the end of my cock. She wiped the back of her hand over her mouth and sat back on her calves in front of me. “Oh my god!” she said. “I had a fucking orgasm doing that!” she said in a hushed voice. Her eyes popped wide open at me.
“Me too,” I said.
She laughed with a squeal and struggled to pull herself up to standing again, using my knees for balance.
“I’ve never had that before,” she said.
“An orgasm?” I said.
She laughed again and shook her head at me again. “Of course I’ve had one of those before!” she said. “But not while doing that. No telling Camille, okay?!”
“Okay,” I said. “Your secret is safe.”
“She’s all about everybody having to say what they mean, total honesty, all truth all the time,” she said.
“And you?” I said.
She walked over to the floor-to-ceiling windows looking down over the city. “Me?”she said. “I’m all about trying to forget.”
We heard a buzzing sound.
“You better go,” she said, and she left me there and quickly went back to her reception desk. I followed her out as soon as I could. The gaggle of men in suits who came in filed past her and past me too, without noticing either of us.
“I’ll call you when we need you,” Josie said to me with the same officious and professional voice that Camille used when I left her in her reception office two floors down. She didn’t even look up at me as I left and went back to the elevators.
On the way down, I felt my phone buzz. I remembered just then that I turned off the ringer when I was driving Camille’s guy to the airport. It was Eddy. And there were about a million missed calls from him, too.
“Oh fuck,” I said, as I answered the phone.
“Nice work, Nate,” Eddy said, sounding shaky, he was so pissed.
“I totally forgot all about it,” I said.
“I covered for you,” he said. “But now I might have created a bigger problem.”
“What do you mean?” I said.
“I explained to the boss that you were a private company and you took the car for a pre-lease inspection,” he said.
“I can’t lease this thing,” I said. “Of course.”
“You already did, though,” Eddy said. “I forged your signature.”
“You what?!” I said.
“I had to!” he whisper-shouted back down his phone. “It’s the only way we’d ever let someone take a car off the lot! It’s the only way it could be insured!”
“There’s no way I can lease it!” I said.
“You have to!” he said. “Or it’s fraud — on me!” he said. “I already put insurance on it — in your name!”
“How much is the lease?” I said.
“The down payment can be as little as four hundred,” he said. “If we can somehow pull that together from somewhere by end of day.”
I stared out sideways as I rumbled down the road to his repo lot. “I might actually have that,” I finally said with resignation.
“Is that you on the road?” he suddenly shouted. “Fuck, if that’s you, do not turn in here!” he said.
I drove on past. “Why not?” I said. “I need my cab back.”
“I’ll drive your cab home!” he said. “At lunch break.”
“You don’t have keys,” I said.
“I’ll hot wire it,” he said.
“You can do that?” I said.
“Dude,” he said. “I work in a repo car lot.”
“Lunch break then,” I said, and I turned around, drove past his lot again, and went home.
Eddy came home an hour later. I’d already made peanut butter and jam sandwiches for him. We both sat at the table and hunched over our plates.
“How did you forget to bring the car back?” he said finally.
“I had two jobs,” I said.
“Paying jobs?” he said.
I looked across the table at the top of his downcast head and waited for him to look back up. “Two hundred each — four hundred, for just this morning.”
“Fuck me,” Eddy murmured, his eyes popping out. “Four hundred dollars?”
“Which is all gone now, too,” I said. “So thanks for that.”
“The down payment,” he said, and he snapped his fingers.
“The down payment. Two steps forward, two steps back,” I said.
“Maybe you can get more jobs, though,” he said. “I mean, you own the car now for at least a month, before anyone comes to repo it on you.”
“What’s the lease amount for a month?” I said.
“I can probably wrangle it down to a thousand,” he said.
“So six hundred more,” I said.
“Six hundred more,” he said. “What’s that? Three more jobs?”
I widened my eyes at the table and nodded. “Yeah, just three more jobs, I guess.”
I drove him back to work in my cab and tried to make some money with the rest of the day. At night, Eddy and I flopped back into our EZ chairs and stared blankly at the silent screen. We both sipped our beers in unison.
“Who was it who hired you today?” he said. “In the Range Rover?”
“Downtown office girl,” I said, “after her guy no-showed me downstairs.”
“Twice?” he said.
“No, her friend hired me after that, to pick a guy up at the airport. She works two floors above Camille.”
“Camille is it, already?” he said.
I didn’t respond to him. I didn’t want to give him anything.
“Pretty friendly sounding,” he said, trying to provoke me into revealing something for him to bite down into.
I merely shrugged.
“And some other super hot downtown office girl in the same building?” he said.
I looked over at him but I was unable to stop the smirk from erupting over my face. “Josie,” I said.
“Josie and Camille,” he said, nodding. “You nasty little fucker.”
“It’s nothing,” I shrugged.
“So call her,” he said. “Tell her you need more jobs.”
“I’m not going to shake her down for more jobs,” I said.
“You need to, buddy,” Eddy said. “It’s your name on the lease.”
“That you forged with my fake signature!” I shouted at him.
“Because you kept the car out all morning!” he shouted back. “I told you, one hour!”
“Fine,” I said, “fuck it, I’ll call her.”
“Fine,” he said. “Call her then.”
So I did.
To my shock, she answered. I thought I was reaching a work phone, that I was going to leave a message, but it was apparently her own phone number she gave me.
“Can I see you? Need to talk,” I said. I didn’t want to talk on the phone in front of Eddy. He would have figured things out faster than a hound dog.
“Now’s good,” Camille said back to me right away. She even suggested a cafe I knew.
“Gotta go,” I said to Eddy.
“We’re fucking meeting up with her?” he shouted, stunned. He started pulling on his shoes, too.
“Not you, just me,” I said.
“Fuck that,” he said. “Downtown office girls?”
I stopped tying my shoes to make my point. “I’m not going if you insist on coming.”
“Why though?” he said, and he stopped tying his shoes.
“I barely know them myself. Let me just manage this thing first, get it past first base, okay?” I said. I wished I had chosen different words.
“Them now, is it?” he said. “I thought it was just the one.”
“They live together,” I said. “They both want to come out.”
“Fucking go, then,” he said.
“They want to see the car,” I said.
“It’s your car now, buddy, your name all over it,” he said, waving his hand at me and looking away, feigning disgust.
I came into the cafe and spotted Camille and Josie right away. They looked strikingly different, not being dressed professionally anymore, but in jeans and hoodies and sneakers.
They both got up right away and met me inside the door. “So let’s see this thing, anyway,” Camille said. “We’re paying you enough for it!” They both laughed and they both pushed their arms through my arms and walked with me down the sidewalk to where I parked. I hung my head with embarrassment.
We got to the car. “Nice!” Camille said, nodding.
“And inside?” Josie said.
I opened the back door. They both instantly climbed inside and I looked up and down the sidewalk and climbed in behind them and shut the door.
Lighting recessed into the ceiling lit up the back like a dark classy restaurant. Between our four tall leather executive seats was a teak desk. It was in every way like an office on wheels, and a magnificently tasteful and luxurious office, too.
“So this is yours?” Josie said, and she covered her mouth with both her hands and raised her eyebrows.
I shrugged. “I didn’t know anybody,” I said to Camille. “But my friend, he had this car on his lot — he works at a repo,” I said.
I explained the whole lease deal and how it went down — the forgery and everything. And I told them how I ended up on the hook for the rest of the lease — or risked being repo’d and all that that entailed for me.
“Do you know other offices that might need the service?” I said.
They looked at each other and together they both said, “Danica!”
I squinted.
“You drive,” Camille said. “We’ll call her!”
Josie told me the address and I went around and jumped into the driver’s seat. While Camille got this Danica on the phone, Josie leaned through the dividing window joining the back to the front of the car. “Danica does the same job we do,” she said. “She’s down on the 14th floor.”
“Same building?” I said.
“Uh-huh!” Josie said. “She’s even thinking about moving in with us! Isn’t that fun?”
I shook my head. “How’d you all meet, anyway?” I said.
“Lunch breaks in the building lobby!” she said and she laughed.
“Park here!” Camille shouted at me when we got to Danica’s building. “Get back here!” she said. “I told her to find us out front and just come into the back!”
I got out and went into the back with Camille and Josie. They both laughed with nervous excitement.
“She’s going to shit!” Josie said.
The back door swung open and a head leaned inside, and instantly squealed. It was Danica I presumed. Both Camille and Josie squealed back at her, and they grasped at her arms and laughed and dragged her into the back with us.
Danica got in and shut the door and looked around and marveled at the exquisite office space in the back of the SUV. I sat back and marveled at her. She was a fiery red-head with a page-boy cut, and marble-green eyes. I’d never seen anyone quite like her. It was hard not to stare.
Josie slapped my back.
“Eyes back in your head,” she said, and she laughed.
“And stop drooling!” Camille shouted from the other side of the desk.
“She’s just a girl, just like us,” Josie said to me more privately. “Only she’s incredibly smart.”
“Stop it!” Danica said, and she blushed. She glanced at me. 
“So do you have jobs that Nate here can look after for you?” Camille said to Danica.
Danica stared at her silently and without expression. I shot my gaze around at Camilla and Josie, but they were apparently unsurprised by her blank, silent reaction, and they patiently waited for her.
“I do, in fact,” she finally said, as though clicking back on. “Later tonight, in fact.”
All three girls turned to me.
I looked at Danica, barely able to find my words. “Details?” I said.
She told me a name and a hotel he’d be going to. “Flight’s in at 10:10,” she said. “Can you do it?”
I shrugged. “I’m on it,” I said.
“I have to come with you, though,” she said. “We have paperwork to go over. It would be perfect to get that out of the way before he gets to his hotel.”
I looked at my phone. “We can go right now,” I said. “We probably should. Traffic,” I said.
“Let me get a coffee,” Danica said.
“What do you want?” Camille said to me as her and Josie got out with Danica. She leaned back through my driver’s side window. I told her my coffee order and she kissed me on the lips. “Don’t fall in love with Danica,” she said. “Every guy always does.”
I sat back and rolled my head over the back seat and watched the three of them inside the cafe talking to each other with animation as they waited for the coffees. Danica was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, with a short-cut black leather motorcycle jacket on. She spotted me out the window and smiled and waved at me, and ducked her head down with embarrassment. Her red hair fell over her green eyes that she continued to look up through at me. I shivered in the car seat.
The way a day starts, I thought to myself, never gives an indication at all about how that day is going to end. I started the engine to get it warmer in the back for her. “Another job,” I texted Eddy.
“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 first — 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 they 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 and I’m not like that.”
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. She left it open.
I felt weird being left alone in a stranger’s apartment and I sat down on her couch where I 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. “Jesus,” I thought.
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 glass pendant around her neck and she reached behind her head to hold her hair up behind her head like it was tied.
“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. I saw the burgundy strap of her bra across her back.
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, up 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. Powerful. They all were.
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 she leaned through the front seats. “Flight delayed,” she said. “His office will call 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 calls 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 over 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 on in, Mr. Itito, we’re ready for you here.”
The guy climbed in and shut the door.
Amazed at her transformation, I pulled the smooth 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 pushed a folded cheque into my pocket and 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.
“Oh my God, we can’t, I don’t, I’m not . . . “ she protested.
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 tip of my tongue to the frothing lips of her pussy, and she contorted like someone stabbed.
“I don’t 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 of the car, her fingers splayed apart.
“. . . because it’s wrong!” she said with an exasperated cry.
I pushed my tongue between her lips. Her manju 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 ignored her and 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 small breasts and I twisted her large 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 and down 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 your harem. Her, Cammy, and me. She said this could be 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 good time to make me 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 stretched front of her panties. 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 pushed at the fabric of her panties. She pulled them aside and I slipped my cock up and down over the lips of her pussy. She was so wet, I didn’t realize I popped inside 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. She was hot enough to burn me.
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 large 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. My mind drifted.
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. Again I was feeling out of place in someone else’s apartment.
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 to her 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 master?” 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 on 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 onto 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 secretly.
“You don’t have to go home tonight, either, you know, 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. “I think 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. It was a much nicer place than me and Eddy’s, obviously. Camille came back with a sheet and a blanket and a man’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 to me, 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 young 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 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 phones, 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 office building 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 the 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 more 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 cheques made out to me, 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.
The retired cop-cum-security guard sat slumped behind the thick slab of red marble anchoring 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 coldly to me 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 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.
A moment later, she was bent nearly 90 degrees over the photocopier in that tiny supplies room 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 — a line they all used. 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 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 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.
“No can do,” I texted 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, and I was liking it.
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 “XOXO” in reply.
I nodded and tipped my cap at the security guard again, put a fresh coffee on his slab of marble, 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 she 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 rocked 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, harem 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 our 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 low office 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 again. It was Eddy. I phoned him back 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 he said, 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 back 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 realized it, 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 level best to understand each of them on their own terms. I didn’t know girls could be like that.
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 my thighs, and pull my shorts down, too.
My cock grew hard again, though it was wearing down from over-use. 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 reins for me. She liked being taken, she liked being controlled. The assertive and ambitious often did, or so I’d 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 mashed into my pelvis, and she sank both of her palms back into the wall and slowly rocked on me, taking my shaft deeply up into her very wet pussy.
I reached up around her hips and inside her skirt and curled my fingers into her flesh. She emitted tiny 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 around you deep inside her 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 one more time — 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 with three hotties 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. “They’re getting rained on.”
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, and mean what we say, 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 had 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?”
“Oxy Town, Arkansas,” she said, and she laughed. “The oxy 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, and 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 to be followed by 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 its 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? And this was not an unusual day, either.”
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 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 the door.
The last I saw of Eddie was in my rearview mirror. A sad, soaked dog, he flipped me the bird standing in the middle of the downtown street like a raging homeless oxy-head. He knew I’d be searching for him in my mirror.
He wasn’t that far gone, of course, not yet, anyway. He still had — at last check-in — a decent enough job at the repo lot, and he had a home, too — albeit, a squat bungalow looking more like a drug den from GTA with each passing day. The creepiest thing about that house was the rusting upside down tricycle in the growing heap of trash in the back yard.
I could see lights on, too, through the gap between the permanently-shut front curtains, so I knew he was home. That meant he must have found the cube-truck he illicitly loaned out to the guy who got busted for doing whatever he needed an off-the-books truck rental for. So Eddie lives to see another day, I thought to myself. Crisis averted, for the moment.
I came to pick up some overnight things. Camille said to bring pjs, but it was either a joke or she didn’t know that guys like Eddie and me don’t have pjs. But I also came home to see if I could smooth things over with Eddie. It was harsh, I am able to admit that now, what I did to him, kicking him out in the middle of downtown in a rainstorm because three downtown office girls were waiting for me to go for drinks with them.
Our house, what once was charming and cool and real and gritty — Eddie and I even remarked to each other how much it looked like a video game house — was, on fresh inspection and with clearer eyes, a dump. It was a broken-down, unclean, and dilapidated heap of trash, that house. I shivered at the thought I lived there — that I ever wanted to live there, that I came home to it looking like that and actually thought at one time not so long ago that it was just great. Scales had fallen from my eyes in the meantime. Something had been changed in me. It was those girls.
Things look different when perspective changes, when you start seeing yourself through the eyes of a whole different kind of person. Or through the eyes of a whole different kind of three people, in my case.
I pulled the storm door open and stepped over pieces of door jamb lying on the sill and pushed opened the main door over garbage behind it. It opened directly into the living room. So on Earth as in Heaven: it was the same contiguous heap of garbage inside as it was outside. Only it smelled worse. And there in the middle of it all was Eddie, inevitably playing a video game on the scary sagging couch.
“Hey, bud, you find that truck finally?” I said in a soft, light tone. I had no idea what mood he’d be in.
He remained aloof. He didn’t shift his eyes one millimeter from the massive screen on the wall and the gameplay on it. I scanned around the room seeing it, like the back yard, with fresh eyes. And I was appalled.
Finally, he said, “No thanks to you.”
I stepped into the room far enough to shut the door behind me and I put my hands on my hips and scanned around the place again. There wasn’t a square inch of surface uncovered by cans, bottles, dirty dishes, paper food boxes and plates, and various other food and drink detritus. It was beginning to border on becoming a fire hazard in there.
“We should probably tidy up sometime,” I said. “Yeah? Maybe tomorrow?” I said, and I nodded at him. Tomorrow was Saturday.
“Go ahead,” he said without looking up at me. His thumbs and fingers raced madly over the controller squeezed between his palms. “Get your thrills.”
“Hard to even move around in here,” I said and I chuckled. “Just saying,” I murmured and I shrugged.
He paused his game and put the controller down on the couch beside him and took in a long, exaggerated sniff with his head rolling back. “I call that . . . “ he paused as though thinking of a word. “ . . . freedom!” he finally said.
“We live in a pigsty, Eddie,” I said to him. “I mean, have you noticed the way it looks in here lately? And outside too?”
“What it looks like to me is someone is abandoning our mutual pact of freedom,” he said, and he stood up and turned to face me. He put his hands on his hips as though to imitate me. “Like someone is turning in their freedom card, if you ask me.”
I snorted and jutted my jaw sideways. “Freedom is being able to sit down at the table without having to spend ten minutes moving shit out of the way,” I said and I pointed at the kitchen table with my thumb over my shoulder. “Freedom is being able to cook something without needing to wash dishes and piles of other shit first that are all crusted over they’re so old,” I said, pointing at the sink.
He stepped one step toward me.“Freedom is not having to listen to any of this shit,” he said.
I didn’t back away. Not anymore, I thought to myself. “Freedom,” I went on, “is being able to find shit without spending 30 minutes looking for it,” I said.
“Freedom,” he said, and he shoved the heels of his hands into my shoulders making me stagger backward and catch my balance, “is not being told what to do!”
I shoved him right back on his shoulders. “You sound like you’re still fucking 14!” I said to him.
“Yeah?” he said, and he shoved me a second time. “You sound like you’re fucking 40!”
My phone buzzed in my hand and I glanced down at it. Nate charged at me and I curled around and twisted away from him. But he clawed at my arms and pulled at my hands and he wrenched my fingers back from my phone until, screaming in pain, I opened my hand.
He yanked my phone out of my grip and spun around with it. He looked at the face and frowned. “Who the fuck is Josie!?” he shouted at the face of my phone. “XOXO!?” he half-shouted and half laughed. “Fucking kisses!?” he repeated.
I lunged at him, but he checked me in the chest hard with his shoulder. I reached around his chest but he curled himself down and around with my phone gripped hard in his hand. “And who the fuck is Camille?” he squealed, having scrolled further down. “Bring pjs?!” he shouted. He reared up and threw my phone at my chest. “Fucking pjs? What the fuck even are pjs? Is this some girlfriend?!” he shouted.
I picked my phone up where it landed at my feet and, too late, I locked its face and put it in my pocket. I shrugged at him.
“Well is it a fucking girlfriend or not?” he shouted at me.
“I guess, sort of,” I said, and I shrugged and turned away. “I don’t know. It’s confusing,” I said. “I don’t know what it is,” I finally said and I squinted at him.
“I don’t know who the fuck you are anymore!” he shouted. “Goddamned fucking pjs!” he said.
My phone buzzed again and he leapt at me. We struggled and fell onto the couch. He held me down under him and got my phone out of my pocket. Crushing me under him, he read it.
“And now this one’s from Danica! Who the fuck is Danica now?” he said. “She sent you three kisses too, man!” he said, and he lifted himself off me and tossed my phone on the covered coffee table as though it offended him now, and he flopped back and slumped into the big old overstuffed chair. “Why the fuck are there three girls texting you, Nate? Never mind the pjs — three different girls! What’s going on, buddy?” he said.
I flopped down into the couch and sighed. “I don’t know what’s going on, to tell you the truth,” I said.
“We haven’t even played one video game all week,” he said. “I know that much about what’s not going on.”
I shrugged. I didn’t know how to frame it to him that video games were not really doing it for me so much anymore.
“So which one is your girlfriend? Or are they making you take all three out for meals and drinks and making you pay the tab for all of them? Is that what this is?” he said. “I heard about that bullshit.”
I shook my head. “It’s not like that,” I said.
“I’ve seen this kind of shit before, believe me,” he said. “Tell me: You had to take them all out for drinks when it’s just one of them who’s stringing you along,” he said. “Am I right?”
“I did go out for drinks with the three of them,” I said. “But . . . “ I started, but he cut me off.
He shook his head. “No buts, brother,” he said. “Do you even get any, or is that being held out as some future promise too?” he said, and he chuckled as though knowingly.
“I’m actually . . . “ I started, but I hesitated. How much do I tell him, I wondered. We’d tell each other everything, at one time. It didn’t feel like that anymore.
“Actually nothing,” he said. “You’re getting nothing, I can tell.”
I raised my eyes up to him. I was unable to keep my mouth shut. “Actually, I’ve been screwing all three of them,” I said. “In their offices at work, in the back of the car, all over the place,” I said.
He laughed and rolled his head back. “That’s just fucking hilarious,” he said.
“It’s true, Eddie,” I said. “All three of them, and they’re all so fucking hot, too, I don’t know what to do with them anymore!”
“You’re fucking all three, are you? Is that what  you really want to tell me?” he said.
I told him how it started. How Camille pulled me into the supplies room on her floor of the building. And then how Josie took me into their boardroom and did me on the table. And then how Danica took me bent over the photocopier. I told him about the back of the car at the airport, about being up in their apartment, about going from one floor in their office tower to the other, and how they all knew about each other too — and seemed to encourage it, to want it like that. 
“I call complete and utter bullshit,” Eddie said. “Although it does make a great fucking story.” He laughed in a forced way. “I will give you that much. You are a writer.”
“But it’s true,” I said to him. “It just happened, and now — they want me to come over, they all live together, I’m supposed to bring pjs!” I said.
“You’re actually swearing to god this is true?” he said. “You’re going to keep running with this one? Buddy,” he said. “I know you’re fucking with me, but I also know even you can’t come up with a story that good. So swear to me on everything that fucking matters between us,” he said. “Are you shitting me or are you not shitting me?”
“I fucking swear it’s the truth,” I said to him. “Shitting you absolutely not.”
He stared at me for several seconds, his eyes squinting and sliding back and forth between my two eyes. Finally, he closed his eyes, inhaled deeply, and said, “That has got to be one of the most fucked up things I’ve ever heard of,” he said. “You’re fucking three downtown office girls all at the same time?” he said.
“Well not at the same time, exactly,” I said.
“Oh right, okay,” he said. “Technicality. But now they want you to come over, they all live together? And they want you to stay the night?” he said, and he laughed again, but less hard than before. Doubt crept over his face.
“And I don’t know how to handle it,” I said.
“Look,” he said. “There’s another car like yours that came onto the lot. I can easily ‘lease it out’ too,” he said, and he made rabbit ears with his fingers. “We should run this little scheme of yours up double time,” he said. “You just have to introduce me to these girls. Maybe tonight, even,” he said. “You can prove it to me then.”
I half turned my face away and studied him out the corners of my eyes. There was no way in hell I would ever let him join me over there.
“It’s not a scheme,” I said to him. “I keep trying to tell you. Some things are not schemes, they’re just . . . “ I said, and I paused and shrugged one shoulder.
“Just what, Nate?” he said.
“They’re just life, I guess,” I said.
He rolled his head back with an even more forced and deeper laugh. “There is no way in hell you’re going to keep this thing to yourself!” he said. “Three chicks and a grand a day?! Are you fucking high right now?”
I let him take his time to stop laughing. “You can’t join me in this,” I finally said. “Anyway, you have a good job already,” I said. “Right?”
He laughed even harder, even more forced-like. He sounded acrimonious more than amused. “Yeah right!” he shouted. “And I’m getting fucked up the ass three ways by Sunday at it too, unlike you!” he cried out loud.
“If you just did your job,” I said, “instead of screwing them over with your stupid schemes, it would probably go a lot better at work.”
He stopped laughing on a dime and he inhaled deeply through his nose with his eyes closed before he opened them and settled them down on mine. “We’re partners in everything or we’re partners in nothing,” he finally said. It was something we said to each other back when we were 12. That time, it was his “scheme” to shoplift a convenience store. I was hesitant, but he taunted me into it. We got busted, of course, which was nothing to him, but left a lasting scar on me.
I snatched my phone out of his hand and stood up. “I need to get a few things,” I said.
“If you leave now, brother, don’t bother coming back,” he said. That was another thing that survived from when we were 12. He had always been hanging that over my head — his threat to leave me behind, to abandon me. But this time, it felt like I had already left him behind. The distance between us was already wide and growing. Crazy as those girls were, they were changing me.
I went to my room, filled a bag with a few things like a toothbrush and fresh shorts, and on my way out the front room, I flipped him the bird. It was what we often did for a laugh. But this time, with his controller back in his hands and his game back on — much louder than before, too — he didn’t smirk or flip me back or react in any way. He seemed frozen to me, stuck in some way.
I threw the bag across the seat and backed out of our driveway. It was time to go over to the girls’ apartment and face that new mysterious and unpredictable reality. Camille let me in. I found them all in a suspiciously playful mood. Blonde Camille was dressed in silky pink cami top and shorts with hearts printed all over them. I shivered, it was so unexpected a way to greet a visitor at your front door. I felt nervous coming into someone’s apartment with them dressed like that. I felt nervous coming into anyone’s living space, period.
“Did you bring yours?” she said when she opened her door wider for me. 
“I don’t even have pjs,” I said. “I just wear shorts.”
Josie ran up behind Camille, draped her hands over her silken shoulders and poked her face around her neck. Josie was dressed in a white silk set of pants and button top pjs that contrasted sharply with her tight black curls of shimmering hair that cascaded down over it. “So what?” she said. “Shorts will do!” she said, and she laughed. Her eyes sparkled at me like life itself was fizzing into existence behind them.
Danica squeezed past both of them and took my bag from my hand. “The harem has spoken!” she said, and she laughed. They all laughed. She was dressed in a shimmering red valentine dress, stunningly far too short up her thighs. Her short red hair, her heart-stopping green eyes — it was enough to make a sailor lose his legs.
They all turned and lead me up the hallway and through to their living room. They even linked their arms three abreast and glanced over their shoulders at me. The pink cami and shorts, the white pjs, the red valentine dress — it was too much for me. My knees wobbled and my head drained. I steadied myself with my hand dragging against the wall. It looked to be a long night.
“You guys plan this or something?” I said. I thought they were setting me up for a laugh, like there was some elaborate joke being played on me. Those weren’t pjs the way I remembered that word. And this didn’t feel like a sleepover, either, the way I remembered what that word used to mean.
They all laughed only the more — but each of them in that non-spontaneous way women have when their plans have been discovered. “Who, us?” Camille said, and she spun around and sat down on the couch and hung her bare heels out over the coffee table. It was free of clutter, I noted. She laughed and flung the waves of her blonde hair back over her shoulder. “You go here,” she said, “when you get in your pjs too.” She patted the cushion beside her. 
“I don’t wear pjs,” I said again. “I don’t have pjs.”
Danica stepped in front of me in her wispy-thin red dress and hung her arms around my neck. I struggled like a gymnast on the rings not to let my eyes drop down to her body. “Then whatever,” she said in a private voice to me, and she smirked and stared from far too close at my mouth. I could clearly see, out the bottoms of my eyes, her nipples raising the thin silk front of her red dress.
Josie slipped her hands around Danica’s waist from behind and pulled her away from me. Danica laughed and staggered on her heels backward and Josie spun her around all the way so that she fell down on the couch.
“Come on!” Danica said, and she patted the cushion between her and Camille. “Show’s starting!”
Josie stepped forward and hung her arms over my shoulders. She swayed in her hips a little with her white pjs brushing against the front of my body. She pulled her glistening curls of black hair down around the side of her face. “Only when you’re ready, okay?” she said. She pressed her lips into mine and came away with her eyes lingering closed and her lungs filling up. Her scent, subtle and exotic, made me waver back on my heels. “But don’t take too long,” she said, and she laughed. She stepped back from me and pulled my arms out from my sides with her fingers entwining in my fingers, and she pulled on me until we came apart, and she sat down on the couch tight up beside Danica.
All three of them laughed up at me and wiggled their toes with their six bare feet all in a row over the top of the coffee table. “Pj time!” Camille said, and she flashed her eyes at me. “Or whatever, like Danica said!” she said, and she laughed.
Danica and Josie started chanting “Pjs! Pjs!” and they laughed, too.
“I don’t wear pjs to bed, I wear shorts!” I said a third time.
They glanced at each other and then laughed harder before they started chanting, “Shorts! Shorts! Shorts!”
I rolled my eyes and heaved up in my chest. When I pulled my t-shirt off, they all whooped and hollered. When I undid my jeans, they all whistled and made cat-calling sounds at me. When I pulled them down my legs, they clapped and cheered.
“This is stupid,” I said. But it only made them squeal and shriek and clap more. They were loving my discomfort.
The apartment was immaculate. It was tidy. It was clean. There was nothing in the sink. Tasteful art lined the walls. It smelled good in there. The contrast with home couldn’t have been more stark.
I stepped out of my pants where they had fallen around my ankles, and Camille, Josie, and Danica whooped more and clapped and patted the couch cushion between them and reached out at me, all six hands stretching out, their fingers — painted different colors — fluttering at me.
I stood facing them in only my shorts and I put my hands on my hips. “I don’t understand what’s even going on anymore,” I said.
“What?” Danica said, raising her eyebrows at me and pulling an innocent expression. “We’re just watching shows with each other — who doesn’t watch shows in their pjs?” She blinked three times at me to emphasize her innocence.
I shook my head and rolled my eyes. There was no way out. I was committed. I was sunk. There was no turning back — I’d stepped through the porthole only to learn it was one-way. If Eddie hadn’t given me an ultimatum, I might well have been at home in that stench-thickened landfill of a house we lived in, farting and playing video games till our eyes fell out and our thumbs fell off. Instead, three super-hot downtown office girls all in a row on a couch dressed in pink, white, and red silk, all very adult nighttime wear, were waving at me, smiling at me, and beckoning to me to join them. They patted the couch, they curled their hands and fingers, they gestured with their heads.
They had already cajoled me to strip down to my shorts. Everything was happening too fast. Individually, it would already have been too much — too suddenly real, too suddenly adult. Together, though? My head dipped and swooned and my consciousness began to fade. They wiggled their legs and danced with their hips. They started playing at seduction, making kissing mouths and pretending to pull strings attached to me to draw me to them. They pulled their hair over their eyes. They half turned away and flared their eyes out their corners at me. They slinked down deeper into the couch, all three of them.
It felt like I was stepping through a doorway into a new reality. One one side, there was Eddie, his schemes, our shit house, the eternal video games, the boxes of half-eaten pizza. On the other side, it wasn’t just three previously unattainable girls all in a row. It was adulthood, with all of its responsibility, it felt like, and choices and intentions, and self-trust. It was biting the offered apple, knowing full well the story about it was for naive shepherds hallucinating on hillsides, and was actually nutritious to eat. Exciting to eat. So bad to eat, it was good.
I stepped over the coffee table and slid down into the couch tightly between Camille and Danica and I stretched my legs out and hung my heels on the table just like the three girls had. “It’s not a harem,” I said to Danica.
“Sure, you just keep telling yourself that,” she said. “Master,” she added, and she burst out laughing and slapped my bare leg. She left her hand on my thigh. Her fingers curled into my skin. Her nail scratched me and scratched me again. She drew little circles on my skin.
Josie started the show and pulled her legs up under her on the couch and casually draped her arm around Danica’s shoulder. The lights were already low. Camille on my other side draped her whole bare arm down along the top of my thigh. “You can call it whatever you want,” she said. She turned to me and she kissed my neck under my ear, and whispered, “But it’s a harem,” she said, and she burst out laughing.
“Stop teasing the poor man!” Josie said from Danica’s other side. “You can come sit over here with me if those two are making you uncomfortable,” she said. She paused two full beats, before adding, “about being master of a harem!” she said, and she burst out laughing, too.
Danica laughed so hard, she thrusted herself forward and doubled over her lap. “Be forewarned though!” she said, shouting and slapping my thigh harder. She flopped back into the cushions. “You can sit over there with her, but that girl has been going on and on about what happened with you and her in her boardroom at work all night!”
I leaned forward and twisted sideways to find Josie on the other side of Danica, and I glared at her and shook my head. “So much for the whole ‘don’t tell anyone’” I said.
“What?” she said, and she pulled the neck of her white silk top over her face up to her eyes. “You made me climax at work, I can hardly keep that to myself!” she said, and she laughed more, but with shyness, with nervousness.
Danica turned to me now with a serious expression. “Did she cum as hard as you made me cum at work?” she said. “Over the photocopier? Remember?”
“You took him bent over the photocopier!?” Camille burst out. Her hand scrunched down into my thigh. Danica pushed herself forward to look over me to Camille, and she sank her hand down into my groin. “I told you that already!” she said.
“You said ‘in the photocopier room,’ not ‘on the actual photocopier!’” Camille said.
Danica swung her head around to face me. Her hand slipped under my shorts like nobody could see. She pretended not to notice, either. “Was it okay, though?” she said. She pushed her smiling face up into my neck. “You made me cum so hard!” she whispered with a groan.
“Oh my god, Danny!” Camille shouted at Danica. “What do you think he’s going to say, with your hand all over him down there like that!” She pushed Danica’s hand away from my groin and scrunched her own palm over my cock and balls, now inside my shorts like Danica’s hand. Danica pushed back at Camille’s hand until Camille said to her, “Girl! There’s enough of the man to go around!” Her cool and smooth hand wrapped around my cock and she squeezed me.
Danica snorted and she cupped my balls in her hand. Then she swung her bare leg over my lap and came down to kneel high up over me before she tucked her red dress down between her legs, pushing it down between her thighs, and she settled down onto my knee. “It’s so short, I don’t want any accidents,” she said.
Josie squealed and laughed and slid herself over the cushion to take Danica’s place against me on my right side. Camille smirked and scrunched herself further down on my left side. She tucked her hand back under the waist of my shorts between Danica’s and my body, and she wrapped her palm and fingers back around my cock. Danica leaned down over my neck and kissed and licked me with her stiff, poking tongue. I turned to Josie and found her face turned to me and too close to ignore. We began to neck. She moaned. I didn’t know what was happening.
“Nobody’s even watching the show anymore,”  Camille said. She pushed her mouth into my neck behind me and licked me there.
Danica said, “I’m watching it!” even though her back was facing it, and Josie and Camille both laughed out loud. Danica’s face was buried in my neck where she continued to kiss and lick me and poke me with the stiff tip of her tongue. Both of them, Camille and Danica, poked and licked opposite sides of my neck while Josie and I made out.
“Why do guys like it when girls make out together?” Camille said. She glanced at the show that I could see through Danica’s red hair and around her neck as she moaned and cried in little puffs of breath on me. She rubbed the front of her cami up and down over the hardness straining the inside my shorts.
“I’m not sure, I don’t really get it myself either,” I said. Two girls on the show were nervously alone and starting to neck. I had no idea what show was they chose.
Danica pulled up from my neck and curled her lips between her teeth and looked over at Camille. “You’re such a dirty girl, Cammy!” she said, and she hung onto my neck for balance and leaned over sideways to push her face into Camille’s face.
I looked sideways at Danica and Camille as they started to make out together before I shivered with an entirely new sensation. I quickly looked down and found a mass of curly black hair in my lap, and the feeling of pure heat and wetness sink down around my cock.
“Josie!” Danica whined, and she pulled her hair back from her face to look down between her thighs spread over my lap. “Oh my god, she’s sucking his cock!” she said.
Camille gasped, but it was half-fake. I rolled my head over the back of the cushion behind me and Camille found my mouth with hers and kissed me with her tongue penetrating deeply into my mouth.
Danica slid down between my knees and knelt on the floor. Josie lifted her face from my lap and made a popping sound when her mouth came up and off my cock. She wrapped her hand around the shaft and her and Danica began to make out even more vigorously than Danica and Camille had. Josie rolled over to crouch on the cushions beside me, and as Camille kissed me on the mouth, Josie and Danica came apart from their kiss and laughed together before they poked their tongues at my cock and kissed the head and lapped at opposite sides of the shaft.
“I guess if girls are making out together,” Camille said with her lips brushing mine, “with your cock all over their mouths, that’s going to be a different thing for you,” she said.
“Yeah, uh-huh,” I said, barely able to think anymore, barely able to answer, barely able to breathe.
Camille snorted lightly and stroked my hair with her fingers. I shivered and stiffened throughout my body. With Camille holding my face sideways to hers, and kissing me, I was unable to see who it was, but either Danica or Josie began to pump their extremely hot and excessively wet mouth up and down my whole shaft. It didn’t matter who, because a moment later, the other mouth took over.
“How is this even happening?” I said to Camille.
“It’s easy,” she said in a soft, private voice. “Danica just needs a little fun, doesn’t she. Josie just needs a little release, sort of,” she said. We kissed again and made out and pulled back apart. “And I just need a little honesty is all,” she said, and she laughed lightly and searched my eyes with hers, grinning.
“And this looks likes honesty to you?” I said to her, and I looked down in my lap where Josie and Danica flicked their tongues up and down the shaft of my cock, kissed sloppily with the head of my cock between them, and took turns plunging their mouths down the length of my shaft and poking their throats with the head.
Camille pushed her shoulders up and laughed. “Does it feel like honesty to you?” she said, and she snorted and took my mouth with her mouth and moaned deeply inside our kiss.
Danica pulled herself up to standing and leaned herself over toward Camille with her arms stretched straight down and her hands on my knees. She kissed Camille and laughed and whispered in her ear before she pulled back from her and searched her eyes with her own. Some question had been asked.
Camille, after three beats, suddenly arched her back deeply and stuck her chest up and out, and she grimaced and sucked breath through her clenched teeth. “Fuck, Danica!” she said. “Why’d you have to say that?!” she cried.
Danica giggled and stood back from me. She pushed her hands up under the bottom of her red dress and squatted enough to push her red silk panties down her legs until they fell to her feet.
Josie covered her mouth with her cupped hands and inhaled sharply with her eyebrows shooting up over her forehead. “Oh my god Danica!” she cried out through her hands. She crawled up onto the couch beside me and covered my mouth with her lips. “I think Danica’s going to fuck you!” she said, and she grunted and squeezed her body down as though her groin was in pain.
“Is this okay?” Danica said, and she knelt on the cushions with her knees astride my knees, and she walked like that up over my thighs.
“I can’t look!” Camille said, and she turned away and crossed her legs. But she twisted back enough to watch through the extreme corners of her eyes. “I can’t believe you’re going to do it!” she said to Danica. “With me and Josie right here!”
Danica laughed and fell forward to catch herself with her palms sunk into the top of the cushion behind me. “We did it before,” she said to Camille, but with her green eyes, framed by her flaming orange hair, fixed on my eyes.
“We all did it before,” Josie said. “But not in front of each other!” She reached into my lap and wrapped her hand around the base of my cock and stood me up under Danica’s dress that fell lightly around my lap.
“Feels hot,” Danica said to Josie, but again with her eyes flaring big and held on mine.
“Extremely hot!” Camille said.
I glanced over. Her hand was down the front of her pink silk shorts. Her other thumb held the stretchy waist of her shorts down and out of her way. I could see her steaming pussy glisten with the blue light from the show on the screen.
“I want to, too,” Josie said, and she squirmed and writhed against me and licked my face and neck. I felt pure heat and wetness touch the tip of the head of my cock and I looked up to see Danica’s eyes shut and her face push up to the ceiling.
“Fuck, Josie!” Danica said. She shivered violently on her knees and suspended her groin over my lap. She covered her breasts with her hands and squeezed herself.
Josie laughed and gasped and dropped her mouth wide open at me, tight up against my side. “Can you feel that?” she said to Danica.
Danica shivered and strained over me. “What do you think?” she said, squeezing her words out breathlessly.
Josie laughed and she pushed her mouth to my ear. I could feel her palm squeeze my cock and draw the head forward and back through the seam between Danica’s soaking wet pussy lips. I was becoming thoroughly wet from her.
“Should I let her?” Josie said to me and she poked the tip of her tongue into my ear and chuckled
“Fuck sakes, you guys,” I said, and I rolled my head back and shut my eyes. “Is this even real?”
“Let me!” Danica cried to the ceiling with her face rolled back. She pushed her body down, but Josie laughed and covered the head of my cock with her hand.
“Should I?” Josie said to me. She pushed her mouth to my ear and grunted. “It’s so hot!” she whispered.
“If you don’t let her fuck him soon,” Camille said on my other side, her body arching up to my right and going stiff from head to toe, “I’m going to ride that man and shove that goddamned cock of his up my own pussy!” She jiggled from laughing, but also gasped from sinking her finger deeply into herself.
“Josie!” Danica shouted, and she laughed, but with a cry in her voice, too.
“Say it!” Josie said to me.
“Oh fuck, Josie,” I said. “Yes!” I cried out loud. “Now!”
Josie slid her hand over the head of my cock and down my shaft. Danica’s body shivered again and her thighs bulged with tension. She bit on her lower lip and simpered above me. Camille stretched and shook beside me. She reached with her free hand to pull Danica’s red valentine dress up and out of her way, so she could watch.
My shaft was soaked with Danica’s manju. Josie played in Danica’s pussy lips with the head of my cock, stroking her with it and teasing her. Camille writhed against me on my other side. “Put it in her!” she groaned as though in pain. Her hips bounced up and down on the cushion and her breathing caught and she snapped her teeth together, biting the air. I peeked at her. Her eyes, glassy and wide, stared at my cock, where it touched and entered Danica’s pussy.
Josie stroked me in her fist and clamped her other hand around my wrist and shoved my hand inside the pants of her pjs. Frustrated, she leapt up and tore her bottoms off and came back down beside me with her knees pulled up to her chest. She separated my middle finger and pressed the tip into and around the hardened nib of her clitoris. Danica whimpered and pushed her hips down past Josie’s gripping hand.
My head exploded and my eyes clamped shut. Danica’s pussy was almost too hot to the touch. She shook like electricity and sank down enough to close her undulating pussy lips around the ridge of my cock. Josie inhaled sharply and sprang back with her head plunging deep into the cushion behind her. She rubbed her clitoris frantically with the tip of my middle finger and pushed it deep up inside her pussy. She was every bit as hot inside as Danica. On my other side, Camille’s hips pumped up and sank down and pumped up again, her whole body twisting and contorting all over the couch against me.
I wrapped my hand around Camille’s thigh and held her down. She groaned and struggled and thrashed on the couch. I sank my middle finger inside her pussy and she arched suddenly and deeply in her back and inhaled to the tops of her lungs and stopped breathing. I rubbed Josie’s clit with my other middle finger — I rubbed them both like that. Both of their bodies bounced and shook. Danica let go and sank down on top of me, pushing her boiling pussy down my shaft all the way until our pelvic bones mashed together.
I rolled my head back into the cushion behind me and opened one eye. On my left, Camille cried and squirmed with my finger rubbing her clit, on my right, Josie thrashed and kicked with my finger rubbing her clit, and on top of me, Danica spasmed and clenched her teeth and rode me hard and deep, plunging her pussy up and down on my cock like a piston through a cylinder.
I tried to squeeze myself down, I tried to hold myself back. But Camille started to let go and Josie started to cry out loud. Then it was Danica, who began to contract inside her pussy and moan out loud like someone falling from a high cliff. My mind went blank. All turned white like light. I broke profoundly inside and every ounce of me zeroed down to one tiny singularity in the very tip of my cock. I squeezed myself with every ounce of strength I had. It was Danica’s cry — that’s what made Camille cry out loud, and then Josie lost control as well. The three of them together was too much. I peaked with tension, I groaned at the ceiling, and I let go. I exploded up inside Danica’s pussy and filled her with my cum enough to gush out the sides of her and run down both of our bodies.
Camille pulled her legs up and rolled half sideways and covered her mouth and started laughing. Josie began to jiggle silently on my other side, too. Danica pulled off me and rolled over on top of Camille, and they both burst out laughing even more uncontrollably. Josie pushed herself up and pulled on her bottoms again and ran to the kitchen.
She came back with water for everyone. Camille got up and pushed her hair around her head and went this way and that unsure where to hide her embarrassment. Danica laughed and darted off to the bathroom. Nobody made eye contact. Everyone smirked and grimaced.
I pulled my shorts on and tried to look away from all of them. All three girls bumped into each other and moved around the apartment like nobody knew where to go or what to do anymore.
“Well!” Camille suddenly said. “So that was something new, wasn’t it!” she finally said.
“Ah hem!” Josie said, and she widened her eyes at the wall.
“I can’t believe you two!” Danica said, and she play-slapped Camille’s arm.
“Us! What about you!?” Camille said. “Right in front of us, too!”
“You started it!” Danica said to Josie and she play-slapped her shoulder “Sucking his cock right in front of us!”
“I couldn’t help it,” Josie said with lip-biting shyness. “But you didn’t have to fuck him like that!” she said.
“Anyway, we all did it with him before, I don’t know what the big deal is,” Danica said, and she hid her sideways grin by tipping her glass of water at her mouth. “Anyhoo,” she said looking at me. “I hope you enjoyed today’s performance,” she said, before she burst out laughing again.
“Of course he liked it,” Camille said. “What guy wouldn’t?” She looked at me and tsk’d-tsk’d me and shook her head at me like I was the one to blame.
“Well I think it’s high time we all went to bed,” Danica said. “That’s about enough horseplay for one night!”
“Aw,” Josie said, but she smiled secretly at me. “You, my friend, can sleep on the couch,” she said, and she pulled out from inside a bench a sheet and pillow and blanket.
“Yeah,” Camille said, “and don’t get any funny ideas either!” she said, and she snorted.
All three of them, dressed in their silk pjs, sipped water and slinked out of the main room, glancing over their shoulders at me and grinning and waving their fingers. And I heard all three bedroom doors close, too.
I made a bed on the couch and laid down and pulled the blanket over me. I folded my arms under my head and stared up at the strange ceiling. My phone buzzed on the coffee table beside me. I widened my eyes and tried to focus them. It was Josie. “Whatcha doin?” she wrote me. I glanced over to her room. I could see a dim light under her door partway down the hallway.
“Jee-sus,” I thought to myself.
It’s always an unsettling experience to lay down for sleep in someone else’s space. It’s not like a hotel room that has been corporately scrubbed of any hint of another personality. Here, other people’s presence permeated the walls and ceiling and floor all around me, and though it was quiet and dark, it felt like the place itself was watching me, as though the apartment itself was introspectively considering me inside it.
The experience, I found that night, was compounded by it being a radically different kind of space than what I lived in. Here it was clean, it was tidy, it was orderly tasteful. Food was wrapped and put away. Dishes were cleaned and drying on the rack. There wasn’t an untouchable feeling about it, but I sure didn’t leave my socks on the coffee table, either.
Lying still on my back with my arms down my sides down the length of the couch in the living room of that apartment where Camille, Josie, and Danica lived was especially odd-feeling. I laid like a corpse in a coffin. We had quickly become friends, but things were also from the start hyper-sexual between us, and not just between me and each girl, either, but between them, too, n ow. There seemed a newly-heightened and as-yet unresolved electricity between each of them, though of course, I had no idea what they had been like around each other before I came upon their scene. I had reason to suspect, however, that we were all finding ourselves transformed by the new dynamic between the four of us.
All was quiet. They’d each gone to their separate rooms. It was late. There had been frolicking all over the couch earlier, but like everything else with them, when it was time, it was put away, too, all neat, tidy, and done. It was unlike any mode of living I experienced or witnessed in my life. There was an efficiency to it, a deliberateness, a forethought and intention. Things were compartmentalized. There was a time and place for everything.
My phone buzzed and I snatched at it to quell its noise. I was startled and confused to find a message from Josie. “Whatcha doin?” she had written. I strained sideways and back with my neck to notice, halfway down the hallway, the gap below her door glowing with a dim light.
I stared at the screen of my phone and chewed my cheek. I could possibly not answer, thus pretending to be asleep. But I chose to write her back. I guess we were all behaving in new ways within that new dynamic. “Staring at the ceiling,” I said.
“Why doncha come stare at my ceiling?” she almost instantly wrote back to me. “Cuddle me?” she added. “I can’t sleep.”
Oh, Josie, I thought. I inhaled through my bottom teeth, jutted and clamped them around my top lip, and I puffed my cheeks out on the exhale. I strained backward harder to spy the bottoms of the other two girls’ bedroom doors further down the same hallway, but saw no light emanating from under them.
“Coming,” I decided to write to Josie, and I darted my eyes back and forth across the dark ceiling, puzzling out what could happen with her, with the other two, with all of us. These girls, I thought. What sort of den of iniquity had I fallen into the day I chose to go up that elevator in their office building that first time? Nothing had been the same since. It was a vortex the three of them created around me, and I was being swept up into it with no rope — with no way out, if I should need one someday.
Lightly as a breeze, I brushed the back of my middle finger’s knuckle against her door, but it opened anyway, enough to allow me a one-inch gap to see inside, when I put one eye up to it. Josie, her tight curls of black hair spread over her white pillow, had her sheets tugged up to her eyes, dark and big and searching the other side of the crack in her opened door. She used a dart of her eyes alone to indicate to me the empty side of her bed. She had slid over to the other side to make room for me there, hadn’t she.
I went in. If lying on their couch in the living room alone at night in someone else’s space was an odd experience, entering Josie’s bedroom was downright unnerving, especially when I shut the door behind myself and released the knob, which I did carefully to allow it to make no noise. To be alone inside a girl’s bedroom — it made the back of my neck cold.
She patted the bed beside her in case I didn’t already get the message. She seemed impatient. She seemed eager. I pulled up the pillow and laid on her bed with my head propped up against her headboard. She rolled her eyes and shook her head and tugged her sheets out from under me to flounce them up and over me and capture me under them where she was.  She scooched over and laid her head on my shoulder. Lying on her side, her hand slipped under the botton of my t-shirt and spread out flat, cool, and smooth over my ribs, and she rubbed me lightly there, up and down, slowly. She bent a knee and brought her leg up to lay it gently down over my hips. She pulled herself closer against my side.
“I’m glad you came,” she said, and she nuzzled her face into my neck. I felt the tip of her hardened tongue poke my skin there, and she kissed me under my ear. “You’re like having a boyfriend, but without all the drama,” she said, and she snorted lightly and ran the tip of her tongue in a meandering line over my neck and under my ear. She laughed.
I entwined my fingers together where my hands rested over my diaphragm. “I can give you drama, if you want,” I said. “I have plenty of it, just from today in fact.”
“No thank you,” she whispered, and she kissed my ear and stretched her neck to push her face further around my face to kiss my cheek. “Off please,” she said, and she tugged at the bottom of my t-shirt.
I thought about it a second but decided that I slept normally without anything on anyway, so I sat up and pulled my t-shirt up and over my head, tossed it onto a nearby chair, and rolled back down into the pillows behind me. Every step was always like that with all three of them: incremental and inconsequential in and of itself, but like compound interest, things built inexorably toward a full-on scenario.
“Better,” she said, and she ducked her head down and placed tiny kisses over my chin, down my neck, and across the flat expanse of my now-exposed chest. She pulled her body up even tighter against the side of my body and she rubbed the flat of her palm further down lower over my stomach. Her fingers skirted the edge of the waist of my shorts.
“I have had quite enough drama in my life already,” she said, half to herself. “I’m honestly exhausted by it.”
“I think Camille told me a little bit about what you’re dealing with,” I said. “Your family.”
She slid her knee all the way up over my hips and rolled her body over on top of mine. She stacked her two fists on top of my clavicle and held her chin up over my chin. Her knees hugged my hips. It was the first  moment I realized she was in fact naked in bed under her sheets. But she didn’t draw attention to the fact. She made nothing of it.
I felt her body’s heat all over my body, her smooth, warm skin all over my skin. It was distracting, it was overwhelming, but I tried my best, like her, to draw no attention to it, to be cool about it.
“It’s all suspicions with them . . . ” she said, and she sucked on my lower lip, pulling it up and letting it snap back. “ . . . and backstabbing,” she went on, and she drew the tip of her tongue all the way around the circle of my lips, “ . . . with everybody acting with malice aforethought,” she said, pronouncing the final “t” hard before she sank her tongue down between my teeth and sealed her lips around mine. She moaned inside our kiss.
Her body was so hot and smooth and soft, I couldn’t help myself. I drew my hands up her bare back where I felt no bra strap. I plunged them down over her waist and felt no panties. I gripped her bare ass cheeks in my palms. Her body twisted and stretched in response to my touches. The instant intimacy intoxicated me. My mind swirled. It felt like a portal between dream-worlds where barriers of reality had been pried opened, and things were starting to leak between the two.
“Off,” she said, and she pushed the waist of my shorts until I lifted my hips under her and pushed them the rest of the way down my legs and off.
She snorted and grinned and pushed her hair out from between our faces and propped her jaw on the heel of her hand with her elbow braced into the pillow beside my head. “But with you,” she said, “it’s like a break from all of that.” She leaned down and kissed me fully on my mouth again, casually, easily, and came back up. She smirked and chuckled when my cock, gaining strength down below her, poked up into her tummy that hung low over my abdomen. “I get all the benefits of a boyfriend,” she said, and she closed her eyes and shivered with her lips brushing my lips.
She curled her hips in and arched her spine down. My cock sprang up and she caught it with her pubic bone. “But none of the 1-to-1 obligations,” she whispered, pronouncing “obligations” slowly and fully, but in that whisper. I felt what appeared to be dangerously-hot liquid pour like molten lava down over the head of my cock, before something closed tightly around my shaft. She had sunk herself down on me before I even knew it, and I curled my toes and clenched my fists. She was already fucking me. These office girls. They’re smooth. They’re demanding. I tried to control my breathing.
She pushed her fingers into the hair above my ears and pulled her knees up to my waist. She exhaled with a shudder and curled her hips down to take me more completely inside her. Her heat made me heady and her tightness made me gulp. “With you,” she said in my ear with a shaking, whispering voice, “I feel like I can just let go of everything,” she said, and she mashed her pelvis down harder into mine, before she curled her hips back and dragged her suckling pussy back up my coated and glistening cock almost to the point of coming off of me completely. “And I don’t have to look after someone else’s baggage, either,” she said, and she plunged her pussy back down over the length of my cock and corkscrewed her hips down hard into mine, and gasped too loud for church against my neck.
I didn’t know how to take what she was saying, like when she used words like “boyfriend” with me. We couldn’t be, not with what happened on the couch earlier, not with what had occurred before in the car, and in each of their offices, not with the full knowledge of all of it for each of them. I rubbed her smooth, toned back up and down and plunged my fingers into the hair on the back of her head. She stretched and curled and writhed and humped against me, and she kissed my mouth sloppily and noisily. Her breath was uneven and hard. She began fucking me more energetically, more frantically. Her hair whipped across my face. Her breasts swept over my chest. She fucked me like she needed to fuck me.
“How do you know you don’t get baggage with me?” I said. I dragged the backs of my fingers over the curve of the sides of her breasts where they mashed into my chest. Her nipples brushed up and down over my skin when she dropped her face down to kiss my mouth.
“I don’t,” she exhaled more than she spoke. “But there’s three of us to share it, isn’t there,” she said, and she chuckled and pushed her palms into my shoulders to curl her entire upper body up from mine so that she came up to a position kneeling high over me. The sheets fell back from her high-poking and shining shoulders and bunched around her waist like a descending cloud, exposing her chest and ribs and stomach to me in the dim light of her tiny bedside lamp. She smiled down at me from inside the frame of her tightly curled and shimmering black hair highlighted in the light of the lamp, and she closed her eyes with her head falling back toward her ceiling and let a wide smile spread across her mouth.
Her fingers splayed widely over my stomach. Her thighs bulged. Her stomach went hard and her shoulders pushed back, perfect round orbs that they were. I looked down her abdomen and saw my cock, frothing with her manju, extrude from between her grasping pussy lips, and plunge back up inside her, and completely disappear. She gasped with shivering breaths and raised her eyebrows far up over her forehead. 
“It’s so good,” she said with a tiny, gravelly voice.
It felt like I hardly needed to be there. I wrapped my hands around her bare bouncing breasts and flicked my thumbs over her erect nipples. I watched her body heave forward and up over mine, before it slid back and curled down. She repeated the movement on me like waves washing up a beach. She groaned with each push, each groan getting louder. I wondered about Camille and Danica down the hall.
She rocked back on her knees and stretched her upper body further back. I held her breasts and she cupped her hands over top of mine and lifted her body up and down with her straining knees to suck her pussy up my cock and plunge it back down on me. “It feels like we’ve been boyfriend and girlfriend for months,” she said, now panting, her chin hanging down, her eyes clenching shut. “Doesn’t it,” she whispered almost to herself. She looked like she was far away already, deep in trance.
“But without the hassle?” I said.
She fell down over me and squirmed on me and hid her grinning face in my neck. “I’m sorry,” she said. “Was that mean, what I said?” She squirmed her hips around mine. She was fucking me like an angel fucks a ghost.
“Not if it’s honest,” I said, barely able to talk, to breathe.
She pulled my bottom lip out with her lips and licked my mouth and squeezed her pussy muscles tightly around my cock to make me startle and jerk under her, and she laughed.
“It’s just so good to let go of all that expectation, even if it’s not completely real,” she said. “Do you mind though?”
“I’m hardly going to say I mind anything in the current situation I find myself in presently,” I said through clenching teeth. I was doing whatever I could to keep from cumming too soon.
She laughed and then she gasped and she dropped her mouth open and shut her eyes. “Fuck, Nate,” she said with a cry. “Just need to warn you,” she struggled to say, now squeezing her words out as though in pain. “I don’t typically reach orgasm . . . ” she said, the pitch in her voice rising higher, her body clenching tighter all over. “ . . .  from intercourse!” she finally groaned almost inaudibly. Her body shuddered violently on top of me and she held her breath. Her fingers curled in and her nails cut into my skin. I felt her pussy contract harder around my cock and her chest heave up.
I tried to hold myself back, but the way her hair whipped around her face, the way her mouth fell open, and the scent that rose from her, was all too much for me, and I braced myself with my hands gripping her waist. My body from my shoulders to my heels lifted up off the bed, pushing her up toward the ceiling on top of me. I clenched down harder in my core and I clamped my eyes shut. But I couldn’t stop it. I lost it deep inside her contracting pussy.
I filled her with gushes of cum and she collapsed down on top of me like a boneless slab. I gripped her ass and shoved my hips up and pumped myself into her until I had nothing left in me to give, and we fell apart and rolled away from each other enough to get breath and let the air cool us.
“Holy!” she finally said, and she rolled her head sideways and poked her finger at my shoulder as though testing if I was really there.
I awakened without being able to open my eyes.
“You alive?” she said, and she chuckled.
“Barely,” I said, and I grinned. We kissed lazily. “I should go back to the couch before the others find out,” I said.
“Pretty sure they won’t mind,” she said, and she kissed my nose and sent me on my way anyway. She chuckled as I got out of her bed.
I waved goodbye at her door and closed it. She blew me a kiss. I walked like a burglar, rolling my feet over the floor to avoid making footfalls, and I climbed back onto the couch.
I thought about what she had said about expectations. There were certainly new ones for me that were staring me in the face: I’d had all three of the girls in different places, and now, even, in their apartment, just across the hall from the others while they were sleeping. It was not unfolding, this new reality, in any shape or form that I recognized. It wasn’t what girls were supposed to be like. “Obligations,” she said.  She could, with me, she said, have the “boyfriend experience” but without the “obligations,” the way she said that word.  Without the expectations. Without the hinderances.
Isn’t that odd, I thought. You’d think a relationship of whatever kind, or even of no kind known before that doubles up or triples up, in my case, on the number of people involved, would double up or triple up, too, on the ties that bind. You’d think life would be doubly or triply complicated by having two and then three girlfriends at the same time.
Instead, there was a liberating effect, having been with all three now. She mentioned it first, but I felt it too, even if I couldn’t define it. I was gaining by losing, it felt like to me. More was in fact less. I wondered if that was what she meant. I didn’t feel the usual constraints on my movements or the typical boundaries on how I behaved inside this odd sort of relationship that had four poles in place of two. I slipped down into sleep pondering the question, but not with any further words of the certain or solid kind in my emptied, formless mind. I think Josie fucked my brains out.
But I did not sleep through the night. Lying on my back, I felt something shift on top of me, but under the blanket. Without my bearings and not recognizing anything immediately around me as I stirred awake, I tugged the blanket up with a startled urgency. Underneath, I found, but did not register right away, the broadly smiling face of red headed and green eyed Danica. She put her finger to her lips and sh’d me, before she squeezed her hand more tightly around the base of my cock, already straining with an erection, and she pushed her full lips, wet and warm, down over the head, closing them around the ridge, and sliding them smoothly all the way down the shaft to the base.
Her tongue laid out under my cock and curled around it inside her mouth like a blanket. She moved slowly on me. I felt the vibrations of a quiet moan from deep down inside her throat.
I rolled my head back into the pillow and widened my eyes at the ceiling. The full suite of sensations hit my mind all at once in a flood that overloaded me. The sight of that fiery red-head, her short page-boy bangs brushing back and forth over my abdomen, her green eyes like something from another world, and the pure, creamy white skin of her face, her neck, and her shoulders, filled my eyes. Her freckles danced. The contrast with Josie was extreme. Her soft, groaning moans and heaving breath filled my ears. Her hot mouth rose up and plunged down on my cock, twisting and gripping on me. She was hungry, she was eager. She was voracious.
I pulled the blanket up again to see. She covered her mouth to stop herself from laughing out loud, and she climbed up over me. Before I knew what she was doing, she sank her pussy lips down the full length of my cock just the same as she had her mouth, and she gasped at me and pushed her chest into my neck. She took me in her pussy just the same as Josie had earlier
She rocked on her knees forward and back over my body, pushing her pussy down my cock and sucking it back up inside her. “I got so horny!” she said in a desperate whisper. “I heard you and Danica through the wall, for fuck sakes!” she said.
“You heard us?” I said. I realized only 15 minutes had passed since I left Josie on her bed.
“Oh my god!” she said. “It was driving me crazy! I was almost going to come and join you two!” she said, and she laughed and covered her mouth. She continued to fuck me as she spoke to me, rising and falling on me, her pussy gripping me and releasing me.
“What stopped you?” I said, feeling myself fill, also, with the newfound boldness that had been going around lately. Was I the only one thinking of that? Of all of them together? Four of us sharing one bed?
“Because,” she said, and she kissed me and pushed her body down harder on mine. I felt her pussy squeeze me harder. She was tensing herself for my benefit deep inside. “I never take risks,” she said. “It’s not the way I was raised.”
I rolled her over and under me and she spread her legs for me and I penetrated her, resting on my elbows and knees over her. She hung her arms around my neck. “I thought Camille said you were poor, back home.” I thrusted my hips down into hers. Our bodies mashed together. She pushed her groin up to meet mine, to get me deeper into her. She pulled her feet up so her ankles were pressed forward by my shoulders, and her knees pressed down into her chest when I sank harder down into her.
She grunted as I penetrated her folded up like that, and she bit her bottom lip and curved her eyebrows up at me. “Very poor,” she managed to say. “It was absurd — I spent years living in a fucking car,” she said.
“Doing better now,” I said. I rocked her under me. She rolled her body. She was a wiry girl.
“Uh-huh,” she said, and she grimaced and sucked breath. “Doing very, very good right now,” she said, “as a matter of fact,” and she half-laughed and half-cried. She arched deeply in her back and rolled her head back to face the wall behind her. Her naked chest stretched out under me.
We kissed and probed each other’s mouths with our tongues and I jolted her body under me, bumping my hips into her hips. The slushy sucking sounds of my cock plunging up and down through her pussy filled the quiet, dark living room.
“I am, you’ll be surprised to hear,” she said, squeezing the words out, “quite risk averse.”
“Is that why,” I said, also squeezing my words out, “you snuck up on me and started sucking my cock while I was trying to sleep?”
She laughed and covered her mouth and turned her face away. I pounded her body down under me through the cushions and she arched deeply in her back and curled her toes into my ears.
“I never used to do risky things, that’s what makes you so much fun,” she said. She was panting now. “I’ve never done anything remotely like what I did with you in my office, before, either,” she said. She was grunting. She was sweating.
“But you did it so well,” I said.
“I dreamt of doing it so much!” she said. “But there was never anyone I felt safe enough with,” she said.
We shifted on the couch until I sat up with her in my lap, riding me, and I twisted around and slumped back into the back of the couch.
“Why did I seem so safe?” I said. I held her body by her waist. Her tits bounced in front of my face.
She hung her head down low between her shoulders and lashed my mouth with her tongue. “Because you were already fucking my best friend, weren’t you, and that makes you safe,” she said, rising and falling in my lap. “I would never just grab a guy and do what I wanted to do with him, like I did with you,” she said.
“Like you just did to me now, you mean?” I said.
“Like I just did to you now, yes,” she said, and she pressed her face into my neck and kissed my skin there and licked me wildly. She was snaky, she was frantic.
“I thought that if you found out about the others, you’d be jealous,” I said.
“You’d think,” she said, rising and falling on my lap. Her breath grew shorter and her body hugged me tighter. “But it feels so good to just let the past go, too,” she said. “To just forget all that shit.”
“Not being afraid,” I said.
“Not being afraid,” she said after me, but her voice was thin and panting. “Because my two best friends are just down the hall, and we talk about you all the time and what a nice guy you are,” she said, slowly losing the ability to say words at all. “And how much fun you are to play with,” she said. “Just pure play, too.”
“Play with letting go,” I said. I held her waist in my hands. Her body trembled and went tight. Waves of tension flowed through her body in ripples.
“Letting go,” she cried softly in my ear, her voice weak, her stomach clenched tightly. “Cum inside me?” she finally squeezed out. “I want you to.”
I rolled my head back and stopped breathing. She squeezed my neck and rammed her hips forward into mine more violently. “Cum with me!” she said again in a tiny voice. “I think I’m going to cum right now!”
I stiffened and gasped. She scrunched her fingers in my neck. I shot up and into her and she rolled her head back and dropped her chin down. I took her breast in my mouth and she shook on me like someone electrocuted. I shot up into her again. She cried out loud enough to wake the whole place, before she covered her mouth with her hand and laughed.
I filled her and slumped back under her. She fell off me and rolled sideways. My cum ran from her pussy and she cupped her hand around it to stop it running over the couch.
“Oh my god!” she said, and she covered her mouth again with her other hand.
I rolled my head over the back of the couch toward her but I couldn’t open my eyes.
“You just made me cum so hard, boyfriend!” she said, and she squealed. “So good too!” she groaned, and she pulled her knees up to her chest and cupped both hands around her pussy. I began to drift back into sleep, of course, being drained again so soon after I had Josie on top of me. Danica rolled over and up onto her hands and knees and she kissed my cheek before she got up and off the couch and dashed down the hallway and away. I saw the bathroom light go on and the door close. At some point, I must have realized she wasn’t coming back, because I woke up from a deep sleep lying on my side under the blanket with the first of the morning light now streaming through the front window. Birds were up. What seemed a few seconds was in fact a few hours.
Memories of both Danica and Josie flooded back into my mind when I blinked in the morning streams of sunlight and I pushed myself up to sitting, slumped in the couch with the blanket around my waist, looking out the window and pondering what new reality this was. These weren’t one-night stands. But nor were they setting me or anyone else up for worlds of hurt when they discovered each other. If anything, they seemed happier to know the others were doing the same thing with me. Expectations, like the past, can and should be left at the door, I thought. Both those girls were maybe right. Worlds can have their own rules.
Things that control us — what others think, what happened before, expectations, our pasts — there was no way to put into words what was happening now, nor to describe what the new expectations were. There certainly was no past to it. None of these girls were putting any expectations on me, I realized, just as I — I supposed — had put none on them. How could I? None of them were in the conventional sense of the word my “girlfriend,” but nor, obviously, given the previous night, were any of them mere “friends” with me anymore. It was more than merely benefits. 
We spend so much of our lives wondering what our role is in this world, where we belong in life, what we’re supposed to do with it. Was I a boyfriend? Was I a friend-friend? Was I a driver? Was I an artist? And then, something like this comes along, where one’s role is completely beyond even the beginning of comprehension, where our place in the constellation isn’t even possible to say, and the question of what we’re supposed to do next doesn’t even have meaning as a question.
Lost, slumped on the couch, my mouth hanging open as deep thoughts wondered through my mind like zombies across the screen in a show, Camille appeared flashing through shafts of sideways sunlight pouring through the front living room window. I looked at her with my head falling in a tilt the way you would an hallucination. Waves of toned blonde hair tumbled down her shoulders and over her chest. She was tall and fit and the lines that defined her were in some strange way too wondrously beautiful to pull my eyes from, the way the sides of her breasts curved, the way the concavity of her waist swooped, the way her hips flared. I smiled like I was high. And then I realized she wasn’t an hallucination.
She held out her hand, and I took it. She pulled me up, and I came up to her as though floating. She walked me into her bedroom and closed the door. “Thought you should know,” she said, as she turned to me, stood against me, and draped her arms over my shoulders. She was completely nude. She kissed me on the mouth like a lover. “I just love to be fucked in the morning!” she said, and she chuckled.
She pulled me and we collapsed down onto her bed. Sunlight poured all over it, and us. She swept her head side to side and her blonde waves fell all over her pile of pillows. I crawled up over her prone body on my hands and knees and she writhed under me in spasms before we even touched each other anywhere, and she gasped and breathed and snapped her teeth at me. She was wild. She was having fun. She was unbounded, just like the other two.
I held my cock in my hand and she dug her heels into her bed to shove her pussy up at me, and I entered her before I even touched her with the head of my cock. She strained under me and rippled throughout her body all over her warm bed under me.
I ducked my face down into her neck and pumped my body against hers. We said nothing. We didn’t kiss. We didn’t even open our eyes. It was guttural and animalistic and selfish. We drove our bodies at each other’s and slapped our hips together to fill the whole apartment with the sounds of it all over again.
But of course, I thought. It was like that in those days with all three of them. Instant, constant, and automatic. I went from one bed to the next barely recovered, but just enough. I was younger then.
I felt her pussy contract around me. It vibrated and I opened my eyes to find her face smiling, her eyes closed, her eyebrows pulled high up on her forehead. Her one middle finger tapped my shoulder. Her back arched up and her shoulders pushed up higher. “Yes, yes, yes,” she whispered to herself. I continued to fuck her even when her body shot up and flopped back down and slapped the bed and she strained and pulled and stretched all over. Her pussy erupted around my cock and I shot into her whatever I had left in me. I had no resistance in me.
I fell down on the pillows on my back and she rolled sideways and laughed and bit my ear. Sunlight flashed over my face coming through leaves on the maple tree outside the window, and I clenched my eyes shut. “I love not having to cuddle you after,” she said. “I bet Josie said the same thing!” she added, and she squealed and covered her mouth.
“You know about Josie?” I said, by then nearly a corpse, and with only one eye open.
She rolled her eyes. “I think the neighbors on all four sides know about Josie,” she said. “And Danica too!”
“Jesus, you guys,” I said. “Do none of you care?”
“We care!” she said. “But it means nobody has to tip-toe around you, doesn’t it. We all get to feel free because of it, can’t you tell?”
“You talk about it, though?” I said. “Like that? With each other?”
“We don’t discuss it in detail!” she said, and she lightly slapped my cheek and shook her head. “But it means we can have you when we want to have you, like when it suits us, rather than having to worry about you so much,” she said. “Like we share you, like you’re on call!” she said and she laughed. “If it’s okay with you . . . “
“I guess I can get used to it,” I said, “don’t get me wrong. But why can’t you do that with a real boyfriend? Like a one-on-one boyfriend?”
She rolled her eyes and gasped at me like she was at the end of her rope with me already. “If you and me were boyfriend, girlfriend . . . ” she said, and she rolled over to face me. “ . . .  we could never be this clear and honest with each other. I would never tell a boyfriend that I want to fuck him now, just like that. No kissing, no talking, not even anything personal, just a good hard fuck. What would he think of me?”
“Why can’t you though?” I said. “I understand what you’re saying, but I’m just wondering in general why people can’t.”
“Because!” she said with growing exasperation. She rolled away from me and toward the beaming window. “People have expectations once you put a label on it, like girlfriend and boyfriend, or relationship, and people have a past, too, as soon as you tie yourself to them like that. And all that,” she said, rolling back to me, “is what makes behavior, isn’t it. The past and expectations. But with you, there’s no past because there’s no relationship like that, because we’re not girlfriend-boyfriend like that, so there’s no expectations,” she said. “We can all just be who and what we are instead.”
“We still have a past,” I said. “You, me, them.”
“But it’s not boyfriend-girlfriend,” she said, and she touched my nose with her fingertip and kissed it. “It can’t be, can it,” she said. “You just fucked my two best friends last night, so that proves we can’t be boyfriend-girlfriend.”
“But you knew that,” I said. “You all know it.”
“Of course,” she said. “That’s what lets us let all of it go — we can just forget about all that typical behavior shit that you get with that. Because it obviously isn’t boyfriend and girlfriend for any of us. I mean, what kind of girlfriend lets her boyfriend fuck her two best friends!?” she said.
“So no boyfriend to worry about, either, and nothing to worry about with being a girlfriend,” I said, “and yet you still all get fucked regularly and on demand.”
She squealed and kicked her legs at me and kissed me. “And we don’t even have to go on stupid or dangerous dates with strangers!” she said, and she popped up and pulled on a robe. “Come out when you’re ready, we always eat breakfast together.”
She went out and shut the door. I rubbed and slapped my face and flopped backward on her bed. What is this? I screamed to myself inside my head. How can this even be happening? I kicked my legs I was so frustrated with not understanding what it was I fell up and into.
I pulled the sheet free from the bed and wrapped it around myself like a man pretending to be a ghost, and I stepped out into the hallway and eyed the nook on the other side of the galley kitchen. They were all in bathrobes chattering and laughing like three roommates and girlfriends would. I appeared in my ghost costume. They didn’t draw particular attention to me. Without breaking their conversation and laughter, they piled my plate with fruit and toast and made a coffee for me, too. I picked up the newspaper there and checked the news the way I liked to do with my first coffee. Nobody noticed. Nobody cared.
“Drive you?” I said when they finished breakfast and looked at their phones for the first time.
“Oh would you?” Danica said, and she leaned over to wrap her arms around my neck right in front of the other two, and she kissed me on my mouth. Josie and Camille laughed and went to their rooms to dress. They made me inspect them in the hallway when they came out, each of them in downtown office make-up and professional dress. They knew they looked good — they were just teasing me.
They got in the back of the car and I took them to their office tower.
“So,” Camille said, leaning over the back of the passenger seat beside me. “We discussed with our bosses a retainer for you, like a baseline regular payment? Just to reserve you for our offices, and then there can be a fee on top for each job you do, and that gets billed out to who you do it for, me, Josie, or Danica,” she said. “Does that work for you?”
“Pay me to wait?” I said. “What?”
“To make sure you’re available for when we need you,” she said. “So you don’t have to go do any other trips. So we have exclusive access to you.”
“You can do that?” I said.
“We sort of already did,” she said, and she laughed. “Sorry!”
“I’m not going to complain about it,” I said.
“Well, there’s no problem finding a budget for it, especially splitting you three ways,” she said. “And keeping you close by and always ready is what works best for us — plus getting pre-meetings done in the car is super-helpful.”
“A win-win,” I said.
All three of them, their intermingling scents filling my nose, leaned over the seat to wrap their arms around me and kiss me on the cheek and neck in turn. I sat back and watched the back end of the three of them as they clacked in their high heels up to the entrance of their building, chattering and laughing together.
A cab tried to pull in behind me and into the spot I occupied, and he honked, so I sat back and relaxed some more. Those three bodies, now so professionally attired, but last night, so sprawling, so flailing, so . . . orgasmic, I thought. I wondered if I needed to know what it was called, or if I shouldn’t just roll with it.
It was him behind me — the older shriveled-up lizard-man cab driver who advised me to “Fuck unto others as they would fuck unto you!” that day back then. He leaned across the front seat of his car as he passed slowly by me and he pressed his middle finger, raised, against the window at me. I just laughed. I had to.
There was no way to think about last night or about anything that was going on the last while between me and the three of those girls. The thing wouldn’t bear scrutiny. What they said barely held together in my mind — it was all like loosely remembered dreams or vague movie plots you napped through. Nothing about it could be understood or explained. I was like a non-powered raft being pulled down a river by currents unknown, and the only reaction possible was to try to stay upright and roll with whatever tongues and chutes and drops and boils the rapids threw up at me.
I used the time to circle back home and get a change of clothes and maybe load the trunk of the car with an overnight bag, just in case something like the previous night were to come up again. I found, when I pulled up in front of the house, that Eddie had thrown all my stuff out into the heaps that already covered the back yard.
There was a box in which he swept all my shelf things into, and I picked that up. The rest of it — the clothes, the books, the dying houseplants — I kicked at it and gave little more thought to. I realized, when I climbed back into the car, that I had in that short time changed too much to go back.
I had, however, no place to go that night. I didn’t care that Eddie threw me out. I barely even cared that I suddenly appeared homeless. As I sat in my car in front of what now appeared to me entirely to be someone else’s house, my phone buzzed. It was Eddie, of all people.
“Need a ride quick!” he wrote me.
“I’m in front of the house,” I wrote back.
There was a lengthy pause before he wrote again. “Yeah, sorry about that, I was pretty mad last night. I can fix it,” he said. “Can you come get me at work?”
Eddie was what you get when you don’t let go, I realized. My phone buzzed again, but it was Camille this time. She had a job for me. Could I come in about one hour?
And the girls, I realized just then, was what you get when you do let go and move on — and up. To get up onto that higher hill over there, you first need to go down the hill you’re struggling on, and go through the dark valley between them. You can stay on the lower hill or you can plunge down through the valley and get to the higher hill. You have to make that choice, because you can’t have both. You have to let go of what you have to get some more of what you don’t have.
“No,” I wrote back to Eddie. “Not any more.” I had in the trunk everything I wanted out of there. I was never going back. I was headed instead down into the dark jungle valley. “Be there in one hour,” I wrote Camille. She sent a heart emoji. I decided to solve my homelessness sooner than later, and I stepped on it.
The quality of my ride allowed me to park unmolested in front of the best hotels downtown, and to go inside as though on some official mission. A nod to the doorman was sufficient — and my briefcase served as the sign of important business unfolding. I debated buying a set of novelty handcuffs from a sex store to chain myself to it for extra effect.
The washrooms off the lobbies of the top hotels are clean, sparsely used, and exquisite. In my briefcase was a toothbrush, a shaver, deodorant, and all the other necessary toiletries sufficient to get through a day or two. I bought a gym membership for the showers, and then persuaded myself to use the equipment, too. With all the physical strain put on my body lately, it wouldn’t hurt to maintain my trim, fighting shape, I concluded. Danica, Josie, and Camille (especially Camille!) were becoming more, not less, demanding.
By the time I pulled up in front of the office tower, I was shaved, refreshed, showered, and ready for whatever Camille had lined up for me.
“Good morning, Camille,” I said with a slight nod.
“Nate,” she said, acknowledging me, and nothing more. She slipped out from behind her reception desk and walked at a purposeful but relaxed pace down the carpeted hallway. I pulled the brim of my livery cap further down over my eyes, checked over the shoulder of my driver’s jacket for any prying eyes, and followed after her.
“This way, please,” she said in her professional-polite tone, and she opened an office door behind her. She scanned the hallway behind me over my shoulder as I slipped past her and into the vacated office. When the gas hinge released enough to let her close the door, she threw the deadbolt into the jamb and put her arms behind her back to lean against the back of the door facing me.
Her tight dress was red, her lips too, as well as her glossy, peep-toe high-heel shoes. “No time for preliminaries today, I’m afraid,” she said.
“So then turn around,” I said.
Her shoulders heaved up and she plugged her nose to keep from bursting out laughing. “Don’t be ridiculous!” she said, already chuckling. “I was just kidding.”
“Seriously,” I said, and I put my cap down on the empty desk. “Whose office is this, anyway?” I said.
“We don’t use it — boss-man agreed with me that you could use it. A base station, if you will,” she said.
“Me?” I said, twisting around and scanning the ceiling into its corners as if my inspection there would decide it for me. “What do I need an office for?”
“So you’re prepped for who we need driven somewhere, so you can remain at the ready, so we know where you are at all times,” she said. “You are on retainer, now, did you forget?”
“I like it,” I said. “We need to inaugurate it, though.”
Camille spun around and lifted a foot behind her and pressed the front of her body into the back of the door and chuckled. “No!” she said. “You’re just being silly now.” She reached up and flattened her palms into the door above her head and twisted around to find me with her aqua eyes through strands of her blonde waves. She looked like she fell face-first into the door like that. “We don’t have time for anything like that anyway,” she said. “Even if we wanted to.”
I stepped over to her and pulled her hair off her neck and leaned down to kiss her where her skin curved out to her shoulder.
“Nate,” she exhaled through warm breath, and she closed her eyes. “We can’t, I already said.”
I pressed my chest into her back and sandwiched her against the back of the heavy oak door. “Don’t worry,” I said, “I never take very long, do I.”
She laughed again and shook her head. She arched her back and pressed her hips out behind her, pushing her ass into my groin. “I’m serious,” she said. “Once was enough — that was fun, but we can’t keep doing that.” She brushed her ass side to side against the front of my body. “I’m really not like that.”
I reached down to her bare thighs below the bottom of her red dress and, walking my fingers in place on her skin, I gathered her skirt in my fists until she was bared to her waist.
She resettled her feet in the carpet a few more inches apart. “We seriously can’t keep doing this here,” she said into the door and she rested her forehead on the wood and dropped her mouth open. Her eyes closed.
I pulled her skirt up to her lower back with one hand and slipped the fingers of my other hand down inside the waist of her white thong panties.
She caught her breath and her body shivered. She stepped her feet out wider over the floor and bent at her waist a few more degrees. “They’re going to be looking for me,” she said in a low groan into the back of the door. “This is so bad!”
“They can wait,” I said, and I pushed the waist of her panties down around her thighs until they stretched between her knees. I tore open my pants and reefed down my fly.
Camille twisted her face around and found me over her shoulder through her hair falling over her face. Her mouth hung open and her eyes went glassy. “You are so not fair!” she said, but her breath was uneven and she wagged her tongue out of her mouth at me. A grin curled up the corners of her mouth. “Bad Nate! Bad!” she said.
I weighed the heft of my cock in my hand and I nuzzled it between the cheeks of her bared ass, poking her clumsily all over. She shook her head at me and rolled her eyes, but the gestures were for show only. She had reached down between her legs with her hand at the same time and grasped blindly behind herself, her fingers stretching and clenching the air, her nails scratching my balls.
“Just don’t get any on me, then,” she said, and she bent further over, arched deeper in her back, and stuck her hips further up and out at me. The head of my cock pushed against the glistening crevice of her pussy lips and she let go of my shaft and pushed her hands into the back of the door to wedge herself back harder at me — and she fit her pussy down over the length of my cock as tight as a glove until my hips jolted her ass. “Fuck that’s good, though!” she groaned to the floor.
I pulled back from her and looked down. My cock, thick, hard, and straining, was coated shiny and slick with her manju. She pushed her hips back and moaned with complaint until I pushed the bulbous head back into the seam of her frothing and leaking lips, and I seized her bare hips in my hands, held her stiffly, and buried myself into her hard enough to make her gasp and hang her jaw wide open.
“Harder!” she whispered with a growl, and her fingers curled against the door in front of her face. I bumped her body hard and her hair, hung down in front of her face like a curtain, shimmered. We heard a couple of men stride past in a walk-and-talk meeting and Camille covered her mouth with her hand and shot her eyebrows high up over her forehead and bit down on her middle finger. I resumed slapping her ass with my thighs when their voices receded far enough away.
When I stopped breathing, when I gripped her hips harder, when I clenched my teeth and rolled my face back to the ceiling, she inhaled like someone impaled and she shook in her body all over stiffly, rapidly. I spurted hard and under great pressure and filled her and staggered backward out of her and would have fallen on the floor with my pants around my ankles, if I didn’t find the desk behind me first.
Camille staggered too, backward and forward and twisting around and swaying, until she landed in a client chair. “God dammit, Nate,” she said as she eased her panties the rest of the way off her legs one foot at a time. “Come here,” she said, and when I stumbled toward her, she used her white lace thong panties to wipe my cock off. She stuffed them in my jacket pocket.
“Don’t lose those,” she said. “And wait in here a minute,” she added, and she got up and checked through a crack in the door if the coast was clear. “I’ll phone you on that,” she said, pointing at the office phone on the desk, “with deets.”
I nodded, still unable to talk.
“You’re so bad!” she said as she exited the door and she grimaced over her shoulder at me. Her hand flipping me the bird was the last thing she left for me to see of her before she shut the door on me.
I went around the desk and fell down in the high-back leather chair between it and the window and I spun around. The entire wall of the narrow office was glass. The city yawned out before me. If I pressed my forehead to the glass, I could just catch sight of my car far down below in the loading zone in front of the building. I was high up in one of them, in one those loathed downtown office buildings.
I rolled my forehead over the cool glass and leaned my back against it facing into my new office and the closed door. I liked it being so small. Freedom arises ironically from constraints, I had come to conclude. A game is fun — talent is freely unleashed within it — only because it has rules. Put a soccer ball in a net, and you have a job. Put a rule down that says no using your hands, and now you have a game. For the man with all the time in the world, there is no race to win. With all the power, no fight to triumph in. He who knows everything no longer delights in discovery and learning. For the man who has everything, there is nothing left for him to win — the stores might as well be empty and he with no money at all, the rich man.
The phone warbled and I picked it up and put it to my ear. Nothing. A light blinked and I pressed the button that it blinked inside of.
“There you are,” said Camille’s voice.
“I am here,” I said.
I heard the distinct sound of a hand wrapping around a phone’s mouthpiece and she half-whispered, half-moaned, “I think you broke my pussy!”
“Well you should have been more careful with it,” I said.
She snorted and then laughed at her snort. “Smarten up,” she said. “I have details, are you ready?”
It was like she had fully imagined me in that box of an office and had anticipated everything I would need. The only other objects on the surface of the desk besides the phone were a pad of paper and a pencil. “Ready,” I said.
She gave me instructions on who I was getting and where I was taking them. “Then back here,” she said. “Danica needs you at 11:15.”
“The girl on the 14th floor?” I said.
“Sure, you remember her? About yay tall, red hair, green eyes, makes more noise than any of us?”
“Likes to have fun, you mean?” I said.
“You got it,” Camille said. “Go easy on her next time,” she said in much more subdued voice. “She’s small, you know! She’s not like us.”
I snorted this time, and we both hung up our phones. When I came down the hall with my cap and jacket on, Camille looked up from her reception desk in front and pursed her grin and shook her head at me. “You’re so bad!” she silently mouthed to me just as one of her bosses came down the other hallway and nodded to me to indicate the man he was guiding was the client needing the car.
“She give you the plan?” her boss said to me.
“Absolutely,” I said, and I nodded. I took the client down the elevator and out the front doors to my car parked in the loading zone. I drove him to his hotel, waited out front, drove him to another bank building, waited out front of that place too, and finally drove him to the airport and saw him off. I made my way back to the office tower, parked out front and strode back inside the lobby, whistling, tossing my keys to myself, and nodding at the concierge.
“Hey, wait up,” the guy said.
I stopped and backpedaled back to his marble slab of a lobby desk.
“Why are you leaving your car out front like that?” he said. He handed me a fob and a tag to hang from the rear view mirror. “Go down underneath,” he said. “This’ll open the gate,” he said, and he handed me another fob. “This gets you the special elevator. You leave your car down there, no one’s going to bother you,” he said. “Honking at you and flipping you the bird!” he said, and he laughed.
I went back outside and found the underground entrance. “Much better,” I said to myself when I found the spot in front of the elevator underground seemingly made just for me. I ran back out the driveway, got a coffee fixed the way he liked it, and came back up through the special elevator, just to check the fobs all worked, and I circled around back into the front of the lobby and put the coffee down on his desk. He wasn’t there at the moment, but he’d find it. And he’d know.
There’s that cartoon where the guy falls into a bottomless pit and he panics at first, as anyone would, but three days later, still falling, he’s become bored with it. An astronaut in a space capsule orbiting the Earth is falling through a bottomless pit, too, but flung sideways at the same time, so the curved planet keeps falling away from him, and he never hits ground.
When you first let go of who you thought you were going to be, of whatever you thought you should be doing by now, a gut-twisting nausea fills you at first, and you flail with your limbs and bulge with your eyes and scream silently through your face mask, staring through that dark abyss of directionlessness. But there never comes a bottom. The Earth curves away. You can grow comfortable with free falling through life.
I surrendered to the three office girls and became whatever it was they wished me to be. I trust-fell backward into their arms. I let them take me over. No more thinking, right?
I went up to the 14th floor, turned left, and slipped into bountiful red-head Danica’s office.
“Right on time,” she said, glancing up. “Would you mind helping me with something in the copier room?” she said, and she slipped out from behind her desk and went down the hallway. She was dressed that day in a grey pencil skirt and black blouse. Her short red hair bounced on her neck. She walked in her black suede pumps slightly pigeon-toed. She glanced over her shoulder at me and motioned with her eyes to follow her through the door. She pressed her lips together to keep her grin from breaking out all over her face. Her shoes clacked on the tile floor inside the copier room.
When I came in after her, she faced me standing halfway toward the back of the room with her hand scrunched into her groin through the front of her skirt. She crossed her toes in her peep-toe shoes and bent at her waist and squinted her eyes at me. “So did you just fuck Camille up on the 17th?” she said.
“About an hour and a half ago,” I said. “She wanted me to.”
“Yeah right, like you didn’t have a choice,” she said, and she sucked breath through her clenched teeth. “I might need you to do me like that, too, now, though,” she said in a whimpering, nearly crying voice, and she hiked her skirt up, hooked her thumbs in the waist of her black hipster panties, and pushed them down her legs. She stepped out of them by lifting them over her raised shoes, balancing herself with a hand on a grey metal shelf, and she wriggled her face at me. “Look after these for me?” she said, and she handed her panties to me.
I pushed them in my jacket pocket, opposite the pocket that already held Camille’s panties.
Danica reached behind herself and eased her body up on a stack of boxes and set the heels of her pumps on the edge, spreading her knees. She tilted her head down sideways but lifted her eyes to mine through wavy strands of red hair fallen over her face. She touched her exposed and spread pussy lips with the pads of her first two fingers and spread them further open.
“Do you think I’m bad?” she said. She brushed her fingers up and down inside the seam of her lips. Glisten emerged.
“Are you sure this is safe?” I said.
She spread her pussy lips wider at me. “So now you ask? After what you already did to me up here?”
“But I was new then, I didn’t know what was going on,” I said.
She snorted and rolled her eyes. “Yeah right,  you’re such a bullshitter, too!” she said. “So why don’t you want to fuck me now?”
“Who said I don’t want to?” I said.
“Why are you standing over there then?” she said.
“You do you realize I just fucked Camille like 90 minutes ago up there?” I said.
“I know,” she said, and she snorted and bit her lip. She continued to stare at me, and to rub her pussy. “Why do you think I’m so wet thinking about it?”
I shook my head at her this time.
“What? You can’t get it up for me now, you gave it all to Cammi?”
“I can get it up for you anytime,” I said.
She leaned back on both her hands spread straight back behind herself and she spread her knees wider and leaned her head back to face the ceiling. “Well, come on, then, we don’t have all day, you know,” she said. “It has to be a quickie.”
I opened my pants for the second time that morning and stepped up to the edge of the stack of boxes she sat on. She chuckled and licked her two fingers and dropped her head sideways to her shoulder as she rubbed her bared pussy at me. I only needed to spread my feet over the floor in front of her a couple of feet to lower my groin to the required height, and I touched the head of my hardened cock to the lips of her spread pussy.
I teased her with it, touching it to her, dragging it up and down through her lips, brushing her engorged and fulsome and reddening clitoris with it. My cock became coated with her.
She bit her lips and snorted and breathed hard and looked at me with wide, yearning eyes. “Come on!” she groaned, and she chuckled. She knew what I was doing to her.
“Maybe I am too worn out,” I said. “Like you said”
She rolled her eyes and rocked her head and grinned, before she jutted her jaw and flared her eyes. “You better fuck me right now!” she said. “Or you’re going to be in so much trouble!”
I shoved my hips forward and in one smooth, straight, and long stroke, I buried my cock to the hilt of her pussy enough to jar her body and make her neck strain.
“Fuck!” she groaned at me and she widened her eyes. “You don’t just do that to a girl!” she said with whining protest, but when I pulled nearly out of her, she quickly snapped her hands around my hips and dug her filed and painted nails into my bare ass cheeks. She picked her feet up and dug the tips of her heels into my back. She gritted her teeth and squinted her eyes at me. “You’re so not fair!”
I plowed my cock into her again and she gasped loud enough, she cupped her hand over her mouth and darted a glance past my shoulder to the storage room door behind me. When I pulled out and pushed back into her again, her eyes shut and her mouth dropped open. This time she exhaled to the bottoms of her lungs.
She pulled herself up against me and clenched her teeth down into the skin of my neck. “Jesus,” she whispered close to my ear, and she spurred me on with her heels driving into my lower back.
I wrapped my hands around her ass and began to jackhammer my hips against her hips. I jarred her body and made her cry out loud. She didn’t seem to care anymore if anyone could hear her, and I lost any sense of decorum, as well. We began to yank on each other’s bodies and ram our hips at each other’s hips.
She sobbed and whimpered over my shoulder. I strained in my back and neck. My cock became slick with her juice and I could no longer stop myself. I buckled at my knees and rocked back on my heels. I held her to keep from falling over, and she came up on my hips and clutched her legs around my waist and locked her heels together in my back. I carried her on me as I turned around, and she rose and fell on my cock as we kissed sloppily.
I wasn’t able to last and I ejaculated up into her pussy with no warning. She shook on me and bit my neck too hard. I felt her pussy contract tightly around my cock and she suddenly hung back from me and studied my eyes with hers, glazed and glassy.
Finally she sank on me so heavily, I had to set her down. She laughed and kissed the bite mark she left on my neck. “I don’t think I ever came so fast before,” she said.
“You said that last time,” I said, pulling up my pants and easing my softening cock back inside.
She slapped my face lightly. “Well maybe it’s true for both times, ever think of that?” she said. She went to the door and cracked it open to check if the hallway was clear, and she slipped out. “Come see me when you’re ready, I’ll let you know who it is.”
“Who who is?” I said.
“You have an airport pick up in 20 minutes,” she said.
“Jesus, Danica!” I said in a shouted whisper.
She chuckled and let the door close behind her.
I staggered around in the storage room and nearly fell back onto the stack of boxes trying to pull my pants and fly up. I came down the hallway to her reception desk and I flared my eyes at her. My phone just then pinged and she nodded at me. “There’s your pick-up,” she said, “You better get on it!”
I rolled my eyes at her and sped out the door and pressed the elevator button ten times. She just waved at me and smiled and got back on her phone. Probably with Camille, I bet.
The underground parking added a few crucial minutes to my escape — not least because I ran out the front doors on the lobby level forgetting I put it down there. The old concierge just watched me the whole time speed out the doors, stare at the empty spot, and turn the slow gears in my head remembering where I put the car.
I was lucky to get a spot at the airport right in front of the doors. I had no sooner finished scrawling the name on my whiteboard where arrivals come out from behind a wall of frosted glass than a short, thin and gray-haired business man in a grey suit strolled up to me, nodded, said, “I am he,” and stared at me awaiting my instructions.
I took him to the car, let him get in the back, and eased my way back into the departing traffic, trying to remind myself that I got it done, and there was no need for speed on the way back. I dropped him in front of the lobby doors and let him go in before I circled around and went back into the underground levels.
My phone buzzed. “Good job, driver-man,” Danica wrote me. “Meet us for lunch in Glady’s,” she wrote.
I got out of the elevator on the lobby level and came around to find the concierge. “Hey, do you know where . . . “ I started, and I looked at my phone again for reminding. “ . . . something called Glady’s is?”
He gave me that pouting, head tilting look through the tops of his eyes that he reserved especially to tell me how disappointed he was in me. And then he stretched his neck but an inch and lifted his face to peer past my shoulder. I twisted around. The whole west half of the lobby was taken up by a bistro called — predictably enough — Glady’s.
“Hey, I never noticed that before,” I said to him with a half-grin on my face.
“No,” he said with deeply feigned disinterest and he shook his head to himself as he resumed looking down at screens arrayed around his desk.
I went into the bistro. “For one?” the hostess in a black dress said to me. “Actually four, I think,” I said.
She nodded and guided me to the corner by the big windows looking out over the busy street. A few moments later, first Camille came in, then Danica, and then Josie. The hostess came back and privately raised an eyebrow to herself and widened her eyes at my lunch partners. Little did she know it extended far beyond merely lunch.
“Do you bring the nice car home at the end of the day?” Josie said.
“Eddie kicked me out,” I said.
“Oh my god, so sorry!” Danica said, and she rested her hand on my arm. The hostess, walking past in her pumps, noticed, grinned, and brushed behind me, too close, too. She meant to brush against me, I could tell. I caught her glancing over her shoulder, just as I was. It always goes like that, doesn’t it.
“About time,” I said to Danica when I brought my face back to her. “I literally could not live there anymore. I had to get out.”
“So a blessing in disguise,” Camille said. “You just needed something to push you.”
“Or someone,” Josie said with a grin.
“I dread letting go of what I have, even if I know it’s for something better in the long run,” I said.
“Tell me about it,” Danica said. “That comes from being raised poor.”
“Hey!” Camille suddenly said. She turned to Josie. “Isn’t that apartment right across the hall from us empty?”
“Oh my god!” Josie said, and she gripped her hand around Camille’s forearm. “I think it is!”
They both turned slowly as sneaky periscopes toward me.
“I don’t know,” I said, and I recoiled with my chin pulled in.
“Oh come on!” Danica said. She still had her hand wrapped around my arm. “It’ll be so much fun!”
I knew already it was fated to be. Ideas like that, shared by girls like them? Counterarguments stood no chance. “It’s already empty?” I said.
“It’s a one-bedroom!” Camille said. “And the building manager knows us and trusts us! He’ll give it to you because we said so!”
“You have to take it!” Josie said. “Anyway, come up to my office at one,” she said. “Need you at 1:30.”
“So why one?” I said.
She didn’t answer me. She just looked up through the tops of her eyes and through loose strands of tight curls of her black hair at Danica and Camille, who both smirked and looked away and shook their heads.
After we ate, they went up to their offices and I went down to my car and ensured it was clean and polished in the back. At one I went up to the 19th floor. Josie saw me come in and immediately chuckled with embarrassment and looked down and away. “Won’t you come this way, sir?” she said, and she lead me down the hallway and into the disused boardroom.
I took her waist in my hands but she pushed me off.
“I actually have a secret fantasy I was hoping my boyfriend could help me with,” she said privately with a clenched-teeth murmur.
I snorted and stood back. “Which is?” I said.
She bit her lip and darted her gaze around, before she pushed herself up on her high heels and cupped her hand around my ear. “You eating me out at my reception desk — on your knees, under my desk,” she said, before she squealed and turned away.
“Out front, you mean?” I said.
“Uh-huh,” she said, nodding at me with a wide grin. She stepped back three steps from me and began to pull the skirt of her dress up to her hips. She pursed her lips and fought off a grin and shook her head to throw her hair back over her shoulders, before she hooked her thumbs in the waist of her striking green panties and, staring at my eyes, peeled them down her legs and lifted her feet out of them.
“Would you please?” she said, and she bunched her panties up in her fist and handed them to me. I stuffed them in my back pocket. I already had Danica’s panties and Camille’s panties in my front pockets. She let her dress fall back down her legs and went to the door. “Wait here, I’ll text you when to come.”
She slipped out and I sank into a boardroom chair and rubbed my face with both my hands. There was no plan to any of it, there was no sense of where it was all going to go. I was deep into the jungle and there were no maps. There weren’t even trails. My phone buzzed and I nearly threw it through the ceiling tiles, I fumbled with it so badly. It was Eddie, though, of all people.
“So shitty of you,” he wrote to say.
I had no idea what prompted this from him. But Eddie was like that, living in dimensions so tiny, they curled up on themselves, so that his conversations were with himself more than with anyone else. I didn’t have time to contemplate his latest missive, though. My phone buzzed again and this time it was Josie.
I gulped. “Come now!” she wrote to me.
If this was what letting go feels like, I thought, if this was what giving in to the moment means, it was like falling into a bottomless pit, it was like orbiting the planet with the surface forever curving out of the way so never hitting it. I stood up and a sensation of vertigo made me wobble on my knees. I grabbed the edge of the boardroom table and steadied myself. The not knowing, I reminded myself, is the gift, for only then can we truly discover ourselves. I gave up all control because only in such surrender can real freedom be found.
Right? Right?
I went out the door and floated, did not walk, through the hallway toward the reception area. The walls and floor and ceiling closed in toward me so that the passage narrowed like a tunnel and stretched out seemingly miles long in front of me. The glow of lighting from the office entrance appeared to recede and dim and became but a distant glow like a ship on the sea.
These office buildings — and the one I was in, the one I had lately become familiar with — scared me, but I always thought it was because they would consume me, swallow me whole. I didn’t think even once they would transform me, reveal my true self to me, and become my new purpose in life. But now, here I was on paid retainer, I had my own office, I was granted access to the special underground parking, and given a fob to the lock-key elevator. I was being set up in a swish apartment, and I had not one beautiful downtown office girlfriend, but three, who all lived together and who loved the arrangement, whatever that was or what you’d call it.
“Busy,” I texted back to Eddy.
I could see Josie’s reception desk in front of me. I knew she was waiting for me behind it. You don’t — you can’t — set this kind of thing up, you can’t go looking for it, you could never give advice to anyone else about how to get into a situation like mine. It wasn’t even a fantasy. I wasn’t even aware that a man could make up a fantasy like that. It was like a dream come true, but in reverse, where the reality arises before it becomes the dream.
I nodded at Josie when I found her over the top edge of her high reception desk. She ducked her face down and squealed into her palms and inhaled deeply. Her eyes darted all over the office before she pushed herself back from her desk in her wheeled tall-back leather chair.
“Why don’t you come around behind here, I have something to show you,” she said in a quiet, nearly ordinary voice — except for how it broke with her nerves. “Oh my god,” she groaned to herself. “Can’t believe it’s happening,” she murmured.
I stepped around the back of her desk and she gaped with her jaw wide open as though she was caught off guard and disbelieving that I would do exactly what she said I should do.
“Hurry,” she said, and she swung her legs out from under her desk and shut her eyes like she couldn’t bear to watch.
I got down on my hands and knees and walked past her chair and under her desk. Just do as asked, I said to myself. That was my new mantra.
She was hyperventilating, I could tell. I pulled on the legs of her chair where they reached out in five directions clutching their swiveling wheels in their hard plastic palms, and I urged her back up to the edge of her desk, and to put her legs under it.
She cleared her throat.
She was wearing a beige blouse, a high-waist skirt, pleated and black, and glossy black high heel shoes with peek-a-boo toes.
I reached up and began to ease the bottom edge of her skirt up over her thighs, all in the darkness under her desk. She cleared her throat again and pulled herself further in so that the edge of her desk formed a seal against her ribs that showed no light.
I knelt on my calves and considered my assignment. It was a fantasy, she had said, and obviously it was a serious one. She could barely annunciate it. She glowed red telling me. It mattered to her a lot. Being at work was a release to her, she told me. So the fantasy was a release from work, I thought.
I urged her knees apart. She resisted, but only a moment, before she uncrossed her ankles and let me open them. She cleared her throat a third time, and I realized it was her coping mechanism. I wrapped my hands around each of her two slim ankles and I picked her feet up from the floor under the desk and pushed them wider apart, but I also pulled them so that her body slid down the seat of her chair.
She chirped but straightened up, now sitting nearly out over the front edge of her chair. I held the edge of her black skirt up like an early photographer preparing to cover his head and duck down to the viewfinder of his wooden box camera, and I rested my chin on her chair edge. To the sides of my face were her cream and smooth thighs. She lifted her feet and crossed her ankles over my lower back. In front of me, her pussy slumbered and stirred.
I blew a long, pointed breath at her lips through the tight circle I made of my lips. She moaned out loud and rocked on her hips. One of her hands reached under the edge of the desk and her fingers closed around my shoulder and squeezed. I kissed her inner thigh, lightly and slowly, and her body rattled and tensed. Her hand travelled from my shoulder up into my hair and her fingers curled and clenched me in clumps. Her sweet cinnamon aroma filled my nostrils. The crease between her pussy lips filled with her juice. The office music was muffled for me under the desk and between her legs. I wrapped my arms around her calves and leaned forward on my knees to push her legs up and wider apart, and I ducked my head down between her thighs. I lifted my face up to the apex of her legs.
I poked my tongue at her puffy, shining lips. Her body clenched and her heels dug down. I dragged only the pointed tip of my tongue up through the seam between her lips. Her back curled and her voice chirped. I circled the tip of my tongue around that hard little nib, and she inhaled sharply and slapped the top of her desk. I lapped the flat of my tongue from the bottom to the top of her pussy lips, and she sank back in her chair and arched up in her back.
I began to lick her around and around, and to suck her though my lips, pull back and let go, and kiss her all over. Her body rose and fell in her chair and her breath grew short and sharp. I began to flick the tip of my tongue lightly and quickly all over her pussy at the top, and she inhaled, held her breath, inhaled some more, and held her breath longer. Her fingers dug into the underside of her desk. Her thighs bulged and stiffened. Her knees shook.
I paused when I heard two men come through the reception area. I heard her say hi to them. And then I continued to eat her out. I heard her gasp and hold her breath again. This time, I didn’t stop. She kicked her feet and slapped the desk. Her head fell forward and snapped back. Her hips pushed up out of the chair and her legs trembled madly. Still I licked and touched and drew on her. She pressed her knees more widely open and she clenched her fingers in my hair and pulled hard. 
I tasted her before I felt her run. Her hips pushed up out of the chair and her body shook. She accidentally cried out loud, and tried to cover it with a cough. When she sank back down with all that tension draining from her, I came off her and she closed her knees and I rolled back to lean against the inside of the front of her reception desk.
The wood panel was only pinned into place with finishing nails. It fell back and slapped onto the carpet, and behind it, I came rolling out from under Josie’s desk and out into the general reception area.
I rolled sideways onto my knees and swept the panel out from under me to avoid breaking it. Just then, her boss and the office’s client came down the hallway and into the reception area. Josie immediately rose to her feet sending her office chair flying out behind her to spin and roll away.
“Right there, that’s it,” she said down to me.
I realized she was pretending I was repairing it. Already on my knees, I fitted it in place. With my shoe in hand, I tapped the nails back into their original holes.
Josie, unfazed-appearing, looked up at her boss and the client. “That panel keeps falling off on its own — we might need a guy up here,” she said.
I stood up and tapped my repair job with my knuckles. “Should be good for now,” I said. I turned to nod at the client. My phone buzzed.
“Do you know where then?” the boss said to me.
“Just on your phone now,” Josie said to me in a hushed voice through a crooked grin.
I looked at my phone. It gave me a couple of addresses and a flight arrival time at the end. “Got it,” I said, and I nodded at her boss again and gestured to the client to follow me.
“Thanks for that,” Josie called to me as I opened the door.
I turned and winked and pointed my finger gun at her. “Whenever required,” I said to her. She looked down and away and blushed.
But when I got down to where I left the car, it wasn’t there. Had I put it underground, or had I put it out front? I nodded at the client to reassure him as I stalled for time to think. My phone buzzed and I pulled it out. It was Eddie. “You’ve been repo’ed motherfucker!” he wrote me.
“Eddie!” I said to my phone.
“Problem?” the client said.
“One moment,” I said to him and I turned away and stepped toward the big windows.
I phoned Eddie. He answered before the first ring.
“Fucking A buddy!” he shouted. I could hear the roar of my car’s engine.
“You better bring it back right now,” I said. I couldn’t shout for fear of alarming the client.
“Or what, mofo?” he said. He had no trouble shouting at the top of his lungs.
A huge hand reached over my shoulder and closed around the phone, pulling it away from my grip. I spun around and found the security guy glaring into its face. “Or I’m going to come after you, and once I start, I don’t stop,” the huge security guard said to Eddy through my phone, “and buddy, you do not want to be on the receiving end of my terrible, righteous anger.”
He handed the phone back to me and regained his normal expressionless face and strolled away, hands behind his back.
I put the phone back up to my ear but Eddie was as silent as I was. It wasn’t so much what the guy said as how he said it. It was on a different level. It was like getting into a spat as a kid, and suddenly hearing the voice of the adult.
“I’ll be in front in one sec,” Eddie finally said, and the phone call ended.
I looked over at the security guy.
“25 years on the force, last 10 of them under cover,” he said. “You learn how to become whoever you need or want to become.”
My car re-appeared as promised out front and Eddie climbed out and nodded at me. “All fueled up then?” I said to him as I looked over the top of the roof at him and I opened the back door for the client.
Thankfully picking up on the subterfuge, Eddie nodded and said “Ay yi Capitan. All cleaned and fueled.”
I glared at him as I shut the back door. He saw something over my shoulder and his eyes popped out and he turned and made quick steps up the sidewalk and out of sight. I looked over the top of the car as I came around to the driver’s door. The security guy was standing at the doors of the building watching. I nodded at him and got in.
I got the client to the offices he needed to drop in on and saw him off at the airport. I texted Josie to tell her the job was done.
“Text Camille,” she wrote. So I did.
“Come get me,” Camille wrote back right away. “I want to show you the apartment across our hall.”
“I’m not sure yet,” I wrote her. “It’s all so fast.”
“Eddie and everything else about your past life is in the rearview mirror now,” she said. “Learn to roll. Sometimes good things come up too,” she wrote.
So I closed my eyes, I gritted my teeth, and I reminded myself of my new mantra: do not think, just do. “On my way,” I texted her.
“Good boy,” she said.
Across the hall from her and the other girls’ apartment was a door partly open. We went inside and I was startled to find a man by the window. “What the?” I said.
“The agent,” Camille said.
“But we’re just looking,” I said.
“Get ‘er done, right?” Camille said, and she bumped me with her hip and greeted the guy.
The apartment was small — it was perfect.
“And your three hot and juicy office girl girlfriends are right across the hall, so you can look after us and protect us all night long,” she said through a smirk.
She pushed the pen into my hand.
“This is great, Camille,” the agent said. “I really wasn’t looking forward to shopping it around.”
He obviously trusted the girls. I signed the agreement. He dropped the key into my hand. It was done before I realized it was started. The agent rushed off. “Business calls,” he said and he knocked on the open door as he passed it and waved behind his back knowing we looked up.
Camille went to the door and shut it with her ass leaning back into it. She had that look in her eye and a crooked grin spread up the side of her face. She reached up behind her head and tied back her hair.
“Camille, no,” I said and I backed up to the middle of the empty and glowing hardwood floor. Sunlight splashed all over it and warmed the back of my head.
“I always go first,” she said and she began to walk toward me. She undid the belt around her waist and let it fall to the floor. She used her toes to peel off her heels. She unbuttoned the huge buttons down the front of her dress. “Lie down on your back baby,” she said.
“But the others will be getting back soon,” I said.
She pushed the top of her dress off her shoulders and it fell in a bunch around her waist. She pushed it down over her hips and stepped out of her dress where it bunched around her ankles on the floor. She was wearing white panties, white bra, and a necklace. “The others you fucked this morning you mean?” she said.
“I didn’t fuck both of them,” I said as though that was some kind of defense.
“You made Josie come so hard, she told me,” she said. “Tsk, tsk, you ate that poor girl out under her desk, her trying to focus and work,” she said. She stepped up to me looking like a model and smelling like a cake. Loose strands of blonde hung down the sides of her face. One thing about those girls — they loved to dress up both on top and underneath, and they loved to be looked at and appreciated for it too. “It’s just fun!” Danica once said, as though that explained it to me.
“Lie down,” Camille said again.
“What are we even doing here?” I said.
“What?” Camille said, pushing her long fingers into my chest. “Sometimes a girl just wants to get down and dirty and suck a cock without the guy taking it so seriously,” she said.
“Me, you mean,” I said.
“Uh-huh,” she said, and she laughed.
I came down to sit on the floor but she kept pushing me, even while she came down on her hands and knees. I laid on my back. She crouched between my raised knees and opened my pants.
“You know that thing we love about you?” she said. She pulled up my cock and snickered and lapped up the underside of it with one big and long lick.
“What thing?” I said, exhaling to the bottom of my lungs and lying more flatly on my back in my new apartment.
“You let us make you into anything we need you to be,” she said, and she closed her lipsticked mouth around the head of my cock, drove her flat tongue out and down the underside of it, and moaned deep and long as she pushed her mouth down the length of me.
“I don’t even understand that,” I said, the warmth and the wet of her mouth levitating me off the floor under her, the sunshine heating my skin.
She came off my cock with a pop and gripped her hand around my shaft and pumped me against her face, all made up, her eyes lined, her cheeks dusted. “That only makes it better,” she said, and she squealed when she pushed her mouth back down my full length and swirled her tongue around my cock inside her mouth like a mad snake.
I raised my head from the floor and looked down my body. Camille followed her hand with her mouth up and down the length of my cock. I could see her tongue dragging out from her lips. Her back, bare but for the thin ribbons of her bra straps, curled up and waved down over me. I reached down and cupped her breast in my hand where it hung suspended in the cup of her bra. She pushed the cups of her bra down under her breasts for me and I felt the bare skin of her in my palms.
“Enough,” I said, “you’re going to make me cum.”
She didn’t respond but only started to suck on me harder and deeper and faster.
“Camille,” I said.
But she pumped me only all the more in her mouth and brushed my hand away where I pulled on her shoulder.
Sunlight flashed over her back where it rose and fell over my lap. Her bare breasts hung out of the cups of her bra and her nipples brushed my thighs. Her pretty strands of loose blonde hair danced over my abdomen. She wasn’t going to stop. But this being turned into whatever they wanted me to be thing, I realized, wasn’t the worst thing in the world.
She knew I was crossing all the lines of no return, but she only sucked on me harder. My toes curled and I inhaled deeply and help my breath. Tiny whimpers escaped the back of her throat. You’d have had a hard time, hearing her, knowing who was cumming and who was doing it.
I tapped her shoulder but I was unable to speak anymore. She moaned. I shot in three hard jets into the back of her throat and she swallowed what she could and pumped me until I had nothing left, and my cum dribbled out her mouth and hung from her chin. She sat back on her calves and beamed proudly at me and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.
“You came so much!” she said. “I couldn’t swallow all of you, sorry,” she said. “I’m glad I took my dress off or you would have gotten it too!” she said. She showed me drops of my cum all over her tits and chest and neck. I groaned with exhaustion and draped my arm over my eyes. She pushed herself up and got dressed, leaving me on the bare floor with my pants around my knees, the apartment empty.
I was still in that post-cum slumber when I heard Josie and Danica’s voice echoing in the empty space. I had no time to roll over or pull up my pants, or the energy either, Camille had so drained me. All three office girls, all in their heels, their professional skirts and blouses, their hair done up for the day at work, came into my new living room and stared at me sprawled on the empty floor, pants around my knees, lipstick-stained cock flaccid and flopped over my abdomen, my arm over my eyes, me not knowing what or who I was anymore.
“I think you killed our boy-toy,” Danica said.
“Me?” Camille said. “You fucked his brains out at work.”
“Yeah but Josie made him eat her out under her desk,” Danica said.
“I know, right?” Camille said. “It’s your fantasy, isn’t it,” she said to Josie.
I peeked around my arm. All three turned and made their way back to their own apartment chattering like it was an ordinary day. At the door, Josie turned. “It’s going to be fun shopping for furniture for him,” she said, and she snickered and shut the door. But not before I heard Danica say, “It’s just like having a pet.” None of them seemed the least fazed by my appearance on the floor like that.
I didn’t have much. Moving in wasn’t anything more than a matter of getting the bag out of the trunk. A lawn chair was sitting by the dumpster out back. I found a wooden fruit box there too, and on it’s side, it made a table.
Sitting there and drinking a beer, I thought, we might let someone make us into something, or we might make ourselves into something, but either way, we’re just made up. My phone buzzed and I nudged it with my toe to see. It was the girls — they were inviting me over.
There was that, I thought. They lived ten feet away, now, not 30 minutes anymore.
I went in and found them in their living room shoulder to shoulder down the couch. It took me a moment to realize they were all wearing the same thing — bronze-tone satin camis and matching shorts. When my head snapped back with recognition, they all laughed and made room for me on the couch between Danica and Josie.
“But you have to put your thing on too,” Camille said.
Danica said there was something for me hanging in the bathroom. Sure enough, it was a man’s pajama set — black draw string satin pants and a button-up top with arabic collar.
“You better put it on, too!” Danica shouted from the couch in the living room and they all laughed.
I came out and they clapped. I sat on the couch and put my feet up on the coffee table. They re-arranged themselves on the couch and we all fit together like so many pieces of a puzzle.
“You can drive us in to work every morning now,” Josie said.
We watched a show but then Camille said, “We all dressed the same so that you have to choose whose bed you want to sleep in tonight.”
I realized that, yeah, I didn’t have my own bed yet. “I can’t just choose like that,” I said.
“But you have to,” Camille said. “You’re the master of a harem now, you must choose your girl.”
“I’m not the master of anything,” I said, but now Josie and Danica were looking at me with the same big innocent eyes that Camille was looking at me with.
“The master always chooses which girl,” Josie said. “He has to.”
“You guys!” I said and I tried to laugh it off.
But then Danica started to paw at my body through my silken pajama set and Josie stared to caress my face in her hands. Camille kissed my shoulder.
“The master must choose,” Danica said.
“What are you guys up to?” I said and I snickered again.
But they kept their act up. “Choose me,” Josie whispered in my ear. Danica threw herself over my lap and straddled my legs. “No, choose me,” she said, and she wiggled her silky ass against the front of my satin pants. “Choose me baby,” Camille said. “I will fuck you so bad,” she whispered in my ear.
I got up from the couch and staggered away. All three girls, getting more into the act each moment, kept their eyes on me and got up and came after me, crossing the floor and seizing my arms in their hands and pressing their bodies against me.
“Me,” Josie said in a moan.
“No, me,” Danica said.
“Pick one of us,” Camille said. All their hands move around my body. They pushed their faces into my face. First one then another then all three struggled to push my hands down the front of their shorts or inside their tops and into their breasts.
“You guys are crazy,” I shouted.
They only laughed. But they also kept pushing me until I was up against the wall. They licked me and pushed their hands down the front of my pants. I was being crushed. I had no choice.
“I pick Camille then,” I finally said.
Both Danica and Josie smiled with their eyes lighting up like embers, and they backed away. Camille took my wrist in her hand and guided me down the hall to her bedroom. I looked over my shoulder as she closed the door and I saw Josie and Danica watching, leering, and grinning, their arms around each other’s waist.
“You guys are nuts,” I said, turning around. I found Camille silent and completely naked. She stepped backward and knelt on her bed facing me.
She laid me down and with no talking at all, she rode me with her head hung down and her hair sweeping over my face. She made sure to cry out loud enough for the other two to hear her cum. I didn’t last long inside her. She curled back and pushed her hands into her hair and lifted her face to the ceiling. My cock strained inside her pussy and when I came inside her, she shook and gasped.
I slipped out of her bed in the morning without waking her and crept out the door and across the hallway and into my new apartment and I got showered and dressed for work. I came back over when it was time to go and tapped on their door. Josie answered it already to go, and Camille and Danica weren’t far behind. We stopped to get coffees and I ordered two.
“Who for?” Camille said.
“Security guy,” I said.
I parked below the building and showed the girls my fob that opened the private elevator. On the main floor, we went past the security guy, Danica casually hanging on my one arm, Josie on the other. I think we forgot to stop touching each other in public. I put his coffee on his desk and touched my forehead with my finger at him and strolled by. The look on his face seeing me with the girls hanging off me like that was the first I realized we were doing that, but it was too late to stop.
“Looking good, Nate,” he murmured.
“Feeling good, Larry,” I said back to him.
On the elevator up, there were other people, but Danica still gave me a light peck on the cheek at the 14th, Camille pecked me on the lips on the 17th, and Josie pecked me on the neck on the 19th. A guy still on the elevator squinted at the doors trying to figure it out. I looked at him and shrugged. I wanted to convey to him that I didn’t understand it either. But he thought I was being an alpha douche and shook his head at the wall beside him.
I got to my office and turned on my laptop to see the shape of the day. My phone buzzed with a text. It was Eddie again.
“Dude, I am so so so sorry,” he wrote. “I don’t know what got into me.”
“What do you need now, Eddie?” I wrote him back.
It took him a few minutes but he wrote back. “I guess I got fired for re-po’ing a car I wasn’t supposed to. I won’t make rent. I don’t know what to do.”
I pushed my hand up through my hair and yanked on it. I said a lot of things to him, but only under my breath, not to him by text. He knew I was taking a long time to reply, too. I didn’t have time for that — the shape of the day was crammed. I had a lot of rides to sort out, and sorting out Eddie’s effed up life was not on me.
But we did sit on his couch and play a lot of games together. We didn’t always make things better, being a pair of dummies most of the time, but we always at least tried to help each other out. I looked again at my list of jobs for the day. I insisted on getting the car washed and vacuumed at least once a day, and preferably in the middle of the day, which was usually the down time. This day, though, I’d barely have time for lunch which I’d usually skip in favor of getting the car cleaned.
I texted Eddie. “If you can be ready to rock and roll at 11:45, I’ll pick you up, I get out for lunch, and you take the car to get cleaned and get it back at 12:30. Yeah?”
He wrote back instantly. “I’ll be ready!”
Lunch at Glady’s wasn’t always a roll in the lap of luxury. They often became working lunches as Camille, Josie, Danica and I worked out the comings and goings of clients over the next 24 hours.
“Can’t do that one,” I said to Josie, “and at the same time do Danica’s,” I pointed out, showing them the conflict on the laptop screen in the middle of our table.
“Plus we didn’t mention Kyra yet,” Camille said.
“Oh right!” Danica said, laying her light hand over my forearm. “My friend in the other tower.”
I sank back in my seat.
Danica grimaced. “I’m sorry,” she said. “She does reception too, on the 15th floor,” she said and she crooked her head at the identical building beside the one we were in. “She needs a ride for a client in her office this afternoon.”
I shook my head. I didn’t want to do it, but there seemed to be no choice. I phoned Eddie. “There any cars on your lot like mine right now?” I said.
“There happens to be a very nice one, yeah,” he said. “But I’m fired, remember?”
“If I send you the deposit, can you get it out?” I said to him.
“I don’t work there anymore,” he said.
“Not as an employee,” I said. “As a customer, as a buyer. Lease it.”
He took a minute to think about it. “That would be pretty funny down there,” he said.
“Gonna send you the cheque,” I said. “Bring my car back, grab a cab, get the nice car off the lot, get back downtown and stand by for instructions,” I said.
“How’s he dressed?” Josie said.
I snapped my fingers. “There’s a black duffle bag in the very back of the trunk of my car, get that out and put the clothes on,” I said to him.
“I’m going to be driving people?” he said.
“You want the gig?”
“Fuck ya!”
“Then do what I say and stand by for further instructions,” I said.
Camille snatched my phone out of my hand and looked at me. “Look at you,” she said and she clucked her tongue and shook her head. “You are such a different person now.”
“You guys did it to me,” I said. I smirked, but it was true. I got up to get going. “You okay,” I said to Josie, ”if Eddie gets your guy, dressed like me?”
“No problem,” Josie said. “Boss man.”
“Want to take me over and introduce me to Kyra?” I said to Danica.
“I just texted her now,” she said. “I’m sure you can introduce yourself. 15th floor, go right off the elevator. Small boutique legal office. Extremely cute girl. You’ll like her I’m sure.”
I pushed my hand through my hair and puffed my cheeks out to exhale.
“Don’t worry so much,” Danica said. “She needs you more than you need her.”
“It’s Eddie I’m worried about,” I said. I looked at Josie. “Tell me exactly how he does.”
“You’re the boss,” she said.
I went out the big doors and across the plaza between the twin buildings. I can’t say I didn’t like the new monicker, “Boss.”  I wondered what this Kyra was going to be like.
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