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I

I’ve always felt “on.” I’ve always felt like I’m being watched. So when the doorbell dinged distantly up the back stairs from the church basement, I stopped momentarily in front of the large mirror that gave a one-way view from the back office into the summer play school the other two girls and I ran during college break.
“I got it!” I shouted into the mirror to Asia and Casey who were writing reports and sketching out activities and plans for the next few days behind the mirror. I tugged a couple of loose strands of my straight blonde hair out of my pony tail and down the sides of my blue-eyed and fresh face.
“Oh my god!” Asia cried out from the office behind the mirror, and I shrieked and laughed and bopped high on my white runners off to the other side of the gymnasium-like basement. I double-stepped up the back stairs in my blue athletic tights and gleaming white college hoody, hood up.
I guess you’d say I was the sporty one of the three of us. Asia would be the studious one, of course, with her round glasses and tiny body. And Casey — she was definitely the wild card in our deck, with her shimmering black messy kinks sprouting from her head like a wild fern. But Asia was also the kinkiest!
It was no doubt a parent with a question or a cheque or some elder donating toys. The small town was like that. We knew it would be a challenge, moving all the way out there for the summer. But we needed the experience on our applications for teacher college. One thing was certain though: you couldn’t go anywhere or do anything in that tiny place without half the town noticing. It’s why the old, small house we rented was so perfect, nestled in the forest outside of town and well away from prying eyes.
I flung the door open still laughing at how Casey and Asia made fun of me all the time, the way I always fixed myself in the mirror pretending not to know it was spy-glass, only to be confronted by a tall, lanky stranger on the other side of the door. He startled me and I staggered back a step and blinked my bright, wide eyes at him. It wasn’t everyday you laid eyes on someone you didn’t already know out there.
Tight in his face and dark in his eyes, he crammed his hands down the front of his jeans and deep into his pockets and he heaved his shoulders up to his ears. Through straight dark hair that swept down over his face, he looked up through the tops of his narrowed and wincing eyes. He chewed the side of his cheek. He seemed painfully uncomfortable.
“Am I late?” he said, and he grimaced as though dying inside.
I gripped the glass knob in my hand, slowly twisting it, squeezing it, its crystal corners cutting into my palm. “Late?” I finally said, and I squinted my eyes at him. Between the three of us girls, we already knew every possible male candidate for dating for miles around, and consigned ourselves to the fact of a dry summer the rest of the way. We’d already vowed to each other to support one another through the drought. None of us would do anything with any of them, since all of us couldn’t. And you wouldn’t want to anyway . . . .
This, however, was someone new in town. It was not a frequent occurrence. 
“For Charlie?” he said, and he grimaced again and darted his quick-shifting gaze left and right and sucked breath through his clenching teeth. “Supposed to pick him up?” he said, tilting his head half sideways and half away. He scanned the horizon behind him like he was expecting to get caught or something.
“One of ours?” I said, blinking my wide eyes. “Oh, Charlie!” I finally said, cluing in. “But his dad got him ten minutes ago,” I said. “At least I’m pretty sure he did,” I chuckled, but I covered her mouth. There was nothing funny about a kid not getting home.
“Shit,” the guy said to himself, and he inhaled through his pursed lips and hardened his face like he was bracing for something nasty coming at him. He jutted his jaw crookedly.
“Why don’t you come in,” I said, watching him contort in front of me like that, “and we’ll call home and see if everything is okay.”
“I had one job,” the guy said low and quietly to himself, and he snorted and rolled his eyes. “And I can’t even get that right.”
I chuckled. “I’m sure there’s a simple explanation,” I said. “We’ll just go and find their number.” I stood back and held the door more widely open for him.
He considered my offer a moment, staring at my hand where my fingers splayed over the cool glass above his shoulder, before he nodded and stepped up the last step and brushed past me and onto the landing at the top of the stairs, but just by one step inside.
“Staying with a friend couple days,” he said, hooking his thumb over his shoulder. “Just passing through, actually,” he said.
“I see,” I said over my shoulder. I put my chin down and strode through the other door a few steps before stopping and checking over my shoulder. “You can wait in here,” I said to him. “I’ll just go find the list of numbers.”
I looked him up and down. White t-shirt, bluejeans, sneakers, a black leather motorcycle jacket. Cliched, I thought to myself with a smirk. But he carried it well.
The guy peered through the open door and drew his face around a widely-arcing circle with his eyes bulging and his chin falling down, before he stepped through the doorway behind me, but again, by just one step. Spires rose up to the high-arching ceiling. Double-life-sized statues of figures in sky-blue and blood-red robes encircled the periphery of the large interior space. Shards of slanting sunlight cut through multicoloured stained glass windows that towered half-way up the high-peaked roof.
“First time in a Catholic church?” I said, and I tittered.
“First time in a church,” he murmured back to me, tilting his head all the way back as he followed one of the thick wood varnished beams that thrusted all the way up to the peak of the roof.
I came back out from behind the alter already on the phone with Charlie’s dad. I made sure the guy could hear me talk to him. “So Wyatt’s supposed to pick Charlie up tomorrow, not today?” I said into my phone as I came down the two steps from the alter and stuck my tongue out at him and wagged my face and grinned.
Wyatt grinned back at me crookedly too, before meandering over to the side of the church where he edged open one of the narrow confessional doors.
I told Charlie’s dad I’d make sure Wyatt knew to pick his son up the next day, and pushed my phone back in my pocket. I snuck up behind Wyatt where he leaned into the confessional and I shoved him by the shoulders inside and laughed and ducked into the priest’s box in the middle.
I slid the little window open between us. “Do you have anything to confess, young man?” I said, and I pinched my lips together and heaved up in my shoulders, trying not to laugh.
“What do you mean?” he said, instantly suspicious. But I could see through the screen that he was grinning. He liked to play, I could tell.
“It’s cathartic,” I said. He couldn’t see me — there was a tiny light high over his head in his tiny space, while mine was perfectly dark.
“Meaning?”
“Meaning,” I said, and I snorted and rolled my eyes. “When you tell someone about something you did that you feel guilty about, it makes you feel better and it kind of goes away.”
I watched his face from up close, through the screen. I worried that maybe I was pushing him too hard. He looked serious. I was only meaning to play around.
“Something we shouldn’t have done?” he said.
I bit my lip and jutted my jaw. I probably should have stopped then and there. But he intrigued me. He had mystery all over his face. I couldn’t help myself. Casey and Asia were still busy downstairs.
“Something very bad you did,” I said, and I nodded. He couldn’t see my crooked, mischievous grin, nor the fact that our mouths were so close we could have kissed. I was able to freely examine him like a painting in a gallery. And he was like a renaissance painting, all dark and stormy around the eyes and mouth. I touched the screen with my fingertips as though tracing the contours of his face behind it. He was definitely having an effect on me — but that might have been just our extended dry run all summer, the three of us girls.
He cleared his throat. I tittered and covered my mouth. It was as quiet as a bedroom in the middle of the night.
“So,” he started, and I bulged my eyes and dropped my chin down to my chest. I didn’t think he was going to take me seriously. I meant to stop him before he said something real.
“Few years ago, we’re having this party, right?” he said. “I looked older, so I was voted to go get the beer,” he said.
I hung on the edge of shrieking at him to stop. But I held myself back.
“Only I got vodka instead, cause I heard it got you drunker faster,” he said.
“Go on my son,” I said, and I cupped my hand over my mouth and stifled my laughter.
“So, me and the other two guys sipped it, but Gary, he was swigging it like beer,” he said. “We were laughing at him, he got so incredibly drunk,” he said. “It was funny, right?” he said.
“Yeah, uh-huh,” I said, not sure what a priest is supposed to say.
“But he passed out and didn’t wake up,” he went on. “We came back up and found him like that — still sprawled out on the floor. We didn’t really do anything. We were all pretty drunk. I was with a girl.”
“I see,” I said.
“In the morning, he was still out like that. So, someone called an ambulance. They came and took him to the hospital. He was like . . . ” he said and he paused and squeezed his fingers into the corners of his eyes and ducked his face down. “ . . . in a coma for three days,” he added in a barely audible voice. “I bought the vodka,” he said, “we all passed it around. We just laughed. It was my vodka.”
I came out of the priest’s box and opened his tiny door. He looked up at me from the tiny bench he sat on with most regretful face I’d ever seen. His shoulders fell down and his chest caved in. He slumped lifelessly on the tiny bench and hung his jaw open like someone already half dead inside.
I heard Casey and Asia come racing up the stairs to put away the paperwork and I quickly shut the tiny door behind me, shutting in me and Wyatt together in the small space. He had to spread his knees to let me stand between them with my shins leaning into the edge of the bench he sat on.
“Oh Wyatt,” I murmured to him, and I pushed my fingers through his straw-like black hair.
He bent at his waist and laid his cheek against my stomach. His hands wrapped around my back and he pulled me harder against himself. I pushed my palms over his shoulders and down his back and I scrunched my hands and pushed my hips forward, clutching him to me.
“That’s a terrible thing to have to live with,” I said.
“It was cathartic to tell you,” he said into the fabric of my hoody.
“You need to let it go,” I said. I squeezed his neck muscles and scratched my grey-painted fingernails around his ear. “Focus on something else now,” I said. Didn’t the priest say something like that?
His hands scrunched my waist and his grip squeezed the top of my buttocks. I pursed my lips and looked up and away as best as I could inside that tiny, barely lit box. He moved his hands further down and squeezed again.
“I didn’t exactly mean that,” I said softly, and he chuckled, but so did I.
“Feels good though,” he said into my hoody.
“Yeah,” I said. “It does,” I whispered.
He leaned back against the wood panel wall behind himself and gripped me harder around my butt and grinned up at me.
I gasped with exaggeration and I lightly slapped his cheek. “Careful, or you’re going to need to confess something else now!” I said, and we both snickered. I hung my head down between my shoulders and meant only to nuzzle him a bit on the top of his head, but he leaned his head back against the wood panel and our lips came so close, there was no choice but to kiss him or do something awkward like turn away.
It was electric. It was heart-stopping. I tried hard not to show it. I knew it was only because we’d all gone so long without it, stuck out there in our tiny lost house, but it felt too good to stop. I kissed him again, and our tongues came out and wrestled inside the secret shared space we made with our mouths. He made me moan, he kissed so good.
“I better do something bad before you do, right?” I said down to him, and I slowly, carefully, slid down his body until I came to my knees between his spread knees. It seemed right at the time. He wasn’t sitting on the pillow so I put it on the floor to kneel on. “This is just to help you get your mind off your thing, okay?” I said softly, and I pursed my lips and looked down to watch my nimble fingers a little too expertly open the button in his jeans, flick up the tag of his zipper, draw it slowly and seductively down to the bottom, and spread open the panels of his pants, pressing them down flat on his thighs. I snorted and grinned with embarrassment through strands of loose hair that had fallen over my eyes. I didn’t want him to think I did this a lot.
He smiled down at me and made me blush. He pushed his fingers through my blonde hair and made me moan. There was barely any space in the confessional for one person, let alone two, and there was no room at all to do anything with each other in there. Except, barely, for what I was about to do to him. I just knew I was going to do it, too, even though it was so incredibly wrong.
“Don’t you tell anyone,” I said, and I pulled the waist of his shorts down and away from his flat and grooved stomach and peered down inside.
“I got no one to tell,” he said with a grin.
“You know what I mean,” I said, and I pushed my hand down inside his shorts, slid my long and cool fingers around his shaft, and pulled him up and out in front of my face. It arched up and visibly grew longer, harder, and straighter before my eyes. I closed my hand around it and pulled down and pushed up and glanced up through the tops of my eyes to his eyes.
“No watching!” I murmured, and I blushed. Because of course I loved to be watched.
He closed his eyes and snorted.
I opened my natural pink and full lips and kissed the tip of the head of his cock like a girl sealing an envelope, and I heard him gasp. I bit my lip and grinned. I loved hearing them gasp, too.
I reached up and cupped my hand over his mouth. “No sounds!” I whispered harshly up to him, and I pushed my pursed lips hard against the top of the head of his cock and made him think I wasn’t going to go down on him. I teased him like that, moaning lightly as though in protest, even though I had just told him not to make any noises.
His fingers drew circles in my temples under my hair and I reached up with my hand to wrap my grip around his wrist. I slid his hand over the top of my head and I made him push it down hard.
He used both hands to push on the back of my head. I whimpered and pressed my lips more firmly closed, not letting him in just yet. He caressed my head and hair. I reached up again and gripped his wrists with both of my hands and pulled his hands down harder into the top of my head.
He got the message more clearly this time, and he pushed harder on me. I wrapped my hands around the underside of his thighs and pushed back up against his hands, straining my neck muscles. I whimpered more, too. This time he didn’t stop pushing. He thrusted his hips up into my face. I stuffed my hands down around the inside of his pants and shorts and I curled my fingers around to dig my nails into the flesh of his butt cheeks.
He pushed harder on my head like a good boy — a bad boy. I made it sound like I was whining. The head of his cock was so hard, it hurt my lips and teeth. I pinched his waist in my fingers and thumbs and I punched his chest with my tiny fists. He pulled my hair to yank my face down harder over his lap and he slumped deeper in his confessional bench and thrusted his hips up harder into my face.
My chest heaved with short, rapid breath. I had to shove my hand down the front of my blue tights and scrunch my hand inside the front of my panties, he was making me so wet.
I told Casey and Asia once about how I liked it like that. They said they liked it too, but we all agreed that there was a huge difference between thinking about it or even pretending it, and it really happening. No one really wanted it like that in reality, but role-playing it? We teased each other about it, whispering it in each other’s ears and shrieking with laughter, knowing we were making each other wet. It’s always fun to imagine all sorts of things you would never do.
Wyatt rammed his hips up harder and he finally found it — the level of pressure that made me need to give in to his demand. His cock popped into my mouth full and deep, instantly mashing into the back of my throat. The release was itself nearly orgasmic for me. I whimpered on his cock and wrapped my hand around the shaft and pulled up and plunged down over it like a mad woman. He made me corkscrew my face around his cock, he made me moan out loud, and he made me clench my hands into fists and curl my toes up inside my runners. I don’t know why I like that so much.
He arched up deeply into me. I slavered over his cock, pulling off to lick it up from the base to up over the head with my broad, flat tongue, and I laughed. I closed my mouth around the head and I sank back down on him, swirling my tongue madly around it inside my mouth like a water-snake electrified.
His heaving breath and my tiny muffled and high-pitched moans filled the tiny, dark wooden space. I pushed my finger in his mouth and he sucked on me. I pulled my hoody up around my chest and pulled my white floral bra up, too, and I giggled when I pushed my tits together and rose and fell on my knees, fucking his rigid cock all sloppy wet with my saliva and his cream with my tits. I let it poke my mouth when it pushed up from between my breasts. You’d think the way I was contorting on him and writhing on my knees that I hadn’t had any sex for months, and you’d be right. I fell back down on him and sucked him so loud, the suction sound, all sloppy and wet, filled the quiet church.
I could feel the hard tissue of his cock strain inside my mouth. I could feel his urgency when he pushed himself up to penetrate me deeper, past the point of comfort. His cock pulsated inside my mouth. His stomach clenched and his chest heaved. He threw his head back so hard he bumped it against the wall and I laughed. His thighs hardened under my elbows. His abdomen clenched and released. I utterly controlled him.
I settled into a steady, hard-sucking pattern, moving up and down on his cock with both my wet hand and my soft, sucking mouth. His fingers clutched at the sides of my head and tangled in my hair. I didn’t slow down and I didn’t let up. His palm slapped the side of the tiny box and he grimaced and clenched his eyes. I didn’t change anything. His body went stiff all over and his legs shot up and he pressed his feet hard against the wall behind me. I held onto him and kept sucking him, kept bobbing on him, kept pumping him. I was merciless.
His body shook like death. His arms and legs strained against all four walls. His hips lifted up and off the bench below him. I grunted like someone being cut open. I pumped him with unrelenting regularity, even though his cock seemed to momentarily grow thicker, longer, and harder yet in my wet hand and suckling mouth.
He stopped breathing. Still I pumped myself on him. His first spurt came with no warning or any bodily reaction. Then his second spurt filled my mouth so much and so fast and hard, it gushed out the corners of my lips. Still his body remained completely stiff from head to toe, completely silent, and it strained everywhere to the point of breaking. I swallowed what I could and he filled my mouth again before he finally groaned out loud and sank hard down into the bench.
His body danced like he was being electrocuted. I did my best to stay on him and keep his cum in my mouth, but he shot more and more, and I came off him and caught some of his huge, powerful arcs of cum all over my face and chest and stomach. I laughed and closed my mouth around his cock and sucked harder.
He bounced on the bench and slapped the walls and kicked the door jamb behind me. I held my mouth still with his cock deep inside, and gently caressed the rest of his of his jism out of his cock with my smoothly circling tongue, flat and hot. He eventually subsided and sank back down, a mess of disjointed limbs and messed hair and drained body.
There was a box of tissues for confessors to wipe their tears. I cleaned up my mouth and face and stomach and chest and pulled my bra and hoody back down over my body. “You going to live?” I said down to him.
He might have looked dead, but he grinned. I peeked out through a crack in the door to make sure the coast was clear, and I opened the confessional door and stepped backward out of it. I pulled him up off the bench, yanking on both of his wrists, leaning backward to leverage him.
He grinned but with his eyes closed. He finally came up for me.
“How did you get here?” I said.
“Old beater truck I bought on the coast,” he said, barely able, yet, to open his eyes the narrowest of slits.
It was a bad sign. I didn’t want him to fall in love with me or anything. We’d have to talk somewhere private. The last thing any of us girls wanted was a relationship. We had too many plans, too much work to get done, and no commitment to that town. We didn’t want any reason for any of us to get stuck in it. We vowed to each other to not do that to each other. We swore on it. I was in no danger of falling for him or anyone, but things in a town like that can get sticky in a hurry if the minds of lovestruck boys are allowed to fester.
“Wait for me outside,” I said. “I just need to finish up.”
I went downstairs and found Casey and Asia almost ready to go. “I got to go, now, girls, got a couple of errands on the way home,” I said, and I fluttered my fingers over my shoulder.
“You’re going on a date, I can tell!” Casey shouted. Asia came out of the office, too, and stood and stared at me with her mouth hanging open as though everything Casey said was instantly true.
“Yeah,” I said. “You caught me. A date at 4 in the afternoon. It’s very romantic. I’m very turned on,” I said in deadpan fashion staring back at them.
“Look at her,” Casey said, elbowing Asia. “She’s hiding something. You can tell.”
“I am not!” I shrieked, but I had to spin around and duck my face down to hide my grin.
“We said no boys!” Asia shouted at me. “What’s his name?”
“Oh my god!” I screamed into my hands that I held up over my face. “You guys are the worst!”
“Does he at least know we’re not any of us relationship material?” Casey said. “Least of all you!”
“I’m going to tell him that right now,” I said, and I realized I had just given it away. “Oh my god,” I groaned into my hands. “Seriously,” I said, “I’m dealing with it.”
“When and where exactly did you work that into your schedule?” Asia said. Then she gasped. “Was that him who came and rang the bell? Oh my god, Brenna, a dad?!” she screamed.
“Not a dad!” I cried back at her. But I couldn’t wipe the grin from my face.
“Just now?” she said. “Upstairs?”
“In the church!?” Casey said, dropping her mouth wide open and her eyes even wider. “God is going to strike you down so bad, girl!” she said.
“Did she just do something with a boy just now?” Asia said to Casey.
I rolled my eyes.
“Must be nice,” Casey said. “I wouldn’t mind a boy right now either, end of a long day in the summer school salt mines,” she said.
“Just having one around, right?” Asia said. “Someone you can trust, someone who won’t get all clingy and attached. Dutiful,” she said and she stuck her tongue out.
“Someone cool,” Casey said. “Looks after certain needs and otherwise, gets lost,” she said, and she snorted. Asia snorted too.
They both turned back into the office to finish. “Find out if he has friends — we could all use a little of that, you know that, girlfriend!” Asia said. “So not fair,” she said to Casey.
“She’s right and you know it,” Casey said to me sliding through the doorway behind her. “If one of us is getting some, all of us should be getting some, or nobody does, that’s the way,” she said and she squinted an eye and shot me with her finger gun.
I searched the parking lot and spotted a different looking rusted and pale white old pick-up truck lurking unseen under shadows in the back corner of the lot, and I shuffled toward it.
I climbed up in the passenger seat. “Where are you staying anyway?” I said.
“Tom and Nan’s, you know them?” he said.
“Just as dad and mom who pick up Charlie,” I said.
“I knew Tom back in high school,” he said. “He was really nice to let me stay a couple nights, but I’m pretty sure Nan is all over him to send me on my way,” he said.
“Then where?” I said. I needed to know he wasn’t staying in town long.
He shrugged. “Lately, I just shuffle around with the wind,” he said. “I’m like a novel that’s got no plot.”
I snorted and sank down in my seat and looked out the side window. I craned around and looked into the back of his truck. It had a cap on it and was filled with camping gear. I might have thought he lived in the back of his truck, but it was too tidy and organized for that.
“You camp out sometimes?” I said.
He shrugged. “Usually,” he nodded.
“I’ll show you a spot where no one’s going to bother you,” I said. “You can probably stay a week before anyone notices you up there, but then you have to promise me you’ll go.”
He nodded with a creased brow to emphasize that he understood completely.
I directed him up to Forest Grove. The story they tell about it is that the developer had a plan for a subdivision on the side of the hill but ran out of money. Meanwhile, the streets were put in and paved, the curbs were built, even the driveways were put in and there were sidewalks up to the houses, even — everything, in fact, but the houses themselves.
“Eerie” he said, as we wound through the curving streets.
“Like a strange kind of bomb went off and took everything that wasn’t flat,” I said.
“It’s all ready for your imagination, just think up a house, and the rest is there,” he said.
I snorted. “Anyway, if you pick one of these along the ridge, no one is going to see you. No one comes up to this street,” I said. “And you can see anyone coming up long before they get up here,” I added.
He pulled into a circular driveway in front of nothing but a hill dropping down over other properties below, and pushed with effort the stick shift into park and twisted the key off. He sat back into the corner of his seat and door and spread his arm out over the top of the bench seat between us and looked over at me.
“You’re afraid I’m going to clutter up your life out here,” he said.
I looked up and away and rolled my eyes and grinned. He nailed me exactly. “No!” I said.
“Well you sure as shit don’t belong around here anymore than I do — last thing you want is anything pinning you down to this place,” he said.
“And just how do you know all that?” I said, looking up sideways at him through my strands of fallen hair.
“A,” he said. “You went down on me in a church — in a confessional,” he said. “Is that what you call it?  Pretty sure no one who belongs here would ever do that.”
I blushed and looked away. “I’m pretty sure you enjoyed it,” I said.
“I’m pretty sure you did too,” he said and he chuckled.
“And yet, what do I get in return?” I said and I flared my eyes at him.
He grinned. “I’m too afraid you’ll develop feelings for me,” he said. “The way I do it.”
I snorted and covered my mouth and rolled my eyes. I crossed my arms over my chest and sank back into the corner of my seat and door just like he was sitting. “I haven’t been with a guy in months,” I said. “You should be careful what you’re saying, I just might take you up on the offer.”
He craned his neck and looked all around his truck and far off into the distance. “Like you said, we can see anyone coming up here long before they see us, right?” he said.
“I promised my roomies I wouldn’t do anything with you,” I said.
“So try to fight me off like you did up in that box,” he said. “That was pretty fucking hot, you know,” he said.
“See?” I said. “All guys love it,” I said.
“Can’t do that for real, though. I don’t think I can even pretend it. Too creepy,” he said.
“Aw, and I was just getting excited,” I said.
“Seriously,” he said. “I’d love to indulge you, that was fucking awesome what you gave me back there, but there’s no way I’m doing it like that,” he said.
“And what way are you doing it, then?” I said, and I chuckled and drew a strand of hair through my lips.
“Take your shoes off,” he said.
“No,” I said, and I stuck my one foot up right into his face and I laughed. “You take it off.”
He pulled the lace out and eased my shoe off my heel. I held my other foot up and he eased, that shoe off too. But he didn’t stop there. He cupped his hands under my thighs, slid them up under my butt, and curled his fingers around the waist of my tights. I laughed, but I also lifted my hips up and pressed my heels into the seat beside his thighs. He pulled my tights down my legs and off my feet.
“Now what are you going to do to me?” I said, stuffing my toes under the side of his thigh. I was in my hoody and white panties only.
“I’m going to sweet talk those panties right off your legs,” he said.
I twisted sideways and laughed out loud and looked back at him. I was blushing, but it was too hard to hide it from him. “And just how are you going to do that?” I said.
“Same way I get most things in life,” he said.
“And what way is that?” I said, and I bit my lip and rocked my knees together side by side.
“By asking politely,” he said.
“I thought you were going to pull out some nasty online shit about dominating a woman properly or something,” I said.
“That shit?” he said, looking down the hill and along the quiet road up. “That gets the attention of other guys. But it doesn’t do anything for the ladies.”
“And you would know why?” I said.
“I’ll prove it to you,” he said.
“How?”
“I’ll ask you politely to take them off for me,” he said.
I laughed and cupped my hand over my face and squirmed half sideways. I put my eyes back on his and spread my knees wide apart for a second before laughing out loud and jutting my chest up and arching deeply in my back. He wasn’t doing anything but sitting there waiting for me. He was making me dance all over his seat.
“Okay,” I finally said, “why don’t you try it then?”
“Thing is,” he said. “People generally want to please other people,” he said.
“That’s not what it seems like online,” I said.
“That’s why it’s a different world when you just go around and meet them, like for real, out in the wild,” he said.
“Like this small town you just showed up in?” I said.
He nodded. “I sure would like it if you took your panties off for me,” he suddenly said. “I’d love to go down on you — return the favor,” he said, and he nodded.
“Oh my god!” I said, and I twisted sideways. I peeked at him through my fingers over my eyes. “You’re serious,” I said.
He nodded and grinned. He made no move toward me. “And if I refuse?” I said.
“It is your right,” he nodded. “I’m actually having the time of my life just talking to you as well,” he said.
“That makes two of us,” I said. “So if I take my panties off for you, are you going to attack me or something?” I said.
“I’m going to use a little foreplay, I’m going to make you laugh a little bit, I’m going to give you anticipation and uncertainty,” he said, nodding the whole time. “And if you keep giving me the signals you’ve been giving me the whole time,” he said, “then I’ll go down on you.”
“I haven’t been giving you any signals!” I shouted at him.
He snorted and shook his head. “And yet you’re about to go ahead and take those panties off just for me,” he said.
“For me too,” I said. I looked around the truck. “Just out in the open up here?” I said, and I hooked my thumbs in the waist of my panties.
“Adds to the excitement, doesn’t it,” he said.
“Little bit,” I said, and I pushed my panties down over my butt and lifted my legs to push them down my thighs. He helped me, pulling them off the rest of my legs and over my pointed toes.
I dropped my heels down into the backs of my thighs and hugged my knees to my chest and rocked on my bare butt side to side. “I don’t do this, you know,” I said.
“No one’s going to know,” I said.
“You don’t know Asia and Casey,” I said, and I covered my bared pussy with my cupped hand and dropped my knees wide open. “We share everything,” I moaned, and I laid my head back into the corner of the cab of his truck.
He folded himself over at his waist and came down on his elbows between my legs. One of my knees leaned into the metal dashboard, and the other pressed into the back of the bench seat. He kissed my inner thigh, he licked the perineum, and he plucked the lips of my pussy with his closed lips, and let them snap back down.
I groaned and heaved up in my chest. “I thought you said you were going to use foreplay and anticipation and make me laugh a little bit and shit,” I said up to the metal ceiling of his truck.
“Guess I’m a bit of a liar,” he said, and he sank his mouth down on my pussy and stroked the cleft between my lips. His tongue, at once hard and soft, was stiff and yielding, wet and hot.
I gasped hard and deeply and pushed the top of my head back into the corner over the seat. “You’re in so much trouble!” I groaned, and I wrapped my hands around both my thighs and pulled my legs wider open for him.
He licked me and kissed me and plucked me and strummed me. The immediacy was striking and the forwardness of it threw me off balance. I knew he was making me instantly wet, but it was a little late to hide things now. He pushed the tip of his tongue down inside my pussy and I inhaled sharply and arched in my back more deeply. He made my body shiver and my mind swirl.
I plunged my fingers into his hair and he wrapped his arms around my legs harder. He held my hips down. I pushed them up against his tight hold and he lapped at me so incessantly and so lightly and firmly at the same tine, I was quickly losing my mind.
The sun beat down on my body naked from my waist down, and birds sang and the breeze wafted through the front seat between our windows. I closed my eyes and fell into the moment. Something about him — you felt you could just take from him what you wanted, like nothing was going to be wrong or questioned or hurt. It’s good to be sensitive and communicative. But it’s also liberating to just let all that go. It’s what the alpha types don’t understand. Respect is how you get to the river. You don’t go to the river first to then get respect. It looks the same to the uninitiated. But it’s the opposite.
Wyatt was unrelenting. He circled me and infuriated me and made my dance in his seat and push my hips up into his face. He made me want to get down and dirty with him. He made me want to show him just how bad I could get. He swept his tongue up the length of the cleft between my lips and I contorted in the seat like someone electrocuted. I breathed as hard as a panting panther and I flared my eyes widely at the ceiling. He was doing to me exactly what I had done to him.
I scrunched my fists in his hair and tried to pull his head away from my groin. If he kept doing what he was doing, I was going to lose it. But he wouldn’t let me pull him away. He knew I didn’t want him to stop. I gasped and caught my breath and held it and scrunched up inside. He kept doing what he was doing without rushing and without pressing me. It made me want to rush him and press him.
He made my body shiver and my mind spin. He licked me like no one ever did before. I felt the spasms racing through my body and I knew I was done for. I tried to say something but I was already too far gone. I pounded on his back and twisted the fabric of his t-shirt in my fingers and thumbs hard enough to tear him apart. He kept his pace and pressure steady. I kicked him and screamed at the ceiling. He wouldn’t let up. I held my breath and muscle spasms ripped through my body like cross currents. I slapped the car seat and strained my body backward. My head stuck out the side window and I felt the hot, blasting sun on my face.
He lapped at me and my breath stopped. My body clenched tightly and my knuckles turned white. He licked me again and my whole body strained out flat as a plank. He lashed me again and I grimaced. He moved his tongue on me in the tiniest possible movements, and I hovered on the edge of the abyss, my whole body shaking like it was hooked up to electricity. He licked one more time and my lungs filled past the tops of their capacity. He held me there, wavering on the precipice. I felt like I was going to explode with tension.
When he sucked on my clit, I deflated like a pricked balloon. The release was like a floodgate opening. It was like an avalanche inside me. I flung myself over forward and contorted hard around and across his truck seat. I rolled and kicked and punched and strained all over his lap. 
When I finally caught my breath, I was a mess of sprawled limbs half over his lap and half on the floor of his truck. “Shit,” I said, and I struggled to pull myself up. I hid my face and hung over the side of his truck and half out his window. He helped me back into my panties and we laughed as he tried to get my leggings back on, too. He did up the laces of my shoes where I stretched my legs out over his lap.
He drove me home. “I can cook,” he said.
It was about dinner time. “That would involve me bringing you inside,” I said.
“You live with Asia and Casey?” he said.
“Good memory,” I said.
“Let me cook for all three of you, come on. I love to and I never get a chance. I’ve worked in back-of-house up and down the coast — let me see what you have in the fridge,” he said.
“Ramen,” I said, and I laughed and half hung out the side of the open door and I groaned. “They’re going to know, they are going to be able to tell,” I said.
“You’re really going to make me go back to Tom and Nan’s and little Charlie?” I said.
I snorted. “None of us have brought a guy out here before,” I said. “We’ve never had anyone over the whole time.”
He leaned over his steering wheel and looked around the deeply wooded and shaded property. “It’s a great spot,” he said.
“Quiet,” I said, and I nodded. “No visitors,” I said, and I laughed and covered my mouth. “Very private.”
“Just to meet. Then I’ll go get things I want to make, and I’ll phone before coming back from the store. That gives you guys a chance to talk it out and then you can tell me, yay or nay, no feelings either way, nothing to explain. We say our goodbyes and move on with our lives.”
“You make it sound so easy,” I said.
“I get it,” he said. “You’re not here for a long time, you don’t want to be tied down, you don’t want any strings,” he shrugged. “So you found a guy who’s exactly the same.”
I stared at our small shaded and private house and jutted my jaw crookedly. “They’re going to kill me,” I said. “But come in, let me introduce you, you can look in our cupboards and fridge, and then you go straight back out and go buy stuff — we’ll give you money for it,” I said.
He shrugged. “Might be helpful,” he said.
“And then, what, you’ll call from the grocery store?” I said.
“And you tell me what you all decided,” he said.
“Well come on in then,” I said, and I looked at him over my shoulder and snickered. “I can’t tell who’s going to be all over you first, Casey or Asia,” I said. “They’re worse than me.”
I came in the side door, clomping loudly over the low wood deck on purpose. I didn’t want to completely shock them. “In here!” I said loudly so they knew I was with someone in case they weren’t decent. We’d gotten used to hanging around at home in panties and t-shirts only.
I stuck my head in first. It was like they’d been listening the whole time. They were both standing in the kitchen with their arms folded over their chests.
“So this is Wyatt,” I said, and I brought him up behind me. “Wyatt,” I said, “this is Casey and this is Asia.”
He nodded and stifled his grin and went to our fridge and bent over and examined it thoroughly. Casey popped her eyes widely at me and Asia dropped her chin down to her chest. When he came back up and spun around they both resumed their stoic dead-inside stares with their arms over their chest.
“So,” he said, “any allergies?”
We all shook our heads. “Give me 30 minutes,” he said, and he bounded back out the door and we heard his truck start and peel out of our driveway.
We all watched out the kitchen window until he turned onto the road. Asia was first. “Oh my god!” she screamed, “he’s so effin cute!”
“Where the f did you find him?” Casey said.
I didn’t want to tell them that I only ran into him earlier that day at the back door to the church. I shrugged and blushed but they could tell. They got it out of me, too — everything that Wyatt and I did, and where, too. They reacted like they were the world’s most strict prudes. When my phone buzzed, I looked up at them both.
“What am I saying?” I said.
“You’re telling him to get his butt over here and feed us girls!” Casey shouted, and Asia and her high-fived and hollered. “The man’s a chef, didn’t he say?” she said.
“You heard that?” I said.
“We heard everything!” Asia said, “you forgot how effin’ quiet it is out here!”
I told him it was safe to come back.
The meal, of course, was exquisite. We hadn’t eaten like that in forever. Even more interestingly, Wyatt felt so quickly like one of us, even though we were so different in so many ways. Asia, Casey, and I were college girls. Wyatt was — it turned out — a real artist but he never went to college. The three of us girls went everywhere and did everything together, but Wyatt was what you’d call a lone wolf, though you wouldn’t know it the way he laughed and teased and carried on with us. Mostly it was how easy-going and natural we all were around him. It felt natural, which was very unnatural.
Asia started it, which amazed me, because between the three of us, she was easily the quietest and most reserved, even if she is the kinkiest, in her mind at least. She came back from the bathroom minus her pants in just her pale blue panties and crop-cut tank top.
“What?” she said to me with flaring eyes, giving me the look I gave her right back. “It’s hot. It’s just Wyatt, anyway,” she said, and she snorted.
Wyatt was on the couch with me, and Casey was on his other side. Asia sat on my lap before squishing herself down between Wyatt and me. “Blanket,” she said, not even taking her eyes off the screen where we watched a show. She held her hand out over my lap.
“Thought you said it was hot?” I said.
“Cold now,” she said. “Sue me.”
I rolled my eyes and pulled the blanket out from the shelf of the table beside the couch and threw it over her. I squinted my eyes watching her fling it out over Wyatt’s lap, too. What was she up to?
It was dark out and we didn’t put any lights on. The main room of our little house was lit up only in the flicker of the screen. We’d all been talking and laughing earlier, but we all fell quieter as the evening drew on.
Asia kept squirming and fussing like she couldn’t get comfortable. She slumped deeper down in the couch, pulling the blanket further up the front of her body. She was annoying me. I looked down at her but she refused to lift her eyes to mine. Only her head was left propped up against the back of the couch, with the blanket was up to her eyes. Her legs were folded under her. I shook my head and rolled my eyes and went back to the show.
Only a few minutes later, I glanced down beside me. Asia had pulled the blanket right up over her head. And her head was moving up and down and in small circles under the blanket, and very slowly, too. Also, her head looked like it had shifted over to hover over the top of Wyatt’s lap.
I looked up to Casey on his other side who was also noticing it, and her and I met gazes with equally wide-open eyes. We both dropped our chins to our chests. It was Casey who yanked the blanket off Asia’s back.
“Oh my god, Asia!” I shrieked. Her head was bobbing in Wyatt’s lap. She lifted her face and I saw the length of his gleaming, glistening cock slide out of her mouth slowly and at length.
She lifted her delirious face to mine. “I couldn’t help it,” she groaned.  She wrapped her hand around his cock and pumped it in her hand before dropping her mouth back down over it with a loud moan.
“And you!” I said to Wyatt. 
He shrugged and reached his arm around behind my shoulders and pulled me to him. We kissed — I didn’t mean to, but I was too shocked to prevent it.
“What the fuck, Brenna!” Casey said, and she pulled on Wyatt’s chin and rotated his face to hers. She kissed him deeper, harder, and longer than I did. He stretched his other arm out around her shoulders, too. She glared at me.
“This is so wrong,” I groaned, but I lifted my hips and pushed my shorts down and off my legs. Casey laughed and squealed and she pulled her knees up to her chest and pulled her shorts off as well. It was like a competition. We were challenging each other with how far we’d go.
I pulled the blanket away from Asia and I stood up. I pulled her by the shoulders up and off his cock. She protested and fought me but I dove down under her and sank my mouth down over his cock under her.
Casey pulled my hair which shocked me and she laughed and fought me to push her mouth down over Wyatt’s cock next.
“Girls, girls!” Wyatt said, “everybody gets a turn.”
I slapped his face, but lightly. “Pants off!” I said to him. “And stop being gross.”
“Yeah!” Asia said, and she threw herself into his spot on the couch and kicked him with her bare feet until he stood in front of us. Casey put music on and started clapping her hands and whooping and hollering. We all started shouting at him, “Dance, dance, dance!” and we pushed ourselves together shoulder to shoulder down the couch. Maybe it was because we hadn’t had much fun like that in so long that we all went so overboard so quickly together.
Asia tore off her white tank top and Casey and I looked at each other and shrugged and pulled off our t-shirts, too.
Wyatt smirked and stood in front of us. He did a strip-tease dance, spinning around and dropping his clothes slowly and seductively. We never had so much fun! I don’t think he did, either, looking down in front of him at three cute college girls, me in my white panties and bra, Asia in her blue panties and bra, and Casey in her brown panties and bra.
Wyatt dropped his shorts facing away from us and pulled his arms up over his head and shook his hips. We squirmed and laughed. He turned around and jiggled his body to make his semi-hard cock flop up and down violently against his tummy, and we shrieked. It was still clean innocent fun, wasn’t it?
“Wait, did you used to do this for a living or something?” I said, and I looked sideways at him with a grin. He danced very well and seemed to have no issue being completely naked in front of three girls.
He didn’t answer me. He only stepped up to the couch with his arms folded over each other up and behind his head, and he planted a foot on the edge of the cushion of the couch and thrusted his hips at my face.
I cuddled his balls and caressed his cock and sank my mouth down over the length of it. Asia and Casey watched closely and gasped and dropped their mouths open and hugged pillows.
“Me next, me next!” Asia cried out, and he snickered and shifted down the couch and pushed his now-hard cock into her mouth. She sank back like she was given a drug, and she moaned with Wyatt penetrating her mouth deeply, pushing her head back into the back of the couch.
“Do me now!” said Casey, and she flopped back into the couch, slumped down, and dropped her mouth open. He shifted down and pushed the length of his cock into her mouth. She moaned out loud and lapped at it vigorously.
“Brenna made him eat her out,” Asia said to Casey beside her, and she looked over her shoulder at me and shook her head and pursed her lips. She sank back into the couch and curled her hips up to peel her panties down her butt and down off her legs. She hung her heels on the edge of the couch and spread her pulled-up knees. She caressed her bare pussy. She had so little hair down there, she looked completely shaved.
Wyatt glanced at me with his cock in Casey’s suckling mouth. “Don’t ask me,” I said to him.
He eased his cock out of Casey’s mouth and she squirmed and rolled on her side and clutched her hand into the front of her panties. Wyatt got down to his knees and Asia tittered and hung the back of her knees over his shoulders. He touched her pussy and she arched suddenly and flung her head back into the couch. He blew lightly on her pussy. She was almost already palpitating. He kissed her barely and her tiny body jerked and strained.
“Jesus, Asia,” Casey said, “what are you going to do when he actually goes down on you?” she said, and she scooped Asia’s hair from her face. She lifted her hips and pushed her panties down and off her legs, too. I had no choice but to take mine off as well.
I hooked my knee over the top of Asia’s knee and Casey laughed and did the same thing. Together we pulled Asia’s legs wider open for Wyatt. But we also pushed ourselves closer together against both sides of Asia’s hips and slumped down as deeply as her, too.  We weren’t unaccustomed to being naked around each other. But we’d never been sexual around each other like that before. Maybe all the teasing and laughing all summer changed us. Maybe not having any guys for so long changed us. We certainly never shared a man before.
Wyatt put his mouth over Asia’s pussy and I could tell from his cheeks that he was moving his tongue on her, and in her, too. She strained beside me and arched as deeply as a gymnast. Me and Casey widened our eyes at each other over top of Asia’s writhing little body between us.
But then Casey’s head shot back like she’d been shot and she arched in her back even deeper than Asia had. Wyatt had seamlessly moved over between her thighs and took her pussy in his mouth. Casey contorted and squealed. I chuckled. She was the neediest of us all that summer, and had been complaining only the day before about how long she’d gone since getting head.
I shouldn’t have laughed, though. I didn’t even see Wyatt slide over the three young nubile and naked laps, before he took me with his mouth and ravaged me like he had Asia and Casey. I sprang back into the couch and cupped my hands over my breasts. I might have climaxed from him going down on me only hours earlier, but I was just as needful as Casey all over again.
He got up and walked away from us leaving us all panting and spread out on the couch, and he went to the kitchen to get water. It was Asia again who changed things up. She tore her bra off and ran into the kitchen. She pulled herself up onto the counter and spread her legs. “Fuck me!” she ordered him, and she laid back on her shoulders with her spine arching up deeply under her. She writhed completely naked over the counter and squeezed her small breasts up at him.
Casey tore her bra off and dashed to the kitchen too, and tried to climb up his body, hooking her legs over his hips.
He backed up pretending to be horrified and we all laughed. Asia slid her body around the top of the counter as though chasing him with her pussy. Casey hung from his shoulders and tried to catch his cock with her pussy. I tore my bra off and turned around on the couch and pushed my ass up where I knelt over the back of the couch. “I get first fuck!” I shouted. “I found him!”
Wyatt shook his head and grinned. Casey squealed and laughed, and Asia moaned and squirmed all over the counter. We got carried away play-fighting over who got to fuck him first. He darted out of the kitchen and Casey chased him. He ran around the back of the couch and I chased him out from there. He went down the hallway and Asia chased him right out the back door.
The house was so private that everybody running around outside on the deck and lawn completely naked was not going to be a problem. The floor of the surrounding forest was mossy and soft. He ran from tree to tree and we chased him, flushing him out and laughing and teasing each other and tickling and fighting.
There’s a little creek that twists and turns around the tree trunks back there and he slipped and fell down on his back beside it. Casey leapt onto him first. Asia and I struggled to pull her up and off him but she ground herself down and pulled on his cock up until she shoved her pussy down over its length.
She arched and cried out like a woman stabbed. Me and Asia gave up trying to push her off him and instead laid down in the cool moss by the side of the babbling creek and kissed Wyatt and his body and probably Casey too, it was hard to tell what was him and what was her. I think Asia and I even kissed each other all over our bodies. It was that kind of night.
Wyatt rolled Casey off his hips and came down between Asia’s legs. She guided his glistening cock into her sopping pussy and he pressed her into the ground under him. Casey and I started necking and then fingering each other, probably not realizing what we were doing. I started eating her out, too, raised on my elbows and knees between her pulled-up knees. I never did that before. I wasn’t thinking. We weren’t like that, but I guess that day, we were.
I didn’t know Wyatt was behind me on his knees. Asia was laughing like a nymph and guiding his cock into my pussy. He buried himself into me in one long, smooth stroke, and I howled at the trees.
The four of us rolled around in the moss and sucked and fucked and kissed and licked and touched and rubbed everything everywhere. I climaxed in tiny ways and big ways and Casey seemed to be experiencing one long climax the whole time. Asia orgasmed in a really cute way that she tried to hide every time.
We all laid ourselves out in front of Wyatt and laughed and kissed him until he came all over our bodies and faces. Exhausted, we all went in and took turns in the shower.
We made Wyatt sleep on the couch and we all went to our rooms. It was like we didn’t even have to say it — we just knew, nobody gets to sleep with him overnight. I never liked sleeping — like really sleeping — in a shared bed, anyway.
In the morning, Casey, Asia and I went on the deck with our breakfasts and talked quietly while our male guest slept on the couch inside.
“He’s pretty cool,” Casey said. “He’s got the same idea as us.
“We’re already paying the rent here, we have the space,” Asia said.
“Where?” I said, glaring at her.
She laughed and looked down in her bowl. “The little room at back?” she said.
“Works,” Casey said.
“And we don’t charge him rent?” I said. “It’s a tiny room.”
“Not if he’s going to cook like that for us!” Casey said and she laughed out loud.
“Probably save us money,” I said. “Eating out and ordering in all the time, the way we do.”
Asia and Casey agreed.
Wyatt appeared at the door. We all squealled and ducked forward. “Do the laundry too,” he said. “And keep the place tidy — I like doing that shit,” he said.
“How long were you listening?” I said.
“I wasn’t spying, I just got up,” he said.
“You like doing laundry?” Asia said incredulously.
“It’s when I’m able to think, it’s when I come up with ideas,” he said, gazing off into the forest around us. “What’s that?” he said.
He spotted amidst the trees the half-shed, half-barn that was nearly re-consumed by nature, it was so overgrown. “A painting studio,” I said, but I was joking.
He went to it and came back a little later. “I will fucking cook, I will do all the laundry, I will clean and keep it tidy around here every day . . . ” he said. “ . . .if you let me use that barn.” We barely even remembered it was there.
“Be our errand boy?” Casey said, and she laughed.
“And service us when we need it?” Asia said, and she shrieked and buried her face in her cupped hands.
I stared at him with a grin. “Careful what you’re proposing here,” I said. “We might just love that, you know.”
“If you guys pay for groceries, I’ll buy them and feed you. I’ll look after everything,” he said with a nod. “Cleaning, laundry, fixing shit, everything,” he said.
“And paint all afternoon in your studio barn,” I said.
“Write all morning, paint all afternoon,” he said, “and make love all evening.” He snorted.
“I can get used to that,” Asia said, and she pulled her knees up, she clapped her hands, and she squealed.
“Think you can handle all three of us?” Casey said. She teased him with her fingers moving down the front of her chest.
“I think he did okay at his audition last night,” I said, and we all laughed.
He did, though. All three girls were acting just like you’d expect the morning after being supremely satisfied sexually, and after such a long time, too.
“Should I go get my things at that house then?” he said.
I looked at Asia and Casey. We all nodded together and we all grinned widely. “One rule,” I said. “Nobody falls in love,” I nodded firmly. “And that includes you too, Wyatt!” I said. “Promise!” I said solemnly to the other girls. We stacked out hands on top of each other and I looked over at Wyatt. He stepped over between our chairs and stacked his hand on top. Together, we all repeated it: “No falling in love,” and we vowed it with one big shake with all our hands.
That was how it started. Wyatt piled into his truck and bumped and squeaked through the trees and out to the main road, off to collect his stuff. Casey, Asia and I got busy with our books and computers. The day was like any other. But the nights . . . . they were very different.
It felt like he’d been living with us the whole time, only the place was always clean and tidy now, the sheets and clothes were always laundered and folded at our doors, and the fridge was crammed with incredible food — and healthy food, too!
It was our very own little secret, tucked away out there in that small house hidden in the shadows of the forest. And it was suddenly a perfect summer. 




II

Asia’s aunt and uncle lived in the city nearest the tiny town that me, Casey and Asia adopted as our own for the summer college break. They called one day out of the blue and said they had bought her a “house warming” present, and wanted to bring it out.
Asia groaned and hung her head on my shoulder. “I can’t have them out here,” she said. “They’re going to tell my parents everything they see. And they see everything!”
“What’s wrong with it?” I said.
“Believe me, there’s a lot wrong with it. This is not the life my parents envisioned for me.”
“So?” Casey said, licking out the cup of yogurt she was finishing.
“So!?” Asia cried out loud to her. “You don’t understand. They’re going to freak out. They’re going to think I’ve been kidnapped or that I’m a refugee or something. That’s how they’re going to see this place.”
“We can tidy it up,” I said. “Although I have to say, our little houseboy Wyatt does a pretty good job keeping it tidy.”
“He is a keeper, is he not,” Casey said,  nodding and smiling as she crossed the floor in her low-rise hipster panties, bright red and floral-patterned, to put her yogurt cup in the recycling — another of Wyatt’s additions to our humble abode. She drew all eyes to her magnificent butt, and she knew it. Casey was the show-off among us, for sure. 
“That’s just it,” Asia moaned, unable to tear her gaze from Casey’s jiggling, sashaying rear end. “They’re going to take one look at the fact that a boy lives here, and that’s going to be that,” she said.
“Where is Wyatt anyway?” Casey said turning around like she was on a catwalk.
Asia waved her hand out toward the fields and shook her head and sank deeper into the couch. She stared at the floor.
“Maybe we should go find him and tell him,” I said, and I made eyes at Casey and nudged my head toward the back door.
We went out onto the deck and looked off the edge all around. No sign of him nearby, we headed off to the studio-barn through the low shrubs and rock gardens he was working on, and peered inside.
“She really came out of her shell over first year,” Casey said about Asia as we carried on over the narrow winding trail toward the forest and the stream beyond.
“Or came out of her parents’ shell, sounds more like it,” I said.
“She even went a little overboard, didn’t she,” Casey said, and she covered her mouth and snickered.
“For a month or so there,” I said, and I laughed too and squealed. “She became such a slut! Oh my god!”
“Making up for lost time, I guess,” Casey said, and she snorted.
“Imagine, our little Asia, all grown up!” I said, and we elbowed each other and snickered and wavered down through the narrow path toward the forest shadows.
“We probably rescued her, the way she was going, sleeping with anybody who grabbed her,” Casey said.
“Parents think putting their daughters up in a dorm is going to protect them,” I said. “When all it does is put them on permanent display 24-7.”
“She was still a wild child even after she moved into our apartment at college,” Casey said.
“But at least she knew where she was!” I said, “when she woke up in the morning.”
Casey snorted and covered her mouth and we both jiggled in our shoulders, squelching our laughter. She pushed her wild, black and slinky kinks back from her face. Every time she did that, she made me shiver, she was so exotically stunning and gaspingly beautiful.
“Did she even tell her parents she stopped living in the dorm?” Casey said.
“You know, I bet she didn’t, knowing Asia. She’s too afraid to even tell them she went on a date with a boy,” I said. “Too nervous about their reaction — both ways,” I said.
“Both ways?” Casey said.
“It could be either no boys allowed, or it could be even a single dinner date would be cause for booking the wedding hall, depending on who his parents were,” I said.
We found Wyatt on the edge of the forest bent over with a bag in his hand picking at the ground half buried in the tall, swaying, sun-lit grasses. He looked like a pastoral painting from the 1800s or something.
“Which you got there, young man?” I said as we came up to him.
He stood up and turned to us. “Wild mushrooms,” he said, beaming. “I have a soup in mind for you guys,” he said.
This was nothing new or out of the ordinary for him. He didn’t forage for all our meals, but he liked adding a little something when he could to our plates.
“I believe this boy is living his very best life out here with us girls,” I said to Casey, and I hung my hand on her shoulder.
“You know,” she said, tilting her head as we crossed the grass to him. “I envy him his ability to get immersed so deeply in his own little things. All of us have college and careers and money and parents and rules and work and shit to deal with,” she said. “How does he get off so easy?”
I snorted. “Hey!” I called to Wyatt. “Asia’s aunt and uncle are coming out, we have to put on a show,” I said.
He was the most easy-going, relaxed man I’d ever known. He didn’t question it, he didn’t complain, he didn’t offer advice. He just nodded, took in the information, and stopped what he was doing to think of his next plan.
“Should cover that,” he said walking with us back in and gesturing with his chin out to the old, overstuffed couch, floor lamp, side tables, and rug we had arranged like a living room out in the middle of the meadow, facing west for the incredible sunsets. We had a tarp to pull over it to keep it clean and dry. 
We sat down on the couch, Wyatt between Casey and me, and we slumped, staring at the lowering sun with its high reaching rays flying out from under a line of orange and grey and green and yellow clouds bulging up in a slow-motion explosion behind the horizon. The outdoor living room was also Wyatt’s idea.
Casey dropped her hand in his lap, and when I glanced over to her, she shrugged, she grinned sideways, and she bit her lip. “What?” she said. “Do you think I like feeling like this all the time so easily?” She kept her dark eyes on mine even as she cupped her hand over his groin. “Can’t help it,” she groaned gutturally and grinned.
“Not as bad as Asia last year, I guess,” I said, and I snorted and shook my head and looked straight out at the blazing horizon. “At least you always know his name,” I said.
When I looked back to my side, Casey and Wyatt were already fully engaged in a make-out session beside me.
“You guys!” I said, and I snorted. I got up and wondered off in the meantime to pick every color of wildflower that I thought might make the place look nicer for Asia’s aunt and uncle. When I looked back a few minutes later, I could see Casey’s head of wild black kicks, as crazy as a fern gone wild, bobbing in Wyatt’s lap, Wyatt with his head back over the back of the couch, his mouth open, his hands massaging her shoulders and neck and temples. I smirked to myself and bent to pick a clump of radiant purple flowers. It was nothing new.
I walked further into the meadow and found yellow ones and blue ones and red ones and a color I wasn’t even sure what to call it, and thought I could ask Wyatt what it was called, he being the artist. I looked up and over my shoulder.
Casey had slipped off her panties and had straddled Wyatt’s lap. I didn’t like to stare or watch too much when one of us got it on with the boy. But the way her back, dark and smooth and undulating like a black onyx stone come to life, it captivated me. Her wild locs waved over his shoulder like water cascading up a beach in waves at night. His hands pushed up under her sleeveless t-shirt top, pushing it up under her hair and around her neck. Her brown bikini top stretched over her back. His hands wrapped around the front of it.
I could hear her high-pitched cries even over the breeze sweeping across the meadow. Their bodies were lit up like they were on fire on the old couch surrounded by the yellow-green grass, the way the flaming orange sun hit them straight on. I didn’t want to peer that close, but I could see light glint off Wyatt’s cock when it emerged, shiny and glistening, from inside Casey’s radiantly pink pussy lips, before she folded them back down over him and made him disappear inside her slowly, between her shaking and curling hips. Casey was the master of the slow-mo fuck.
I found flowers and meandered around and passed time until I heard Casey’s very own distinctive squeal and then her out of control laughter before I headed back to them. We all knew, by then, exactly how we all climaxed — when we weren’t faking it with a date, that is, but getting it for real with Wyatt. He was just that kind of guy — you didn’t need to fake anything with him. Ironically, that’s what probably made cumming with him so easy and so assured. And so loud.
“You about done then, slut?” I said to Casey when I came back up to the couch.
She was pushing her back down into the couch and pulling up her panties. “You should talk, at least I don’t prance around the house with the man’s cum all over my face and neck and hair,” she said, and she squealed and leapt up and slapped my waist.
I could only shrug. I didn’t know that Wyatt had made such a mess of me that time in my room. Casey never let me live it down, either.
“You get what you came out here for?” I said to Wyatt, and I pushed myself up on my toes and entwined my fingers in his fingers and kissed him on the neck and I chuckled. He was so cute and helpless when he was in post-coital recovery mode.
“She’s wearing me out,” he groaned through the side of his mouth as though trying to hide it from Casey. But not really.
She had entwined her fingers in his other hand. “Asia is the one who’s killing him,” she said. “That girl doesn’t let our man sleep at night!”
“Tell me about it,” I said, and I snorted and shook my head. “I mean, she sounds so sweet when she’s getting it good, but all night?”
Wyatt shrugged guiltily but wisely kept his mouth shut. I hip-checked him and laughed. “Like you have no role in the matter,” I said. “Maybe don’t give it to her like that so much — you’re spoiling the girl,” I said.
“I’m mostly just lying there doing nothing,” he said.
“That’s the problem,” Casey said. “That’s the kind of shit that makes Asia go wild.”
We crossed the deck and pulled open the back door. Casey didn’t put her t-shirt back on and I had taken mine off too, since I was going to go in and change for Asia’s aunt and uncle anyway. I was in my white bikini top with the large metal hoop in the middle. We had been sunning on the deck earlier, Casey, Asia, and me.
When Asia said her aunt and uncle were coming out, I thought she had meant starting out then, from the city. Evidently, they were already in the neighbourhood when they called. They sat on our couch staring like they’d seen ghosts when me and Casey came inside in only our bikini tops, she in her panties, both of us holding hands like girlfriends with Wyatt, stripped to his waist as well, the way Casey left him after she did him.
Asia looked at all three of us and pursed her mouth tightly and squinted her eyes. She was dressed like she was going to work in an office, wearing her royal blue pencil skirt, dark nylons, sensible shoes, and white ruffle top with her cute, short, black doorman jacket. I couldn’t help the eruption of giggles, and we turned and scrambled toward our rooms to get dressed. The visit was not off to a good start.
When Casey and I filtered back out, we found the aunt and uncle unboxing some complicated Chinese cooking appliance on the counter. Its gleaming white and glass newness contrasted badly with the worn-out, chipped and cracked rustic kitchen we loved. It was old and rough and beat up, but it was clean, thanks to Wyatt, who was a bit of a freak about such things.
“It’s nice,” she winced at them. “But I’m not going to use it.”
“You’re not going to eat?” her uncle said, and he chuckled like he made some great joke.
“I eat, okay? I eat better than I’ve ever eaten before, in fact,” she said.
“You cook now?” her aunt said, feigning shock and awe at the concept.
“Wyatt cooks for us,” Casey said, stepping into the kitchen. I winced. Even I knew the existence of a man in the house was not a good thing to reveal at that particular moment. She knew it too. She twisted around and peeled her eyes widely at me.
“Who is this Wyatt?” her uncle said. “Is he . . . “ he paused. Then he said a word in Chinese that made Asia sink her shoulders and tilt her head at him.
“What did he say? I asked her.
“Rural,” she said. “Like the house.”
Her uncle shrugged. “Your whole family struggles for generations in this country, just so you can go back to the old ways like it was before we left?” he said, and he turned around to give her his back.
“He’s an artist,” she explained to him. “He cooks for us, he cleans, he does the laundry, and he lives in the back room,” she said.
“You have an amah!” her uncle said to her, shouting and twisting around and glaring at her over his shoulder.
“What’s an amah?” I said.
She jutted her jaw and rolled her eyes up to the ceiling with the gathering rage of frustration on her face. “It means like a grandma, a nanny, a live-in maid.”
Wyatt strolled in and completely ignored her aunt and uncle as he went to the sink to brush and clean his harvest of mushrooms. “Amah,” he said, as though trying it out in his mouth. “I like that,” he said. If Asia’s aunt didn’t get out of his way, he would have elbowed her when he reached behind her to fetch his bag of wild mushrooms.
I knew he was putting on his own kind of show. He was carving out his space. He was standing up to them. The kitchen was his, he was telling the visitors. He was also, I knew, telling Asia that her life was hers. One thing about Wyatt: He didn’t recognize authority very easily. Or tradition. Or rules.
Her aunt and uncle instantly despised him. But they shifted and shifted again to yield him his space — he was starting to fly around his kitchen wielding his knives and boards and pots and pans.
It might have been a rustic and simple kitchen lacking the appliances and stainless steel of a modern kitchen, and he might have had few items in it, but what he did have was, each little thing, good and useful. He had one knife, for example. But it was the best knife. He had one pot. But it was the best pot. He was like that as an artist, too. Very few brushes, very few tubes of paint. But what he did have was expensive and top-end.
“We will have to tell your mom and dad about this,” her aunt said to her, even as she stepped back again and gave Wyatt his space.
“First you’ll eat,” Asia said in a firm tone I wasn’t accustomed to hearing come out her small mouth.
I narrowed my eyes at her. I also grinned at her. It was a first small step, but it was a step. I glimpsed a different Asia in that one single moment. I knew, too, that eating together was an act of peacemaking and compromise in her family. It was the equivalent of suggesting everyone sleep on it, when there’s been an argument.
We all three took her aunt and uncle around the property and down to the stream and showed them around while Wyatt cooked. Her uncle walked every step with his hands behind his back as though he were an official on an inspection tour. And I guess he was — Asia assured me that they would be giving a thorough and complete report back to her parents.
When we made it back to the house, Wyatt was still flying around the kitchen inside a tornado of bowls and utensils and towels and steam. We never went in much for ceremony around that house, and his idea of setting a table was to drop a clutch of utensils in the middle of the raw, dented old wood of the tabletop.
We all sat around it and he brought bowls to us that he filled with a ladle. I’m no connoisseur of fine dining, but the wild mushroom soup he made was like nothing I’d tasted before. I could see in the glances Asia’s uncle gave her aunt that they were shocked at what he served them. The sausage, the vegetables, the potatoes, everything was exquisite. He was clearly upping his game for Asia’s aunt and uncle — but his game was already top of the charts. This one, though, was like no other meal any of us had ever had. And he did it all with no warning, just to support Asia. We could all tell her aunt and uncle were impressed.
“Since you’re going to report back to my parents . . . ” Asia said, sinking back in her chair, knowing she had the initiative, after a meal like that. “ . . . why not stay in the hotel in town, and come out to our day school tomorrow morning and see what we’re doing there too,” she said.
“Oh I don’t know,” her aunt immediately said.
But Asia set her gaze on her and said something in Chinese.
“What’s that mean?” I said to her.
She turned to me and tried to think of how to say it. “It means,” she wavered her head to the side and put her eyes up to the ceiling. “It means that if you are going to tell on someone, it is only honourable to at least include the whole context,” she said, and she nodded at me.
“You are living with a boy!” her uncle said. “That is the context!”
“You’re going to tell my parents about how I live,” she said right back at him. “Fine. But then you are going to see how I live all of my life too, because this is only one part. I have a job, we run a school, I am studying, I’m going to be a teacher, this is all how I live too!” she said back at him.
I didn’t, but I so wanted to cheer and clap.
They left with her instructions on how to get to the old hotel. She even made sure, phoning the room reservation in herself.
We shut the door and collapsed on the couch, all four of us, shoulder to shoulder. “They want you to grow up and stop being a child, but they don’t let you make your own choices and be your own self,” Asia said to the ceiling.
We sat silently letting her debrief. “It’s like having sex with Wyatt,” she suddenly said.
I gulped and glared my eyes at the carpet. Casey and Wyatt pushed their eyes to their corners but did not dare to turn their faces to her.
“I’m serious,” Asia said, and she squeezed her hand into Wyatt’’s thigh. “It’s the way I can be completely selfish the way I take my sexual pleasure in him,” she said. “It’s because there is no pretext at all about a relationship with him, not a relationship like that,” she said. “We all do!” she said. “If there was a chance of a relationship, I’d be totally different with him.” 
She didn’t seem to notice or mind that Wyatt was right there beside her as she talked about him. But I guess that was part of her point. He was just so easy that way.
“Sex with Wyatt is liberating,” she said, “and way more fun than pushy and arrogant boys at college who you always have to worry about having too much fun with because they’ll get ideas about ‘the future’” she said, and she rolled her eyes and made air quotes. “Instead of just having sex for fun.”
“Right Wyatt?” she finally said, acknowledging him for the first time. She twisted her fingers in his shorts.
“Welp,” Casey said, and she got up and went toward her room. “I got things to do before tomorrow,” she said. “This day has been enough for me.”
“Me too,” I said. I went to my room and shut my door.
I came out a half hour later to go to the bathroom. The lights in the living room were off but I heard soft music still playing. I peeked around the corner in case they left it on. But I stopped and smirked.
Wyatt was on his knees facing sideways on the couch. Little Asia was on her elbows and knees in front of him. Her hand reached back and gripped his hips behind her. Her back arched down as deeply as a gymnast’s. Her blue t-shirt was still on, but it was bunched up around her neck, and her small breasts hung down so her nipples brushed the cushions of the couch under her. Wyatt held her hips in front of his hips and slowly, gently, pumped himself into her.
Her eyes were closed and her mouth was open. She pushed the heels of both her hands into the arm of the couch in front of her and dropped her mouth further open. She used to try to hide her sounds, but not anymore. She was not the noisy type anyway. But I thought she made the sweetest sounds of us all, so light and breathy and surprised-sounding all the time, like every fucking was her first.
Not for the first time that day did I see Wyatt’s slick and glistening cock withdraw from and plow back into one of my roomy’s pussies, all ripe and grasping at him. I could hear the faint suction sounds of him sticking it all the way into her, and I pushed my hand down the front of my shorts and found my own pussy, wet and full, and I bit my lip.
I felt so good for Asia. She stood up to her aunt and uncle and their threats. And what was more, she was sexual with Wyatt in a way she wasn’t able to be with other boys — she was selfish, like she said, she was having fun with it, she was expressing her liberty with it. I turned into the archway of the hallway and spread my legs around either side of the wall and projected my groin forward to squeeze my hand against my pussy harder. I inserted a finger into myself and recoiled like I touched an element on a stove. I didn’t realize I was that sensitive already.
Asia pulled away from Wyatt’s thrusts and carefully, slowly, rolled onto her back under him where he fell forward onto his hands and knees. I hid behind the wall and watched with one eye, rubbing my soaking clit and sliding my middle finger deep inside myself, watching them. Asia pushed her legs up around Wyatt’s waist and locked her ankles in his back. He leaned down to kiss her and she arched deeply and threw her arms around his neck. She pulled so hard in her arms and legs that her whole body lifted up from the couch and hung suspended from Wyatt’s frame. She was under him, but she was the one doing the fucking. She curled her spine in and thrusted her hips up to his hips from under him and she sank her pussy down the length of his dangling cock.
One thing I learned about Asia was that she climaxed more heavily and quickly if she was the one doing more of the activity than her partner. I think Wyatt knew that too. He just hung out there like that on his hands and knees while Asia, in the dark of the living room, started to lose her mind and go snake-like all over him from below.
He got up like he didn’t even know she was still clinging to his body, and walked to the kitchen to get water. She hung from his neck with her legs around his waist, and she bumped on him and cried out into his neck and reamed herself noisily on him. His cock gleamed in the light that came into the kitchen window, and my knees buckled so bad I had to hold myself up. He sat her down on the counter and they pushed the useless appliance out of the way and she laughed before laying down on her back in it’s place. And then Wyatt held her by her tiny waist, he pushed his hand over her small breasts, and he buried his cock in her tiny pussy hard enough to make her shriek.
She wrapped her fingers around the edge of the counter and held on. Her hair flew and her back arched up deeply. We all knew Wyatt well enough by then to know that when he started to hammer our poor bodies, he was close to ejaculating. We had unleashed the wild bull!
I couldn’t take it. I arched deeply in my own back with Asia, and I tilted my face up to the ceiling. My climax was soft and drawn out, but it was deep and hard, too. I was surprised by it, actually, the way it felt like it was my whole body that came. I managed to slide down the walls of the hallway and back into my room before Asia and Wyatt came out of the kitchen. I thought that it was good for her to enjoy some privacy for her time with Wyatt.
It was mid-morning at the church basement day school when the buzzer rang. This time we knew who it was. Asia was already busy with a small group of kids so I went up to greet her aunt and uncle. I’m not sure Asia even heard the buzzer. I brought them down the back stairs as far as the double doors into our space. From there they watched like nervous parents as Asia explained some new game to the five kids she was working with. Three were Chinese. We could hear her from across the room switch seamlessly between languages back and forth so they understood how to play, but also understood the English words. I saw her uncle nudge her aunt and raise his eyebrows at her.
One kid snatched the toy from another kid’s hands. I stood behind her aunt and uncle and watched them closely. They stared with unblinking eyes as Asia stopped the game, patiently waited for the kid to hand the toy back to her, and then had him express his contrition to the other kids. The uncle and aunt murmured to each other and nodded. The kid didn’t snatch again. Only then did Asia glance up and startle at the appearance of her aunt and uncle in the doorway.
We switched off and I took over her kids as she took her aunt and uncle around the place, but I knew the day was won already. They didn’t know she had been studying Chinese at college and practicing it every day. They didn’t realize that, as a teacher, she was instilling politeness and courtesy in kids. They didn’t know she was so traditional.
I heard her uncle ask her about her Chinese. “I’m American,” I heard her say, “but I’m Chinese too, right? Some of this, some of that — everything in balance,” she said. “Just like the ancient principles!” she said to him and she elbowed her uncle who nodded and chuckled. “I’m a good daughter, but I’m also my own person,” she went on with him. He continued to nod, watching our kids play. “I live there, but I work here,” she said, nodding firmly at him, making sure he understood her point clearly. “I’m dutiful,” she started again, but didn’t finish her sentence.
My own mind finished it for her: And she is indulgent. She is publicly restrained, but privately wild. A lady outside, a whore in the bedroom, I remember reading the phrase somewhere, and I smirked to myself. There was no better a description of Asia. Except, she was a whore all around and outside our house, not just in the bedroom.
That polite and courteous niece of yours, I imagined telling her aunt and uncle both, loves to sit backward on Wyatt in the couch reverse cowgirl style and slam him with her shuddering hips as hard and fast as she can until he erupts inside her and she oozes all over him, sweating, swearing out loud, and smarting from the heavy ass-slaps she loves him to give her.
In public Asia was easily the quietest, smallest, and most reserved among us three girls. In private, she was easily the most foul-mouthed, loudest-screaming, and filthiest fucker of us all. The most diffident in public when we were all out together, when the door at home closed, she was the most demandful of Wyatt, and the most aggressive of us all when it came to gulping him down her throat, spreading her legs standing up against the wall begging for him to take her, or attacking him outside, leaping on him and ramming her hips down on his pole. She left more scratch marks on him than any of us.
Wyatt made us our lunches and that day, he was smart to make one of his rice bowl lunches. We sat in the office with her aunt and uncle, all using chopsticks he supplied us with our bowls. Her uncle refused to believe that Wyatt made the food. Asia laughed. “Did you see any Chinese restaurants in town?” she said. He slowly shook his head, pointed in his bowl with his sticks and he murmured something Chinese to Asia’s aunt, who grinned.
“He says it’s good,” her aunt said, and she chuckled. “He never says anything is good!”
“I know you don’t approve of how I live,” she started up again, once everyone had good food in their stomachs again. “But some of my Chinese friends at college live with their boyfriends,” she said.
I could see his jaws clench.
“Because I live with my two girlfriends, Casey and Brenna, it cannot get like that,” she said. She knew exactly what her aunt and uncle feared: that she would get married too soon and miss out on her career. Her uncle was a scientist. They placed the highest value on education.
She pulled out her heaviest bat. “The nitrogen atom cannot bond with another nitrogen atom when it is already bonded to three oxygen atoms,” she said to him.
Her uncle chewed slowly, stared at the floor between them, and tilted his head slightly sideways. He was a chemist.
“But the three oxygen atoms keep the nitrogen atom just as stable as another nitrogen atom would, is that not correct?” she said to him.
“Not as stable, no,” he said quietly, correcting her.
“No, not as tied down,” she said with a grin and a nod. “But also not reactive to another atom, either,” she said, and she sat back in her chair and beamed with her refined analogy. She’d obviously been thinking it through more since she first hit on it. “Because there are three of us with the one, we cannot any of us be one with the one,” she said. “And so this is stable too.”
Her uncle nodded slowly and slightly — and for a lot longer than I thought it would take to understand what she was saying. “Nitrogen trioxide,” he said. “And  molecular nitrogen,” he said. “Both far more stable than nitrogen alone,” he said to his wife with a nod.
I stayed quiet. Casey was out with all the kids — she’d get lunch later. I’d have to tell her what Asia said about all of us, and how it convinced her uncle.
He agreed not to tell her parents about her “unusual” living situation — suggesting solemnly that she do so herself, but when she was ready to. They left on good terms.
We got back home after work and found Wyatt in the barn painting. We sat around the kitchen snacking and relaxing.
“Asia comes from the most strict background of all of us,” Casey said, and she nodded.
“And yet she’s the most wild, at least in bed,” I said as cooly observational as Casey.
Asia squealed and laughed and punched my shoulder and snorted. “I haven’t even told you my dirtiest fantasy!” she said.
We all grinned. “Do tell, girlfriend,” Casey said, and she stuck her tongue out.
“Probably nothing to you two — you’re so used to being out there,” she said.
“Who you calling a slut, bitch!” Casey said, and she gasped and slapped her shoulder.
“Try us,” I said, and I squinted at her and grinned.
“You know how you keep saying our fantasies form in our minds as exactly the opposite to what we are most constrained by?” she said low and quietly to me. “Real or imagined?” she added.
I nodded. I had said that. It was during one of our philosophical meanderings one night after Wyatt had somehow utterly and completely satisfied all three of us, and had wavered off on his wobbly knees and staggered back to his room to rest up.
“I imagine stripping. Being a stripper,” she said, and she immediately squealed and covered her mouth with her cupped hands. “Dancing for a man, with music like in a strip club,” she said through her hands that she opened and shut. “One of those things I could never act on, though,” she said.
“I don’t know,” I said with a shrug. “Isn’t Wyatt the perfect opportunity to act that one out with?”
“Wyatt?” she said, and she leaned back a bit and peered out our kitchen window toward the barn.
“I’m sure we can find some good old stripper music,” Casey said, and she laughed and held her nose to keep from tittering too much at Asia.
“There’s a particular song that always plays in my fantasy,” she said, making herself serious. Both Casey and I straightened our faces. She was serious.
“And what song is that?” I said.
She pursed her lips and pushed her eyes sideways. “That song about what girls don’t do,” she murmured.
“I Kissed a Girl, you mean?” Casey blurted out and she laughed. “Katy Perry?”
Asia nodded. “I want to dance to it. I want to strip to it,” she said. “I want to be watched, stared at,” she said. “I want to be an object of sexual enticement,” she said, and she bit her bottom lip and scrunched her hand into the groin of her shorts.
“Shall we ask Wyatt, then?” I said.
“I want to shock him,” Asia said. “Surprise him.”
“Stun him you mean?” Casey said.
The way Asia nodded and winced and forced out an “Uh-huh!” you’d think the girl was going to climax already. “Music on loud,” she said, barely able to force the words out.
“Like at that peeler joint we took you to last year for your birthday?” I said, and I frowned at her. “You didn’t like it, I thought.”  But that’s where the song came from — a girl stripped to it, and Asia stared all night.
“I lied,” she said, spinning toward me and glaring with wide eyes. “I wanted to get up on the stage.”
“Oh my god,” Casey said. “This is real for you.”
“Uh-huh,” she said again. “I wanna be looked at,” she said.
“You never want to be looked at,” I said.
“I know!” she groaned, and she tugged at the crotch of her shorts.
“Like now?” Casey said.
“Right now,” Asia said. “Let me go change,” she said, and she ran to her room.
Casey and I gaped at each other and widened our eyes. “Our little girl is growing up right before our eyes,” Casey said.
I could only shake my head and chuckle.
Casey found the boom box we used for parties and found the song Asia wanted, and lined up a few other Katy Perry songs while she was at it.
Asia took a long time, but finally emerged from her room. She was dressed in a tight choker-neck traditional gold-embroidered silk Chinese dress. I dropped my chin and bulged my eyes. She wore a white lotus hair band and a gold-chained red veil over her face, just under her coal-dark eyes. She wore a string of pearls that stretched from her wrist down between her fingers. She wore long pearl-drop earrings, a jewel in the middle of her forehead hung by a gold chain, an elaborate necklace that spread widely in a gold mesh over her chest, thin gold chains that hung from her hips, and strings of red pearls around her ankles. Her hair was pulled back tightly and tied in a bun.
The only thing not part of the traditional customary dress were the deep green velvet platform pumps. They gave everything from her toes on up a distinctly prostitute look. I nearly fell off my stool.
“I’ve been working on it,” she said quietly, and she shrugged.
Casey and I both gulped. She was exquisitely beautiful, even stunning. I looked over at Casey and she looked back at me with the same wide eyes. Yes, shockingly beautiful — but undeniably as steaming hot as a hooker, and a very top-tier expensive hooker, too. She could barely walk, her pumps were so tall. She took my arm in her hand and I helped her out the back door, over the deck, and through the yard to the barn door.
“Is this how you really want to do it?” I said.
“Don’t let me back out now,” she said. She was nervous. She was shaky. She gripped my arm tightly in her fist. I glanced at her eyes that were fixed on the barn doors we approached. I felt like a parent giving away the bride at her wedding — a very sexually-tinged wedding.
She stopped and tugged on me to pull me back from opening the barn doors. She turned over her other shoulder toward Casey and she nodded. Casey understood — she wanted the music to start before we flung the doors open and revealed her to Wyatt.
Casey hit the tunes. Asia tugged my arm. In tiny steps as stiff and straight as a bride, she approached the doors. She slipped her hand out from around my arm and clasped the fingers of one hand in the palm of her other hand and hung them in front of her abdomen standing before the barn doors as straight and perfect as possible. She inhaled through her nose and blinked her eyes and raised her chin. She looked like a perfect painted porcelain doll.
We knew Wyatt would have been looking at the doors. The music was loud enough to send flocks of birds out of the branches and into the sky, startled. Asia nodded at me once and put her eyes back on the doors. I flung them open.
The opening of I Kissed a Girl begins with a few bars of heavy drums, then a brief verse, before hitting hard on the chorus, “I kissed a girl!” We stood in front of the doors for the drum intro. When the verse hit, I flung the doors open and Asia remained standing there  stock-still facing Wyatt perched on his stool inside, his chin hanging down to his chest.
She bopped her head to the music ever so slightly. I gazed at Asia and I stepped inside, backward and away from her. She was radiating, caught in the blazing rays of the setting sun and beaming in her gold and red silk and chains. It was those damn platform pumps, though. God, but didn’t they just make you catch your breath!
The moment the song hit the chorus, Asia dropped her shoulders, she spiked one hip up, she raised her elbows up high, and she twisted her body like an electrified helix. She sashayed in her pumps sideways into the barn. She twirled around and spread her legs wide, pulling her Chinese silk dress up her white stockinged legs. She began to dance to the tune in a way I never knew she could. She stepped around Wyatt, stunned on his stool, turning and dipping, leaning back over and reaching her fingers out to barely touch his face behind her. She stretched her arms out widely and gyrated her thrusting hips at him.
I staggered backward and leaned against a workbench. My chin was on the floor. Casey was worse — she gaped at Asia and couldn’t even breathe. It was next level. She had obviously been practicing.
She stepped around Wyatt and arched deeply in her back to stick her ass out and she rubbed it along his thigh behind her. She bent so far back, her head hung upside down facing him, and she reached even further with her raised arms behind her, and caressed his face. She spun around and stood with her feet a yard wide and she opened the chest of her tight silk dress with a defiance that scared me. She hung her dress on her finger behind her on the end of her outstretched arm, and Casey realized she was handing it to her, and took it from her.
If her traditional gold and red silk dress was stunning, her jade-green lingerie underneath was killer. I gasped audibly. Casey was louder — “oh my god!” she groaned, and she covered her mouth with her hands. Wyatt looked like he stopped breathing altogether.
The mixture Asia gave us was bewildering. She remained in appearance traditionally Chinese, but in her body’s movements, she was wild and uninhibited. She strutted around him and preened and lashed at him with her tongue and pushed her hands into her breasts and down the front of her bottoms all jangling with gold and obscured by wisps of translucent fabric that whipped around her body as she contorted all over the floor in front of Wyatt.
The music was too loud to say anything. Asia stepped up to Wyatt and closed his knees to let herself straddle his legs and she gyrated her body right in front of his eyes. She caught his hands between her knees, too, and trapped them down against his thighs between her thighs. No touching, she indicated to him with a wagging finger between their faces.
She contorted and stretched and writhed in time with the music in what had to have been the most erotic lap dance every performed. She popped the clasp in her back and her jade silk scarf-like bra fell like fallen clouds from her body, revealing her small bare breasts to him. She swayed and shook and gasped at him and crunched herself down in her waist and neck like she was experiencing a long, increasingly hard climax the whole time.
She stepped back from him, pulled his pants and shorts off him and lifted his t-shirt off his head. She came back in close to him now naked, and danced between his spread knees. She remained in only wisps of silk around her hips that folded and tugged between her legs, and those infuriating green platform pumps of hers — plus the thin red veil over her face. She turned around and around and brushed his stomach with her tush and bent hard at her waist to cup her small breasts and tease his lips with her nipples, hard and erect.
She turned her back to him but looked down over her shoulder behind her and wiggled her hips and glanced with her eyes. He understood she wanted him to pull the last of her silk off her body. She bent over at her waist and held herself up holding his knees when he did so, making her completely naked but for her pumps, the thin chains around her ankles, her abdomen, her wrists and fingers and neck, and her long, dangling earrings, her rings around her fingers and thumbs, and the chain and jewel around her forehead. And the veil, still obscuring her identity.
She turned in tiny steps and faced him with her knees pressed together and bent, her stomach sticking out, her back caved in, and her chest pressed out to his face. She raised her arms straight up over her head and snaked her hands around each other, reaching for the high dark ceiling of the barn. When she caressed her hands down her arms, she pulled the sticks and bands out of her hair and shook her head to send her hair flying wildly around her face. And then she stepped back, she closed his knees, and she stepped over his lap again. With painted fingernails and long, jewelled fingers, she played with his hard cock, teasing him and tickling him.
She bent over sharply at her waist, pulled her veil up and back from her face, and, with her eyes painted black as coal, her lips crimson red, and her cheeks rouged in peach, she pushed her tiny mouth down over the head of his straining cock. She sank down all the way until her jewelled forward touched his stomach and her dangling earrings brushed his lap.
When she turned around she glanced at me through her smoky and glassy eyes. I knew that look — she was sexually aroused to the edge of the precipice. She had told me she loved the sinful anonymity of the reverse cowgirl fuck. Somehow, though, I thought it might have a better, more dignified name, the way she was doing it to Wyatt.
In only her veil and her pumps, she reached behind her back down both sides of her hips and she gripped his knees in both her tiny hands, and bent like someone carefully sitting down. Arching in her back and jutting in her chest, she threw her head back and let her hair fly over Wyatt’s face. She brought her hips down over his lap. I watched Wyatt’s rock-hard and straining cock disappear up inside her steaming little pussy. It was the most ceremonial fuck ever.
She hung her head down to her chest and rocked and rotated on his hips, dropping her mouth open and gasping loudly. Her fingers curled in and her nails scratched the skin on his knees. Her whole body shook. I knew she was climaxing.
But she was still restrained, for Asia. She fucked him like a bride. But then she got off his lap and walked to the thick and rough wood beam holding up the high roof and she wrapped her hands around it and stuck her ass up behind her and looked over her shoulder at him, beckoning him, waving the red cape at the bull, taunting him with her sopping pussy.
He got up and seized her rotating and gyrating hips in his hands and she cried out loud. The moment he touched the lips of her pussy from behind, she shot her hips out behind her and rammed herself down over his cock. The bride had become the whore.
What followed was a blur of wild, vigorous, and energetic sexuality. Wyatt had a couch and a rug in his barn. Like everything of his, you knew it was clean. Asia 69ed with him, she sucked him like a mad woman, and she fucked him in every position possible. She was an animal. She screamed and panted and hurt him. Sweat poured from both of them. The insides of her legs were smeared with her glisten and his pre-cum. I lost count of how many times she climaxed — she told me she never faked it, and I believed her. No one can fake the shuddering of a body like that.
Then the ultimate ending came, and I knew it was the biggest fantasy of all for her. So respectful, so dignified, so conservative and so dutiful — our Asia laid on the rug and writhed in front of where she made Wyatt stand above her, and he jerked his cock off until he spurted his seed all over her contorting and writhing body below him and all over the floor of the barn.
He shot himself on her pretty face and caught she caught him on her mouth and licked her lips. He shot her on her tiny breasts, and she rubbed him into her nipples. He covered her ribs and stomach and she twisted and curled like it was pleasure itself he was covering her in. She picked up strings of him in her long, fingers, and licked them off and tittered.
Wyatt finally fell back on his couch. Asia rolled on her side a moment before bursting up and running out of the barn and across the lawn to the house. I sank onto a big old chair and Casey slid down the beam she leaned against and sat on the floor. None of us could talk. We’d witnessed something so artful, we were transported off the planet by it.
Asia came back to the barn casually spooning yogurt from a cup in her hand, an innocent — and washed — face looking at us with slight bewilderment. She was dressed in a tank top with shorts and flip flops. She stepped through the barn doors and flopped down beside Wyatt on the couch. “What’s for dinner?” she said. “Hungry!”
She let her eyes pass over my bulging eyes like she was making a point of looking right through me. I glanced at Casey, and she had to turn away and purse her lips to keep from bursting out laughing.
To say we all got to know each other so much more that summer would be a gross misunderstatement.




III

Casey was chickening out. “It’s too much,” she said. She sank down onto the edge of one of the two beds in our hotel room.
Me, Asia, and Wyatt came with her to make sure she followed through and actually attended her five-year high school reunion. She needed our support. She was ripping herself apart with anxieties.
“It’s not too much, for you,” Asia said. She sat beside her on the bed and rubbed her hand up and down her back. “I know you can do it.”
“You don’t understand,” Casey said. She sucked a deep breath of air down deep into her lungs and barreled her chest up. “Let’s just say they know me a certain way around here,” she said. She turned her face up sideways to Asia and looked up through the sides of her eyes and through strands of her black, kinked hair into Asia’s eyes.
“I know!” I said, and I clapped my hands. “Wyatt can be your boyfriend! Just for tonight!” I said.
Casey snorted. “How is that going to look?” she said.
“It’s going to look like you have a very interesting and intriguing boyfriend,” I said, and I bulged my eyes at her and shook my head.
“So I’m just supposed to walk in there, this all-new Casey, going to college now, training to be a kindergarten teacher now, helping run a daycare now, living on my own with two friends, everything just so peachy-keen all of a sudden?” she said. She widened her eyes at me and shook her head with disbelief.
“I’m not getting it,” I said.
“Me neither,” Asia said.
Wyatt, though, nodded at her and chewed the corner of his cheek. “No one’s going to believe it,” he said. “Isn’t that right, Case.”
“They’re going to think I’m faking it,” she said, and she nodded at him. “They’re going to laugh in my face like it’s some joke I’m making. They’re not going to believe a person can change that much.”
“I’ve been there,” Wyatt said. “I know it. Can I tell you what you do about it?”
Casey snorted and smirked. “You can try,” she said, and she rolled her eyes up and shook her head.
He stepped up in front of her, reached down to her hands, and pulled her up to stand facing him. She nodded at him and settled herself. Her hands squeezed around his hands.
“It’s fucking rights you made something of yourself,” he said. “Goddamned right you look different.” He nodded at her once and firmly. “But with whatever you grew up in, you didn’t change yourself, you became yourself,” he said. “This here?” he said, stepping back and running his eyes down the front of her body and back up again. “This was always who you were, this right here, what you are now,” he said. “This has always been you, once you shed whatever shit they piled on you back then. It’s the fake Casey that they all know. This, though, is the real Casey.” 
I looked askance at Asia and she looked the same way over at me. I widened my eyes. We didn’t know Wyatt had that in him.
He liked my idea, of playing the role of her boyfriend for the night. “It’ll be fine.”
“How am I supposed to treat you?” she said to him.
“Treat me like we’ve known each other for as long as we’ve actually known each other,” he said with a shrug. “Minimize the lying.”
“So hold hands too? All of that?” she said.
“Hold hands, kiss, talk about funny quirks we do waking up,” he said.
We all laughed. We actually did all know each other’s quirks waking up — we’d been in each other’s beds almost as much as our own the whole time — at least since Wyatt showed up. All of us woke up in his bed a little too often, too.
The reunion was at a ballroom in the same hotel. There was a hotel bar attached to it that gave Asia and I plenty of cover to sit and watch unseen through interior windows. We got in place while Casey sat in the car breathing her way through it and getting her last-minute pep talks from Wyatt.
She was right, though: everybody remembered her, and it wasn’t for being homecoming queen by the looks on their faces. When Wyatt and Casey stepped through the open double doors and into the huge ballroom, literally everybody turned and stared. No one smiled, no one came rushing up, no one waved. Whatever it was they thought she was back then, nobody seemed the least bit full of joy to see her now.
But our Casey was strong and brave. She took the first step and pulled Wyatt behind her, cutting a chin-up path straight through the middle of the room. There was a bar against the far wall. She turned and put her smiling face directly in front of Wyatt’s face, which, to be honest, was as mortified as ours. “What are you having, honey?” she said with an easy, wide smile, and she pushed herself up on her toes and kissed the tip of his nose. I saw her squeeze his hand hard enough to make him flinch.
She told us on the way down. “I didn’t have very good friends,” she said. “We were poor, for one thing. Kids were too afraid to come over to our side of town. We did some things, the crew I ran with,” she said. “Things I’d rather not say.”
“So different from me,” said Asia who looked at the flat yellow farmland passing in a blur out the side window. “I used to crave having parents who’d let me out and not follow me around every little thing I did or who I was with or where,” she said.
“Somewhere in the middle, maybe,” I said with a snort. “Not supervised 24-7, but not cut so loose either.”
“I’m the first of anyone I know in my entire family who ever got a degree,” Casey said.
Asia snorted again and they held hands in the back seat. “I can’t think of anyone in my entire family who was ever allowed to not get a degree,” Asia said. “At least one.”
“And now look at us,” Casey said, and she squeezed Asia’s hand in both of hers.
Now Asia and I were sitting in the hotel lounge bar watching Casey and Wyatt navigate around the ballroom, Wyatt looking calm but wary and Casey looking like her face was cast in plaster with a smile glued in place. They headed for our bar and we both ducked our heads down and turned half away.
“Just lost a little nerve is all,” Wyatt murmured to Asia and me as he pulled Casey behind him through the bar and to the stairs up to the rooftop patio. Casey was pressing her lips tightly together and turning her face away — even from us. But I saw her eyes, and so did Asia. She was tearing up, she was barely holding it in. Somebody must have said something. I looked up through the windows into the main room. I was sure I saw a group of other girls laughing and glancing at the back of Casey as Wyatt took her away.
Asia and I gave Wyatt and Casey some time to settle down before we crept up the stairs to the rooftop ourselves to see how she was doing. There were signs saying the rooftop deck was closed, but obviously they had gone out on it. We peered around. There were loungers along a wall and rows of trees in planters and strings of point lights hung across the tops of trellises. We couldn’t find them at first, but when we came around the closed bar, we saw them against the wall.
They were sitting on two loungers, facing each other close enough for their knees to interlock. Wyatt had his hands around Casey’s waist and Casey had her arms hung over his shoulders. I knew Wyatt would make her feel better. I had a feeling Wyatt grew up in something not unlike what Casey grew up in.
Asia sidled up beside me quiet as a mouse. We parted the gigantic fern in front of us and we both snorted and smirked. Wyatt had kissed Casey on the mouth. He made her laugh too, with something he said. We weren’t close enough to hear. They murmured to each other some more, and it was obvious that Casey was quickly getting over what she had been distraught about earlier. They were tittering and kissing more enthusiastically by the second.
I made to come out from behind the ferns and join them, but Asia tugged on my elbow. “Let’s just not right away,” she said in a whisper, and she gestured with her chin to look through the ferns again. I looked where she was looking. She was smirking, too.
Wyatt’s hand was moving up Casey’s side, and her hand was sliding down over his shoulder, down his arm, and into his lap. She was dressed in a red floral ruffled mini dress with a choker neck and sleeveless shoulders. They began kissing romantically more than in a consoling way. It was clear that things had changed when Wyatt slipped his hand around the front of her chest. He gently pressed his palm into her breast. Casey didn’t move away or push him off her. She instead wrapped her hand around his wrist and pulled him against her chest harder.
They laughed again with their foreheads pressed together. Casey glanced around left and right and Asia and I both instinctively ducked. I don’t know why we felt it necessary to stay hidden, to spy on them. But we both flared our eyes at each other when we agreed — with looks alone — to stay hidden and watch some more. We both wanted to see what was going to happen.
Casey slid her ass off the edge of her lounger, but only enough to push herself seamlessly onto Wyatt’s knees, and then to slide herself up into his lap. They were full on making out. We could even hear Casey breathing hard. Asia and I both cupped our hands over our mouths and our shoulders pushed up. We were snickering at her. We were happy for her.
I had to look around and check the stairs for myself when both of Casey’s hands got busy in the shadows down between their bodies.  If someone came up, I’d maybe have time to warn her and they’d have time to disengage. I felt like a guard for my friend.
Asia was doing no such thing. When I realized that she had pushed her hand down the front of her jeans, I gasped at her and nudged her elbow. But she bit her lip at me and dropped her mouth open. She wasn’t in the mood to stop rubbing herself, watching Casey and Wyatt getting it on. I think Casey wasn’t the only one who changed since growing up.
I looked back through the ferns. I had to blink a few times to adjust my eyes. Casey’s hand moved up and down between their stomachs and wrapped around what I knew could only be Wyatt’s cock. She had taken it out right there on the hotel lounge rooftop patio!
“Oh my god!” I whispered hard toward Asia’s ear. But when I looked, she wasn’t even registering me. Her eyes were nearly closed. Her arm moved furiously. I glanced down. Her entire hand was inside her jeans.
“Asia!” I whispered harshly to her and I lightly slapped her wrist. But I giggled too. I reached out and squeezed her little breast just to tease her.
Casey and Wyatt adjusted themselves on his lounger so that he leaned against the back with his legs stretched out its full length. She crouched on her knees and elbows between his legs and stroked his cock in front of her face, lashing her tongue up and down over its underside, and kissing the head. She was tittering too. She was laughing. I could see her fingernails flashing in the light where she pumped her hand up and down his shaft glistening from her saliva. She raised her face over him, she sank her head down between her raised shoulders, and she made his cock disappear between her big, wet lips, all the way down.
Wyatt stretched back against the lounger and draped has arm over his eyes. His body planked out under her and his legs stretched out. Casey pumped her mouth and hand up and down on his cock with a particular enthusiasm. When she pulled up and walked on her knees over his torso, he tried to push her off and hold her back. But she tittered and struggled against him. She was forcing herself on him.
I could see Wyatt lifting his head and looking around in fear. But Casey kissed him all over his face and pushed him down to lay his head back on the lounger. I wanted to tell them both, go for it, I got the door. But I liked that they didn’t know Asia and I were watching them.
Casey laughed the way people do after they’ve had a bit of a cry — it was borderline maniacal. She knelt up straight and high over his lap and pulled the short ruffled layers of her skirt out so that it fluffed up and settled down around Wyatt’s lap under her. Asia and I both saw her yellow hipster panties. We knew that was the only thing left between them when she crouched back down over his body and covered him everywhere with kisses.
She suddenly pushed her hips up like a jackknife over him. Though he was shaking his head “No!” she reached up under her dress, and with alternating hands, she pulled her yellow panties down to between her knees. Wyatt helped her get them off the rest of the way. He stuffed them into the pockets of his jeans.
When she came back down over him, both Asia and I gasped. She turned to me to say something, but her words were stuck. Mine too. We both gaped at each other — until she simply started kissing me. It was startling and it caught me off guard. But of course, it wasn’t the first time.
We broke off our kiss only when we heard something. We looked through the fronds of the fern together and saw Casey lay her forearms down to the sides of Wyatt’s head, and we saw her hips rise and fall in that telltale way. We knew she wasn’t just teasing him anymore, we knew she wasn’t just rubbing on him. Our suspicions were confirmed when Wyatt reached around her body and massaged her rising and falling ass. He pulled her skirt up inadvertently and showed us her bare body from her hips down. We were behind them. We could see Wyatt’s cock, thick and straight, gleaming with moisture in the light of the night sky, before disappearing between the grasping, folding, and suckling lips of Casey’s delicious and steaming pussy.
He pulled her skirt up around her waist and he gripped and squeezed her butt as it rose and fell proudly in the light of the night. Her head fell down into his shoulder. Her body heaved. Waves rode up her spine and back down again. They kissed some more, but it soon became a focused, non-talking, frantic and straight-up fucking session.
Wyatt rolled out from under her and rolled up onto his knees. He pushed himself behind her butt that he pulled up with his hands around her hips. Casey dipped her head down and rested her face on her arms folded on the lounger under her, and he bounded into her, jolting her body. Her cries made me spin around and check the stairs behind me. I looked down and found Asia’s free hand pushing hard to get down inside my jeans. I looked, shocked, at her face, but she was groaning out loud and dropping her chin to her chest. She wasn’t seeing me or hearing me. She had one hand busy inside her own panties, and the other feeling their way under mine. It didn’t take her long to find my slit, wet and full. She made me stagger. She was shaking and rough. Her finger rubbed my clit and she made my knees buckle. “Jesus, Asia,” I groaned.
We could hear the slap of Wyatt’s hips against Casey’s ass, and her cries and moans filled the cool night sky. I’m not sure what her former classmates would think of her if they found her like that now. But somehow, at some time during the party downstairs, I think Casey got past caring about what any of them thought anymore.
She rolled over in front of Wyatt and spread her legs apart and pointed them, straight to the tips of the toes of her peep-toe platform pumps, as he buried himself into her. Her back arched so deeply, you could see clear through under her. Wyatt is one of those men who doesn’t pound his ladies — unless he discerns that that’s exactly what they might want at that moment. He was good at reading girls that way. And Casey wanted it — hard and loud. Girls say it’s not like porn and they don’t like it so hard. But once in a while, there’s nothing better than having your hips pounded. This was definitely one of Casey’s moments.
She cried out louder. I looked around. Asia rubbed me, she didn’t care. Her hand was frantic inside her panties, and inside mine. “You’re going to make me cum!” I moaned to her. I meant to warn her, but she only grinned and caught her breath. Casey was breathing hard and losing her breath, stopping and grunting. Wyatt was slamming her into the lounger so hard, its feet skidded over the floor of the patio.
Casey gasped in short, sharp, and high-pitched breaths. I could see her nails dig hard enough into Wyatt’s shoulder, she would have been drawing blood, I was sure. Wyatt wasn’t noticing, though. I could tell from his own sounds, his own jagged breath, that he was just as close. Asia was already struggling to hold herself off, wavering on the precipice. It was all too much for me. The cool night air, the black sky overhead on the lounge rooftop patio, Casey overcoming her fears of finding out who she really was, Asia surprising me yet again with how much she revels in losing herself, and Wyatt — Wyatt always somehow there for each of us when we most needed him. I realized we were having one of those summers you think about the rest of your life.
I cried out loud. It was long and high and deeply sexual. I covered my mouth and squeezed my legs shut. Asia did the same thing right beside me but she didn’t cover her mouth. She bit my arm and her body shook all over. I realized mid-climax that we were cumming at the same time. But before we both collapsed onto the floor, I looked through the ferns. Wyatt and Casey weren’t noticing Asia and me because Casey was climaxing particularly loud and hard on Wyatt at exactly the same time. Even Wyatt was grimacing with his eyes clenched as though in severe pain, too. I knew the look. I managed to keep my eyes open long enough to see his whole body stiffen up hard, and then explode.
Casey yelped — I knew it was because Wyatt shot his cum into her pussy. It makes her cum hard herself, and when she cums hard, she always cries out super-loud. Asia was rolling around on her back and clenching her teeth and pulling her knees up to her chest beside me on the floor of the patio. I curled up too. It was a powerful climax all around.
Asia stirred me and gestured for us to hurry and go back down. She was right. If we weren’t in the bar, they’d know we’d been watching them. And their little affair was probably something best kept private just for them. We scrambled up and got back down the stairs.
Only a few moments later, Wyatt and Casey came through behind us. I couldn’t tell if Wyatt looked at me because he knew we watched, or because he was communicating something else. But Casey was a woman transformed. When she went up the stairs, she was a hurt girl shaking with pain and fear. When she passed by Asia and me on her way back into the reunion party, she was a strident, don’t-mess-with-me grown woman. I marvelled at the transformation.
We could see her in the party ballroom. She was laughing, she was swinging from Wyatt’s waist, and she was striding past certain tables with the swagger of someone who won and knew they won. She even did the big hair flick going past the table of girls who were earlier laughing at her, and she passed them so closely, she bumped the back of the chair of one of them. She looked tough. She looked confident.
When they finally came out, winded and satisfied from dancing in front of the whole room, we piled into the elevator and whooped and hollered all the way up. Me and Asia went down to the hot tub before anyone else in the hotel came out for it, and a few minutes later, Wyatt and Casey joined us.
I started it when I leaned over across the suds to kiss Wyatt on the cheek and thank him for looking after Casey so well. I meant it in more ways than one. Asia then did the same thing on his other cheek. Then, with Casey watching and smirking from across the small pool, Asia and I couldn’t help ourselves, and started necking with Wyatt at the same time. I don’t know what it was about that man, but everything always turned sexual with him around.
I reached down in his lap and found Asia’s hand already there. We play-fought for his cock. He always amazed me how quickly he could become hard all over again. When we got out to cool down, I took Wyatt by the hand and lead him down along the main pool to where there were three cabanas. I looked over my shoulder at Asia and Casey who smiled and waved at me knowingly. I knew they were murmuring to each other about me, but I flipped them the bird, I untied the sides of the cabana and let the curtains enclose us, and I crawled up between Wyatt’s legs.
“You think it’s okay?” he murmured.
I snorted. Without answering him, I yanked his swim suit down to his knees and quickly sank my moistened lips down around the head of his cock. He gasped and wrapped his hands around the sides of my head, trying to keep me off him. But I hung myself more heavily, and powered through his resistance. I felt his thick, heavy, hot cock fill my mouth enough to make my jaw stretch open. I slipped my flat tongue forward and curled it, pressed it, up against the underside of his cock. I shot it forward and back and side to side holding the rest of my mouth still. It made me snicker inside — I knew that he could hardly stand that.
I pulled up and slobbered all over his chest and gripped his cock under my chest and pushed the wet head all around my breasts where they hung down to him in my bikini. “I climaxed watching you and Casey up on the roof,” I said.
“I know,” he groaned.
I snorted and sank back down the full length of his cock, pushing him into the back of my throat. He made me do crazy things. He made us all do crazy things — and yet it was never him starting it.
We heard other people come down, and a moment later we heard someone climbing into the cabana next to us. It was Asia and Casey. Me and Wyatt laughed, and then they laughed too. We talked like that, and tittered at each other through the two closed fabric walls of the cabana. But we also moaned and groaned and gasped and breathed, too, all within blind hearing range of each other. I sucked Wyatt’s cock slowly and deeply. I rotated around on top of him and he pulled my bikini bottoms aside to find my pussy with his lips and tongue.
Whatever we were doing, Casey and Asia were having an even harder time keeping their noise down next door. Just as when Asia and I were watching Casey and Wyatt go at it on the loungers on the bar rooftop patio, so me and Wyatt got off on hearing Asia and Casey right beside us distracting each other with licks and kisses who knows where. I found out later they were doing 69 just like us. “69 squared,” said Asia in the car. Leave it to her to find the math in it.
“We have to get out of here,” Casey said. She was right. She had former classmates all over the place. We all made ourselves decent and came out from our cabanas. A number of reunion classmates were in the pool and the hottub. Just like she did when she was in her red ruffled dress in the ballroom, Casey strutted her stuff like she knew she had it, all the way down the side of the pool and hottub, sashaying with her walk, making sure every set of eyes male and female were watching her. It was like when she first walked into the ballroom, only this time, it was an entirely different look on everyone’s faces, especially the men.
She pushed herself up against Wyatt and laughed like he had said something terribly funny. We all threw our arms around Wyatt’s waist. We all pushed ourselves into his body and laughed. You should have seen the look on the other men’s faces. We all got on the elevator in our bikinis and shorts and laughed without control all the way up.
We took turns showering in the hotel room. It had two king size beds. While Casey dried her hair, I showered. When we came out in only our towels, we both stopped, stood, and blinked. The lights were down and the TV was on. We saw Wyatt in one bed, propped up against pillows behind him with his arms folded behind his head. A large lump moved forward and back over his body and under the white sheet.
It was Asia. Again. She squealed and shrieked and popped out from under the sheet laughing and sticking her tongue out at us. She had been sucking Wyatt off the whole time we were in the bathroom. Does that man ever need time to recover? She laughed and dashed past us completely naked — it was her turn to shower.
Casey and I got up on the other bed. Wyatt looked over and smirked. “Girls only!” I said, and I snickered. We pushed the sheet and blanket off and rolled around on the bare bed together. Our towels didn’t last long. Casey genuinely turned me on with how she overcame all those judgemental people. We started necking and touching each other’s face and body.
“We watched you on the rooftop, Asia and me,” I said. I had to tell her. It seemed wrong not to.
“I know,” she said, and she snorted and pushed her leg up over my hip and rubbed me with her knee. “I liked it,” she said.
I rolled over on top of her and pushed her down under me. I was on my knees and elbows and I pushed my chest down into her chest and turned my face sideways to Wyatt. “When did you guys know we were watching?” I said. I dragged my naked beasts all over Casey’s naked breasts and ribs and stomach.
He was watched with passing interest as me and Casey writhed in our naked, just-showered bodies all over each other. “Me and Casey walked past you to make you come up,” he said. “Casey wanted you to watch.”
I looked down at Casey under me. She squealed and wriggled and covered her face with her hand. I kissed her until she removed her hand and we closed our mouths on each other and moaned deeply together.
“Why did you want us to?” I said, when I brought my mouth up off of hers.
She turned sideways to Wyatt. “What is it about you?” she said to him. Her hands drew down my body and around my waist. She pushed with her heels and shoulders and pressed her hips up hard into my hips. “We never did anything like this until you showed up.” She dragged her pubic bone over my groin the same way I had been dragging my breasts all over her torso.
“It’s true!” I said, and I gasped at the realization. I pushed my knee up between her legs and she lifted her knee to press me between my legs at the same time. We rubbed ourselves against each other. I think she was getting as wet as I was getting. “We were just three girls running a daycare and living happily in the woods by a stream,” I said. “Look what you turned us into.”
Casey looked up at me and held my face and kissed me deeply. “We never do anything unless he’s in the room with us, have you noticed that?” she said.
“And when he’s in the room with us,” I said, curling up and kissing Casey down her neck and over her chest. I sucked on her nipple. “We do everything.”
Asia came out of the bathroom wrapped in a towel. She took one look at what was going on, let it drop where she stood, and leaped onto the bed with Casey and me.
“It’s girls only on this bed!” I said, and I grabbed Asia around the waist and rolled onto my back to lift her little body in the air over me. Wyatt smirked and watched from the other bed. Casey got up and went to the bathroom. “Brenna, come in here!” she called. Me and Asia looked at each other and went over to peer inside.
“Sit!” she said, indicating the toilet seat she put down. She started carefully doing make-up on me. She told me before that doing make-up was a way to meditate for her.
“Do me too!” Asia said, and she sat on the edge of the tub.
We ended up taking turns and going overboard with the makeup that the three of us had in our bags. Casey started doing my hair with her irons. We did our eyes and our lips and our hair and we even trimmed each other’s pussies. It felt like a girls’ night up there in that little hotel room.
Asia leaned out and, without showing herself, shouted at Wyatt to put our suitcases near the door and go back to bed and not to peek. But he had a surprise for us, the little devil! When Asia looked out the door again, she saw amidst our bags a bottle of champagne and three stem glasses.
By chance, all three of us packed pink and white satin nightwear. We were just naturally like that. We might have only met in a class at the beginning of last school year, but the more we shared, the closer we grew. When we came out of the bathroom, we might each of us have been looking like a girlfriend ready to seduce the balls off our man. But it didn’t seem to bother any of us, or even be acknowledged, that all three of us were so ready to seduce the same man.
We sat on the bed with our drinks and toasted our developing friendship, if that was what it could still be called. I wanted to congratulate Casey on overcoming her fears about her past, whatever it was. Casey congratulated Asia on overcoming hers, too, with her family and their rules. Then they both congratulated me for finding Wyatt.
“But he was just there,” I said, and we all turned our attentions over our shoulders to the man of the hour, stretched out like king shit on his own bed, legs straight out and crossed, arms behind his head, a grin on his face. He had taken pictures of us when we were whooping it up with the champagne he snuck in for us. That’s one of them on the cover of this book.
It’s amazing to me how in sync all of us were. With no words spoken, we all put our glasses down. We spilled our bodies over the side of our bed. And we crawled up over the side of his bed, each of us laughing and playing at being panthers, stalking him, prowling around him, pawing at him on our hands and knees. I knew he loved how we all looked like we were ready to go to a wedding with our hair and make up.
Asia leaned over his face and started kissing his forehead and cheeks and chin and mouth. Casey laughed and started pulling the sheet down his body with her teeth. I snorted and knelt at his feet high up on my knees, and I pinched my nipples through my satin top and contorted for him with my head thrown back as lustful as a porn star.
“What do guys like about porn so much?” I said to him.
“They like it when it’s the ultimate male fantasy,” Asia said, and she lifted her knee over Wyatt’s lap and walked toward me until our bodies bumped together. She surprised me with how vigorously she took my mouth with her mouth.
“They think that this is what girls do with each other all the time, when left alone,” Casey said, and she tittered. She pushed herself behind Wyatt’s back and sat leaning over his shoulder with her legs wrapped around his waist from behind. She reached into his lap and slowly, lightly, pulled on his cock. She rested her chin on his neck and said, “It is what they think, isn’t it?” she said, and she kissed his ear.
Asia and I got carried away kissing each other and feeling each other up. But it was all Wyatt’s fault. We would never do it if he weren’t there watching. Casey stroked his cock and bit his ear. Asia pulled on my hand and we came down together over his lap. It was Casey who bent his cock over and aimed it at our faces where we kept kissing each other with our chins on his thighs.
I chuckled. I had already told Asia in the bathroom what her eyes did to me when she used them like that, and now she wouldn’t stop. Casey held Wyatt’s cock and I kissed the side of it, my eyes holding Asia’s eyes as hard as she was holding mine.
She kissed the other side of his cock. I lapped at it once, and she did the exact same thing. We started licking and kissing the sides of his cock together. Casey wrapped her hand around the base of his cock and squeezed it and stroked it. She kissed his neck and licked his ear and murmured something to him. It turned me on even more to see her and Wyatt getting closer. Asia kept her eyes on me even as she went over the top of his cock and took the head down between her lips. I then did the same thing. We both flicked our tongues at the sides of the head of his cock, kissing each other on the lips at the same time, his cock between us.
Asia sank her mouth down the length of his shaft first, but then I pulled her hair, I laughed, and when she came up, shocked, I stuck his cock in my mouth and took my lips down further than she did. I taunted her in the bathroom about being able to take our man deeper down in my throat than she could. She started pulling my hair the way I pulled her hair. When I came up, she pushed my face with her face and shoved herself down as hard and deep as she could over Wyatt’s cock.
We started play-fighting over his cock, pulling each other’s hair, twisting each other’s nipples, and biting each other. Casey watched with her chin resting on Wyatt’s shoulder, her hand around his balls, tickling and playing with him.
Asia, as usual, elevated things. Pulling hair and pinching nipples and nipping at each other is one thing, but she started petting my pussy. My body jolted and shook. It wasn’t fair. I clenched my fist in her pussy right back. She was more wet than I was. We started rubbing each other even while we fought for turns to kiss, lick, and swallow Wyatt’s cock.
I wasn’t even fully aware that Wyatt’s body was jerking and twisting. Casey kept murmuring in his ear and massaging his balls, wrapped around him from behind, her ankles locking in his abdomen. He stretched and twisted and found her mouth with his. She curled her arms up under his and held him down like a wrestling move, not letting him get me or Asia off his lap. She moaned louder than Asia and I were moaning, too.
We fought so hard for his cock in our mouths, we didn’t even stop to check on him. It caught me by surprise, even though his body was straight out on the bed under us, his hands were slapping at the sides, and his neck muscles were straining and bulging. Casey was doing everything she could to hold him down on his back over her. We were so into each other’s body, Asia and me, we didn’t realize Casey was also squirming and crying out loud from behind Wyatt. All her muscles were as bulging and strained as ours were.
Asia and I were both closing our mouths sideways around the sides of Wyatt’s cock, our fingers pumping in each other’s pussy, when his ejaculation caught us both off guard. It arced up in a high-shooting string from between our mouths. Asia quickly lowered her mouth over his cock. I could tell he filled her — her cheeks bulged from his cum.
She pulled off and I closed my mouth around his cock and sank down. He shot several more times inside my mouth. His body squirmed and twisted so much, pressing back against Casey behind him, she lost it, erupting in a wildly-flailing mass of spasms. Asia was still fingering me. I exploded on her hand, shivering and stiffening and sliding down like an avalanche. It was her that did it to me — her orgasms were always so entrancing to watch, the way her whole body seemed to seize up, her fingers curling, her eyes clamping shut.
When Asia and I came to, we stretched to look up behind us. Wyatt and Casey were slowly and gently necking. We rolled off and went to the other bed. Casey and Wyatt stretched out together and pulled the sheet up over them. We all fell asleep quickly. But sometime in the middle of the night, I woke up. I could see in the dark the profile of Casey in silhouette riding Wyatt, her arms straight down, her hands pressed into his chest, her hips rising and falling on his hips, barely covered by the sheet that had fallen away from them. She was trying her hardest not to make any sounds. But she wasn’t successful. I closed my eyes and smiled to myself.
Asia turned out to be awake too. She pushed herself up against my back, spooning me. “They’re so beautiful together, aren’t they,” she said in a soft whisper into my ear from behind and she kissed my hair. I twisted around and kissed her on the mouth and we fell back asleep.
In the morning, we left. The reunion was still going on for lunch and dinner and social games all day, but Casey said she had had enough. “Mission accomplished, girlfriends,” she said. We drove back talking about the upcoming school year. It wouldn’t be long before the summer day-school was closed and we had to move back to our college town. But we didn’t mention any of that. We just talked about the classes we were going to have.
I stared out the window to my side. We only started living together when we came to that little town to run their summer day-care. Otherwise, we were all strictly dorm girls. And Wyatt wasn’t a girl. He wasn’t a dorm guy. He wasn’t even a student. We still didn’t know exactly what he was, when he wasn’t living with us, doing our cooking, laundry and cleaning, and having his art studio barn. And “looking after” all of us girls . . .
So many questions. It seemed the more we learned about each other, the less we knew about ourselves. I leaned my head down on my arm stretched out along the window of the door, and I looked over at Wyatt where he curled his fist over the top of the steering wheel. He looked back at me over his shoulder and smiled. He made me grin and blush and look away. But we were going to have to think of something, weren’t we.




IV

Time had come for our final goodbyes. Summer was over and teacher college was beckoning. Asia, Casey, and I reluctantly prepared to head back to the city. The magic of the little blue house in the forest by the stream was withering faster than the cornflowers. But not before one last big-time bash!
We’d packed up our cars. There wasn’t much beyond a suitcase each, anyway, because the house came to us furnished, complete with cutlery in the kitchen and sheets on the beds. We planned to have one last lunch from the hands of our in-home culinary artist Wyatt before hitting the road at noon.
Asia looked at her phone. “It’s only 10,” she said. We were all a bit forlorn about leaving. But we only then noticed that Wyatt wasn’t even around.
“He’s not leaving till the end of the month,” I said. “He’s got more to pack too — easel and paintings,” I said.
“Maybe we should look for him, though,” Casey said. The look on her face told me she thought maybe there was more to his absence that morning than just lacking a need to pack so soon. They always had a connection, her and Wyatt, ever since her reunion weekend.
I found him at the top of the old rickety ladder up to the barn loft. He was leaning against a thick, raw, slivery post in the barren, old-wood half-loft of the barn, knees up, arms behind his head, staring out the two-story-tall bank of dusty windows that looked out over the forest, the ravine, and even parts of the winding stream behind it.
“Hey,” I said, unsure if I should climb all the way up or go back down.
“Hey,” he said without turning.
“So, um,” I said. I glanced down the ladder I clung to. Asia and Casey below urged me to keep going up, rolling their hands and nodding madly at me. He twisted around.
“Yeah, so, me, Casey, and Asia,” I started again. “We thought we could treat you this time — the last time! Ha! To lunch. That we made. Isn’t that fun,” I said. I looked down at them and glared with bulging eyes. They glared with eyes just as bulging back up at me.
To my surprise, Wyatt hopped up onto his feet. “Sounds great!” he said with an especially wide smile. He even clapped his hands. “Let’s do it! Get ‘er done!”
“Okay,” I said. “Well, it’s a picnic we made,” I nodded at him. “Just sandwiches. We made a cheese board too, though!” I said. “Asia got come cheese, ha!” I said. “She doesn’t even like cheese, does she,” I said.
“Let’s just go,” he said again.
“It’s just down below,” I said. “We made a picnic. We brought out a blanket and everything!”
“Just,” he said, clenching his teeth and pulling his lips wide and tight. “Let’s just go down then, go down,” he said.
I stepped down the ladder and looked with wide eyes at Asia and Casey and shook my head. Wyatt came down after me. He planted himself on his wide-spread feet with his hands on his hips. He scanned his eyes around the blanket the way we set it with the cheeseboard we made, and plates with sandwiches and grapes and glasses of wine and tarts for after, all spread around the middle of his barn-studio floor.
We stood in a row on the other side of the blanket, the three of us shoulder to shoulder, our hands clasped in front of ourselves. I knew it was a risky idea. We all knew instantly we shouldn’t have done it.
Wyatt twisted his face all the way around and away from us. I could see he had shut his eyes. And then he rubbed them.
We looked at each other. Asia took a big breath. I went down on my knees and started to pack the food back into the basket. Casey stepped gingerly up to him and moved her hand around his back an inch away from rubbing him.
He spun around and glared at us with dark eyes. We froze. I could tell Asia and Casey thought the same thing I thought: we did something terribly wrong.
“It’s just . . . “ he started. He stared at the food and drink on the blanket. “I never had no friends like you guys before,” he said. “And it’s just,”he said, and he swallowed hard. “I don’t know where to go after this . . . ” He stumbled and cleared his throat. “ . . . after this ends,” he added, and he ducked his face down and rubbed his eyes more.
The stark difference between us had never been laid more bare in that moment. We’d carried on all summer like we were all of one kind. But one of us was not a college student, one of us was not going to be a teacher, and one of us was not returning to the dorms on campus at the end of summer.
Asia and I came up to him and we both lifted ourself on our toes and kissed his cheek. Casey kissed the back of his neck and rubbed his shoulders. He threw his arms around our backs and we all hugged. And then, being who we had been all summer, we started necking. Asia started it. Casey and I pushed and fought over kissing him next. Casey put the music on after all, and she cranked it loud. We danced together with our hands around each other’s waist in a tight circle, laughing and twirling.
We fell down on the blanket and fed each other the grapes and poured wine in each other’s mouths. Asia might have started the summer being the most deferential, but by the end, she was the most promiscuous. She started taking her hoody and sweat pants off. Casey squealed and rolled on her back and whipped her jeans and hoody off, too. I had to join in, I had no choice. We started to laugh hysterically, stripping ourselves to our panties and bras in the late morning shafts of light that streamed through gaps in the barn’s windows.
And then we started to strip Wyatt down. He pretended to resist, but we play-fought and held him down and tickled him and teased him and dragged our tongues and lips all over his body, pulling his t-shirt up and off, his jeans down and off, and his shorts off, too.
Asia unclasped Casey’s bra and Casey let the collapsed straps fall down her arms. She took her own bra off, as well, and mine too. We knelt together on the blanket, hugging, kissing, and pressing our nude bodies together, me in pink panties, Casey in white panties, and Asia in blue panties. We didn’t plan it like that, but it might have looked that way. Wyatt laughed the way a person does after a good cry.
Soon we were rolling around all over each other on the blanket. Wyatt’s three girlfriends play-fought like kittens trying to suck his cock. We fingered each other and laughed. I slipped under Asia’s groin on my back where she hunched over Wyatt’s lap and sucked on him, and I sucked on her pussy. She started pumping Wyatt’s cock in her mouth with that edge she shows when she’s really turned on. Casey knelt over his face and teased his mouth with her pussy lips, giggling and biting her lips.
Our panties came off. Our four bodies writhed as one all over the blanket on the barn floor. It was hard to tell what belonged to who. I laughed because I caught myself sucking on my own finger at one point. Casey shivered with her hips rattling over Wyatt’s face. I kissed her mouth and she climaxed with loud moans inside our mouths. Me and Asia took turns sucking his cock, one suck after the other, and Casey, recovering from her climax, joined us.
We laughed and put ourselves in a row, shoulder to shoulder, and made Wyatt sit on the couch with his legs spread as wide as he could. His arms were spread wide, too, over the top of the couch to his sides. His three girlfriends tittered and smirked and laughed and took turns sucking his cock. We tried to lick and kiss its length at the same time. We knew he loved watching. We made sure it would be a time to remember for him.
We all knew he was coming near the brink. We were all pretty hot, too. But it still caught us by surprise when he spurted straight up into the air. Asia and I were licking and kissing his cock at the same time along opposite sides of it. Casey pushed between us and shoved her mouth down over his cock before he shot again. Asia pushed her off and caught his next shot in her mouth. We didn’t plan it that way, but it appeared perfectly choreographed. I caught his last spurt in my mouth. All of us sat back on our calves between our harem master’s spread knees and laughed as we let his cum dribble out our mouths and hang from our chins. Asia caught mine and rubbed my tits with it. I lifted myself over Casey and French kissed her with my mouth full of Wyatt’s cum, and her’s too. It ran down our chins and over our breasts.
We passed his cum back and forth between our mouths and rubbed it into our faces and necks and chests and stretched it between our fingers and laughed. That’s when we heard a car pull up outside. Casey leapt up and peaked through the half-open barn door. She turned back to us with sheer terror on her face. It was the operator of the church daycare.
We could hear her tap on our house door and call our names. I could see her out a barn window looking around and starting to head toward the barn. We panicked and ran around throwing on whatever clothes we could find. Wyatt ran up the ladder naked and laid down on the floor of the loft to hide. I pushed his clothes under the couch. We had three seconds to check each other’s faces and wipe his cum from our cheeks and hair.
“There you all are!” she said, hands on hips, feet spread, filling up almost the entire barn door opening. She was not a svelt woman. The one thing we noticed about that town — people didn’t like phones. They preferred face-to-face, even if it was just a message. And her message was simple and short: “The principal of the school would like to see you before you leave,” she said. She didn’t have to refer to him by his other role in that town: the sole reserve police officer. It didn’t have its own real police. He was it.
“Now?” I said.
“Now,” she said, as she turned and waddled back to her car. You could never read her. She was just as perfunctory whether the occasion was celebratory or disciplinary. We watched her car back up, turn around, and squeak and groan back out onto the main road and away, back toward town.
“We could just leave,” Asia said.
“We need the reference,” Casey pointed out.
Wyatt hung his bare legs over the edge of the loft above us. “Could be just to thank you,” he said.
I looked up at him and shook my head. “The memo about separation of church and state never made it out here,” I said up to him. “Pretty sure somebody found out what we’ve doing out here.”
“Chair of the school board owns the house,” Casey said to him. “That was her.”
We knew there was no option but to face the music. It was a sombre last drive back into town for us. Not for the first time that day had the fantasy world we enjoyed all summer been resoundingly shattered.
Casey navigated our way to the principal’s office in the elementary school. “Not my first time,” she said.
“My first time,” said Asia.
I squeezed her hand. “Yeah, me too,” I said.
The principal had a boardroom table in his office. Seated on one side were the two members of the school board. The chair, who was also the operator of the daycare and the owner of our rental home, was at one end. The principal was at the head of the table. She gestured with a stern face for us to take the three empty chairs down the near side.
“We’ve received shocking, and frankly, surprising news this morning,” the principal started.
Asia looked down like she was about to cry. Casey looked at me like she was getting ready to turn the table over and burn everything down. I gulped. But I nodded gently to Casey, trying to calm her. We all bravely looked at the principal, bracing ourselves for it.
“Our school opens for classes Monday,” she said. “Three of our teachers just informed us — all of them this very morning — that they won’t be returning. We are in crisis mode here.”
I squinted at the principal. The chair of the board, the owner of our house all summer, said, “We need three teachers right now — but we didn’t receive one applicant. We usually get a few at least, even when we don’t have an opening. Nobody wants to come out here.”
“So!” the principal said, slapping her hands down on the table. “The state licensing board — who I happen to personally know the chair of — has agreed on this one occasion to waive completion of the teacher education program to allow us to fill the positions, in extremis as they say, so long as a licensed, registered teacher would be able to speak to and vouch for your work running the daycare.”
“And,” the large woman who operated the daycare spoke up. We all turned to her. It was the first time we ever saw her smile. “I happen to be a licensed registered teacher.” She closed her eyes and nodded proudly. “And I at once told them you three ran an excellent program this summer and would make excellent teachers, too, of that I haven’t a single doubt!”
She spoke like that — like it was 1965 all over again. But we remained confused.
“We want to offer each of you a permanent contract, today, right now. I have the forms ready,” the principal said. “We need a kindergarten teacher, a grade one teacher, and a grade two teacher. You’ll start Monday morning — if you’ll consider it, that is,” she said. One of the board members reached over and patted her wrist to calm her down.
“We already gave notice on the house,” Asia said, as if that was the most pressing of the issues.
The big lady laughed and shook her head and wiped her eye. “Nobody is coming to rent it!” she said. “I assure you of that, though I do like what you did to it — it’s never looked so good!”
We all grinned and looked down. We didn’t want to admit we didn’t do anything to it, it was all Wyatt, whom they didn’t, as it turned out, know anything about.
“Listen,” she said, “if you three like it so much out there, I’ll sell the damn place to you if you want to become our three newest staff members. I’ll sign it over to you right now, if you want it,” she said. “I know you’d be good for the payments, three teacher salaries!” she said. “We could make your payments on it the same as your rent has been.”
We looked as one back and forth from the principal to the big lady, like confused fans at a tennis match.
“Why don’t I take you on a walk-through, show you the classrooms you could have, then you go have lunch and think about it,” the principal said. “I know it’s a big decision. I know this town isn’t exactly anyone’s magic dream come true,” she said, and she snorted.
Casey twisted her head and grinned at the wall. “Are you saying we don’t need to go back to college, that you’re making us teachers right now?” she said.
“I am saying exactly that. The board has already agreed. They’ll licence you today. We can sign you on as contract teachers this afternoon. They’ll waive completion of the remainder of your training requirements based on the summer school you ran.”
“We’re teachers?” Asia said. She squinted.
“You can be. We need you. Nobody else coming out here,” the principal said, and they all laughed sardonically.
“We’ll go for lunch,” I said with a single nod. “And we’ll come back with our decision.”
“We ask for nothing more,” the large woman said. “And look at that, you don’t even have to move. I mean, if you don’t want to!”
“You’ll be saving our skins Monday morning!” the principal said.
“Wouldn’t hurt to have some fresh ideas around the place, either,” one of the other board members said.
We went around the corner and piled into the bench seat at the back of the diner and we stood our menus up and squealed in silence at each other hidden behind them.
“Did she actually say we get our licences? We’re teachers?” Asia said, her mouth agape.
“Pretty sure that’s what I heard,” Casey said.
“I guess when they’re short, they can do that,” I said.
“Is there anything to think about?” Casey said.
“I’m ready,” I said. “I just couldn’t believe it right away.”
“So we’re done school?” Asia said, still struggling to comprehend it all. “We’re not going back?”
“You can go back!” Casey said. “Me? I’m taking the job!”
I put my hand in the middle of the table face down. Casey piled her hand on top. Asia looked at our hands. “Well of course I’m in!” she said, and she piled her hand on top.
We ate, we rushed back to the school, and we signed any piece of paper they put in front of us — and for the house, too. We just had to agree to pay her for five years at the same rate we were already paying her. It was a no brainer.
We drove back out to the house. “Who knew a small, dying town would give us all new lives,” Asia said.
“Works for me,” Casey said. “I think Wyatt is going to like this news, too.”
I was driving. I caught Casey in my rearview mirror. “Do you think we’re going to still get away with that?” I said. “It’s different living here for real — up to now, we’ve just been short-term summer hires.”
“Wyatt was talking about making a bedroom out of the loft in the barn,” Asia said. “Maybe not exactly living in the house would be more acceptable?”
“He could be our caretaker and protection, too,” I said. “Living in the barn.”
“I mean, we own it now, don’t we?” Asia said. “We can say we’re renting out the barn to an artist, a friend, our property caretaker.”
“He doesn’t pay rent, remember?” Casey said.
“He can be indentured to us,” I said, grinning. “He works off what he owes us in rent, cleaning, laundry, cooking, fixing the place up.”
“Our slave boy,” Asia said.
“Pretty good conditions for a slave,” Casey said, and she snorted.
We pulled back into the long, winding driveway of what — we still couldn’t believe it — was going to be our house once the papers were filed later that day. Wyatt came out of the barn and put more things in the back of his truck, not noticing us.
“May as well stop,” Casey said as she climbed out of the car.
He stood and stared.
“Better get back to work,” Asia said, smirking.
I got out and stuck my tongue out at him. “We’re your new landlord,” I said. He stood still, stunned by us. We told him everything that happened.
“Seriously, they just made you licensed teachers on the spot?” he said.
“Emergency conditions,” I said. “They don’t have anyone else.” I shrugged. “We’re it, their only option.”
“And the house?” he said.
“She’s giving it to us!” Casey said. “We just keep paying what we’re paying for the next five years, isn’t that mad?”
“But it’s yours now?” he said.
“And you can stay,” Casey said. She kissed his cheek and slipped her hand around his groin.
“Only maybe,” I said, “we’ll buy the materials if you fix the barn up — make your bedroom in the loft, insulate it, put a heater in kind of thing,” I said. “Maybe since we’re going to be teachers here, we need things to look a little better to anyone coming over, you know?”
“You’re going to be our property caretaker, you’re going to be working on it, and living in the barn instead of so obviously inside the house with three unmarried girls,” Asia said. “Makes sense?”
“I’ve never lived in any one place for longer than a few months,” he said.
“You can do whatever you want here,” I said. “Barn is all yours.”
“Besides,” Asia said, and she pushed herself up against him. “Would you really want to give all this up?” she said, snickering and chuckling. She pushed her hand down the front of his pants.
We didn’t have much time for fooling around, though. We weren’t returning to school, we were walking into our new classrooms, complete with kids, in two days. We had a lot to get ready.
Wyatt moved his stuff back in and busied himself figuring out what he had to do to make the barn into a home for the winter. He agreed: if we were all going to be full time residents of the small town, we’d have to do a better job of hiding how we lived. The barn would have to be his home at least for appearances.
Our first day as teachers was hectic. But all the parents knew about the three teachers who suddenly left, and Casey, Asia and I were praised as heaven-sent saviours just for agreeing to stay in town and take the jobs.
We all had errands to run after the first half-day, getting supplies, photocopying, etc, and I got home first. We’d all agreed that we needed to give Wyatt some time and space. He had been through a lot, and now we were asking him to put down roots like he never had before.
I went out to the barn to find him. He was up in the loft cleaning and drawing out his ideas. “You need a staircase instead of a ladder to your bedroom loft,” I said to him from the floor. “If you want your girlfriends to come up at night.”
He snickered and came down the ladder. “First thing I’m putting in,” he said. We plopped down on his couch and put our feet up on the wire spool he dragged home one day.
“This place is already looking pretty cool,” I said. “Looking at it now as a place to live.”
“You just wait,” he said. “You’re going to want to kick me out and live here instead,” he said and he snickered.
I stretched with my neck and pushed my lips to his cheek. “Thank you for staying,” I said.
“Nowhere else to go,” he said.
I twisted my fingers in his fingers and kissed the back of his hand. “You have everywhere to go,” I said. “But you chose to stay with us.”
“Have you seen what you guys do to me?” he said.
He made me laugh. He leaned over and we kissed on the mouth. That always did it for me. We started running our hands around each other’s hair and neck and shoulders.
“So you’re a grade 2 teacher now,” he said. “How’s it feel?”
“Like a lot more responsibility,” I said, and I snickered.
“You need to relax,” he said. “You work too hard, baby,” he said.
It made me snort.
He unbuttoned the front of my new blouse. I looked down and watched his fingers open it up. I was wearing my full-cup floral lace white bra. He cupped his hand over it and squeezed me gently.
“Wyatt,” I said, and I sighed and sank down beside him. “We vowed to each other to give you a little time and space,” I said.
“I had the whole morning without my harem hanging around,” he said and he chuckled.
“Just don’t tell the others,” I said. “We agreed.” I pulled his hair and kissed his neck. He pushed my blouse off my shoulders. I rolled my hips up and unclasped the hook in the side of my skirt. Wyatt helped me take it off. He slipped my panties down my legs, too, even though I bit my lip and told him again how we all agreed not to do anything for a bit.
He stood up and dropped his pants and shorts and knelt outside my knees on the edge of the couch. He knew me too well, that man! He sank his fist into my pretty first-day school hair, and pulled. I sank down deeper into the couch — I had to, and he knew it. I dropped my mouth open and lashed my tongue around hungrily. He walked up over my lap on his knees and poked his rigid cock at my mouth. I pretended to resist, pursing my lips together and rocking my head side to side like I was trying to get away.
“Teacher, teacher,” he murmured with a grin.
“Bad boy!” I said with eyes wide at him. But he pushed his big hard cock between my lips and I had to accept him. He made me gurgle and gasp, shoving his cock deeper into my mouth and holding the hair on the top of my head. He was right. Something about being a real grade 2 teacher, yet being face-fucked so rudely made it all the more erotic.
It wasn’t long before he had me writhing and squirming all over the couch. Who new girls could climax from their mouth being fucked? I went a little animalistic on him and threw myself over his lap. Casey or Asia might have got home at any moment. The rush made things all the more illicit. I curled my spine and thrusted my hips where I sat astride his lap. I rammed my pussy down the length of his cock. Now it was my turn to yank on his hair and pound his body into the couch under me.
I guess I had more tension in me than I realized from the whole whirlwind of the weekend — going from shamed and homeless students scurrying out of town, to becoming praised saviours and bona fide teachers, and now even home-owners, in that same small town. I nearly cried, the tension rose so high, and broke in me so hard.
I made Wyatt cum, too. He grimaced and scrunched his face down and lifted his whole body off the couch. His cum filled me and we made a mess of his couch. And then we started laughing and couldn’t stop. I guess he had himself a bit of a roller coaster ride as well, that weekend, his being more emotional than any of us, probably.
I heard Casey’s car roll up out front. I quickly got dressed back into my school teacher clothes and ducked out the barn and dashed to the house. Casey came in the back door and dropped a few bags. “Hey Brenna!” she called out. I called back from the bathroom where I was wiping Wyatt’s cum from my thighs.
I heard the back door close and I looked out through our curtains. We were going to have fun fixing the place up the way we liked it. I looked in Casey’s room, but she wasn’t there. I looked outside again, but didn’t see her out there, either. I called her but she didn’t answer.
I went out and crossed over to the barn. The door was closed. I peeped through one of Wyatt’s windows. I gasped at what I saw.
Wyatt was right back on his couch where I last left him. And Casey was bounding up and down in his lap — and, I had to admit, just as I had been a few moments earlier. I snickered at the sight. I could see Wyatt’s cock, straight and hard and gleaming, behind her butt, going inside her, and marvelled again at how readily our man was able to recover from one of us to go at another.
Casey fucked him with a vigour that showed she had as much tension in her as I had in me after her first day as a grade one teacher. She arched so deeply in her back and threw her head back so far, I had to admire the striking beauty of it. She fucked less like a motor — like me — and more like waves washing up a shore, her back in profile to me curling and flowing down to her butt that sucked his cock into her deeper with each slow, insistent thrust.
But unlike me, she was less able to keep quiet. If she planned on keeping it a secret, she soon forgot that my car was beside the house and I was already home. Her sweet, long, high-pitched cries rebounded throughout the high, curved ceiling of the barn. She took less time to orgasm than I did.
She dressed and hurried across the yard and came in through the back door of the house. I ran to my room and came out when she came down the hallway to her room. “Oh hey, you see Wyatt anywhere?” I said.
“No,” she lied, but she wouldn’t look at me. “Must be somewhere.”
I snickered and went to the kitchen. I immediately began to see ideas for how we could make things so much better in that house. That’s when I heard Asia’s car pull up outside. I turned around just when Casey came up behind me and stood on her toes to hold my shoulders and lean her chin over my neck to look out the back window of the kitchen. We both snorted at Asia. She skipped as though rushing to hide, and slipped through the slightly open barn door.
“Oh my god, that Asia!” Casey said. “She’s not even pretending to wait a bit.”
I looked over my shoulder at her.
“Shut up, you,” she groaned. “Hard day at work . . . “ she started, and then we stepped back and looked at each other.
“As teachers!” we both shouted, and we whooped and hollered and opened the bottle of champagne she brought home.
We almost forgot that Asia had also come home. We crept out across the yard, and like two sneaky boys, we crouched under the barn window. We slowly lifted our faces to look inside. But we didn’t see her or Wyatt.
We slowly crept in through the barn doors. We could hear Asia’s sweet, repetitive moans. We knew what she was doing. We just couldn’t figure out where. Until Casey elbowed me and gestured up with her chin.
I stepped back and lifted my eyes to the loft. There we could see Asia’s sweet little body ripple where she straddled Wyatt under her. Her hair flew and her shoulders rose and sank. Her eyes were closed and her face was turned up. Her pretty little tits were covered and massaged in Wyatt’s working-man hands. She breathed and moaned like it was one long, slow climax.
Casey squeezed my hand in hers and caught her breath and bit her lip. I had to agree with her: it was a thing of beauty. Asia rotated her hips on Wyatt under her like her whole body was a hand, pulling up on him and plunging down. Where I was more of an abrupt and frantic fuck, and Casey was more of a sensual and slow-wave fuck, Asia had a style all her own, at once suckling and needful, and yet borderline wild. She fucked like she was barely able to control her energy, like she was on the verge of going crazy on him.
We could see Wyatt’s slick, glisten-coated cock emerge from under her, and disappear back up into her. Again I was amazed at Wyatt’s powers. Casey and I started to make out — we had to, Asian’s sweet cries and moans always did that to us. She abruptly rolled off him and got on her elbows and knees with her ass sticking up behind her. She gyrated her ass around to entice Wyatt to take her like that from behind. Asia’s eyes and my eyes met. I saw the corners of her mouth curl up before she shut her eyes. Wyatt buried himself into her from behind and jolted her tiny body so hard, I was amazed he wasn’t breaking her.
She gripped the edge of the loft where her knuckles turned white. Me and Casey slurped and moaned all over each other’s mouth. Asia was the smallest, but she always came the loudest. Plus, she wasn’t needing to hide the way Casey and I thought we had to. Wyatt finished himself off seemingly for good inside her. They both flopped over and chuckled and kissed.
Asia came down the ladder dressed and haughty. “How was day one, girls?” she said, and she glided past us and out the barn door like nothing happened. I glanced up at the loft. Wyatt smirked and pulled on his clothes.
He cooked for us as usual and joined us at our little table. “You’re still going to need to make some money,” I said to him. “Okay, your rent and groceries are covered, but you still need something.”
“I could see paying him,” Asia said. “I mean, laundry, cleaning, cooking, it’s a lot with the likes of us, especially now that we’re working full time.”
Wyatt snickered but said nothing.
“It’s kind of weird though, paying him — the way we treat him. I mean, we have to be honest, it’s not the cleaning and the laundry exactly that makes us want to make him stay,” she said. “Right?”
She was right. But Wyatt just snickered more.
“What do you have to say?” I said, finally calling him out.
“Not sure there’s an example in history of a master being financially supported by his harem,” he said. “Instead of the other way around.”
“Are you saying you’d be alright with being paid by us?” I said.
He smirked and hung his head. We all looked at each other with confusion. “Out with it!” I said.
“I started selling short stories online,” he said. “Turns out, you can make a bit of money at that.”
“What kind of short stories?” Asia said. We all squinted at him. It was worse that he grinned and wouldn’t look up.
It was Casey who figured it out first. “Oh my god!” she squealed. “Are you serious?”
He looked at her and slowly nodded.
“What?! What?!” me and Asia both shrieked.
“He writes erotic stories,” Casey said.
I slapped his arm. “Get out of town!” I shouted.
But he nodded at me.
“Are you serious?” Asia said. “Dirty stories?”
“They’re not dirty,” Casey said, putting on airs like she knew all about it. “It’s an art form — it’s erotica.”
“It’s dirty stories!” Asia said, and she laughed out loud.
“Let’s see one,” I said.
“Nope,” Wyatt replied immediately.
“Why not?” I said.
He thought about it a moment, his fork turned over as he dragged it slowly out of his pursed lips. “If you see it, you might like it. Or not. Either way, my ego is stroked or bruised. My ego enters the picture one way or another. And it’s the ego that’s behind that crippling critical voice that calls us down for every effort we ever make at anything,” he said.
I frowned and so did Asia, but Casey nodded. “I get it,” she said. She patted his back and looked at me. “It stays anonymous,” she said to me. “So it’s not him.”
“That’s how I feel living out here,” Asia said. “I feel there’s a version of me that’s appalled at me, but as long as I stay hidden out here, she never finds out and I don’t have to hear her calling me names.”
Now it was Casey’s and my turn to frown without comprehension at Asia.
“That leaves you, Brenna,” Casey said. “Everybody knows now every which way we’re all fucked up,” she said. “Me, Asia, and Wyatt,” she said. “But we don’t know what kind of fucked up you are, do we,” she said.
“But I’m not fucked up,” I said in a quiet, unsure voice.
Everybody burst out laughing so hard I had to laugh too, even though I had no idea at what I was laughing.
“Sweetheart,” Casey said through her jiggling laughter. “Girl, have you noticed where you live, and with who, and what you’ve been doing out here all summer?” she said. “Girl, you would never have come out here if you weren’t some kind of fucked up, just like the rest of us!”
Asia looked at me and shrugged. “She’s right,” she said.
I looked at Wyatt. He shrugged too. “Not knowing you’re fucked up is part of being even more fucked up,” he said. “How fucked is that, right?” he shrugged.
I looked at Asia. “You grew up way to strict.” I looked at Casey. “You grew up raising yourself with no rules at all,” I said. I looked at Wyatt. “I don’t even want to know what you grew up with,” I said, and everybody laughed. I shook my head and squinted my eyes. “I just grew up normally,” I said. “Or so I thought.”
They all laughed even harder than before.
It never occurred to me just how strange our summer really was. And now that we were going to make it permanent, Casey’s words reverberated through my mind.




V

I was frantic. I was losing my mind. I flew up our driveway and slammed on the brakes. Asia’s and Casey’s cars were already there, and Wyatt’s truck was at the barn, too: good, everyone was home. It was time to sound the alarm, all hands on deck, battle-stations ready!
Nobody was in the house. I charged out back still in my school clothes and my peep-toe pumps, out across the yard to the barn, and I yanked open the door. No wonder they couldn’t hear me calling for them. I dropped my jaw to my chest and rolled my eyes all the way around their sockets. Oh my god, I thought, do those girls ever rest?
Wyatt, his back to me, his pants down around his ankles, was holding Casey’s bare hips from behind. She was still in her red school dress, but it was piled up around her waist. It was the slapping sound that got to me. She was kneeling on the edge of the couch with her hands bracing against the top of the back of the couch, her hair flying in waves over her face. She still had her heels on — they dangled over the front of the couch behind her with each thrust Wyatt pounded into her with his piston-like hips. 
Still, I was stalled in place trying to adjust my eyes to the early autumn afternoon light that filled Wyatt’s barn, if it could still be called that. The way he was going at his renovations, it was shaping up to be a feature spread for some modern home website. It took me a moment to realize the extra fingers around the back of Casey’s neck, and the extra feet, also in high heels, locked around her back, were those of Asia, buried somewhere under Casey’s jolting body. They were making out while Wyatt slammed Casey from behind.
“You guys!” I shouted, crossing the floor. They didn’t hear me. Their chorus of cries and moans filled the place. I couldn’t help noticing that Wyatt had got his sleek and ultra-modern staircase up to the loft bedroom in place. I laughed when he said we’d be begging him to trade with us, house for barn, by the time he was done. But I had to admit — it was looking pretty swish out there.
I pulled Wyatt backward by the waist, but he kept pumping himself into Casey’s sloppy, soaking, and pummelled pussy. He was sweating profusely. They hand’t just started, obviously. He must have thought I was trying to join in. He threw his arm around my neck and yanked me in tight against his sweaty shoulder to kiss my mouth and neck.
I pushed my hand into Casey’s hip and pulled Wyatt’s hip away from her, trying to pry them apart. He finally staggered off-balance backward and raised his eyebrows at me. Casey spun around with her eyes half-lidded and swooning. Asia popped her head up from under Casey’s hair.
“Why did you stop?” Asia groaned, panting, desperate. Casey must have been fingering her, I realized.
“Major, major problem!” I said, and I staggered backward to sit in the chair. Wyatt pulled his pants up and Casey settled her dress down. Asia pushed herself up to sitting and tugged the hem of her skirt down, too. I had to admit: it was hot, two girls in their professional outfits, the man in his construction work clothes. They sat on the couch facing me. I squelched a snicker. They looked like a porn ensemble.
“I had a meeting after school,” I said. “With Mr. Brennan!” He was one of the local school board members.
“Brenna!” Asia shouted. “What did you do?”
“I didn’t do anything! But it’s what we’ve all been doing that’s going to get us fired!” I said.
Wyatt tilted his head sideways and frowned.
“Mr. Brennan, it turns out, has a niece, who knew. And this niece, it turns out, went to teacher college this fall. And guess where she got placed for her two-week practicum!?” I said.
Casey narrowed her eyes. “Not my classroom, I hope,” she said.
“That’s not the point!” I said. “She’s going into the grade 6 room, but here’s the kicker: Mr. Brennan, Principal Lee, and Big Bertha,” the name we gave the woman who gave us our house, “were all there, all excited about their big idea!” I said.
“Which was?” Asia said, squinting and toying with her hand in Wyatt’s lap.
“So they think it would be so grand for this niece of his to stay in our house for her two weeks!” I said. “So she gets the full teacher experience!” I said. I covered my face up to my eyes with my hands as I heard myself talk and I relived the full force of the horror all over again. “Big Bertha even said, we have the extra room on the back of the house!”
“Oh shit,” said Asia. “That’s not going to be good.”
“No,” Casey said. “You couldn’t say no, could you?” she said, raising her eyes to mine.
“How could I?” I said. “Big Bertha virtually gave us the house. They gave us our careers. I can’t say no to that!”
“Our little secret is going to get out if she stays here,” Asia said.
“That’s why,” I said, “for the next two weeks, there isn’t going to be any of ‘our little secret,’” I said. “We just can’t!”
We all turned our eyes to Wyatt. He shrugged and gestured with his hands outstretched. “I’m fine with that,” he said. “You three leaving me in peace for two weeks? Letting me sleep once in a while?”
“Yeah right!” Asia shrieked, and she pushed his shoulder over.
Casey pushed his other shoulder even harder, throwing his body over the other way, nearly toppling over into Asia on his other side. “Listen to King Shit talk now, he thinks he’s Master of the Harem!” she said.
Asia rolled over his lap and hiked her skirt up to spread her legs and straddle him. She twisted around to find me over her shoulder behind her as she locked her fingers together behind his neck. “He is the master of the Harem, though, isn’t he?” she said, and she moaned and kissed him deeply on his mouth. His hands rose up her back and massaged her shoulders.
He turned sideways to Casey. “Can’t argue with that,” he said. Casey snickered and kissed him fully on the mouth. “Choose me tonight, oh master!” she squealed with delight.
“That’s just it, guys!” I said. “We can’t do this anymore! At least not for two weeks!”
Asia rolled off his lap and sank into the couch beside him. “She’s right,” she said. She pulled her knees up and sank her heels into the edge of the cushion under her. Her dress was still caught around her waist. She pushed her hand inside the front of her delicate white satin panties.
I had noticed Asia was wearing more interesting underwear lately. “Where do you buy that sexy stuff, anyway,” I said.
She looked down and grinned proudly at her groin. Her hand moved inside her panties. “Aren’t they sweet?” she said. “Online of course,” she said. She rolled her head over the back of the couch and stuck her tongue in Wyatt’s ear. “Do you like them, love?” she said, and she tittered.
“I do,” he said.
Asia snorted and pinched her tongue between her teeth. “Our boyfriend loves them,” she said.
“Two weeks guys,” I said. “We can’t do any of this stuff,” I said. “The fucking niece of the school board. We can’t take any chances.”
“Not even any late-night sneaking over to his bedroom up there?” Casey said.
“Have you seen his bedroom up there?” Asia said to me, and she dropped her chin to her chest. “Oh my god, it’s incredible!”
“I can totally see every bit of it from behind the barn — those windows go all the way down even past the loft floor, you know, Wyatt,” I said. “Everything can be seen with the slightest light on inside.”
“I know,” he grinned. “But who’s looking, right?”
“Kaylie could be,” I said. “I had to agree to let her stay here.”
“Is that her name?” Wyatt said. “Kaylie?”
I nodded. “Mr. Brennan is bringing her over tonight,” I said.
All three of Asia, Casey, and Wyatt pulled their eyes wide open and dropped their mouths down. “Tonight?” they gasped in horror.
“Dinner time,” I said, and I turned my eyes to Wyatt. “Did you make enough for another girl?” I said.
“Always got enough for another girl,” he said.
“Ew!” Casey said. “That is so not happening!”
Asia punched him. “Not funny, Wy,” she said, and she got up and shook her head at him.
“Seriously, Wyatt,” I said. “Are we going to be able to trust you?”
“This isn’t just about who she is, is it,” he said.
All three of us rapidly spun around and in unison, shouted at him, “No!” We rolled our eyes at each other and instinctively held hands and walked each other back across the yard to the house. “We probably shouldn’t even do this,” I said.
“Do what?” Casey said.
“Hold hands,” I said.
“Oh yeah, you’re right,” she said.
“This is going to be hard,” Asia said.
I stopped Asia and Casey at the back door before we went inside. “No fucking Wyatt while Kaylie is here, are we agreed?” I said.
We piled our hands together and nodded.
“I mean it this time, for reals,” I said.
“For reals,” Asia said.
Casey pursed her lips. “For reals,” she finally nodded. She agreed too.
There was no secret throughout the town that Wyatt lived at Big Bertha’s old house, out in the barn that he was fixing up. We couldn’t hide everything, especially as he was in town at the hardware store and lumber yard all the time.
But I think we had everyone convinced he was vaguely someone’s brother and someone eles’s friend, that he was improving our new property, and that he lived in the barn, not in the house. The “protector” story worked well too — more than a few townsfolk thought it strange that three single ladies would choose to live outside of town in that house surrounded by forest all by themselves. But they looked relieved to know a man was out there with us.
We were pretty sure nobody suspected what was going on out there, that he was our boyfriend, too. A boyfriend to all of us and that it was a full-blown harem situation going on at the tiny blue house in the woods, in every sense of the word. Things happened at night in that barn that would clutch the pearls right off the necks of the ladies in town. Hell, I am sure, before we came out there at the beginning of summer, and before Wyatt ever showed up, that it would have mortified all of us too, what we got up to out there. Especially small and innocent Asia, who was the worst of us all.
The car pulled in around 7:00. We all came out to greet Kaylie and say Hi to Mr. Brennan. Wyatt wisely made himself scarce. Kaylie was extraordinarily pretty. She wore a western-style ruffle-sleeve blue floral dress with cool, naturally-scuffed, tan cowboy boots. Long trains of bright cornstalk blonde curls fell down around her face and over her shoulders and breasts. She had cheeks you had to stop yourself from pinching. Looking into her blue eyes was like staring off into a perfect day. Her lips were full, soft, round and, even untouched with gloss of any kind, were gleaming with pinkness. The girl was a flower. Asia, Casey, and I glanced at each other. We were all thinking the same thing, I was sure of it: Our Wyatt better watch out. Asia looked especially menacing, narrowing her eyes and tightening her lips at us.
Mr. Brennan left and we brought Kaylie inside. Naturally, none of us thought about it, but Wyatt already looked after it: His old room at the back was spic-and-span, tidied up, and with all the junk removed that we’d thrown in there. Fresh sheets and pillows a-plenty filled the bed. A fluffed duvet made it look beyond inviting. He even tied back the thin curtains and opened the window so they billowed in that particularly fresh country-house kind of way.
Asia, Casey, and I looked sideways and suspiciously at each other.
Wyatt came in the back door with a fresh bottle of wine from his stock out in the barn. We brought Kaylie in and found him in the kitchen putting the final touches on another one of his masterpieces for dinner. None of us smiled at him. We were all glaring.
“You drink?” he said to Kaylie, and he showed her the label.
I rolled my eyes. Who did he think he was? A downtown sommelier? I took the bottle out of his hands. “She’s a teacher,” I said, and I rolled my eyes. “Why did you bring only one?”
He nodded at me and went back out the door to get more wine. I sat Kaylie down. “That’s Wyatt. He’s our cook,” I said.
“You have a freakin’ cook?” she said.
I glanced at Asia and Casey. Until she responded like that, it didn’t sound strange at all, but now it sounded absurd. “Well, he does the laundry and tidies up and cleans, too,” I said. I shut my eyes. I wasn’t making it sound any better or any more normal.
“He fixes things,” Asia said, trying to help, “like a . . . “ she paused.
“A house boy!” Casey said, and then it was her turn to twist around and drop her mouth and eyes open, appalled at herself. Nothing was coming out right. We were digging a hole deeper and wider with each thing we said.
“You have a houseboy?” Kaylie said. She shot her eyes in narrow slits around the table to each of us. Half an hour into the two week stint, and we were already blowing it.
I laughed. “Casey likes to call him that. He’s just our renter though, he lives in the barn,” I said. “He’s more of a handyman.”  I winced.
“The barn?” she said.
“It’s not your usual kind of barn,” Asia said. Casey and I shot glares at her. We had agreed to not let her see it, or to go out there. It was too beautiful, the way Wyatt was fixing it up.
“He paints and writes out there,” Casey said, and she immediately clamped shut her eyes. She knew what was coming.
“A writer?” Kaylie said. “Of what?”
I put some a chicken cordon bleu on her plate. “Dig in!” I said. “You like blue cheese, I hope!”
“What does he write? I like to write,” she said.
“Rice?” I said, piling up her plate. Asia and Casey stared down into their plates.
It wasn’t long before we were sending our “houseboy” out to the “barn” for another bottle of wine — or “garçon de maison,” as Asia started calling him, with a bad case of the giggles each time. Casey started getting into it as well, laughing and ordering Wyatt around and snapping her fingers.
Wyatt was no help. He thought it was funny. He tucked a towel in the waist of his pants and threw another one over his arm and started saying, “But of course!” to everything Asia and Casey said.
I watched Kaylie closely. She was watching Asia and Casey more than she was ogling Wyatt, which was good, I guess. She was watching Asia particularly closely, though. I squinted at that.
“Welp!” I said, and I clapped my hands. “We all have prep to do I believe, and Kaylie probably has some questions before she gets to school tomorrow, no?” I said.
She shrugged. “I guess,” she said.
Both Asia and Casey glared at me. But we all got our laptops out and hung around the kitchen and living room on the couch going over things.
“What’s that out there?” Kaylie said. I looked where she was looking. She’d noticed the lights on inside Wyatt’s barn after the sun went down.
“That’s where Wyatt lives,” I said. “That’s the barn. He usually paints at night,” I added, and then I bit my tongue and winced. We were telling her way too much too fast.
“Well he actually makes his money writing those stories,” Casey said. Asia and me glared at her and it was her turn to wince.
“What kind of stories are they? You never told me,” Kaylie said, full of innocence and wonder. “I write stories too, I think I said.”
“It’s not those kind of stories,” Asia said, but she looked sharply away. She knew she blew it again.
“Oh,” Kaylie said, like someone who didn’t understand, and she lingered with her gaze a few more moments out the window toward the lit barn.
I didn’t like it, not one bit.
Next morning, Kaylie seemed especially fidgety. “You okay?” I said. We were all getting breakfast in us and rushing around getting our stuff ready.
“It’s nothing,” she snorted. “It’s just, I have my meeting with my advisor this morning — a zoom call,” she said.
“Oh dear,” I said, and I sucked a big breath in.
“Should I be worried?” she said, nearly shaking with fear.
“Oh no, no, not about your meeting — only the school’s wifi has been really hit and miss all week. Somethings wrong. I don’t know if you’ll get much of a zoom call out of it,” I said.
“I could do it here, I guess,” she said.
“You could.”
“But then how would I get to school after?” she said. “I’m meant to take over Ms. Benn’s class at 10.”
“Shit, I don’t know,” I said and I stopped in my tracks.
“I can drive her,” Wyatt said, as he rounded into the kitchen.
“Oh would you!?” Kaylie said with the widest, most devastating smile that that town had ever seen.
“It’s no problem,” he said, smiling right back at her. Asia and Casey saw it too.
“Good,” I said, “problem solved” I said, and I went out the door. I let it slam behind me.
Asia, Casey, and I all got home about the same time at the end of the day. But there was no Wyatt. And Kaylie wasn’t home, either. She wasn’t at school, too, when I looked for her there at the end of the day. All of us were stomping around the house. Nobody said what was eating them, but we were all furious. I wasn’t the only one checking my phone every minute. Casey and Asia yelled at each other over nothing. I slammed my door and told them both I was out of there.
Wyatt’s truck rolled up with its annoying squeaks and grinds just as the sun was going down. Kaylie and him rolled out of the front seat laughing and carrying on like they’d just heard the most incredibly funny joke ever told. They came in the back door laughing so hard they could hardly walk. They had their arms around each other’s waist for support.
“You had a good time, then?” I said to him with a devastatingly tight face.
“I told her I could pick her up after school too, show her around the town a bit, get oriented,” he said.
“Get oriented, is that what we call it now?” I said.
“That’s what I want to tell one of my parents — get fucking oriented!” Asia said snappily.
“Get oriented yourself!” Casey shouted from her room. Asia almost laughed. It was funny. But she stopped herself, remembering that we were all furious at Wyatt.
“Yeah, you know,” Wyatt said, and he squinted his eyes at me. “The lake, the hilltop lookout, make her feel welcome, right?” he said.
“Sure thing!” I said, and I stomped down the hallway and slammed my door.
They murmured to each other and Kaylie went to her room and shut her door. Wyatt slipped out the back and headed over to his barn.
I was useless. I couldn’t do anything or think at all. I had lessons to plan, but my head was like a bowl of smashed eggs. I fumed. I put on my mud boots and stomped across the yard and shoved his barn door open and slammed it shut behind me.
He looked up from the book he was reading where he laid down the length of his couch. He was always reading. I couldn’t tell him what was eating me up, what was eating all of us up, without it sounding petty and silly. It made no sense, besides. He already had two other girlfriends besides me, how could I possibly be feeling jealous now? I had no idea what I was feeling.
I tore my boots off and yanked my sweater over my head. I walked as I undid the buttons of my jeans. I tore my t-shirt up over my head. I wasn’t wearing a bra. I shoved my panties down my legs and left them where they fell from my feet on the floor. I sat on his thighs and yanked at the waist of his jeans. I nearly tore the button off. I yanked his fly down. I stood up on the cushions of his couch and tugged and growled and tugged his jeans off and fought them where they fell over my shoulders before I threw them as hard as I could across the barn. I yanked his shorts off the same way.
“I fucking hate you!” I shouted at him, and I went down on my hands and knees over his naked groin and I groaned with rage as I shoved my mouth down the length of his cock. It was infuriating the way he always got so hard so fast.
I turned around on him — I didn’t want him to try to kiss me, I didn’t want him to see my face. I straddled his hips and reached down between my legs and aimed his cock up into my pussy. I slammed my groin down into his groin and I took his cock all the way inside me on the first thrust. I wasn’t as ready for him as I usually was. I wanted it to hurt.
I curled my fingers around and dug my nails hard into the skin of his shins on purpose. I slammed my ass down on his thighs trying to hurt him, too. I took his cock as deep up into pussy as I could force it, grinding down on him and gyrating on him. I didn’t care if I was too rough for him. I was too abrupt, he once said of me. Well suck it, Wyatt!
He tried to caress my hips but I slapped his hands away from me. I rose and fell on his hips like a woman possessed. I strained in my neck and grimaced at the high, dark, ceiling of his barn, and I climaxed quickly in a shuddering, short, sharp, and powerful way. And so did he, and it was over.
I climbed off him, pulled on my t-shirt and boots and nothing else. I didn’t even turn around before I went out his door and back across the yard to our house. I closed myself in my room and put my headphones on to listen to something loud.
I don’t smoke. But we kept a pack around the house. Sometimes it was needed. Later, when the house was quiet and dark, I went back out on the back porch and lit one up. Wyatt’s lights were still on. That wasn’t unusual. But I thought I heard a particular kind of sound. My suspicions rose up in me like a backfilled drain.
I went over to the barn door. I saw nothing inside. The dim light was coming from his loft. I went around the back of the barn and through the forest. I knew that from the forest behind, you could see clearly up into Wyatt’s loft. The windows covered the whole back side of the barn, down through both floors.
I could see the light go dim and brighten repeatedly with a telltale frequency. I moved sideways among the trunks looking for the angle. I found a shadow playing on a wall. He must have only had his bedside lamp on. The shadow loomed larger than life.
It was unmistakable. A woman’s body, naked — you could tell from the profile of the breasts — was riding up and down on another body, her hair flowing, her shoulders heaving, her back twisting and curling. And you could see Wyatt’s arms and hands flowing over the body that was riding him. The gasps, high-pitched and breathy and light, was the icing on the cake.
The rage in me rose up like bile. I tasted acid in my throat. My eyes glared with murder. And then, the body riding my Wyatt turned around and faced the window. Her face dropped down and her hips rose up behind her. Wyatt knelt behind her hips and mounted her from behind.
I shut my eyes and leaned against the rough bark of a tree and clenched my fists. It was more than I could take. This whole thing — who did we think we were? It could never work, why were we all so stupid? Why was I so dumb? I felt humiliated. I felt shamed. I felt stupid.
I rolled my shoulders around the rough tree stump and drew my gaze up the back of the barn and over it’s impressive and looming bank of windows all the way up to the body that was now raised and pressed, naked, chest first, up against the glass, her arms above her head, her fists clenched, her eyes shut, her body jolted from behind by Wyatt. Her cries went through the glass and filled the sleeping forest. Her whimpers were loud. I could hear the slap of flesh hitting flesh. I was ready to die.
And then I tilted my head sideways and squinted harder. It was Asia that was up in Wyatt’s loft. It wasn’t Kaylie at all. She mashed her naked breasts into the glass. Her stomach gyrated at me. Her whole body bumped with each of Wyatt’s thrusts into her from behind. I saw her mouth hang open and her eyes clench shut. Her fingers curled around and her nails scratched the glass. It was beautiful to watch her above me towering over the trees, getting good and fucked from behind like that by our Wyatt.
I heaved in my chest and rolled my head back to face the dark sky through the boughs of the trees above, and I sighed through a wide smile. I shook my head and came out from behind the trees and wandered back up to the house, my shoulders falling, my smile widening. I shook my head at how silly I could be sometimes. Poor Asia. She must have been feeling everything I was feeling, too. But oh my god! I had to snort and grin. She is such a slut!
In the morning we were all rushing around so frantically I barely even noticed that Casey was sneaking in from outside. I watched her slip down the hallway to her room and I knew — she had been out in the barn. She glanced over her shoulder at me just before she slipped into her room and shut her door. I couldn’t help but grin at her — she was grinning sheepishly, too. None of us lasted very long, it seemed, with our vow to each other.
I drove Kaylie into school that morning. I tried to pull out of her what her plans were, why she wanted to be a teacher, who her favourite teachers growing up were — normal and typical things to talk about as new teachers. None of us were all that much more experienced than her, after all.
But she seemed a little dim, that Kaylie. She was overly chipper, but a tad simple-sounding. She didn’t seem to get a whole lot of subtext. She didn’t seem to have anything going on in her life that was the least bit interesting. I heaved a sigh of relief. This girl was no threat at all to us. Wyatt would never take any kind of serious interest in a bimbo like her. She turned out to be a country girl in every sense of the term, including the early to bed - early to rise part. Sneaking off to Wyatt’s barn at night turned out to be a tad easier than we expected. There was regular traffic between the house and the barn, once the sun went down. Wyatt did not end up getting as much rest as he thought he would.
The two weeks passed sooner than we expected. Saturday afternoon, Mr. Brennan picked Kaylie up and we all said our goodbyes and good lucks and waved and smiled and nodded. She wasn’t so bad — once we all got over worrying that she was any kind of threat. She was actually so focused on her work day and night, I was sure she didn’t notice a thing going on around her.
But it was exhausting hiding it. We traipsed through the grass and went to find Wyatt in the barn. He was putting some finishing touches on his loft upstairs, and us three girlfriends tittered and played and slinked up the stairs he made and snuck up on him from behind. Asia was in her tight and short white shorts and mint-green tank top, I was in my blue denim shorts and sleeveless t-shirt, and Casey was in her pink shorts that I called “her hooker shorts” they were so short, and her crop-cut black football shirt. We all dropped our sandals at the bottom of the stairs. The loft had become sacrosanct, the way Wyatt fixed it up, gleaming white like an alter.
We sprawled on his bed in front of the massive wall of windows that looked out over the forest beyond. It felt so good to be free again, to play around in daylight hours.
“Come on, Wyatt,” Casey groaned, and the three of us got our legs and arms tangled up  with each other. We stretched and arched and strained and curled. We never did anything remotely like it unless it was with Wyatt. And we missed it.
“Wyatt!” Asia called to him. We writhed and contorted all over his bed, grabbing at each other, tickling and nipping at each other.
He put down what he was doing and walked over to the side of the bed and put his hands on his hips and stared down. We tittered and contorted and kissed each other and moaned. “Come, baby,” I said to him, and I reached my hand out to him and scrunched my fingers into a fist. Asia got up on her knees and came to the edge of the bed. She used her teeth to pull his fly down and she laughed. Casey stood on his bed and pulled his t-shirt up over his head. I laid down on my back between his legs and dropped my head over the edge upside down. Asia eased his cock out of his pants and tittered as she teased my lips with the head of his cock, before she pushed it into my mouth.
We pulled and tugged and bit and groaned until Wyatt was stripped naked and pulled onto the bed with us. We were all feeling extra amorous with him, having been so unjustly denied for two weeks. Asia and Casey fought each other, trying to suck his cock in their mouths. I pushed him down under me and straddled his face and dragged the front of my panties up and down over his mouth.
Everybody lost their clothes. I fought with Asia trying to straddle Wyatt’s hips and get his cock in our pussies. We ended up all three of us in a row pressed chest to back straddling his hips, laughing and being goofy, fucking him a few strokes before the next girl fucked him the same way.
Casey and Asia started going at it a lot harder, and they scissored their legs and held their hands to pull themselves together harder as they rubbed their pussies all over each other’s groins. The chorus of moans and groans and gasps and jagged breaths rose to the ceiling. I leaned against Wyatt’s chest and slowly, lightly stroked his cock in my hand and kissed the side of his jaw as he and I watched Asia and Casey go at each other so vigorously.
I twisted up to his face and kissed the underside of his chin. “Ever notice how it’s always Asia and somebody else,” I said, and I snorted. I squirmed down beside him and lashed my tongue over the side of his cock. “That girl is the biggest slut, I swear to god!” I said, and I pushed my mouth slowly and tightly down the shaft of Wyatt’s cock. He was, as usual, hard. Asia shuddered and climaxed again. If we kept score, she’d be by far in the lead.
We didn’t even hear the car pull in. We didn’t hear the car doors open or close, and we certainly didn’t hear Kaylie’s voice calling for us. It was Casey who saw her eyes, just over the top of the floor of the loft half way up his stairs, blue and deep as ever, peering at us sprawled all over Wyatt’s bed, naked and writhing. She didn’t scream. But she covered her mouth and gaped with her eyes.
“I forgot my phone, dummy that I am,” she said.
We scrambled for sheets to cover ourselves as though that would do any good now. Asia casually, bravely, got up, stark naked, and without trying to cover herself, she got back into her shorts and top, and came down the stairs to Kaylie who politely waited below.
Casey and I peered over the edge of the loft. Asia offered to let her back into the house to get her phone. But Kaylie paused at the barn door. They stared at each other closely. I stretched up to see out the other side and saw her uncle on his phone in his car, a briefcase open on his passenger seat. I think he said he did real estate on the side. I looked back down. Asia and Kaylie murmured to each other. I thought Asia was maybe swearing Kaylie to secrecy over what she saw. But then they suddenly fell into a deep, hard kiss with her.
I looked sideways over at Casey with my jaw on the floor of the loft. Casey was even worse. She was on her hands and knees like me beside me on the side of Wyatt’s bed, with her eyes as big as saucers. “Holy shit!” she formed silently with her mouth.
We both twisted around and looked over our shoulders. Wyatt was high on his knees behind us stretching in his neck to see over us and down over the edge of his loft. He didn’t look as shocked as we did, though.
“What?” he said. “You guys didn’t know?”
We looked at each other and back down in the barn below. Asia stepped backward and landed on the couch. Kaylie knelt on the edge of the couch and tugged her top up and over her head. They proceeded to whip each other’s clothes off frantically.
“Kaylie doesn’t like boys so much,” Wyatt said in a country-boy accent.
I covered my mouth to keep from bursting out laughing. Casey grinned at me with wide eyes. We looked back down at the couch nearly directly under us. Asia started up with her loud moaning again, and this time, it was mixed with Kaylie’s light, breathy cries.
They were both completely naked, Asia on her back, Kaylie over top of her in reverse. They were locked in a very energetic 69. Kaylie’s face was particularly active between Asia’s legs. Both bodies writhed and twisted. Kaylie’s long locks of blonde curls flew around between Asia’s knees. Her black shimmering hair waved between Kaylie’s thighs. The contrasts in their skin and hair and cries was mesmerizing. I peaked out the front window again. Her uncle seemed in no rush.
I saw stars and I gulped. Wyatt had suddenly rammed his cock straight up into my pussy from behind. I looked down over the edge of the loft at Kaylie and Asia moaning and groaning and crying and gasping, doing each other so sweetly directly below us, as Wyatt held my hips and plowed my groin from above me. He pulled out and I twisted around, shocked and needy. He had pushed his glistening cock into Casey’s gaping and suckling pussy beside me. I kissed her mouth as her body was jolted like mine had just been.
He went back and forth on us. Kaylie and Asia rolled around on the couch under us. Where Asia usually climaxed loudly and with huge shudders in her body, Kaylie climaxed so lightly, so quietly, you weren’t even sure she was cumming, except for how she curled up and laughed after.
It was so incredibly sweet and beautiful that I came nearly instantly as soon as I rubbed my pussy. Wyatt rammed himself into Casey beside me and she gripped the edge of the floor with white knuckles. I saw Wyatt’s cum gush from her sopping pussy and dribble down the inside of her thigh. She pulled off of Wyatt and rolled on her back. Her and I necked lazily and cooed with snickers.
There was a knock on the barn door. Kaylie laughed and squealed and yanked on her clothes. Asia didn’t have time, but ran to hide instead. We all slipped back from the edge of the loft and ducked down. Kaylie checked over her shoulder to make sure all was hidden before she opened the barn door. She wasn’t as dim as I thought.
“Found it, finally!” she said to him, and she shut the door behind her waving her phone at his face.
Casey and I looked at each other. She had it in her pocket the whole time. She ran to the car and Mr. Brennan climbed in. Soon they were turned around and gone, again.
We came down from the loft and crossed the yard to the house. “Did you know?” I said to Asia.
“I suspected,” she said. “But we made a deal — she doesn’t tell what she saw, and we don’t tell what we know,” she said.
“Wait, are you?” Casey said to Asia.
Asia turned to her and reached to hold her hand as we approached the back of the house. “I don’t even know anymore,” she said. “To be honest. But Kaylie’s coming back in two months, this time for her 6 week practicum.”
Wyatt started laughing, and soon we were all bent at the waist barely able to walk. It was time for our houseboy to feed us lunch in any case.
“I thought you corrupted her,” Casey said to Asia around our small dining table.
“That girl?” Asia said. “She’s more nasty and dirty than all of us,” she said.
“I was so jealous and worried that she was going to take a swing at our Wyatt,” I said, and I hooked my arm around his neck and pulled him close enough to me in his chair to kiss his cheek. “Cute little innocent thing like that.”
Wyatt laughed. “You think I’m trying to get more than I already have? I can barely handle you three,” he said.
“Guys always want more, don’t shit us,” Casey said with a smirk.
“Does that mean that when Kaylie comes back,” Asia said with her eyes glinting and her mouth curling up in a grin, “you’re not going to touch her?”
I snorted and tugged his neck in my arm again and kissed his mouth when he turned his face to mine. I hooked my leg over his leg and brushed his hair over his forehead and out of his eyes. “WBut would you like to fuck her when she comes back?” I said to him quietly and intimately, and I kissed his lips lightly and grinned at him.
“Not going to say,” he smartly murmured.
“He does want to fuck her!” all three of us shouted out in unison.
“Poor thing,” I said, and I snickered and kissed his chin. “You’re going to have to wait two whole months. Whatever will you do?”
Casey pushed his chair back and straddled his lap and kissed his mouth. “Sweet young blonde country girl like her, all fresh and new,” she said, and she groaned and kissed him again and she ground her hips down into his. “Asia told me her pussy is so tight,” she whispered in his ear and she tittered.
Asia laughed and got up and leaned over his back from behind his chair. “She cums so quietly and sweetly, too,” she said, and she dove her hardened tongue into his ear. “Tiny little shudders,” she said. “Not like me,” she whispered. “You would so love fucking her!” She squealed.
We all laughed and took our plates out to the kitchen.
“Two months, is it?” Wyatt said.
“So she says,” Asia called back.
“Time enough to re-do the kitchen,” he said.
I hip-checked him and grinned at him on my way to my room. “You’re going to have nearly half that school in your growing little harem when Kaylie gets back,” I said. “You going to be able to handle that?”
“Me?” he said, snorting at me as I made my way down the hallway. “Course I can handle it. I’ve always been fucked over by teachers,” he said. The whole house rose up in a chorus of shrieking laughs.
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