
        
            
                
            
        

    















I was 9 when I dug that hole between those thick shrubs between Collier Road and the fields back there. I was always digging holes like that. But I had to start digging in hidden places by then because mom said I’d made a mess of her gardens and dad’s lawn.
Same thing that drew people around the next bend or over the next hill pulled me down under the ground: that eternal mystery of what might be down there. Other people look up to the skies or the stars above, or over the horizon, or up over the mountaintops, and dream of other worlds they might find. I looked down, under the surfaces people walk over everyday. My dream worlds were buried worlds.
The biggest find I ever made was under those thick shrubs: a black leather glove crammed full of coins. It was all ordinary pennies and nickels and dimes and quarters it turned out, all pushed to the extremity of each finger and brimming out the top of the wrist. It didn’t add up to a lot of money either, but my discovery stirred the household into rounds of theorizing, until mom finally declared that the glove was dad’s, the coins were her “put-asides” missing from her kitchen bottle, and the whole mystery was answered by her assertion that I staged the find for the sole purpose of riling everyone up.
Which was a lie: it didn’t look like dad’s glove at all, her bottle of coins wasn’t emptied none, and the very idea of planting evidence to trick others into believing things that weren’t true wasn’t something that had ever occurred to me by then. My lesson during that early episode in life was, If you find anything under the ground, you keep it to yourself.
I slid down to the lower deck of my old boat from the wheelhouse above with the brass rails in my armpits and tucked my head down to see around the steep stairs and through into the galley. Emily and Riley were laughing and having fun showing Madison the look and layout of the live-aboard, pretending to be real estate agents selling her on its many features. Madison was playing along, smiling and widening her eyes and looking in cupboards and through doors and nodding and mm-hmming.
Girls who work outdoors on construction sites dress very differently from office girls or student girls on campus, especially if they haven’t gotten home yet: big, steel-toe boots, wool socks pulled up over jeans torn and dirty, t-shirts sagging and ripped, Mac jackets either black and red (Emily), black and green (Riley), or black and blue (Madison), hair tied back or up (mid-length and brown for Emily, jet-black bob for Riley, blonde in a pony tail for Madison). They had natural and ruddy complexions, and in the case of Riley, wore an oversized red hardhat, or Madison, a white hardhat currently under her arm, or Emily, a blue hardhat she now settled her ass on top of where she placed it on a bench cushion under her, rocking her hips on it, squirming her body over it, and laughing at Riley presenting the round porthole windows to Madison with an exaggerated sweeping gesture of her arm encouraging her to appreciate the view, of which there was none.
Emily noticed me first. “Connor!” she shouted and she clapped.
Riley and Madison then clapped too, and then they all whooped and hollered like I was some kind of celebrity. I knew it was because they were nervous being packed together into such a small space. Boats are like that, especially below-decks: they reveal you, they expose you. It was a different world down there, as it usually is when you’re under something. I was a welcome distraction from their mutually-shared self-consciousness in that moment, and they ran to it.
I came into the galley and bowed formally and nodded, playacting like a prince to each of them in turn. Madison held out her hand and laughed, and I took it and kissed the back of it, and then the backs of the other’s hands as well, when they put them forward. Everybody squealed and laughed, but all of them — me included — had a tinge of nerves about the thing. It was particularly funny, them being treated like some sort of elite ladies, me behaving like some sort of prince, even while we were all still dressed in our dusty working clothes from a hard day on the chain-gang. 
They were in a loosened mood, though, it being a Friday, although, there was more to it than just that. They were both giddy and tense at the same time: they were uneasy with each other in the new context of my small boat below decks and hidden under the surface, and they were experiencing new things nobody had words for. They felt bared, being that close to each other, I could tell. You can’t escape the romanticism that old wooden boats are soaked in, especially below decks and under the surface. You can’t escape how they make you feel, how they give you that sense of there being a new book of rules coming into effect down there.
I went to the small fridge and pulled out the magnum of champagne I had earlier stowed in there and took down the four glasses that came with it at the store. They all ooh’ed and ahh’ed all too effusively for plastic.
“Take off your boots, stay awhile,” I said to Madison, trying to ease the mood. It was her first time down there.
Everybody kicked off their boots. They tried to fit themselves around the small galley table, but it was too crowded. “I’m going in here,” Riley said with an air of exaggerated defiance, and she pulled open the bedroom door. “Far more comfortable!” she said over her shoulder with a grin to the others, before she shot a serious glance over her shoulder at me. More than Emily, who had also been down there before, too, Riley was quick to make herself at home in it, I noticed, and she liked to show off to the others her familiarity with it down there. This wasn’t the only unexpected thing about her on that boat, and not the only turn of personality I observed among them. Gone was her aloof officiousness, but I couldn’t put my finger on what exactly it was replaced with, just yet.
Emily immediately laughed nervously, forced-like, and followed Riley into the bedroom, and she yanked Madison by the wrist behind her, making her follow Riley as well. Blonde pony-tailed Madison looked over her shoulder at me with bulging eyes and a nervous grin, but she shrugged like she was powerless in the situation. She didn’t know that my boat’s bedroom was not the strictly private place she might have thought it was, not with Emily and Riley having already been “on board” below decks before. Since when do respectful people just help themselves to someone’s bedroom like that?
I peeled my boots off too and came to the doorway to look in after them. Madison and Emily had propped themselves up against the bulkhead that formed the far end of the bed and Riley had flopped down onto her side with her knees pulled up to her chest and the side of her head propped up on her hand, her elbow pressed into the bed.
“Won’t you join us, good sir?” Emily said, and she patted the bed between her, and Madison and her snorted and chuckled. She seemed to like playacting as the ladies of the court, meeting the prince and all that.
Madison looked worried, though. She grinned, but it was a worried grin. “Yeah, come on,” she said to me, and she patted the bed between her and Emily, following Emily’s lead. I got the sense with Madison that she was unaccustomed to feeling out of place like that — unaccustomed to not feeling completely confident in her surroundings. She was caught off guard down there. She didn’t know yet, did she, that it was so different — that everybody became very different down there.
“He will, don’t worry,” Riley said with her eyes closing in a long blink at me to make some point I was unsure of what. She grinned crookedly at me when she opened them again and she shook her head privately at me and pursed her grin. She was the one who communicated non-verbally with her eyes the most. She was complex. She was unreadable. You wouldn’t want to play poker with her — or maybe you would, as long as you didn’t mind losing all the biggest hands to her. It depends on what comprises the pot, I suppose.
I leaned my hands into the bulkhead above the bedroom doorway and rocked forward on my feet to swing my hips through and back over the threshold. “I guess I should put some music on, then,” I said. “You all making yourselves right at home like that.”
“And then you get right back in here!” Emily said sternly. “We need you!” she added, and she laughed and squealed and pushed a pillow into her grinning face to hide behind.
There were speakers embedded in the walls all over the boat which made it possible to put music on quietly yet still fill the place with tunes everywhere. I put the volume up. When I came back to the bedroom, I found Riley standing on the bed playing air guitar facing Madison and Emily who were cheering her and waving at her like they were her fans at a show and she was the rock star. She thrusted her hips forward and pushed her chest up and out at them and swung her head side to side whipping her face with her jet-black hair, until she noticed me over her shoulder on one particular swing, and then she immediately dropped down into a crouch on the bed and squealed and laughed, hiding herself.
“Your turn!” Emily shouted at me.
Riley immediately leapt out of her crouch and pushed herself up, crab walked between Emily and Madison, and propped herself against the bulkhead between them. She chanted, “Connor! Connor! Connor!” and pumped her fist in the air.
They all started shouting my name in unison like that. Madison was laughing nearly uncontrollably in between shouts of my name. Emily glanced over at her and they made eyes at each other. Riley started dancing like she was at a club, only she was on her back propped up her head against the pillows behind her. She rolled her shoulders and thrusted her hips like she was on the dance floor, and she half closed her eyes and grinned because she knew I was staring at her body, how it writhed over my bed. This was a Riley nobody at work could ever have guessed existed.
Madison looked down at Riley’s contorting body beside her and shrieked and started dancing horizontally, too. Emily looked down at them both and joined in. They all laughed and writhed together, peeking at me and making sure I was watching them dancing on their backs like that all over my bed.
I bit my lip standing at the foot of the bed watching all three of them with their eyes half-lidded, moving their arms and hips and chests in front of me in time with the tunes. I had no choice but to do as they demanded. I had to meet them where they were. It might have been their nerves, or it might have been their sense of being hidden down there away from prying eyes and below the surface in that other world down there. It might have been an exploration, or it might have been a liberation. But everyone was changed from what they were up on top.
It was something that was coming over all of them. I knew Emily and Riley enough to know that this was no ordinary Friday night for them. Madison, who I was only learning about, was clearly the more outgoing of the three and the more outwardly fun-loving, but she was also managing to overcome an initial reticence. She glanced, I saw, at the other two to make sure she wasn’t the only one still dancing like that, but she was also feeling it, she was getting into it, and she was losing herself in it. Everyone was becoming someone they were not.
I turned the music up louder and put my phone aside. The ceiling was not high enough over the bed to allow me to stand on it the way Riley did, but I climbed up on the foot of the bed on my knees and I started to dance, too.
I felt foolish, of course, dancing on my knees — dancing at all. But none of them were staring. They were all in their own world, it felt like, and so I went into my own world, too. I let my eyes close and my head roll back. I was feeling that same spirit of exploration — or of liberation, whichever it was. I peeked now and then — we all did, all of us making sure the others were in it as deeply as we were. But some magic of the moment was definitely overpowering all of us.
They might have been work-friends, but given how little they seemed to know about each other, especially how they behaved on dates and how nervous they were earlier when they were left alone without me down there with them below decks, I surmised they weren’t all that close as friends outside work and they didn’t know each other all that well. I was pretty sure, for example, that they had never been on the same bed together before, nor dancing together horizontally on it, either.
I was wearing an open plaid shirt over my t-shirt. I was feeling warm and didn’t mean anything more by it, but I undid the buttons and swept it down my arms and off and tossed it aside, if only to more easily dance on my knees at the foot of the bed in front of the three girls dancing on their backs in front of me over the rest of the bed.
But Riley whooped and hollered and shot up to lean forward over her lap where she pulled her black and green mac jacket off and tossed it over my shirt over the side of the bed. Emily laughed and shot up too, and whipped her black and red jacket off, and then Madison, laughing, did the same thing with her black and blue jacket.
Emily started clapping and shouting at me, “Take it off! Take it off!” Riley laughed and joined her, and soon all three were shouting the same chant at me.
“Just me?” I said, alarmed.
“Fine!” Riley shouted with affected annoyance, and she shot up again, crossed her arms over the front of her small body, and tugged up the bottom of her t-shirt, turning it inside out as she stripped it up and off her body, and over her head. She flopped back into the pillows, and rejoined the chant, clapping and squealing now in only her bra.
I noted, and not for the first time, that she was the surprise leader in all those things that were starting to happen down below decks that crazy night on the boat. It was not who I’d ever think it would have been. Madison, by contrast, the outwardly social and officially “fun” person, the player of team sports, was out of her element and in a follower mode down there in that boat that Friday night.
Emily suddenly shrieked and tore her t-shirt up and off just like Riley had, and Madison, stunned and doubtful, but certainly not averse to following along, glanced at me, grinned and bit her lip, and then eased her t-shirt up and over her head, too, just like the others. She was learning how to be a follower for a change.
I was left with no choice and I had to take my t-shirt off as well, if only to get them to stop chanting at me.
But no sooner had I stripped my t-shirt off, but Riley squealed, pushed her hips up from the bed, and undid the button in the waist of her jeans. Now Emily and Madison turned sideways to watch her, and though they continued to chant, it was directed now at Riley, as Riley pushed and wriggled and struggled to peel her jeans down her legs and off her feet. She tossed them onto the growing pile of clothes over the side of the bed.
As though it were all choreographed, Emily, emboldened by Riley, pushed her jeans off, too, and then Madison, pressured by both of them, and while still peeking at me through the corners of her blue eyes as though she required my permission, finally took her jeans off, too, but only when I gave her a tiny nod.
They resumed dancing horizontally on their backs all over my bed, but now with far greater animation, pumping their arms above their heads and sprawling their bared limbs all over each other’s bared limbs. They didn’t cease their chanting, either, until I stood up behind the foot of the bed and took my jeans off, too, before I crawled back up onto the bed and up onto my knees in nothing but my shorts.
Riley was dressed in only her black bra and panties, Emily in only her red bra and panties — which surprised me, looking so bold in that rich deep color under her top layer of clothes — and Madison, in her gleaming white bra and panties. They laughed and writhed in front of me, egging each other further on, contorting and squirming over each other, their legs and arms moving more freely over each other’s nearly nude bodies. All of them peeked at me, grinned at me, and checked on me, seeing if I was watching, seeing me look at their three nearly-naked bodies dance and flop around on my bed in front of me where I continued to dance on my knees over them. They seemed to become ever more emboldened, leading each other on.
Riley, being always the one to take things further — which continued to shock me — started it first: she grabbed at Emily’s bra and laughed and squealed, squeezing her there. Emily grabbed her back, but then she reached around her and slapped her ass with mock anger. Riley pretended to be horrified, and she slapped Emily back on her butt. They then both twisted around and jutted their jaws crookedly at Madison, as though she were the one getting away with it the worst. A moment later, their three bodies were entangled in a flurry of arms and legs that squeezed, pulled, pushed, and (lightly) hit each other. They laughed hard, squealing and shrieking. They were play-fighting, not dancing anymore. They were biting and pinching and tickling.
I watched without dancing anymore. The scene was stunning to me. But my stillness and silence drew their attention. They all suddenly stopped in mid-struggle and looked at me with narrowed eyes and crooked jaws, huffing and puffing. A moment later, I was buried on my back over my bed with their three young and lithe bodies punching, pushing, pulling and squeezing me all over, and biting and pinching and tickling me, too.
I laughed so hard I couldn’t breathe. The girls shrieked and screamed and laughed just as hard. “Hold his arm!” Riley shouted, and they pinned me down and tickled me. I struggled to roll free, but someone yanked my shorts down. I pulled them back up, but they all shrieked and laughed harder as they got carried away, and then someone else pulled my shorts down again, this time to my knees.
I rolled over onto my stomach to hide, but I when found the waist of Emily’s panties in my hand, without thinking, I yanked them down her thighs, getting her back. She shrieked, thinking, not unreasonably, that it was Riley who did that to her, so she yanked Riley’s panties down and straight off her legs completely. Then they both attacked Madison who screamed and laughed too hard to resist them, and they scrambled their hands over her hips and back, Madison crawling on her hands and knees trying to get away, before she became stripped completely naked. She pushed Emily down under her and undid the clasps of her bra. Riley shrieked and undid hers herself.
It was Madison, now completely naked, who shot forward at me and yanked my shorts down to my ankles, but it was Riley and Emily who leapt, now completely naked, too, over my body to hold my legs down to let Madison get my shorts off my feet. We all fell back, exhausted from laughing and struggling, and we sighed and tried to catch our breath and keep from bursting out with more laughter that erupted randomly from us in spasms.
I pulled myself up against the bulkhead against the head of the bed and took a big breath to try to calm myself down. Riley laid her face on my chest and pulled her knee up over my groin. Emily did the same thing on my other side. Madison spooned Riley from behind. When we finally caught our breath and calmed ourselves down, I felt someone’s hand wrap around my cock. I didn’t strain to look down my body but it could easily have been any of the three of them. It was casual. It was soothing. It felt natural.
“Champagne!” Emily suddenly shouted, breaking the tension, and she flung herself up from the bed and pranced high on her toes to the galley to fetch the bottle and glasses. Madison, Riley, and I sat up cross-legged around the bed in a circle and Emily came back with the bottle and glasses to sit with us. I leaned back against the wall, Madison on my left, Riley facing me in front, and Emily coming down on my right, all of us close enough that our bare knees laid on top of each other’s bare legs. Emily passed the glasses around and handed the bottle to me.
“You get the honor,” she said. I tried not to stare, but those three bodies, just like mine, were completely naked. Nobody was drawing particular attention to the fact, but nor was anyone so free of self-consciousness that their eyes weren’t searching the eyes of the others. And their bodies. It was a new situation all around. Nobody knew what it meant, but neither was anyone turning it around.
I worked the cork out of the neck and it ricocheted out the door and around the galley. Champagne bubbled up and oozed white and foamy out the top of the neck, until Emily shot forward and closed her mouth around it. She glanced at me when she came off it, the white foam dribbling down her chin. Riley laughed and tugged Emily’s chin with her finger under it, and she licked and kissed the foam off her jaw, and then her bottom lip.
Riley closed her mouth around the neck of the bottle next and tipped it back to fill her mouth, until it spilled out from the corners of her lips, and she turned to Madison. She leaned over her naked lap and her and Madison met lips. Riley passed the champagne she held in her mouth into Madison’s mouth, and she took it, too, mostly, before she gulped and laughed, making it gush out her lips and run down her chin. They all had the bubbly stuff dripping down from their chins and between their bare chests. And they all looked at me like that, pretending sweet innocence in their big eyes.
Riley handed the bottle to Madison. Madison filled her mouth with it, handed the bottle to Emily, and got up on her knees and faced me. She draped her arms around my neck, crouched down in front of me, and kissed me. She pressed her lips into mine, pushed her tongue into my mouth, and let her champagne flow between us. Riley and Emily watched, transfixed.
Madison sat back down silently, not looking at me. We held our glasses out in silence at that point and Emily went around the circle and filled us all up. We sipped in continuing silence listening to the music a few moments before Emily looked at me, looked away and grinned, and looked at me again, before she handed her glass to Riley. She came into the middle of our tight little circle and leaned over my lap moving on her hands and knees, and she lifted her face up to mine. She sank her mouth down over my mouth. We kissed like that — we necked like that — for what felt like minutes, while the other two girls watched and the music played.
When Emily went back to her place, Riley chuckled to herself and handed her glass to Emily. She also got onto her hands and knees, but she didn’t crawl up over my lap. Instead, she ducked her head down between her shoulders and kissed with her small puckered lips . . . the tip of the head of my cock. It arched up thick and straining against my abdomen, though I tried to avoid any attention being drawn to it. Riley kissed it again, and then she poked her tongue out between her lips at it, and she pushed her mouth down around the head, taking me a little deeper between her lips. I felt her tongue swirl around the head of my cock inside her mouth. And then she let the cool bubbly champagne she held in there drain out all over my groin, and down over my balls. The cold bubble-tickling sensation made me inhale sharply with a gasp. Not finished, under the studious stares of the other two, she licked it all up again.
When she came off me, Emily snorted and wrapped her hand around the base of my shaft, and she looked at Madison with malice on her grinning lips. Madison snorted back at her and stuck her tongue out before she rolled onto her hands and knees next. She kissed my mouth, and then my neck. She dragged her lips and tongue down my chest, over my abdomen and across my thighs. Emily squeezed my cock and widened her eyes at my eyes. Madison licked my cock and slid her lips down my shaft so far, Emily had to take her hand away. Her blonde hair covered my lap. Her mouth engulfed my shaft to the base. I couldn’t breathe.
A moment later, all three of them were lying on their stomachs propped up around my lap, kissing the sides of my shaft, closing their mouths around the head, and kissing each other, too. Like before, they each snuck a peek at me to make sure I was watching them. There wasn’t so much laughing and squealing anymore, though. There was instead light chuckling and soft moaning, and little simpers of discovery.
I curled my hands around the back of each of their heads and tilted my head sideways to watch them in turn sink their mouths down the length of my cock. Riley’s mouth was small and tight. Emily’s mouth was boiling hot. Madison’s mouth was the busiest — she swirled her tongue around my cock inside her mouth enough to make me nearly loose it too soon, and she laughed and stuck her tongue out at me when I tapped her head to make her stop.
“So competitive,” I said to her, and she snorted and pushed strands of her blonde hair off her face and up over her head. Emily pushed her face up to mine and kissed me sloppily. “Do you like our present to you, harem master?” she said, and she laughed and plunged her head back down in my lap. She pushed Riley’s face aside with her own face, and Riley came up and off my cock and hung her arms around my neck and kissed me.
“I’m not usually like this, just so you know,” she said solemnly. 
Emily leapt up from my lap and pushed her face against Riley’s face directly in front of mine. “Oh my god, neither am I!” she said.
“You guys are so!” Madison shouted, and she pushed her face against both of their faces, so that they all crowded around me closely. “But it’s true, I’ve never done anything like this,” she said.
Emily looked at me from up close. “It’s all your fault,” she said, and she scrunched up her nose at me like she was mad at me. “You’re the catalyst that causes the crystals.”
“It is all his fault, isn’t it,” Riley said, and she knelt up like Emily was kneeling, and they started to kiss each other in front of me. The act was clearly new to them. They were experimenting. Their eyes were searching each other’s eyes. They were trying new things.
“You guys!” Madison said quietly, shocked. But she knelt up, too, and she laughed and joined them, so that all of them began kissing each other in front of me. “It is totally all on him!” she said, and she nuzzled them, but she peeked at me.
They nuzzled each other, they kissed, and they caressed each other’s naked bodies. Riley cupped her hand over Madison’s bare breast, and Madison ducked down and took Emily’s naked breast in her mouth. “Who even needs him, anyway?” Madison said, and they all snickered at me and fell down over each other, leaving me alone propped up against the wall. They touched each other on their breasts, down the fronts of their bodies, and eventually, between their legs.
They peeked at me and smiled and narrowed their eyes at me, but they also fingered each other, kissed each other’s breasts, and started sighing more loudly, and emitting higher pitched chirps, too. The moaning and inhaled breaths caught and released more and more urgently.
“You’re such a bad man!” Riley scowled at me, before she dove down between Emily’s legs and lapped at the insides of her thighs and squealed and laughed.
Madison hung her head far out over her shoulders and wagged her face at me. “Very undeserving!” she said, and she frowned at me. And then she pushed Riley onto her back and kissed a trail down the front of her body. I watched as Riley arched deep in her back and punched her fists down into the bed as Madison’s mass of blonde waves of hair spread over her abdomen, hiding what she was doing to her underneath.
Emily strained to find me behind and above her, and she gasped at me, seeing what Madison was doing to Riley, but she was also masturbating herself, watching. “See what you’ve done, now?” she said in a low groan, and her eyes lightly fell shut.
Everything was still tentative. All of it was new. They needed to blame me, I could tell. But they also remained to a degree restrained and careful. I knew Riley’s and Emily’s character in bed far more than they could guess about each other, and they weren’t there yet with one another, they weren’t yet revealing their true sexual selves to each other, not all the way, not how they were with me separately, not yet.
Madison I could only guess at. But she more than the other two glared at me, flared her eyes at me, and grinned at me. She also made sure I caught her dropping her mouth down in an open smile staring at my groin.
I was myself nearly unable to restrain my urges any further, watching them work each other over like that, all over my bed, hearing that chorus of moans and whimpers. My cock arched and strained up against my stomach. Their cries and gasps invaded my ears and killed me from the inside out. I was about ready to burst forward and tackle the first body I could grab and plunge myself into whatever pussy I could reach. I was about ready to fuck all of them madly and deeply and hard.
And they all seemed about ready to give themselves to me, too. Their pussies were dripping with foaming juice and saliva. Their hips pushed up and gyrated at me. Their cries grew more yearning. They bit lips and gasped and caught their breaths short. Legs were spread wide. Chests were pushed up. Fingers pushed pussy lips open, their own or each other’s, it was hard to tell, all three bodies were so entangled. I was as under pressure as the unopened champagne bottle had been.
That’s when headlights from a car slashed across the bedroom from out the round porthole windows along the side of the boat. I strained my neck up and looked sideways and out. I could tell instantly from the gait of the shadow crossing the gravel parking lot that it was Bennie. I could even see him look at the three cars he passed, pondering them, trying to figure things out, rubbing his chin at them.
I killed the music and leapt up and promptly fell off the foot of the bed. “Bennie!” I said with hushed terror. I ran out the bedroom hopping on one foot struggling to pull my jeans up my other leg. My t-shirt hung around my neck. I could hear his foot-falls clomp on the deck above.
“Yo! Connor!” I heard him call out.
I caught my elbow in the arm of my t-shirt and tore it pulling it down over my chest. I pushed my hair down and gripped the brass railing of the stairs up to the wheelhouse. Through the slats, I saw a flurry of naked female bodies and clothes flying around in the bedroom and galley. I flew up the stairs and met Bennie at the door to the wheelhouse.
“Yo, what the fuck, man?” he said through the window, and he jerked at the handle.
I seldom locked the door, but this time, I did. I held it open for him, but I kept my body between him and the top of the stairs. I pushed my hand through the hair on the side of my head and put on as calm a face as I could and tried to steady my heaving breath.
“Three cars,” he said, and he narrowed his eyes and strained to look over my shoulder and past me to the stairs behind me.
“Yeah,” I said, “just hanging out.”
“Just hanging out?” he said, and he snorted. “You, just hanging out with three fucking hotties?” he said, and he snorted again and tried to squeeze past me. “This I gotta see.”
“What, is that so weird?” I said, and I forced a chuckle and pressed him back with my chest.
“No, no,” he said. “Not weird at all — just completely off the entire fucking wall!” he said, and he pushed past me and bobbed and weaved his head at the top of the stairs. “They’re down there now?” he said. “All three of them?”
I shrugged. “Sure,” I said, and I swallowed and coughed and looked away.
He grinned crookedly and snorted and shook his head. “I didn’t know it was tiddly-winks night down on the ol’ wharf,” he said, and he clomped down the stairs to below decks to see.
I came down after him with my eyes shut.
“Ladies!” I heard his voice call out. I looked up from behind his broad shoulders where we made our way single-file way between the stairs and bulkhead and into the galley.
“Hey Bennie,” I heard Madison’s casual and unalarmed voice. All three of them were sitting calmly and at ease around the galley table with several of my geology books open and spread around. I glanced behind him and saw Emily’s red panties caught under the bedroom door, keeping it from closing. I slipped behind Bennie as he turned to look down at the books they were studying, and I opened the door, saw all of their underwear all over the floor inside, and I kicked Emily’s panties through and shut the door.
“What have we got here?” Bennie said, caught off guard by the suddenly calm demeanor of the evening.
“What?” Riley said. “Aren’t you into geology? We are,” she said, and she gave him a curt smile. “I go spelunking,” she said, facing down into a book. “Which is all about safety, isn’t it,” she said. I saw her making surreptitious eyes at Madison and Emily who grinned and quelled the urge to laugh.
“And I’m a surveyor,” Emily said, lifting her face from the book to Bennie’s face. “And you need a geology degree for that,” she said, and she shook her head at Bennie with her eyes narrowed like he didn’t know anything.
“And I go diving all summer, didn’t you know that?” Madison said, lifting her innocent face up to Bennie in turn. “I dive for rocks,” she said. “See?” she said, and she held up an open book showing an underwater photo of a field of rocks.
All three of them chuckled.
He looked over his shoulder at me and I leaned back against the galley counter, impressed with how quickly they could all think on their feet. “Never know what’s under the surface,” I said to him, and I shrugged. “How do you think Emily found out it was just old abandoned chunks of pipe under that trench we were digging?” I said.
“Thought maybe you needed some company,” he said. “Not feeling too well, you said,” he said. “I thought I’d cheer up an old buddy, but seems you’re doing okay without me,” he said. Suspicion tugged at his expression and narrowed his eyes that shifted between my two eyes back and forth.
“We got talking about rocks, I guess,” I said.
“You left Calhouns before me,” he said.
“Earlier in the day,” I said, as though catching myself, and I slapped my forehead. “Emily was asking, weren’t you,” I said to her.
“Conner has a deep, abiding interest in things that go on under the surface, unseen,” Emily said as she swung her face up to Bennie. “Didn’t you know that about him?”
I recoiled and frowned at her, stunned at how she could know that about me already.
“Hence, all his geology books,” she said, and she glanced at me.
I looked down and kept myself from laughing. But I was also impressed. She was observant. She inferred all that only from the books she found on my boat.
“Things going on under the ground?” Bennie said, turning to me. “Well, yeah, he better take an interest in that, he’s the back hoe operator on the crew,” he said, and he laughed. “Better not pull up a gas line or it’ll be the last thing any of us see.”
“He goes a lot deeper than that,” Emily said, undeterred.
I coughed and clamped my eyes shut.
“That so?” Bennie said, turning back to her.
“Did you know,” I said, pulling his attention back to me, “that there’s an ancient plate that’s been pushed all the way under North America? There’s a plate way down there under the plate we stand on.”
He nodded and smirked at me. All three of Emily, Riley, and Madison looked at me, all of them and Bennie too, waiting for me to explain myself.
“Yeah,” I said, carrying on. “The Farallon Plate,” I said. “It got pushed under North America by the Pacific Plate. It’s down there now,” I said, and I tapped my bare toe on the floor of the deck. Nobody knew whether to believe me or not. It sounded too fantastic.
Bennie noticed my feet being bare, and then he let his eyes drift to under the table, where I saw, too, that all three girls were barefoot.
“It’s true!” Emily suddenly burst out loud. “Slabs of it are under half of North America!” she said. “It’s fascinating!” Bennie nodded at her, his face blank. “Want to stay and read about it with us?” she said.
“Yeah, no,” Bennie finally said after a beat or two. “Was just checking up on my friend. Seeing if he was alright,” he said. He slapped my shoulder and turned toward the stairs. “You seem to be doing fine, though,” he said.
“I guess geology books is not your idea of an exiting Friday night,” I said, and I laughed, guiding him out of the galley.
He paused at the base of the steps up. “Girls by the dozens out there,” he said quietly to me, “but you have to find the three that want to read rock about books on Friday night.” He ducked his face down and bobbed and weaved to see them in the galley where they continued poring over the books. “Just goes to show,” he said. “You can’t tell what they’re like in bed by how hot they look.”
I followed him up and through the wheelhouse and down the side of the gunwale where he stepped off and back onto solid land again. We both looked behind me and could see through one of the small round portholes that the girls remained buried in the books.
“I’m not sure anymore if you even care about getting laid,” he said. “I try and I try, but then you pull this shit, getting down to the books with those three eggheads!” he said, and he snorted.
“Yeah,” I said, and I chuckled with self-deprecation. “You know me,” I said. “I probably wouldn’t even know what to do with any one of them!” I said, and I laughed out loud.
“That’s not even funny,” he said, and he went to his car and waved at me and tore out of the parking lot. “Adios amigos anyway,” he shouted out his open window. When his red tail lights went up over the hill, I went back inside and down the steps.
When I came around and into the galley, all three girls were leaning out from the table and craning their necks to see if he was gone. I nodded. They all leapt up, they tore their t-shirts and jeans off, none of them with anything on underneath, of course, and they all skipped and rushed through the doorway and back into the bedroom. I dropped my clothes off, too, in the kitchen.
When I came into the bedroom naked, I found all three young naked female bodies writhing together on my bed laughing and touching each other and moaning like a box of kittens. I knelt on the foot of the bed and pulled up a set of hips I didn’t even know whose, and I pulled on them, I jutted my hips forward, and I entered that pussy, long, slow, and all the way down.
It sank around my shaft and squeezed me inside. It was smooth and tight and wet and hot. My mind swirled and my breath shook.
I bumped the ass hard with my hips and heard Emily’s voice cry out with hiccups from my body jolting her body and I realized it was her I was fucking. I fell off and rolled on my back. Madison went mad over my face, kissing me and licking my neck, and burying me under a mass of her blonde hair. Another pussy closed down over the head of my cock, and it pushed down my shaft hard and deep. It was Riley’s voice I heard gasping and crying, and so I knew it must be her’s whose pussy was fucking me.
They all laughed and kissed and teased and squealed and I rolled over only to find myself on my hands and knees hovering over a body under me whose legs stretched up, whose ankles closed together in my back, and whose arms folded around my neck. The face was framed in a mass of blonde hair fanned out over the pillows under her. And so I knew it was Madison my cock was sinking into.
Riley bit and nibbled on my ear and cooed about Madison being so ready. “I licked her for you!” she murmured in my ear and she laughed. “My first one, too!” she said.
Emily was on my other side gasping against my neck with her eyes closed. I looked down and saw her masturbating, again. Her other hand was wrapped around my cock, tugging on me, pulling me down. She rubbed the head up and down through the crevice of Madison’s pussy. Madison was squirming with need under me, writhing with anticipation and greedy with want. She hooked her heels in my back and lifted her body off the bed and chased my cock with her pussy lips everywhere Emily moved it.
I sank down, but the way Emily groaned and grunted, you’d think it was her pussy I entered. Riley was no better — she grunted in my ear so gutturally, you’d think it was her with the cock being pushed into Madison’s pussy. I penetrated Madison and pushed her hips down under me and into the bed, and she strained back at me with her face nearly upside down, and she back arched up clear off the bed under her.
Riley and Emily moved up and down with me as I entwined limbs and squirmed body to body with Madison under me. The bed jolted so hard, the whole boat rocked with our sloshing bodies. Tied to the dock, it started to rock in resonant frequency with us, so that even if I stopped thrusting myself into Madison, the boat would have kept moving us like that. Madison emitted high-pitched cries and curled her fingernails into the skin of my shoulders so deep, it hurt.
“I think I’m gonna cum!” she groaned as though in pain and she curled her hands into fists and pounded my biceps. Emily bit my ear too hard and strained in her voice. She rubbed herself frantically and stopped breathing. Riley, meanwhile, pushed herself up onto my back and clamped herself around me all over and kept repeating in my other ear, “Oh my god! Oh my god!” like she was caught off guard, like she didn’t know what was happening, like she was losing control of herself.
I ground myself into Madison’s pussy, corkscrewing my hips down into her hips. She pushed up from the bed, meeting me thrust for thrust. Emily inhaled and held her breath. Her body vibrated like an electrical wire overloaded. Madison strained further back, lifting herself on the top of her head facing the other way. Riley held her breath at the top of her lungs, emitting tiny escaping shots of breath she recaptured with her eyebrows shooting high up her forehead, her eyes clamped shut, and her mouth dropped all the way open.
I felt Madison’s pussy vibrate deep inside her and clamp tightly around my shaft. It felt like hands pulling on me from inside, like her pussy itself was trying to milk me. All three girls strained voicelessly with their bodies as hard as sidewalk slabs and shaking as though jackhammered. I lifted my head to the wall behind the bed and clenched every muscle in my body trying to keep from losing it. It was like a roller coaster forever approaching the peak at the top but never quite releasing down the other side. It was like the video of the truck that never hits the wall. Like the train that never quite hits the motorcycle. We all remained in a state of suspended animation and time stopped right at the cusp, and remained stopped though it ticked the seconds away.
My mind went white like pure light. I stopped moving and all four bodies tightened even beyond their capacity for tension. Like an archer pulling his arrow too far back, the entire boat rattled with spasms of pressure. My world collapsed down to a singularity at the tip of the head of my cock and I groaned out loud like a breaking weightlifter. And then I slipped and I exploded and I lost everything that I was through the end of my cock, including all time and space.
I collapsed down on top of Madison’s body just as she burst with her tension at the same time. Riley screamed and deflated at once, too, just as Emily inhaled in a death-like gasp. I shot spurt after spurt deep into Madison’s pussy as she flailed madly under me, I erupted like that champagne bottle, white and foamy all over her. and I rolled off her and Riley and Emily flopped down too, everyone writhing and straining and groaning and moaning, my cock shooting arcs across all three stomachs.
Riley started laughing, and then Emily started, too. “I think we all came at once!” Emily said, and Madison laughed harder than all of us, but silently and totally out of control. We were all completely spent. We were all drained and refilled with happy juice. I lifted my head from the pillow and looked down past my spread feet sticking up like a buried dead man while the bed jiggled with the unrestrained laughter of those three post-climaxed girls, and that’s when I saw, standing in the doorway of the bedroom, transfixed, eyes falling out of their sockets, jaw hanging down on the floor: Bennie.
“My phone,” he said, his face ashen, his eyes dead. “Left it here.”
I sank my head back down into the pillows. Emily, Riley, and Madison all lifted their heads up to see, but were too late. They heard him, though. I could see out the small porthole windows down the side the legs of Bennie as he found his way off the boat and back to his car. I realized I didn’t lock the wheelhouse door the second time I came back down. I pinched the bridge of my nose and grimaced into my wrist. “Oh shit,” I moaned.
His taillights, for the second time that night, disappeared over the crest of the hill and away.
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