
        
            
                
            
        

    















A passing boat made waves and rocked me awake. I lifted myself up on to my elbows to see if it was light yet outside the small, oval port windows. Emily, the soft-spoken and quick-to-blush surveyor on the crew, sprawled in a mess of bare limbs on my right, her brown hair flowing over her bare shoulder and down her back. I leaned over slowly, carefully, and placed a light, lingering kiss on the shiny round of her bare shoulder before stretching my neck and gazing over my other shoulder to my left.
There, the traffic tech Madison, all blonde and fit and sporty, wrapped herself around tiny Riley, our crew’s Asian safety tech, Madison’s face pushed into the back of Riley’s black bob-cut hair. I leaned over their way and stroked Madison’s blonde locks from her neck, exposed her there, and kissed her.
She stretched some and inhaled deeply, but she wasn’t waking up yet, not fully. But her movements made Riley twist around inside her arms hugging her and she looked over Madison’s shoulder to find me there behind her.
Awakened, she carefully extracted her tiny body from Madison’s arms and legs and padded out the bedroom tucked into the bow of the boat and I heard her go into the head.
I pulled myself up to lean against the headboard, my body now a river between the two high, smooth ridges formed by Emily’s and Madison’s hips, both of them on their sides facing away from me, and I crossed my arms behind my head as recollections of the previous night started to form up in my mind.
Riley came back in the room, and in her typical matter-of-fact and officious, efficient manner, she pulled the bottom of the sheet we shared and crawled up over my body from below. I expected her to poke her head out around my chest and maybe settle in for some morning hugs and kisses, but instead, I felt her hand, cool and soft, wrap around my shaft, and then her lips, hot and pursed, push down over the head of my cock. She had this thing she loved to do to me, pressing her lips together, making it feel like she was resisting me, before letting my cock burst into her mouth, whereupon she’d sink down on it as though succumbing to me.
I inhaled — she surprised me this time with her tongue down and back up the underside of my shaft, and now all cool from the wet of her saliva, I was struck by the wet warmth of her mouth. Riley more than the other two had been transformed by our experiments together, as they liked to call our bouts in bed. Watching her checking up around the work site, all clipboard and red hardhat, you’d never guess the minx she was in bed. Maybe she hadn’t been one before — maybe Madison, Emily, and I turned her into one.
She emerged out the top of the sheet with her chin on my chest, but no further, before I felt her pussy, hot and slick, slide down over the head of my cock. So that’s why she was making me hard with her mouth in the morning . . .
She sat up on me, the sheet, pulled, sliding down the bed to reveal Madison’s and Emily’s nude sleeping bodies beside us, and she curled her small hands into my shoulders and cut into my skin there with her nails. Her stomach jutting out and her chest pushing up, she rocked her head back and dropped her mouth wide open at the low ceiling. Her thighs went hard gripping around my hips. She pushed herself more deeply, more snuggly down on me, and I looked down my body to see my cock, fully engorged, emerge from her gripping, sliding pussy lips, soaking from her before she plowed herself down on me again.
I pulled my arms out from behind my head and reached out to feel her tits in my palms, and she inhaled with a sharp breath through her clenching teeth and pressed her own hands down over the backs of my hands. Together we massaged her breasts and she rose on her knees and fell down hard onto my lap and cried with high-pitched and tiny chirps.
Both Emily and Madison were awakened now by Riley’s motions and cries, and they both rolled onto their backs and pushed tightly against my sides. They said nothing, but they watched her ride me — and lose herself. I dropped my hands from her heaving chest and found both of Madison’s and Emily’s pussies with my fingers and their bodies contorted, they began to gasp just like Riley had been, and the whole bed seemed to heave and swell like a mid-ocean storm over the horizon.
Riley held back her orgasm with ferocious tenacity, her whole body quaking like someone holding a plank for too long, and she stopped breathing so much you wondered if she was going to pass out. It was more than Madison or Emily could take, and they squirmed on my fingers and stretched back in their necks. One set off the other and a chain reaction took us all on a ride through the cosmos. Riley must have tripped over first, because her pussy began to contract violently around my cock deep inside her, and that made me lift nearly completely off the bed, shooting myself inside her like a geyser. That was too much for both Madison and Emily, and they started to flop and cry and gasp too, before they gripped their pussies and rolled away from me.
A moment later, we were all snickering again, except Riley, who was embarrassed. We got ready for work in our yesterday’s clothes, and they all had their hardhats on waiting for me, who was last.
“Let’s go,” I said, and only then, emerging up into the wheelhouse of that old trawler, did I remember about Bennie and the revelation he was exposed to the previous night.
Everything that matters is underground — unseen. The aquifers, the resources, the infrastructure — all underground, out of sight and out of mind. All the stuff that makes life on top possible, it’s all down there, hidden and largely unknown.
Bennie cranked the creaking door of his old car shut and nodded and murmured “Mornin’” to me like it was any other morning, that next morning. Even I was left for a moment wondering if what had happened the previous night even did happen.
But when Emily, Riley, and Madison got to work, there was no doubt. They avoided eye contact even more than Bennie did, but for completely different reasons, of course. They also smirked and bit their lips and murmured quietly to each other in passing. They all seemed on the verge of bursting out laughing. I couldn’t get a read on the situation. I should have noticed at the time that they pulled into the crew parking strip one after the other at exactly the same time. But I didn’t.
It was Friday morning, and like most Friday mornings, the whole road crew was slow to get going. It didn’t help that it was dark and raining and our trench was muddy and the chill in the gusts of wind cut to the bone. Emily headed out to survey the next part of our dig-and-cover as conscientiously and focused as ever. Riley was out doing her monthly inventory of safety equipment and noting their use, ticking boxes on her checklist, and checking it twice, just as stern and thorough as ever. Madison was out drawing out the day’s traffic flow diagrams for her crew of traffic controllers on her pad just as concise and authoritative as ever. It was a day like any of a thousand other days — on the surface. If you looked at it from afar. If you didn’t know what happened the previous night and early that morning, if you didn’t dig down into it.
But if you knew what was going on under the surface between me and those three girls, you’d know there could be no other day quite like it. The things those girls did with and to each other, and with me, the previous night marked us all. It changed us. It was like one of those deep tectonic-shifting earthquakes where everything up top — the rivers and lakes and hills and gulleys — might look exactly the same at first, but underground, a whole new complex of strata has been installed that will alter the future up top inexorably. Just not obviously, and just not right away. We were utterly different people by that next morning at work. How could we not be, with what went on below decks on my boat the previous night?
“Morning, Con,” Emily said to me with a nod, not even bringing her eyes up to mine. That was at least more than Riley gave me, though, who said nothing, but only flicked her wrist with a nonchalant wave.  She did give me a slight lift of her chin, though. Madison, usually the most expressive of them all, didn’t even manage to do that.
The outgoing one became shy, the serious one became fun, and the shy one became expressive. There’s digging up what’s underground, and then there’s turning everything upside down. I was worried about the long-term ramifications of what we did. Of what we allowed to happen between us. Of what we had fallen into down there.
They were acting strange, but I was no model of expressive joviality that morning, either. I hung my head and pushed up my shoulders, and it wasn’t just from the cold and rain that morning. I was happy to close the glass doors on the cab of my backhoe and focus my mind on the deep and narrow trench Emily marked out for us with her orange paint across the old pavement. There was a lot to think about from last night. There was even more to try to commit to life-long memory. I felt pretty sure that that sort of thing doesn’t happen very often in a man’s life, no matter how blessed he might be.
At coffee break, I slouched into the site trailer. Bennie was already in there, in the can. But so also was Madison, Riley, and Emily. It never felt smaller than it did that moment. I had to close the door behind me for the wind and rain, but I didn’t want to. The last time we were cramped up together in such a small space, terrible and unspeakable things happened.
All three of the girls twisted and turned, unable to put their eyes anywhere safe. They couldn’t leave, either, having already started with the coffee maker and all of them holding their empty cups and pods. I was surprised and reassured about one thing, at least, though. Whatever happened the previous night, they seemed to be okay enough with it at least to the point of remaining in each other’s company the next morning, without running and screaming. They weren’t talking, maybe, not in front of anyone else, at least, but nor were they running and hiding from each other. In fact, they seemed to be ready to sneak off together to hammer things out in private. I didn’t know if that was a good thing or bad. How does one say “Thank you for last night!” politely and discreetly when it’s not one girl, but three of them?
“Are you going to be home tonight?” Riley suddenly said to me half in private, and she sipped the fresh coffee she held in both her hands, her deep, dark eyes, wide and dilated, lifting to mine from under her bangs of short jet-black hair. The way she said it, it was less a question than a strong suggestion. And she wasn’t evidently alone in the sentiment. In the moment I took to consider my answer, Madison and Emily spun around and laid their eyes on mine with the same strong suggestion in them that Riley held in hers. It was obvious to me then that Riley had been elected to ask the question, and that it was pre-discussed between all of them.
When you sleep with a person from work, there is always that awkward “next morning,” when you are forced into each other’s space again in that altogether different context, and before you know whether it was all an “accident” or was in fact something that might build — and whether you want that or not, either. That’s a minefield enough to step through on an uncertain and subdued Friday morning. But play in bed all night with three girls from work at the same time? There is no map for that. There is no guide. It’s like digging a trench laced with pipes and cables and conduits and seeing no marks on the surface to tell you where and how deep, but sinking the teeth of the shovel through the pavement anyway.
Just then, Bennie stepped out of the can, still doing up his pants and letting his coat fall down over his waist. “Gang’s all here,” he said, and he snorted and grinned in the way someone shocked and nervous would. “Calhouns then, tonight?” he said, and he slapped my back. “Game night, don’t forget.”
I still held Riley’s big, dark and round eyes with mine, and she flared them back at me and tilted her head sideways and pursed her lips.
“Probably spending the night on the boat,” I said. “Got some things to look after.”
He glanced around at Madison, Emily, and Riley before he brought his own tilted-head gaze back to me. “Dude,” he said. “Game night!”
“Yeah,” I said. “Gonna have to take a pass on this one,” I said. I didn’t know why he insisted on pretending he was oblivious to the tension in the trailer. He saw with his own eyes what was going on below decks on the boat the previous night. Of course the four people involved in it might need to debrief from something like that the next day! Lines had been crossed. New territory had been explored. We needed, obviously, to first of all establish if all of it was a mistake or an accident, or if, god forbid, it meant something more that would then have to be addressed. What if it was something some or all of us wanted again? I mean, how do you even start that conversation?
I didn’t know a lot about those girls, but I was pretty sure the three of them, naked in bed with one guy, was a first-time incident all around for them, too. It certainly was for me, and I was like a zombie trying to fight off images of it flitting back into my mind.
“That your final answer?” Bennie said, and he glanced over his shoulder at the three girls staring at me, one in her white hardhat, one in her blue hardhat, the third one in her red hardhat, and he glared his eyes back at me and narrowed them.
It was messy, I would be the first one to admit that. It was dirty, no question about it. It was certainly not something you go around advertising to friends and family. Even the four of us who did it were having trouble facing it. Like a lot of things that happen underground, you want to bury it and leave it there, cover it over, smoothen the surface out, and pretend it never happened and doesn’t exist. It was in that moment in the trailer when it felt like I finally understood the creed of the surface-dwellers: Bury it!
Bennie was certainly a card-carrying member of the above-ground camp. For him, the holes we dug and filled back in were places into which you throw coffee cups and sandwich wrappers. They were holes to piss in. He was most satisfied with a job well done at the covering-up portion of a typical day’s procedure.
Me, I liked covering in the holes too, but for a whole different set of reasons. It was a matter of dignity, it was a restoration of order, it was God’s work, to bury what we had uncovered. But not because we should ignore it or pretend it doesn’t exist, but rather to preserve it, to remain mindful of it, and to ensure its protection. I never said anything about it, but Bennie never noticed, either, when I took time to retrieve the garbage he’d throw in those holes of ours. It’s a show of respect, isn’t it, it’s a matter of dignity.
“They’re coming over,” I said to Bennie, and I gestured with my chin to Madison, Riley, and Emily. “We need to talk,” I said more quietly.
He saw what he saw. He couldn’t say his usual thing — “Never gonna get laid if you don’t get out there!” or “You can’t meet girls buried down in the hold of a boat!” — but he did give me his usual roll of the eyes and shake of the head, and he went out the trailer and down the steps and back out into the mud. If the door didn’t have a gas hinge, he’d have slammed it.
“Good boy,” Riley said in a hushed tone as she strode past me and out the door, also. She grinned as well.
As did Emily, who added a bit lip to her wide-eyed glance at me. Madison snorted and looked down as though bashful, and went out the trailer behind the other two. I saw them walk together, boots and socks and jeans and Mac-jacks and hardhats, obviously murmuring to each other before they simultaneously split like the frayed ends of a woven cable, and headed off each to their own tasks.
I stayed behind alone in the trailer and thankful for it, too, and made myself my coffee. When I came out, the day had brightened somewhat and the rain had stopped. I saw Riley gesturing with her arm swinging widely around as she was talking to the site supervisor, and I saw her smile and laugh with him, too — an unprecedented thing to see on the work-site, serious Riley smiling and laughing. I saw the supervisor nodding at her, too, and listening to her. This also was an unprecedented thing to see.  Riley struggled with being ignored, as safety coordinators often are. Not that morning, though.
I made my way back to my backhoe, but came across Emily, but not alone as usual with her surveying equipment off by herself peering through her eyepieces. Instead, she was engaged in a group discussion with none other than the suits: the finance guys and the developers and the project managers and other’s I didn’t even know who. I gazed over my shoulder at the group as I gave it a wide berth, as worker drones like me are wont to do when the suits in white hats show up.
Those guys, they lack the intellectual capacity to feel the extension of the body through a machine, to savor the connection to Earth and tectonic processes that getting dirty lets you feel. They’re oblivious to the sublime one-ness experienced from fixing things, for doing things for oneself, to want to understand how mechanical devices work, and not just how to hold them or press their buttons, but to know what coils are doing to magnets inside, what piston rings do, why a vibrating bit should cut a hole in a rock. They blithely walk over hand-built trails, unaware of the fungal networks underground that join all the roots up in a sparking and lively food and communications networks, but they think they’ve “forest bathed” and love nature all the same.
Emily, however, looked, I thought, like she could take them on with one hand behind her back. She looked good, too, like she could straddle the two worlds, the real one and the simulated ones the suits inhabited with their digital financing and CAD designing. They were listening to her. Like Riley, it was unusual to see that, and I screwed up my face and wondered about it.
I climbed up in the cab of the backhoe and searched over both my shoulders for Madison. The part of the dig next up was going to put the back end of my backhoe out into the street for my turn-around with each shovel-full, and I was going to need flaggers on both sides of my rig. This was something Madison typically insisted on being directly involved with. But I couldn’t see her. The two flaggers she assigned to me, though, were waving at me and giving me thumbs up — they were ready. I finally spotted Madison, off to the side in the front of her pick-up and not running things, just watching. She also gave me a thumbs up. I squinted at her. She was the ultimate micro-manager. But suddenly, now, she was trusting her crew and taking a back seat. It was odd, no doubt about it. Leading from behind, I think they call it. I’d never seen it before, not from her.
I fired up my engine and toggled my levers and stomped my pedals and felt the machine shudder and twist under me. I liked to test all my hydraulic hoses before I got down into a hole. I also had a few things to ask each of those girls when they came over that night, things beyond what we had to talk about — things about what was going on at work, for example. It felt different that morning in subtle and profound ways.
“What do you mean?” Madison said. The girls all went home first and showered from work and changed. But they were coordinated about it — they all arrived together, in Riley’s car. It was a good sign, though it bewildered me that they could do what they did with each other overnight, and the next day, be relaxed enough with each other to ride in the same car over to the wharf and my live-aboard. They were circumspect, but they were not embarrassed. There’s a gulf of a difference between the two.
I had showered in time before they came over, too, and I was also, like them, in relaxed-at-home clothes. Though it must be said: a girl in her relaxed-at-home clothes can be, to the eyes of guys like me, anyway, more sexy and alluring and even more entrancing than the most dolled-up chicks out clubbing in their glitter and pumps. It’s the same for me with bikinis, which are hot, but got nothing on a girl bundled up in a scarf and furry hat. Or is that just me?
“You’re all different at work,” I said. “Or maybe not, I don’t know.” We were all squeezed together into the table in the galley. What was the previous night too small, was now just fine, it seemed. “Like you, for instance,” I said to Madison. “You were actually letting your flag crew do their thing without you,” I said.
She chuckled and looked down and bit her lip. Through her fallen blonde hair, she lifted her eyes back up. “I don’t know,” she said, and she squirmed in her seat. “I mean, why not? They have to show me I can trust them, right?”
“He’s so right,” Emily said. “You would never talk like that before.”
“Before what?” Madison said, but she knew exactly what, and she bit her lip harder when she looked softly at Emily. They held each other’s gaze for a full three beats before they both glanced at me, snorted and grinned, and looked down, both of their faces flushing red.
“But you too, Emily,” I said.
Emily twisted her arms together where they stretched out over the table between us and she entwined her fingers. “What?” she said, and she brought her brown eyes up to mine through her brown waves of hair, piercing me with them. She entranced me with her dark rim rectangular glasses.
“I saw you with all the suits today,” I said. “Holding court.”
“I was just giving my input,” she said in a tiny, soft voice and she grinned, though she struggle to straighten it.
“You’re going to be a project manager one day,” Riley said to her. “I can just tell.”
“Hardly!” Emily said and she slapped Riley’s arm lightly.
“I can see it, too,” I said.
She shot a serious look at me. “Really?” she said.
“You looked like one today,” I said.
She looked down at the table and swallowed. “I want to be,” she said, almost to herself alone.
“What about you?” I said to Riley.
“What about me what?” she said, and she snickered and covered her grin with her hand.
“Just that,” I said. “Laughing and carrying on,” I said.
“So?” she said, and she curled her body down and twisted and turned away. She suddenly threw her body at mine over the bench seat we shared and she pushed her mouth up against my ear. “I was thinking about you all day,” she whispered.
I straightened up and narrowed my eyes at Emily and Madison on the other side of the table.
But then Riley said, not whispering anymore and not against my ear, either, “We all were.”
I gripped the edge of my seat under the table. All three of Riley, Madison, and Emily stared back at me. Emily pushed her fingers into her hair and dropped her mouth partly open at me. Madison bit her lip and grinned at me. Riley slipped her hand over my thigh high up at the top, under the table. I felt distinctly disadvantaged. They had obviously talked.
“Do you want to talk about last night?” Riley said to me.
I pulled my eyes from Madison’s eyes to find Emily’s eyes beside her, and then from hers to Riley’s eyes beside me. We held each other’s gaze for three full and silent beats.
“Or should we just . . . “ Emily said, and she gestured with her head tilting toward the bedroom door.
“Jesus, you guys,” I said. “I can’t even tell if last night actually happened or not.”
“I know it happened,” Riley said. “And I know I liked it.”
I shook with a shiver that bolted up and down my spine. I was not accustomed to talking about things like that straight up and clear.
“We all did,” Madison said, pushing things further.
“But we’re not really like that,” Emily said. “Just so you know.”
“Like what?” I said.
“We’re not that interested in it, with just us three,” Riley said, as though that clarified things.
Me? I hated clarity. I didn’t do it well.
Riley pushed her hand over my groin under the table. “It only kind of works with the four of us,” she said. “Doesn’t it.”
“Or just one of us, too, but only with you,” Madison said. “Just not with each other, without you, I mean.”
“You guys already talked all about this?” I said.
“We had to,” Madison said. “Last night was special for all of us.” Her and Emily looked at each other with kind, warm, understanding eyes.
I widened my eyes and puffed out my cheeks. “I don’t know if special is the word I would use for that, but yeah,” I said, and everyone laughed. But only a little.
“Not that it wasn’t fun to tease and play with each other,” Riley said. “But sort of with you, only,” she added, “like Madison said.” She pushed her hand under the waist of my pants. I felt her cool palm wrap around my cock inside my shorts. “It’s fun with you being in there with us,” she said more softly.
“Are you stroking him right now?” Emily said to Riley, and she cupped her hands over her face and squealed.
“Uh huh,” Riley said, and she grinned back at her.  “He’s hard, too,” she said, and she chuckled.
“I want to suck you,” Emily said to me.
“Let Emily suck you,” Riley said to me, and she nudged me with her shoulder and pulled a crooked grin up one side of her face.
“I can’t just,” I said.
She nudged me again.
“Yes you can,” Madison said directly across from me. “Why don’t you lie down in bed? So I can suck you too,” she said.
“How can you guys even talk like that?” I said, and I dropped my chin down to my chest and bulged my eyes.
Riley started pushing me harder at my shoulder with her shoulder “You better go before I start sucking you off too, right here!” she said.
I got up, though why that should have been registered as a threat to me, I don’t know. Madison got up, too. She curled her lips between her teeth, she grinned, and she snorted. She placed her hands on the hips of my pants and she pulled with friction alone until they slid down my legs.
“Madison!” I said, but she only shook her head at me, rolled her face back to the ceiling, and laughed lightly.
Emily climbed out of the bench seat and laughed too and flicked her brown hair back over her shoulders. She tugged the zipper down the front of her hoody, letting it pop open. “Just shut up,” Emily said. She made all of us glance at her, shocked. She dropped her arms back and let her hoody slide down from her shoulders and off her arms. And then she pushed her pants down from her hips and stepped out of them when they collapsed around her ankles.
Madison watched Emily strip beside her and chuckled, even as she came down in front of me and pushed my pants down the rest of the way and off. She removed my shorts too, and my t-shirt. She stripped me naked while I stood there frozen with an uncomprehending paralysis.
She kissed lightly the tip of my erection and chuckled. I staggered backward from her face, confused and alarmed, startled by the abruptness of it all, the lightness of it, how casual it all seemed. One’s mind goes into hyperdrive calculation mode when you’re discovering a new person in a context like that. I don’t know what the word for it is when it’s three new people like that, all at once, and with each other, too.
Now across the galley floor from me, Emily stretched to pull her top up and off, over her head, and she untied the loop of lace in the waist of her pants, and took those off, too.
Riley came out of the bench seat around the table and, with her back to me, as though teasing me, she took her clothes off, too.
Madison got up from her knees and backed up facing me. Like the other two, she pulled her top up and off, and pushed her bottoms down, too, and stepped out of them.
In a moment too fast for me to react, to quick for me to say anything, the three of them had stripped down to their panties and bras, and hip to hip to hip, they walked on their toes toward me where I pressed my back against the wall leading out to the engine room and the stairs up to the wheelhouse, naked, erect, exposed, and, frankly, overwhelmed.
I looked down at myself. “I’m naked,” I said to myself, as though it had just dawned on me. When I looked back up, I saw Madison, blonde hair and fit body, stretch back with her arms to unclasp her white bra. I shifted my eyes to Emily, who also folded her arms behind her back. The straps of her black bra went slack. Riley between them, shorter, twisted her bra around her ribs and unclasped it at her waist. I pushed back harder against the wall behind me. They kept coming closer, now shaking the slack shoulder straps of their bras down their arms and catching the cups in their hands and tossing their bras, one after another, onto the table where their clothes were already piled.
They laughed and smirked and grinned. They were nervous, but not half as much as they were at work earlier in the day. They were laughing, now, they were egging each other on. Blonde and tall, brunette and fit, raven-haired and small, they crept closer and closer to me. I began to breathe too hard. I puffed in rapid short breaths out my puffed cheeks and widened my eyes.
Riley was always the one to push things further. She hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties and pushed them down over her hips so that they slipped down her smooth legs to her feet, and she picked them up off her toes and tossed them on the heap behind her. Emily pushed her panties down, too, and leaned on Madison’s shoulder for balance as she took them off her feet. Madison squatted in front of me and peeled her panties off, too. We were in a tight, cramped space, in the galley of my boat. And everyone was completely naked. They laughed when I scrunched my eyes. But they kept stepping closer to me.
Riley wrapped her cool smooth hand around my erection and she pushed herself up on her toes to flick her tongue at my lips. Emily slid her body down the front of my body and, not looking down, I felt pure heat and wetness close around my cock before I felt the pressure of lips or tongue. When she flicked her tongue up the underside of my cock, I nearly expired. Madison pushed her naked body into my side and poked the tip of her tongue into my ear and sighed and moaned and chuckled. They all chuckled.
“Come to bed, honey?” Riley said, and she smirked. Emily dragged herself up the front of my body, and her and Riley held hands and turned their backs to me and walked, their faces over their shoulders staring at me, through to my bedroom. Madison walked backward facing me and following them there, and she curled her first finger from both hands at me, beckoning me, luring me, making as though pulling me by invisible threads.
I puffed my cheeks out and rubbed my chin, stuck against the opposite wall watching the three of them slide through my bedroom door and fall naked all over my bed. I knew they were making things up as they went along, but their dance looked choreographed. I wanted to take photos with my eyes, I wanted to make sure I would never forget it, I wanted to etch the scene on the surface of my brain.
They kept finding me through the corners of their eyes and under strands of their hair, even as they rolled over top of each other, lowered their pussies onto each other’s hands or mouths, took each other’s breasts in their lips, kissed, stroked, and petted each other’s bodies all over. They exaggerated their moans and gasps and cries, but then again, I couldn’t be sure it wasn’t all natural, either. I staggered forward toward the doorway into my bedroom and leaned my arms against the sides as though needing to stop myself, as though holding myself up above a hole I knew I would never get out of, if I allowed myself to fall in.
Riley’s glassy eyes rolled back in her head and she found me behind her with her head upside down, facing me. Between her legs, Emily spread her pussy lips and kissed her clitoris and poked her tongue all around her down there. She glanced up at me and paused to shut her eyes and shiver and gasp. Behind her and between her legs where her hips were held up on her knees, Madison gorged herself on her pussy. Three naked young female bodies entwined and pulsated in front of me, they rolled and contorted all over my bed, and they moaned and cried and gasped, too, and through it all, their eyes stayed on mine, all three pairs of them.
I stepped one step into the room. Riley moaned and grasped at me with her arms reaching up over her head where it now hung upside down over the edge of the bed. She was begging, she was crying. Her body shook and strained, Emily was so relentless between her legs. But Emily was jerking and stretching too, Madison was so unforgiving with her mouth between her legs, as well. It was a cacophony of needful whimpers and frustrated cries and yearning moans.
I touched the tip of my cock to the lips of Riley’s upside-down mouth. She lashed at me with her tongue and stretched further out over the edge of the bed. I entered her mouth with my full erection and she sucked on me like it was life-giving to her. She reached behind my waist and pulled me harder into her mouth, digging her nails into the flesh of my butt. I looked down and saw her throat bulge with the length of my cock.
Madison laughed and crawled over toward me on her hands and knees and she rolled onto her back and pushed the soles of her feet into my chest and shoulders. I pulled my saliva-soaked cock out of Riley’s mouth and entered, just as smoothly, just as deeply, Madison’s pussy. She stretched and arched in her back and twisted the sheets in her hands. She moaned louder than any of them at the low ceiling of my bedroom.
I climbed up onto the bed and rolled onto my back. Emily climbed up over me and reached behind herself to find my cock with her grasping hand and she lowered herself down my shaft just as Riley covered her mouth with her own and Madison covered mine with hers.
It was noisy and wet and pushy and confusing, that mass of four naked bodies down there below decks and all over my bed. It grew dream-like and spacey, the way we entwined our limbs and lost a sense of where one’s own body ended and another of the other three began, or whose it was or what we were rubbing or stroking. We kissed and sucked on anything we found in reach. We fucked and rolled around and engulfed and blew and swallowed and licked. It was abstract, it was half unreal, it was trance-inducing. Too much for the mind to calculate, my consciousness, overloaded, switched off, it seemed, and I entered a state of wakeful dreaming. The girls orgasmed suddenly and hard, and long and slow, too, together and apart, no one could tell or say how often or who next.
Suddenly, Emily and Madison murmured to each other and they both nodded and popped up and, laughing, they dropped down off the end of the bed, whispered in Riley’s ear, and laughed more, before they slipped out through the bedroom door, shutting it behind them. Riley and me watched them go, both of us bewildered, but for only a moment, before we kissed, rolled into each other, and began to fuck on our sides facing one another.
I rolled her onto her back and she wrapped her legs around my waist. I pushed my cock down through the depths of her pussy, and she ached her back up under me as hard as a ballerina. She laughed and pushed me onto my back, and she pressed her hands down in my ribs, rolled her face up to the ceiling, and rode me with the grace and swell of the waves of the ocean way out there.
I erupted into her because her pussy was clenching around my cock with contractions and hot flows that made my unable to hold back any longer. Quiet, officious, and efficient Riley screamed, she came so hard. When she fell off me, we laughed and stroked and kissed, and we finally struggled to sit up and stare, again, at the closed bedroom door as though just noticing it again.
When we came out, we found Emily and Madison, dressed and reading at the kitchen table. Emily instantly slammed her book closed and dashed up and out of the bench-seat and turned me right back around and pushed me back inside the bedroom, shutting the door behind her.
She laughed and kissed me and guided me back down onto the bed, before she removed all her clothes, again, and climbed up on the bed and over me on her hands and knees. We rolled around and nuzzled and petted each other. It wasn’t long before I was half-hard again. With Riley and Madison on the other side of the door, Emily took me in her mouth, made me harder, and climbed up over me, and took me in her pussy.
I rolled her onto her back and pumped myself down into her. She slapped the bed and lifted her head from the pillows and strained in her neck. She got up on her elbows and knees and I took her from behind. She slid down onto her stomach and I laid on her back and shoved myself into her under me.
I came inside her and she clenched her legs and arms and shivered under me.
Spent, I rolled off her and instantly fell asleep. For how long I was in that liminal state between comatose and murmuring, I don’t know, but I recall the door being opened and closed and voices murmuring and light laughing taking place around me. When I lifted my head from my pillows, I found the blonde hair of Madison beside me, and no one else in bed with us.
In a state of half-delirium, she started to kiss me. She rolled herself over to face away from me and she stuck her hips back out behind and into mine. I was inside her pussy before I realized I was fucking her. She strained hard back against me until I flopped onto my back, and she laid on me on her back, still with my cock inside her. I ran my hands up over her body like it was my own body, and felt her stomach, her ribs, and the swell of her breasts like they were my own. When I ran my hand down her body and found her enlarged and pebble-hard clitoris, and rubbed it, she crunched up in her core and breathed and stopped and shook on me.
I came with her, but not hard and not fully conscious, either. She slid down and off me and I recall finding myself at some time after that alone in bed. But I had fitful dreams and strange images flowed through my mind. At another moment, I shot up wide awake, and found around me the three bodies, sound asleep. Someone fucked me or I fucked someone, I was unable to recall which it was, but I don’t think I was awake enough to open my eyes either way. I ate someone’s pussy out until her body jerked and shook. Someone woke me up enough to shoot what I had left for a wad into their mouth, before I fell right back asleep again.
When morning light streamed through the portholes and hit my eyes, I pushed myself up to sit on the foot of the bed and rub my face and struggle to regain my bearings in the world. I looked around behind both of my shoulders and concluded that it indeed was all real — three young female bodies breathed peacefully all over my bed, the three girls from work, Emily, Madison, and Riley. I quietly pushed myself up and creaked open the bedroom door and splashed water on my face. Panties, bras, pants and tops were all over the place. So the party part of the previous night’s festivities was also real, I concluded with a nod.
I pulled on what I could find of my own clothes and stepped out of the galley and pulled myself, struggling, up the steps to the wheelhouse. I needed the air, I needed the light. Even someone like me who loves the underneath world so much at times still needs the world above, just like a whale who, living under the water, still needs to surface to breathe now and then.
Everyone had become so different, it still astounded me to note, but there was one thing that remained constant between us, and I could feel it in myself, too. We were all more expressive by orders of magnitude, but each in our own way. Whatever we were, in our hidden, under-the-surface ways, we were exploding with it not only with each other down inside the depths of the boat, but even on the surface of reality, out there on the job site, around the trench we dug under the road.
It was unmistakable and undeniable. Riley was smiling and laughing and sociable. You could tell she was those things before, but only just, when you caught a glance from her, or saw the corner of her mouth curl up for an instant in the middle of some site meeting. Emily was forthright and assertive. You could tell she might have been, if you saw her eyes when she wavered on the cusp of speaking up, previously. It was in her, just below the surface. Madison was leading like a real boss now, and was growing in confidence each day in that role. She always was to a degree confident in herself, but like Emily with her assertiveness, and Riley with her humor and easy-going-ness, they were each becoming much more outwardly what they already were inside, below the surface. It was like they were being dug up and turned over. What lay hidden under their surfaces was forcing itself into their shapes and forms above.
I wondered if I had been going through the same kind of transition. Was I becoming a more expressed version of myself too? What was I becoming more of, if I was going through the same spurt they were going through?
I climbed the steps up into the wheelhouse, and startled and staggered backward, even yelping with fright. It was Bennie, and he was slumped in the chair in the wheelhouse. His eyes were cracked open, but it was obvious he had slept there overnight. I caught him just waking up. It was clear he didn’t quite know where he was, either, and wasn’t happy to be found out when he realized where it was. The sun was creeping up over the horizon. It was Saturday morning and no one had to be anywhere. He didn’t say anything, but he pushed himself up as though it were normal to sleep up there and casual to be found there, too, and he got up and went out the door and around to the back of the boat where he leaned over the stanchions.
I thought for a minute he was going to puke, but I glanced around and noticed no empty bottles or cans. I went out the wheelhouse door and around to the back of the boat to join him learning over the stanchions, and together we silently stared into the gently rippling water.
“I was up there the whole time,” he finally said. “I heard everything,” he said.
“You just listened?” I said.
He took a long time to answer. “It was so fucking hot,” he finally said.
I chuckled and snorted and looked down into the murky water. “You should have seen what it was like to be part of it,” I said and I chuckled.
“I can’t even imagine that,” he said. He looked sideways and up at me. “I was trapped. They came out two at a time and sat in the kitchen. I couldn’t leave, they’d see my legs through the windows and then they’d know I was up there listening,” he said.
“You could have come down,” I said.
He snorted. “Hardly,” he said. “I couldn’t go down, I couldn’t go up and get away, I was stuck in the middle, I was stuck in purgatory,” he said, “neither heaven nor hell.”
I sucked in a big breath and let it out slowly with my eyes bulging. “Pretty heavy, bud,” I said and I chuckled nervously.
He turned around and leaned back against the railing and crossed his ankles and looked up into the lightening sky. “How does that even fucking come about?” he said.
“What?” I said.
He turned to me and squinted at me like he was trying to figure out if I was shitting him. “Dude,” he said. “You don’t have one of the three hotties from work in your bed down there, you have all three of them down there in your fucking bed,” he said. “You fucked all three of them. All at the same time. Together in your bed. Who the fuck even thinks of that? Who gets that?”
I shrugged and turned around to lean on the railing with him, and I crossed my ankles too, and staring up into the sky like him. We both crossed our arms over our chests. “Well when you put it like that,” I said.
“I do put it like that,” he said. “How does that even happen? I mean it,” he said. “How did you do that? Did you fuck one of them and then suggest to her the idea of fucking the next one? And then the next one after that, too?”
I laughed. “Not like that, no,” I said.
“Well then like how?” he said.
“I don’t know, Bennie,” I said. “It wasn’t my idea.”
“So what, then, they came up to you and said, hi, can me and my friends fuck you altogether at the same time?”
I laughed again. “Not like that, I don’t know,” I said. “It was all just natural, like,” I said.
“There’s nothing natural about what I listened to going on down there all fucking night!” he said. “I guarantee you that.”
“I guess it depends on what one defines as natural,” I said.
“Listen to you,” he said. “Being all Zen about it now.”
I noticed a piece of paper flapping in the wind where it stuck to one of the wheelhouse windows. “Believe me,” I said to Bennie as I went up to get it off. “I have no idea how to explain any of it, either, I seriously don’t.”
I nearly scrunched the paper up before I noticed it contained the name of my boat on it.
“Just one of those mysteries you like to pretend you just find buried somewhere,” he said, coming up to me.
He pulled the paper from my hands where I let it go, staring, stunned, uncomprehending. “‘Notice to vacate?’” he said. “What does that mean?”
“Shit,” I said.
He read more from the sheet of paper. “Says about previous notices not responded to,” he said.
“Yeah,” I said. “I didn’t read them.”
“Says you have to leave,” he said. “What are you gonna do?”
“They can seize them if you don’t move them off,” I said.
“What are you gonna do?” he repeated.
“It’s not my boat, even,” I said, and I lifted my face to him and shrugged and snorted.
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