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Dante’s forehead glances smartly against the thick, frozen glass, startling him awake. He cracks an eye open. No, not his stop, not yet. There’s as much joy and conversation on the stuffed and humid box as in the waiting room of a cancer ward. It’s already dark out and it’s barely 6. 
His attention is diverted by a group of five typical-looking college guys slip-sliding down the sidewalk. One of them throws a snowball at the bus. The driver is long past giving a shit. The college bros are loud and aggressive and look half-drunk. The bus pulls into the next stop. He spies a girl waiting there by herself, likely a student, too, he concludes, given the stop’s location so close to that world famous campus.
She looks cold, the way she’s hunched over and huddling against the lit-up and maniacally-smiling tropical vacation advertisement. She looks up hopefully at the bus’s destination sign and drops her head down again, giving Dante a brief glimpse of her hopeful face. This bus, though, is not her bus. A kind face, though, Dante thinks. A warm face. Did her eyes just brush across his in passing?
Dante glances through the corners of his eyes back down the sidewalk and sees the five guys hanging onto each other struggling up the sidewalk in their untied, high-top athletic shoes, slapping each other and shouting, coats open and hanging half off their arms. He glances back at the lone girl at the bus stop. She notices them too, and her eyes grow wide inside her hoody. It’s dark out. She darts glances around herself, at her surroundings.
Dante doesn’t know much about life on that campus, or life being a student anywhere, for that matter, doing the kind of work that you pay to do, instead of being paid for. He’s unclear about how things work socially at a college, too. It’s all just one big black box to him, those few blocks on his route home where it cuts through the campus.
He just wants to get home, of course, no matter how thin the meaning of the word ‘home’ is for him. This evening, he spent hours after work fixing a mistake someone else made, the younger guy on the loading dock who’s on his last chance already, the guy having taken a truck-load of pallets off a trailer that had just been put on the truck for shipping out earlier that day, the customer needing and expecting the goods first thing next morning.
Dante hustles a pallet mover and hucks boxes full of bottles of wine and cases of cheese for an import/export company warehouse down in the industrial district a few miles east of the famous Ivy League campus. It’s what he does everyday. But at least it’s the kind of work they pay you to do, he thinks. Who’s the genius now, right?
He rests his forehead back down against the cold glass and tries to close his brain like he closed his eyes. Not his game. He’s trying to mind his own business, in other words, just as he has long learned to do, the kind of neighborhoods he grew up in. Their world is not his world.
Someone climbing up onto the bus up front stops to take a breather with their ass still hanging out the doors. The driver shouts with weary authority that people should move toward the back. None of the standees budge, naturally. Fucks are being closely rationed by that time of day, by that time of year, and exactly zero are being given by this point.
Dante hears the five guys outside coming closer again. He can hear their laughter and shouting. He looks up through the tops of his eyes and through the kaleidoscope of the beads of condensed human exhaust on the glass window and sees the girl glance up the sidewalk at the same time.
She looks over her shoulder and around herself more urgently. She looks like a furtive cat inventorying her escape routes, he thinks. She looks at the idling bus in front of her, too, like maybe she should just get on this one, no matter it isn’t her bus. She looks back down the sidewalk and shuffles forward to close her gap to the bus doors by a second or two. The fat ass got all the way up onto the bus by then and the driver shuts the doors. His turn flashers are blinking. He’s only waiting for a break in the slow stream of cars to pull out and lumber on up the street and away.
One of the five college guys makes a rude gesture to a passing car. The girl in the busstop scrunches down to make herself smaller, as though she thinks she can hide like that, inside her hood. The bus jerks and stops — another car passes and the bus driver leans on his feeble horn. The five guys stop shouting and laughing — they’ve come into the cone of light of the bus shelter and all at once see the lone girl shivering inside there.
Dante clenches his eyes more tightly closed. He curls his hands more tightly into fists. He bangs his forehead more firmly against the glass, loud enough to make a face pop up, annoyed, from deeply within the windings of damp cloth beside him.
The five guys split up, two of them coming in front of the shelter, three passing around behind it. All ten of their beady, malicious eyes are fixed on the lone girl inside the glass box. Their sudden silence casts the scene with the tension of a pride of lions having come across a gazelle sipping at a pond, pacing at a distance around it, spreading themselves out into a gauntlet.
The game is on and Dante can see it unfold before him. Predation at its rawest, doesn’t matter they’re supposed to be the smart ones.
The girl’s eyes are fixed on the ground at her feet. The diesel engine revs and the bus shudders forward and spins its wheels in the ice. He can feel the treads grind down. He can hear the whine of the rubber burning through the ice. The three guys behind the shelter press their faces into the glass and grin widely, their eyes popping out, their tongues wagging. They spread their bodies across it. They are blocking any view of her inside it, he realizes. The two guys in front huddle like football players discussing an upcoming play, how it’s going to go down, who’s going to carry the ball on this one. They’re grinning together.
Dante rolls his head back and stares at the ceiling of the painfully shuddering bus. “Fuck,” he murmurs to himself, and he fills his lungs to their tops with the stale air. He can’t just sit there, can he. He can’t just ignore what he’s plainly seeing unfold outside his widow. He’s unable to ignore it. The bus rocks and whines. The tires spin louder, but now grab pavement. The two guys close in on the bus shelter entrance. The girl’s escape path to the bus doors is shut off. Cars have stopped and the bus waddles out into a lane of traffic.
Dante’s jaw bulges. Not my fucking business, he says to himself. It doesn’t always got to be on me, does it? he asks nobody, and nobody doesn’t answer.
He pushes up, squeezes past the stinking heap of cloth beside him, staggers up through the middle of the bus shoving and pushing irritated standees out of his way, and hits the back door with the palm of his hand.
“Back door!” he shouts. “Open back door, please!”
“Already pulled out!” the driver shouts back through the mirror over his head, annoyed.
“Fell asleep!” Dante shouts back at him, and he pounds on the door several more times, harder now. The driver shakes his head and presses the air-release button. The door sighs with an annoyance all its own, and the back doors swish open. Dante steps down directly into ankle-deep salty and muddy slush. The bus gasses its engine harder and rolls away, splashing him up to the backs of his knees with a tidal wave of more icy slush.
He pulls himself up onto the curb and shakes his leg free of the freezing, stiffening shit, and he pushes his hands into his pockets, ducks his head down low, and passes himself between the two guys blocking the entrance, and he moves toward the girl who’s slid to the back corner of the shelter.
But he keeps a distance from her.
“I can pretend to be your boyfriend until they go,” he says to her in the voice of a spy on a mission to East Germany, murmuring out the side of his mouth.
She raises her horrified eyes up to him, at first alarmed to find herself set upon by yet another one of them, this one huge, tall and wide enough to cast her entirely in his shadow. She hears the guys circling the bus shelter from all sides, they’re crying like hyenas. It’s funny, they think. She looks back at Dante as though unsure which of them represents the worse threat, the five college guys of the familiar breed, or the looming, very large guy clearly from somewhere else and certainly not the university. A working guy, look at what he’s wearing. A quiet guy. A guy by himself. 
“I didn’t like the look of them,” Dante says. “I saw them coming up there,” he says. “Down the block. Until they go?” he says.
“Who are you?” she says.
“Does it matter?” he says, and he glances around the lit-up glass shelter at the five hungry animals circling their trapped prey. “Do you want me to pretend or not?”
She hesitates a second longer, but then she blurts out, “Well get over here then!”
Dante moves to the back of the glass shelter and they wrap their arms around each other like they’re old hands at this, as though maybe they just got past something between them. He puts his hand around the back of her head and down around her neck and she buries her face in his shoulder. They clasp each other like boyfriend-girlfriend. For a moment, Dante thinks, Man, that feels good.
If you’re watching this from the second floor apartment window across the street, say, you’re thinking maybe the hesitation at first was them forgiving each other for some little snit they had earlier, and now they’re making up.
Dante looks up and around over the top of the girl’s ducked-down head and makes eye contact with each of the five guys who now hold back, unsure, calculating this new equation. He’s a big guy. They don’t know what he is.
One of them holds his fingers up to his mouth in a V shape and slithers his tongue out between them, deep down in the crotch of his fingers, wagging it out there. They all laugh. Another guy now half inside the shelter reaches out to fist-pump Dante, but Dante turns away from him.
The guy says, “Aw come on, bruh, you fucking scoring with a hot chick like that, just congratulating you, bruh!”
Dante looks at him hard over his shoulder. A thousand things run through his mind for what to say, but none of them are a good idea, and he knows it: any words now would get the wrong reaction. They’d bait. And anyway, he isn’t one much for words, not this Dante — spoken, written, or any other kind of words.
So he says nothing, as usual. He’s learned that that’s nearly always the safest thing anyway, no matter. College guys like them, they got daddies, their daddies got lawyers, their lawyers got all the fuckin’ words in the world, you don’t know what bullshit comes out what might happen. He says something, they push him, he pushes back, one of them goes down and cracks his head, ice and shoes like that. Then what, right?
The fist-pumping guy pushes his fist into Dante’s shoulder but Dante ignores that, too. His four friends grab him by the collar and try dragging him off backwards with them. He grabs his groin and thrusts his hips at the girl. He sneers at Dante, he shouts, “Cuck, cuck cuck!” and he flaps his elbows up and down and laughs and runs, sliding, to catch up with the rest of his crew.
Crisis averted, the girl lifts her way face up to Dante’s from inside her hood. “So thank you, I guess,” she says to him, and they step one step apart from each other. Her bus pulls up just then and stops in front of the shelter. “That was actually sweet of you,” she says.
“Better catch your bus,” he says, and he stands aside to give her space to pass.
She goes out the shelter and through the open doors and up and onto her bus. She sits by the window half-way down the side and glances out at him, smiles at him. But he’s already looking down at his phone by then and looks up at the bus sign and squints at the numbers. He shakes his leg to get more sticky ice and mud off his pants as he tries to study it, to understand it.
It seems he’s now got nearly an hour to wait for his next bus to get home. Her bus pulls away, but he only looks up and sees her looking back down at him when the bus is already out of the stop and back into the flow of traffic. What was that look though? he thinks.
He had a plan to stop at the small grocer around the corner from his place to get some food for dinner, but it’s closed now, by the time he gets there. He goes to the cheap cafeteria down the block for soup, the only thing probably not sneezed on by this time. With his bowl on his tray, an old man using a walker stumbles backward in front of him, bumps his tray, and to save himself from pouring his soup down the old guys back, Dante twists around and yanks his tray back, ending up on the floor with his bowl of soup all over himself. The old man never even notices.
The guy serving the soup looks at him when he comes back to the pot with his empty bowl and his tray swimming with it, concludes he had poured it out on himself, and points to a sign that says, “No refills for any reason!”
While Dante thinks about how to explain what happened, a woman drags a ladle noisily across the bottom of the pot, bangs it around inside it, and pours the remains into a garbage can sitting there. She takes the now-empty pot away with her. Dante walks past the cashier with his slopped-up tray and empty, upside down bowl on it, but the cashier stops him and makes him pay for it anyway.
It’s that kind of place, it’s that kind of clientele, and it’s that kind of neighborhood. It’s better to pay up and say nothing, and so he does. There’s no point in using words and there never is.
He goes home to his ground-floor studio around the corner and puts his feet up on the coffee table and puts his laptop on his lap. Upstairs, a guy stomps the floor like he’s throwing sacks of sand and swears as loud as a jet plane taking off at the same game he seems always to lose at up there. Out in the alley behind, a mom yells at her kid she holds up off the ground by his forearm, his legs dangling and straining to reach the sidewalk, his shoulder hanging at a dislocating angle. A dog whimpers and yipes where it shivers on a balcony, locked out.
“Fuck me!” the perennially losing guy screams upstairs and the thud of a thousand pounds drops on his floor, on Dante’s ceiling. Dante pulls his headphones over his ears, folds his arms over his chest, and plays his podcast on his laptop, and he hopes for sleep. It’s that kind of night.
Next day, his boss grouches at him about the empty skids lying around that Dante, late and hungry and tired the evening before, had left for the morning to tidy up, the guy whose ass he saved having never showed up this morning.
A cheese order has been discovered rotting and stinking where someone hid it in the electrical room. It falls to Dante to clean that up when he can, which is after hours, again, the day being taken up end-to-end with loading and unloading yet more trucks, his helper being a no-show all day.
On the bus on his way home again, he looks but doesn’t see the girl at the stop. Of course he looks. And of course she isn’t there. In what kind of world, in what kind of life, does he think this would even be possible? Girl like that, guy like him. Wrong fucking world is what kind of world this is.
His eyes lose their focus and his stare goes through the back of the glass bus shelter and out into the vague blackness of the low squat campus buildings behind it. His mind drifts a million miles even further away, out through the cosmos. Just as his bus jerks and slops forward and rocks back again, he sees, peering around now outside and behind the shelter, and out from under that hood again, the girl.
She looks at him furtively, unsure. But she also grins, however slightly.
Dante leaps up, pushes over the lap of the guy sleeping beside him, runs through the sea of bodies hung from the grips chained to the ceiling like they’re prisoners, to the back doors, and he slaps them with his hand.
“Back door please!” he shouts.
The driver looks up and back through his overhead mirror. Him again? he thinks. “Would you stop falling asleep?” he shouts. But he also opens the back doors. He isn’t completely a monster.
“Thank you,” Dante calls back, and he gives the driver a wave. He steps down and off the bus. The girl steps up toward him, stops a few feet away. “My roommies said I probably shouldn’t,” she says.
“Your roomies?” he says.
She gestures with her head toward the university. “We’re students,” she says. “But I wanted to thank you properly for what you did last night,” she says. “I realized only later that you had to wait for almost an hour for your next bus.”
“Doesn’t matter,” he says. “Gave me time to think.” Just words, he thinks. It doesn’t even matter which ones you use half the time, just fill up the empty space with what you got.
“I know a great place for soup, if you happen to be into soup,” she says, and she laughs at herself and scrunches up her nose. “It’s near our house,” she says, and she hooks her thumb over her shoulder.
Dante laughs, too, but for his own reason. “I’m not so sure about soup these days,” he says. “But sure,” he says. “I guess so.”
So they go onto her bus when it rolls up and even sit beside each other. But they only smile at each other politely like strangers, and they say nothing at all, not until she says, “Here,” at a stop further up.
She guides him up the lively, bohemian student-catering street to the dim glow of lights spilling out the front of a popular old-fashioned style diner, and she takes him to a table in the window. It’s steamy and boisterous inside, students laughing and shouting. It’s foreign territory to Dante. It’s forbidding. It’s different.
“Student of?” he finally says, when they sit down together, this time with intact bowls on dry trays. He’s picking up the conversation that she started 20 minutes earlier like she had said it only 5 seconds ago.
“Education,” she says, fine with his odd ways, she decides, once she adjusts herself to them. “I want to be a teacher,” she says. She says this and she curls her finger in her hair and looks away and rolls her eyes at herself. She isn’t used to saying the word ‘teacher’ about herself so much yet. It’s a new feeling.
Dante snorts and drops his face down.
“What?” she says, and she chuckles some more and pulls strands of her long, straight, nearly jet-black hair across her face.
“I don’t remember any teacher at any school I ever went to looking remotely like you,” he says. “Prob’ly woulda paid more attention if there was,” he mumbles further, under his breath.
She looks down, she blushes. “So it’s Jennifer, by the way,” she says, regaining control. “If you were wondering, or like, asking.”
“I was working up to it,” he says. “I like to take my time with important things,” he says.
His jaw bulges and he clenches his eyes shut. It isn’t the kind of thing he says. He doesn’t have ‘kinds of things’ that he likes to say. It’s a line from the show he fell asleep to watching the previous night, ‘I like to take my time with the important things.’ As if! What important things has he got going on?
“I’m Dante,” he finally says, like its an apology.
Her eyes flare. “Like the writer!” she says.
“What?” he says.
“Never mind,” she says. “What do you do, Dante?” she says, and she purses her lips but she can’t stop herself from murmuring under her breath, “Alighieri?”
“I hustle a pallet mover and huck boxes full of bottles of wine and cases of cheese for an import/export company warehouse down the industrial district,” he says, and he gestures sideways with his head as though it’s somewhere out there where he toils thusly. He realizes his answer sounded just as rehearsed as that dumb ‘I like to take my time’ line. And in fact it is. He had practiced it in case he met her again and in case they went out somewhere together, say, and in case she asked him what does he do.
Imagine that. It has all unfolded just as he had dared to dream it, only now everything he says is coming out flat wrong.
“Funny, that,” Jennifer says. “I just came from a wine and cheese at school.” She snickers, tilts her head, grins.
Dante twists his head and frowns at her. He doesn’t get it.
“An art opening at the gallery,” she says.
He nods. He gets it now, and he spoons up another mouthful of soup. “Was it any good?” he says.
“The wine and cheese, or the art?” she says. She feels clever saying that. She feels smart. Sophisticated.
He shrugs. “Whatever you feel like telling me about is fine with me,” he says. “I’m just glad I’m not sitting at home staring at my dumb screen again.”
She chuckles. “Tell me about it,” she says, and she flares her eyes at him and shakes her head and grins some more. It’s the little things, she reminds herself.
He snorts lightly himself, and he grins, too, but he knows they mean entirely different things. I mean, just look at them, you can see how different they are.
Finished, they come out the front door together and before they can even think about what to say or do next, she steps on water-covered black ice, both her feet shoot out, and her body flies backward — and directly back into his body. He catches her, but in the saving, he goes down and lands flat on his back in the salty, slushy puddle that douses him twice as its wave washes back over him. But he saved her from it. She landed on top of him.
She screams and struggles to keep from laughing. It’s funny, of course, it really is. He pulls himself up. He knows its funny, too. “That’s it,” he says. “I’m walking you home. I can’t bear the thought of some third thing happening to you.”
“Okay,” she says. “I’d like that actually,” she adds, but not loud enough for him to hear her as he brushes mud, slush, and water off his pants and coat for the second night running. “But I’m not usually the type of damsel in distress who needs rescuing, just so you know,” she says, and she gestures for him to come walk beside her as she turns toward home. “We can dry you off there.”
He snorts but keeps his silence as usual. That’s the safe way when you don’t know what’s really going down. Just keep your mouth shut and see how things play.
Her house is a tiny one, quirky too, squeezed in  between two extended cinder block walls of neighboring buildings more newer than the house, crowding it out between them and leering down on it as though just waiting for it to fall out like a rotten tooth and go away.
“You’re coming in,” she says over her shoulder to him from the top of the three wide wooden stairs where he stopped at the bottom. “We have a clothes dryer in the basement, you’re going to catch a cold.”
He shrugs and goes up and inside. She gestures for him to go into the living room through a heavy wooden double sliding door in the hallway. She picks up a blanket from the side table beside the couch and throws it at him.
“But,” he says.
“Shut up and throw your pants and socks and your shoes and your coat out, and don’t be silly about it,” she says. “Use the blanket,” she says, and she turns around to give him privacy.
So he does as he’s told. He doesn’t have a choice, does he.
She gathers up his wet clothes from the floor and goes down the basement with them. Dante plops down on the couch and pulls the blanket up to his chin, unsure what to do next, all alone in there like that.
Now clomp-clomps of feet up the wooden stairs outside fill the front of the small house and he glances, frightened, out the double doorway where Jennifer had disappeared from with all of his clothes. The front door swings open and two other girls step inside, yanking hats and gloves and scarves off and peeling boots off with their toes, complaining about the cold, the ice, the walk home, the guys on the busy street out there, and all the rest of it. They both stop at once, though, when they notice big huge Dante sitting on their couch, a blanket tugged up to his chin.
“She’s in the basement,” he says to them, and he hooks his thumb over his shoulder like they wouldn’t know what direction that’s in. “The dryer,” he says. He gestures with his head in the direction she had left in. “Fell in the water,” he says.
They only stare with even wider eyes. Just when they step back and sideways and enter the kitchen at the other end of the hallway, Jennifer comes back up from the basement and into the other side of the kitchen. Dante can hear all their murmurs and stifled laughter now.
“Is that him?” he makes out someone asking
“Shut up!” he hears Jennifer say back to her.
“You okay in here for a minute?” Jennifer says, leaning through the double doorway and into the living room.
Dante looks down both ends of the couch and back at her. “I’m fine, I guess,” he says. He isn’t okay in the least, in fact. But why mention that?
“Be back down in a sec,” she says.
He nods. He has little choice. The other two girls follow her up the stairs giggling and rushing behind her. He can hear the creak of all these footsteps rushing around overhead. It sounds like a herd of cattle coming through up there.
A few minutes later, all three girls come back down and enter the living room through the sliding double doors in single file, and silently, too, though they seem to be squelching more giggles. It’s as though they’re following some plan. They’re all dressed now in home clothes — baggy jogging pants, loose t-shirts, sagging hoodies. Jennifer sits on his right side on the couch, another girl sits on his left side, and the third one sits in a big, old, overstuffed chair. All their eyes focus steadfastly on the screen on the wall in front of them. Nobody says anything.
After a tone sounds from the basement, Jennifer darts out and flies down the basement stairs. She comes back down the hallway from the kitchen with his clothes bundled in her arms. She stops in the double doorway and makes eyes at him and tilts her head and grins and snickers.
He frowns at her.
“Well you can’t get dressed in here!” she says in a hushed voice. “Come on!”
The other two girls snicker without looking away from the screen.
“But,”Dante says, and he glances down at his lap.
“Well keep the blanket on, obviously!” she says, and she snorts and rolls her eyes and turns away.
He gets up and follows her out the doorway and up the stairs with the blanket wrapped tightly around his body and dragging on the floor behind him like some kind of king pacing in his castle. She leads him down the dark hallway up there to one of the three doors, and she closes it behind him when he follows her through and inside.
“There, not so bad, was it?” she says.
There’s an awkward silence for a moment before his blanket slips from his shoulders. She yanks it from his grip. She laughs with her shoulders hunched up. He’s stripped to his shorts and shirt in front of her, a thick and blue shirt, a permament-press type.
“It’s actually got a blue collar!” she says, as though a revelation has dawned on her.
“Huh?” he says.
“Never mind,” she says. “Your clothes are dry, here,” she says.
They’re standing too close, though. They can hear her two roommates downstairs now shrieking and laughing at the show, or at something.
She curls her top lip down between her teeth that she juts and clenches shut. To fill the silence, she lifts herself on her toes and extends her neck out, and kisses him once, briefly, but on the lips. “So just, thank you, for last night, and in front of the soup place tonight, too,” she says and she laughs.
His eyes widen and his mouth tightens with a kind of terror.
She kisses him a second time, and then a longer third time. “Maybe this is the third thing you were afraid of happening,” she says quietly to him, lips brushing lips, and she smirks. He’s so different, like no one she’s ever known, not where she grew up. There’s nothing at college remotely like him — always talking, always so clever, always so smooth.
Stuck, he wraps his huge hand around her waist and pulls her in closer to him, and her fingers begin to flutter over the buttons of his shirt as though she’s still delighted about a real actual blue collar on a shirt. She leans her head back and chuckles. Too much like in a commercial, she knows. He tugs on the bottom of her hoody and she raises her arms over her head as though automatically triggered to do so, to let him take it off her, and so he does.
Now she un-does his buttons and pushes his shirt back from his shoulders as he lets roll it back. She throws her hoody across the room, tears her t-shirt up and over her head, and throws her pants in the other direction. In a flash, she’s stripped to her light blue and fine panties and bra, and he’s down to his boxer-brief shorts, too. In another flash, they’re both inside her bed, kissing, rolling around, and pulling the sheets up over their bodies to hide what their hands are doing below and all over each other’s skin.
This is not at all how Jennifer normally behaves, just so you know. She’s acting without thinking this time. She’s as shocked at herself as you are. They’d just been discussing impulsive behaviors of students in the classroom that very day at teacher school, discussing why they do the things they do, reckless dangerous things. And now look at her.
She pulls the sheet up over both their heads and it bubbles and stirs like lava pushing up under a volcanic cap. Her arm appears out the side of the bed holding his shorts, and she drops them there. More laughing, struggling, and eruptions of jerking movements under the opaque sheet follows, before her hand again appears, this time to extract her bra, and a moment later, her panties, all of it piling up on the floor at the side of her bed.
The eruptions under the sheet slow down and the laughing and shrieking ease also. The sheet is pulled half way down their bodies, and then all the way off. Dante is lying on his back. Jennifer is lying on top of him, her long dark hair forming a private tent around their faces where she holds herself up on her elbows over him, their heads corkscrewing at each other in slow motion. They’re both completely naked now, and they’re kissing again. But circumstances have radically changed. 
Okay, maybe she’s acted like this before once or twice with other students from school. But she doesn’t advertise that fact. She’s human, that’s all. And besides, there really isn’t anybody like him, anywhere.
His fingers run lightly as a breeze up and down over the soft, smooth skin of her back, which twists and arches in response to his infuriating touch. She pulls her hair over to one side and lifts herself on her locked arms to get a better perspective on this unusual and large man lying in her bed under her. Their hips rotate against each other slowly, pressing harder together with each pass.
“I just didn’t know men still rescue ladies, is all,” she says, and she chuckles and comes down for another kiss. “Thought that happened only in ancient lit-chra-cha,” she says, and she grins.
“I just didn’t like the look of them five guys is all,” he says, ignoring her joke.
“I know,” she says in nearly a whisper to herself. “I didn’t either.”
She shakes her head and lifts her face to the wall in front of her. “What am I going to do with you?” she says to herself, and she sighs, she ducks her head down, and she kisses him more. She curls her hips forward and back, extending her spine in and out. His cock is hard, now, sticking up between their bodies, trapped against her stomach by her groin pressing down on it. She ignores it, and so he does, too.
She suddenly pushes herself up and sits back on her calves, wiggling there until he opens his thighs and allows her to come down between his legs.
“How big are you anyway?” she says, even while she slips her fingers, cool, long and agile, around his cock, stands it up without looking at it, and lightly strokes it, as light as he had brushed the skin on her back. “I mean your body!” she suddenly says, and she snickers and her shoulders heave up and she covers her mouth with her cupped hand. She squeezes his cock. It seems to grow harder in response.
“Six-foot-three,” he says. “255.”
“A very big man,” she says, and she snorts lightly. She wriggles on her knees and slides herself further down the bed. “A husky man,” she says to herself.
He carves his hand through her luxury of lustrous hair and feels her cool cheek in his palm.
She kisses a meandering trail down his chest, over his stomach, and down his abdomen. She stands his cock up in front of her face and looks around it and laughs and hides behind it and finds his eyes again, watching her from her pillows, around the other side of it. And then she snorts, she lifts herself on her arms high over over his hips, and she kisses the tip of the head of his cock below her chin.
“I don’t normally do this kind of thing, obviously,” she says, and she laughs with an easy dismissiveness “just so you know.” And then she holds her mouth in a tight, pursed circle and pushes her lips down over the tip of the head of his cock. She comes back up and wraps her hands more tightly around his shaft. “I’m not that kind of girl, obviously,” she says to him, nearly mouthing the word as ‘obvious-slay,’ and she snorts at another of her private jokes. But then she pushes her mouth down over his cock again, taking him a little bit further inside her lips. “None of us are,” she says, when she comes back up and off him, and she wipes drool off her chin with the back of her hand.
“I know that,” he says. “I can tell.” But how could he know that? he questions himself. He couldn’t tell that. He’s just saying things again.
They hear more shrieking from her roommies below them.
Jennifer laughs and lunges up on his body and lays all her slight weight down on him with her own knees spreading around his hips. Her bare breasts mash into his chest. She piles her hands on top of each other where they lay over his clavicle and she raises her face to his as though settling in for an engaging and fascinating conversation with the man.
“How do you know we’re not all some kind of ax murdering Lizzie Bordens in here and I lured you to your death up here?” she says. “How would you escape? You don’t even have your clothes anymore!” she says, and she pulls his bottom lip out with her own pursed lips and lets it snap back, and she chuckles. “Rookie mistake, husky man,” she says.
“That out of some book you read?” he says.
She ducks her face down and squeals and wriggles her body. His cock came out from between their abdomens and stands up now behind her ass. She pushes the parting of her cheeks against it and curls her hips in and out to drag her gap up and down over the top side of his shaft. The head of it is dangerously close. She really isn’t that kind of girl, but he is infuriating, isn’t he.
“Maybe,” she says. “That sort of thing going to be a problem for you? Me reading things?”
He strokes her hair and brings his fingers around to the back of her neck. He only pulls her a little, but she grimaces, she gasps, and she shuts her eyes.
“You’re gonna want to be careful with that there,” she says quietly.
“With what?” he says, and he tugs her hair again.
She grunts and draws breath through clenched teeth and puts her eyes on his through their corners. “I happen to be at a very vulnerable place at the moment,” she says, and she arches down in her back and drives her hips forward, accidentally, sort of, dragging her pussy lips up over the top-side of his cock. She pushes her face down into the side of his face. “With my body,” she whispers by way of clarification. “My hair, specifically,” she says. “Obvious-slay.”
“We don’t have to do anything,” he says, and he strokes her cheek and pulls strands of her hair away from her face.
She realizes he’s slightly misunderstood her. “But that’s just it,” she says, lifting her face closely over his. “You keep not trying anything, and it’s driving me nuts. I’m not having to fight you off.” She glares at him and juts her jaw and growls. “Guys aren’t like that at school,” she says. “You’re not giving me anything to push back on.”
“But I’m just . . . “ he says.
She cuts him off putting her finger against his lips and shaking her head down at him. “ . . . you’re just nothing,” she says, “so shut up already,” she says, and she buries her tongue inside his mouth and cannot stop herself from moaning on him.
She thrusts herself up to sit on her calves again and she nestles herself more tightly up between his legs. “We just can’t, okay?” she says, and she narrows her eyes at his. “Not at this time.”
“Okay,” he says.
She flings her head back and pushes her hands through her hair, driving it back over the top of her head so that it cascades down her back and shimmers there. She growls at the ceiling and punches her small, bunched up fists into his chest like she’s banging in nails.
“You’re quite the infuriating one, did you know that, Mr. Dante Alighieri?” she says.
“I’m sorry?” he says.
She juts her jaw, narrows her eyes, and shakes her head at him. “We can touch, but no more!” she says. “And just once, only!” she says in a scolding tone, and she drops herself forward on her hands and knees to hover her body over his. With her one hand driving down between their bodies, she grips her fist around his cock and shakes it like she’s teaching it a lesson. “And don’t you dare try anything more, do you hear me?” she says.
“Aye-aye,” he says.
She curls her spine in and lifts her hips up over his hips. Hovering her pussy above the head of his straining cock that she holds straight up under her, she slips her knees out sideways on the bed and comes down low enough with her hips to touch herself down there with the tip of the head of his now straining-hard cock.
“There,” she says. “That’s all you’re going to get.”
He chuckles now and strokes her hair where it falls around his face. When he pushes his hand around the back of her neck again, when he tickles her there with his fingertips, when he pulls on her hair, she shivers, she sucks a short, sharp breath in, and she clenches her eyes shut.
“Just for that, mister,” she says, and she slides the whole head of his cock against the grasping lips of her pussy. “I tried to warn you about that,” she groans down to him through clenched teeth.
“What about?” he says. “This?” he says, and he drags his fingertips across the back of her neck again. He wraps his hand in her hair and pulls it.
“Yes!” she says in a harsh whisper, and she bites her lip. Her hand shakes and she draws the head of his cock back up through the cleft in the foaming lips of her pussy. “You may have a little more,” she says, “but just a little bit inside, okay? You’re being positively impossible, by the way!”
“If you . . . “ he begins, but she grunts angrily at him.
“Are you always this frustrating!?” she says. She sinks her hips down and envelopes the head of his cock inside the lips of her pussy and comes back up and off him. “I think that will be all for now, then,” she says with put-on officiousness. Her breath is short and shallow.
“Okay,” he says.
“Maybe we should . . . “ she says, and she pushes her hands into his chest and waddles up on her knees over his broad body. “Just a little kiss?” she says. “Just to settle me down a bit?”
The fact is, Jennifer had had sex with one guy that whole year so far. So there was that in her defense. Also, she had never been in a room with the door closed alone with a guy of that size, so she wasn’t prepared for the odd sensation of attraction it gave her. She just didn’t know that about herself, that a big man might do that to her. So there’s that, too. And then there’s the happenstance of the wet clothes and now the man being stripped down to his shorts and shirt in her bedroom. She’d never had a boy in that room before.
But the reason it happened was really something else. She’d never pulled a guy. She had only ever been given the opportunity to push them. Guys were creatures who pushed themselves up against her, wound themselves around her, pulled on her, tried lines on her, attempted to trick her into things. You get close to them, they paw at you, they pull at your clothes, they rub you between your legs and over your chest, they push their faces into your private places. Her entire experience of the male half of the species was one of evasion, escape, removing hands, turning mouths away, and sometimes even getting away, running away, even. She’d never got to enjoy the pursuit herself before. It was a revelation. And she found she liked it, too, being the aggressor for a change.
She kneels high over his face. “Do you like to . . . ?” she says, but she doesn’t finish her question. He wraps his hands around her bare hips, he pulls her down over his face, and he strokes the flat of his tongue up between her pussy lips. He kisses her at the top and he sinks his cheeks in and sucks her up and out from under the hood and between his lips, before letting her go, to snap back.
“Oh fuck,” she cries out into her arms that she lays across the wall over his head. “Dante Alighieri,” she says, in a voice full of shaking and warning. But she’s unable to finish the thought.
He kisses her lips again and laps at her down there.
“Supposed to be just one kiss,” she says in a shaking, weakening cry of a voice.
He sinks his head down into the pillow and lifts her by her hips away from his face. Her body is nothing to him. He can carry her around on one hand, she realizes.
“But maybe a little more is okay,” she says in a tiny, squeaking voice, and she pushes her hips down against the pressure of his hands and captures his mouth with her pussy again. “Can’t hurt, right?” she says, and she gasps and sucks breath inward, harsh and unevenly.
To be the active one, not the passive one. To be the aggressor, not the aggrieved. To thrust, instead of being thrusted into. It felt to Jennifer like she discovered a new voice she never knew she had. ‘To fuck instead of to be fucked,’ she thought to herself, and it made her snicker with a crooked grin. She felt like an explorer discovering a new continent.
He licks her like a man who knows what it might be like to have a pussy, she thinks. He licks her like a man who knows the secrets about exquisite torture, she thinks, too. It’s very surprising. It’s not what you’d think, looking at him. He licks her like a man who might keep on doing it no matter what it’s doing to her, too. She realizes he’s going to cause her to boil over if he doesn’t take the lid off.
She pounds the wall with her tiny fists curled up and her hips thrust involuntarily forward and back and her breath catches and stops and starts. “You’re gonna . . . !”she cries out loud into the wall, but like so much else she has been trying to say, she can’t finish it. Her body clenches tightly all over, her stomach sucks down small and tight, and her eyes shut hard and light up inside like sunshine breaking out of the clouds.
He does not relent. He will not stop. She pulls on his hair under her hips and she rolls her head back to the ceiling. Her loose hips and tight thighs shake violently and she wipes her draining pussy up and down all over his mouth and chin. It’s rude and its messy, but she can’t help it. He holds her hips so firmly that it’s no good at all.
She didn’t mean to. She didn’t want to. She only meant to kiss him, to thank him. Take him out for a bowl of soup. But the orgasm comes from some place so deep inside her, she doesn’t even know it’s coming at all until it’s already too late. And now she has to let it go. He was never going to stop. She cries out loud, long, deep, and gutturally. He’s so cruel to her!
And then she falls on him. She thrusts herself down the length of his body and consumes him in her mouth. She pushes her lips down the full length of his cock and pumps herself on him madly, both hands and mouth at the same time, rising and falling on him like both their lives depend on it. She’s loud and sloppy and frantic.
His body jerks spasmodically under her. She only sucks harder on him. ‘Teach him right!’ she thinks. His fists clench into the sheets and she rises and falls as methodically on him as she can manage. She wants so desperately to make him finish too, the way he did to her. But he takes just a little too long, doesn’t he.
She swears out loud and she climbs back up over his body. Now she plunges her hips down hard into his hips. His cock breaks through her pussy lips and fills her so deep, so hard, so all at once, her guts get pushed up to her throat. She drills herself down on him hard enough to rock the bed against the wall, banging on it with each of her mad thrusts.
She’s never felt so wild, so crazed, so animalistic. So free.
He manhandles her, though, giving as good as he gets, and he rolls her over and pushes her down under him. She spreads her legs, seizes his shoulders in her hands, and kisses him madly when he hangs his face down to hers. He pounds her small body under him, drives her nearly clean through the bed with his heavy hips. She bites his neck and ear and slams her hips up every bit as hard at him as he slams his down at hers.
She pulls out from under him, laughs, can’t help it, and gets on her elbows and knees in front of where he kneels back, and she wags her ass up at him and curls her face around her shoulder to watch him behind her. “Take me, then,” she says, and she bites her lip. She’s never said that to a boy before, of course. It never fit, somehow. Now it does.
He holds her hips in his hands and she drops her mouth wide open and smiles and gasps into her pillow. He pokes the head of his cock between her cheeks and she shuts her eyes and grips the sheets in her whitening fists. He plunges himself into her and she yelps and lifts her face to the wall in front of her. She pushs the pillow out of the way of her panting wide-open mouth. He pulls out and plunges back into her, and she cries out loud, she screams, even. Soon the slap of their bodies fills the room, fills the house, and its punctuated by her jolting voice crying out at the wall in front of her face.
It’s full on — it’s one of those ones: the ones you only really read about. But it’s happening to her this time. ‘Oh my god,’ she thinks, ‘he’s fucking me as hard as he can.’ It was primal. That’s the only word she can think for it.
When she senses his own orgasm was soon upon him, she pushes him down and off her, rolls him onto his back, and ducks her face down between his raised, shaking knees. She pumps him into her mouth until he erupts, and she pulls off of him in time to squirt his ejaculate all over his stomach and chest, emptying him with both of her hands.
When he finally subsides, she leaps up, comes back with a soft, plush towel, and carefully wipes him up before kissing his mouth, waiting for his eyes to re-open.
I’m starving, you? she says softly to him as soon as they open, and she squeals and laughs and rolls off the bed and runs to gather up her clothes all over the floor.
Snickering, they dress and hold hands and duck out the bedroom door quietly together. But she screams, he hollers, and the two other girls yelp, too. Everyone startles each other directly outside her bedroom door.
And then comes a hearty round of “ahems” and coughing and throat clearing and eyes darting away and nervous chuckling.
“Were you guys listening?!” Jennifer says.
“No, hardly!” one of the others say.
“This one’s Kristen, by the way,” Jennifer says with feigned disappointment, introducing the other girls by name for the first time, and she rolls her eyes and looks at him over her shoulder. “And that one is Rachel,” she says, and Rachel steps out from behind Kristen, her hands tugged down behind her back, her eyes unable to look up at either of them.
“Maybe for a bit,” Rachel says in a tiny, ashamed voice. “We didn’t know if you were okay in there.”
“I apologize for my roomies,” Jennifer says to Dante over her shoulder and she rolls her eyes again.
“Like you wouldn’t be doing the same thing if it was me!” Kristen says and she turns away toward the stairs.
Jennifer gasps with exaggeration and glances sideways at Dante. “Do not believe a word they say!” she says, and she snatches at his wrist and drags him down the hall and down the stairs.
She sits him at the table in the kitchen and spreads food in several containers all over the tabletop and drops forks for all four. Kristen and Rachel came into the kitchen and take up chairs around the table with Dante before Jennifer joins them. It’s a small table and with Dante’s size, it’s a tight fit.
Quietly everyone eats from the containers, until Jennifer starts giggling. Then Kristen hides her face and starts jiggling into her chair. Then Rachel twists around to look away, her shoulders heaving up and down.
“Stop it you guys!” Rachel shouts.
But it’s no good. All three girls begin laughing too hard to stop, are laughing too hard to even make sounds now, their bodies jiggling, their shoulders heaving up, their faces hidden. Kristen slaps the table like she’s dying. Rachel slaps her chest like she can’t breathe.
Jennifer, fanning her face like it’s on fire, manages to squeeze out, “I’m so sorry!” to Dante before she rolls out of her chair and onto her back on the floor, kicking her legs up and laughing only harder.
Dante laughs too, although not so hard, and not about anything he knows that could be so funny. Kristen and Rachel both keep glancing at him, though they can’t stop laughing any more than Jennifer can.
“If you only knew why,” Rachel manages to say to him, and that sets off a renewed round of uncontrollable laughter for all three.
Dante just sits there, doesn’t he, snorting and chuckling with them, but creasing his brow, too.
But that anyway is how Dante and Jennifer became boyfriend and girlfriend. It seemed an unspoken reality that Rachel and Kristen came as a package with Jennifer. They hung out altogether watching shows, stealing out for late bites together, cooking some new recipe at home all of them shoulder to shoulder in the kitchen, even walks in the park along the river, all of them together. Dante never seemed to mind, and Jennifer stopped asking or apologizing for it. Obviously it wasn’t going to change if he did mind. They were very close fiends.
“Why are guys even like that,” Rachel asks Dante one day straight up. All four of them came out of the kitchen and into the living room in single file with their plates of food in that inter-generationally old students’ house, Dante, Jennifer, Kristen, and Rachel. Everyone’s hungry, Jennifer and Dante because of what they’d been doing up in Jennifer’s bedroom again, and Kristen and Rachel because of how hard they’d been laughing down below, hearing the bed hit the wall again, hearing Jennifer cry out loud again.
Did they mind? Not as much as you’d think. It was impressive, Kristen said to Rachel once, how long it goes on for. “At least one of us is getting it, right?”
“Why are they like what?” Dante says. They all think maybe he’s being cagey on purpose, the way their professors question them right back with other questions in their education department seminars.
But Dante is only ever straight. They’re only slowly realizing this Dante guy, this lumbering, huge, husky Dante guy, this guy who all day long loads crates of wine and cases of cheese on and off trucks down in the warehouse district below the campus, is that rare kind of creature, one without guile. They all look at him a moment, all their heads slightly tilted, all their eyes slightly narrowed, up and down the length of the old couch. Had they ever met one of these rare ones in the wild before? Probably not. Maybe somebody delivering something to their family homes, who knows. You never notice them.
To a degree none would admit, the other two were becoming as comfortable with Dante as though they were his girlfriend, too, the way they dressed, the way they talked. The way they didn’t feel the need to talk, even, with him around.
“The dating scene is just so dumb,” Kristen finally says, breaking the brief silence. She’s all dark eyes and dark hair and white skin, one of those shorter cuts that looks messy, but is supposed to look that way. Dante liked looking at it. Rachel often messed it up more with her hand, scruffing her up like a pet. “It’s all formulaic,” she says. “It’s scripted. Nobody’s genuine anymore.”
She left unsaid what they all were thinking: Dante doesn’t seem to emit one scripted word. The exception that proves the rule, Rachel thought to herself. He was an interesting guy to her, being so plainly uninteresting in the way all the preening and clucking chickens were ‘interesting’ to themselves, most of all, on campus, or where they grew up
“Or when it’s not like that,” Jennifer says, “it’s straight-up dangerous.” She nods at Kristen with her eyes bugging out of her face. She’s reminding them, of course, about her tale of the five frat bros and the bus stop, the story about how this guy, this unusual and huge Dante guy now sitting in their living room, saved her. Although that wasn’t a date. And the kind of guys they were, they were in fact the kind girls like her were meant to be dating.
“Jennifer told us how you rescued her,” Rachel says, lifting her chin as though to indicate to Dante who she’s talking about. She pushes the long, shimmering strands of her black hair off her heart-shaped face. Her deep, almond eyes flash at Dante.
She’s entrancing him with her deep dark Asian eyes and they both know it. All four of them know it. It wasn’t teasing, but it wasn’t strictly platonic either. Both Rachel and Kristen flirted openly with Dante, in fact more so in front of Jennifer than behind her back. Jennifer laughs about it. She flirts with him too, even though she’s sleeping with the guy. He’s fun to flirt with. She knows they’re discovering only more slowly what she found out quickly: Dante gives a girl a chance to flex her own charms. He lets you flirt instead of being flirted with. 
“I just did what any normal person would do,” Dante says.
All three of them immediately chuckle and shake their heads and widen their eyes and grin crookedly. “Uh, yeah, no,” Jennifer says, and she snorts to herself. “Not exactly.” She wraps her hand around his wrist and rubs it back and forth looking at Kristen and smirking knowingly. Yes, he is that clueless, she wants to convey to her. And it’s devastatingly arousing. 
“What was so funny, anyway,” he says, “back in the kitchen?” He’s feeling more relaxed, now, too, less on guard. He’s acclimatizing to his new surroundings, he’s made his assessments of the other roommates, and now he can sink back and cross a leg over his other leg, ankle on the knee, of course, not further up the calf.
Sure it’s unusual, he thinks, hanging out with the three of them instead of just the one who’s his girlfriend, or seems to be, nothing having been officially stated or agreed to. It’s not like he had a field guide to relationships, knew how people did it, how many were normally involved and to what extent. The two friends didn’t seem to have boyfriends, didn’t seem too interested in finding them, either, and clearly had fun flirting with him, and even Jennifer seemed to like it when they did. She laughed at it, too, and seemed to become more amorous with it, even when they got carried away with it. It wasn’t like where he came from, that’s for sure. Shit like that, somebody get cut for it.
Everyone seemed relaxed no matter how far things went on those long and cold winter nights the boundaries were pushed back yet again. Sure, it’s somewhat weird to be hanging out in this house late at night, Dante thinks, in one of those old beat up houses in the university district shared by three girls, three students no less, especially after getting caught, sort of but not really, by the other two doing what they were doing with one another, he and the girl from the bus stop. It’s weird enough that girl was back at the bus stop looking for him as much as he was looking for her, so it was well down the road of weird right from the get go.
He asks that thing about what was so funny in the kitchen, and now all three of them start looking at each other again and looking away and grinning sideways and poking their tongues into the sides of their cheeks. Nobody wants to say.
Rachel, the Asian one, tilts her head to the side and shakes it at Jennifer. “Just tell him,” she says to her.
Jennifer screams “No!” like it’s some horrible secret, but she laughs too, and ducks her face down into her hands. “Stop it!” she shouts at Rachel, but she’s laughing all the same, isn’t she.
“Jennifer,” Rachel says, squaring her face up to Dante’s face, her eyes fixed straight out and staring hard at his, “didn’t have it in a very long time,” she says, “until you, that is,” she puts on the end. She bites her lip. “With you,” she adds in an even quieter voice, like clarity was required there.
Jennifer squeals. “Oh my god!” she cries out loud. And she inhales, too, with her hands now flatly over her face so that only her eyes are peeking out the tops like she can’t believe what Rachel just said. She’s nearly hyperventilating on her end of the couch. “Not as long as you!” she shouts back at Rachel, when she gets her breath. She kicks Rachel’s thigh with her heel.
It’s Rachel’s turn now to inhale with obviously exaggerated shock. They’re both looking at each other with dropped jaws and wide eyes, but also with grins, too. They’re communicating. They’re egging each other on. They know things and they’re on the verge of agreeing to tell this guy all about them.
“Supposed to be private!” Rachel says to Jennifer, feigning disdain for her.
“Annnd,” Kristen says, “this is what it’s like around here most nights, you loving it so far?” she says to Dante.
Rachel swings her bare foot out and kicks Kristen’s shin with it. “Like you’re doing any better,” she says.
“I am not part of this conversation,” Kristen says to Dante, ignoring Rachel, other than catching her heel in her hand and not letting her go.
“You were certainly a part of it outside my door that first night,” Jennifer says.
“Do not listen to these sexual reprobates,” Kristen says to Dante and she nearly closes her eyes and turns aside as though her disgust for them is overwhelming to her.
“I think the point is,” Rachel says, her voice now more serious, “is that we have been too much the opposite of reprobates.”
Kristen is still holding her heel in her hand and Jennifer is still pushing her foot into her other thigh over and over, rocking her in the middle of the couch. They’re all looking at Dante in the big old overstuffed chair like it’s his turn to speak.
Jennifer pulls in a big inhalation now, filing her lungs all the way up and letting it out with a long, slow sigh.”Okay,” she says, “so we were talking just last night,” she looks up to Dante, “about how everyone thinks its the guys who are the profligate ones when it comes to matters of the bed,” she says, “and that girls . . . “
“. . . girls like us, she means,” Kristen says to Dante, and she nods solemnly when he glances at her.
“. . . girls like us,” Jennifer continues with emphasis, duly corrected, “are the ones who are looking for the ring and the long-term serious thing.”
“But that’s just not true,” Rachel says to him emphatically. She interjected too quickly and she now curls her lips together and rolls them in between her teeth. It was an unexpected outburst. “But it’s not like we’re out there parading it around for one night stands, either,” she says.
“It’s the proverbial happy median we aim for,” Kristen says. “Not the one night stand, but not the clingy serous relationship thing, either. Can we not just have that, please?” she says, and she makes an exaggerated shrug and shakes her head at Dante. 
“So we were just saying,” Jennifer says, continuing on with her explanation to Dante about what was so funny in the kitchen, “just last night, like, where are there going to be guys like that? Is it asking too much? Like seriously?” she said. “They were asking, not me,” she offers by way of correction, and she nodded at him to make sure.
“Like guys who aren’t looking for relationships, but who are also not one night stand type of guys?” Dante says. He frowns like he does at work when the boss is giving him instructions in five or six steps or more.
“Exactly!” Kristen says to him. She widens her eyes, flares them at him, even. “Just like that, exactly,”she says. “Not a relationship, but not a one night stand, either.” She rocked her head from shoulder to shoulder, hands up and out like she was the scales of justice.
“When I told Kristen and Rachel about how you saved me that time,” Jennifer says, “they said I should try to find you again.”
Both Rachel and Kristen inhale sharply now and spin their faces toward her. “We specifically said exactly the opposite,” Rachel says to her, and she covers her mouth with her hand, she is so appalled at what Jennifer just said.
“Well some said I should,” Jennifer says.
“You said you should,” Kristen says. She turns to Dante. “Me and Rachel weren’t so sure about you. You just let her carry on after that beautiful thing you did and you let her go on home,” she says. “Why didn’t you even try to get her number?”
“I did, I came back the next day at the same time, hoping to find her, didn’t I?” Dante says.
“True, true,” Rachel says. “He did do that,” she says to Kristen, but she also rolls her eyes.
“And he did do better than just get her number,” Kristen says. “I’ll give you that,” she says to him.
Jennifer ducks her face down in her hands again. “You guys!” she says. Her body’s jiggling now.
Kristen turns to her. “Not like you were trying to keep it a secret up there,” she says to Jennifer. 
“And you and Rach listening at the door,” Jennifer says. She turns to Dante. “Did I tell you how long it’s been for both of them?”
“He knows,” Kristen shouts, and she flings a pillow down the couch at Jennifer.
Rachel looks up through the shining curtain of her long black hair and mouths to Dante, “A long time ago, in a galaxy far, far away,” and she snorts. Kristen backhands a slap at her arm. “Well it has been,” Rachel says, rubbing herself there like she really hurt her.
“Are you okay, us talking like this right in front of you?” Kristen says to Dante.
“I mean,” he says, “I don’t hang out like this with girls, and I sure don’t know any ones like you,” he says. “Being students and all,” he says. “Sometimes I need a dictionary just sitting here listening.”
“We’re just normal,” Rachel says, “but girls don’t usually talk their normal talk in front of guys. But you’re different.”
“But why are you so different?” Kristen says to him and she squints narrowly at him.
“He’s not some campus frat boy, that’s why,” Jennifer says. “He’s a working man, that’s why,” she says. “Blue collar. Look at his shirt, for real blue.”
“Is that where girls like us need to look?” Kristen says.
“Me, I don’t know,” Dante says. “I was just trying to get home late from work that night.”
“We don’t normally run into guys like you, is what Kris is saying,” Rachel says. She turns to Jennifer. “I bet he kisses nice too, doesn’t he,” she says.
“Find out for yourself,” Jennifer says.
Dante and Jennifer quickly exchange glances. Rachel shouts Jennifer’s name, but now Jennifer  ducks her face down and looks sideways at Dante. She’s grinning.
“Were you looking for a contemporary  relationship?” Jennifer says to Dante. “I guess I should have asked you that first,” she says.
“Before you go volunteering the man around for a kissing booth,” Kristen says.
“But really, were you?” Jennifer says to him, not laughing so much anymore. Rachel massages her foot where it continues to push and release against her thigh. Kristen does the same with Rachel’s foot in her lap.
“Not really sure how to answer that,” he says. In truth, he’d never thought about it one way or the other. He didn’t think of relationships as something one wants or not, as something one goes out searching for or not. He didn’t know one selected the type one searched for, contemporary verses unorthodox, this or that. How many types were there? And now having that set of thoughts sent him on a mini-squirrel run in his brain. Why didn’t he think about that, anyway? Why didn’t he ever think about what he likes or wants in a situation? Did he have likes and wants, or was he like those people he heard a podcast about, who don’t have any internal voices at all. People who don’t have imagination.
Because he’s got no boundaries, he thinks to himself, just like the podcast said. He’s always doing things for other people, cleaning up after them, putting their things away, finishing their jobs. He used to think of himself as the quiet, observant one. But maybe he was just a people pleaser, like the podcast said. He was too buried in himself to even know if he has preferences of his own. That’s what the podcast said.
“What she means is,” Kristen says, pulling him back out of his head, “you and Jennifer do it up there all the time, as we all know and hear,” she says, Jennifer gasping again and Rachel stymying another fit of outrage and laughter in equal measure. “So are you going to get all clingy with Jenn now?”
Jennifer shouts out Kristen’s name. “That’s not the only thing contemporary means!” she shouts, and she laughs, too.
“Because I’m going to tell you straight up,” Kristen says to Dante, ignoring Jennifer.
Jennifer leaps up and half sits on top of Kristen who is rolling away from her on the couch. Jennifer tries to cover her mouth and stop her from talking. Their limbs entangle. They roll around together, struggling. Rachel swings herself sideways on the middle of the couch and raises her feet to kick at them both.
But Jennifer fails to stop Kristen talking. “I’ll tell you straight up,” Kristen manages to still get out from behind and around Jennifer’s stretching fingers, “this girl isn’t that,” she says. Jennifer stops struggling to stop her and Kristen sits up straight. Now the three of them are packed tight together side by side on one end of the couch. “None of us are that,” Kristen says to Dante.
“But we still want to know if you kiss nice,” Rachel says, and she squeals and laughs and ducks her face down.
“Kiss her,” Jennifer says to Dante. Rachel stares at him, too. Jennifer moves her closed mouth around the front of her face like she’s sucking on an enormous candy. She knows she’s putting a challenge out to him. She’s feeling brave. She’s feeling wild. It’s just Dante, after all. You can say whatever you want right in front of him.
“Right here?” Dante says.
“Sure,” Jennifer says. “Why not? It’s just Rachel.” She squelches nervous giggles that threaten to erupt out the back of her throat. Everybody’s nervous now.
“This is nuts,” he says.
Jennifer laughs. Kristen laughs too. But Rachel, she’s not laughing. She’s just staring at Dante through hair fallen over her eyes. She looks like she’s smoldering, the way she stares at him. Like she’s burning up from the inside out. You can tell looking at her, she really wants to kiss him. Badly.
“Should we?” she says to him half privately.
“Rachel gets all hot and bothered hearing you two upstairs,” Kristen says, and she laughs. But now Jennifer isn’t laughing, either. Dante and Rachel are staring at each other across the room, she on one end of the couch, he in the big old chair facing her. Kristen notices nobody is laughing now and she stops too.
When a small number of people spend a lot of time together, especially without outsiders to re-calibrate themselves against, they can evolve into a completely separate offshoot of their own culture. It won’t feel different to them. But it can get radically different if no one’s there to remind them of normal. It’s like the guy who lives by himself in the woods too long. He doesn’t know he’s weird.
“You want to?” Rachel says to him even more quietly, even more privately. She’s pushing things. She’s not letting it go. She wants to, and the chance seems to be hanging out there ripe and ready to pick. Why not? keeps playing in her mind on loop. I mean, really, why not?
Dante glances at Jennifer and back at Rachel.
“Go for it,” Jennifer says in a voice every bit as quiet and private as Rachel’s.
“So do it, then,” Kristen says to Rachel. “You know you want to.” She and Jennifer are secretly squeezing hands together down in the couch between their thighs.
Jennifer wants her to do it. Jennifer is excited about it. Of course that’s weird. But that’s the culture they’ve evolved in their strange old house.
Rachel breaks for a moment, and turns down and away, putting one hand over her face. But she regains control of herself and raises her face up to Dante again. It’s deadly quiet in that room. “Meet you in the middle?” she says.
“That okay with you?” Dante says to Jennifer.
“I already told you it’s okay with me,” Jennifer says, everybody talking now in that same low, quiet, and private tone. Everyone remains perfectly still. It’s new and unexpected territory for all of them.
Dante finally stands up. Rachel stands up too as if on cue. He steps toward her and she tugs her hands down behind her back and snorts and looks up at the corners of the ceiling and pushes her hair back from her face.
But she also steps toward him. It’s because her best friend Jennifer was in bed with him all the time that made it something she really wanted to do. It was driving her nuts, listening to that.
Dante glances at Jennifer. She’s crossed her arms over her chest and dangles a leg over the knee of her other leg. He was with her in bed only an hour before, keeping the whole house awake, and half the block, too. But she’s got more excitement on her face than anyone. Her eyebrows are dancing all over her forehead. She doesn’t know why she’s so excited about it, but she is.
They come together in the middle of the floor, Dante and Rachel. Dante cradles her elbows in his palms and she holds onto his biceps. They’re big, they’re hard. She can’t help but rub them. To squeeze them. They’re not gym hard, they’re work hard.
And then just like that they kiss. It’s short and awkward, but nobody laughs. Everybody stares. So they kiss again, and then a third time, too, now that nothing blew up and caught fire, and this time, their faces twist, their hands rise up around each other’s necks, and their tongues find each other inside their mouths. This time it’s a serious kiss, a real kiss.
This time, when they come apart, Kristen says, “Take it upstairs, you two,” and she claps and laughs at her joke.
Jennifer swings her foot out where she’s sitting, and she clips his shin with her extended toe. “You should,” she says. “Just go,” she says. “You should go now.” Her smile is beaming at him. Her face is glowing.
Rachel ducks down and turns away. “Jennifer!” she cries out loud.
“Well you should, then, Rach,” Kristen says. “You haven’t had it in how many months?”
“Stop it!” Rachel shouts. But she’s laughing, too. She looks at Dante in front of her and tilts her head and rolls her eyes at him. “They won’t stop, you know,” she says to him.
He merely glances to the side in the direction of the hallway and the stairs leading up to the bedrooms. Rachel slips her hand in his, entwines her fingers around his, and pulls him behind her and out the living room, through the hallway, and up the stairs, head down all the way, and once up there, she continues pulling him all the way down the hallway to her own bedroom door. She drags him inside, too, and nearly slams it behind them.
But there she pauses. She cocks her ear but, hearing no protest from down below, she comes away from the door. “And no listening!” she shouts at the door, and she smirks at Dante.
Is this really what they’re really like? Dante wonders. It’s true, guys don’t know anything about this, he thinks. He’s never read anything about this. No podcast brought it up.
They sit on the edge of her bed together. “We don’t have to do anything,” Rachel says. “Just doing this to make them stop, you know.”
“It’s okay either way,” Dante says.
“Jennifer was right about you,” Rachel says.
“What about?” he says.
She looks up at him over her shoulder. “You’re not like every other guy on campus,” she says. “You make the girl be the one who has to try.”
The way she looks, the way her eyes glow, the way her hair falls over her shoulders, he knows its wrong, he knows the girl he was in bed with only an hour or so earlier is directly beneath them. But he can’t help it. He leans just a couple of inches forward, closer to her. She has that effect on him.
It’s more than Rachel can take, though. She’s human, after all, too. She thrusts her hands around the back of his neck, pulls him closer to her, and invades his mouth with hers. After the long, deep kiss, huffing and puffing, she pulls an inch away from him and she snorts lightly and says, “I guess it has been a long time for me. Like much too long,” she says with a groan under her breath, and she kisses him deeper and longer this time.
He only lightly and tentatively cups his palm around the underside of her breast, through her grey hoody top and t-shirt below and her bra under that. But she responds like overly dry tinder to the touch of a match. Her breath bellows.
She pushes him back and down on her bed, his legs dangling over the side, though he’s so tall, his knees still rise there. She walks on her knees up and over his body, straddling him under her, and she arches deeply in her back, sucks breath through her clenched teeth, and laughs at herself. “So horny,” she says, “sorry,” she says, and she laughs at herself even as she crosses her arms over the front of her body and tears her hoody up and over her head, and then her t-shirt, too. No time for the zipper.
Dante swallows, watching her.
“Are you sure this is okay?” she says, but she’s not waiting for answers. She flings herself back and off him and off the bed too, and nearly trips and staggers around backward, she’s so impatient about tearing her baggy grey jogging pants off. Pausing there standing in only her black panties and bra, she pulls at the elastic in the waist and lets it snap back against her skin. He’s pulled himself up to lean back on his elbows behind himself watching her, taking her in.
“You’re making me self-conscious,” she says. She pushes her long hair back from her face. “But I kind of like it, too,” she says, “with you anyway.” she says. “Do you want to take your clothes off too?” she says. There’s hope in her voice.
He pushes himself up to stand in front of her. She’s reminded about how tall he is, how big he is. “Jennifer wasn’t lying,” she said.
“About?” he says.
“How big you are,” she says, but then she pumps her shoulders up past her ears and covers her mouth with her hand. “I don’t mean that!” she says. He’d just dropped his pants and his shorts when she said it.
He’s feeling bold now, though. He’s feeling giddy. The situation is so unreal, he feels like he’s in a lucid dream, like he could fly around the ceiling if he chose to. He’s feeling like he’s begun a world-conquering tour. He’s feeling like the world took some left turn somewhere back there, and this is a whole new normal he’s living in and nobody but him remembers what the world used to be.
He steps out of his pants and shorts where they crumple around his ankles on the floor and he uses his foot to shove them aside.
“I told you how long it’s been, right?” she says, and she steps up so close to him, she can feel the heat of his skin over the front of her entire body. She reaches out from her hip and leans her head back to see all the way up into his eyes above her face and she wraps her pianist fingers around his thick, heavy cock.
“It’s been mentioned once or twice,” he says.
“You must think we’re so weird,” she says. She pulls her hand down the length of him, feeling him out without looking, without allowing herself to look yet. It’s big in girth and it’s hardening in her hand.
“All that stuff about relationships and one night stands?” she says. She presses herself now against the front of his body and she places a kiss as delicate as a butterfly landing on his clavicle, and she bends her knees, bends her waist, and slides herself down the front of his body, licking and kissing a meandering trail down his skin all the way to his hip bone, now his other hip bone, and then the tiny strip of hair that runs down the middle of his abdomen.
“It’s good,” he says, looking down at the top of her head, “to know what you want, to say it,” he says. “I’m trying to practice that more myself,” he says. He pushes his hands into her hair and cups his palms around the back of her head.
She kisses the very tip of the head of his cock and she chuckles and twists her face to look way up at him where he towers over her. “Did Jennifer do this for you?” she says.
“You really want to know?” he says.
“She’s right down there below us,” she says.
“It’s strange, that’s for sure,” he says.
“Did you pull her hair?” she says.
“You know about that?” he says.
“Of course,” she says, but she whispers it. She cradles his erection in her hand and drags her lips out the length of it, kissing it. “It’s a small house,” she says.
“Then you probably know I did,” he says.
She laughs and ducks her head down. “I guess,” she says. She twists around and looks up at him from nearly under his shaft. “We all have something like that,” she says, and she gently kisses the side of his shaft again. “I guess,” she adds.
“You like your hair pulled too?” he says.
“No,” she says. She shivers and bites her lip. “I want to tell you what mine is but I can’t,” she says.
“Why not?” he says. He’s running his fingers through and around her silky hair, getting lost in it, closing his eyes. He’s never felt something so soft and cool.
“Because it’s incredibly wrong,” she whispers. She puts her pursed lips to the tip of his cock a moment and presses herself against him there, before laughing and ducking her face down.
“And this isn’t?” he says.
“Touche,” she says.
“You can tell me,” he says.
“I’m trying to,” she says, and she laughs again.
He frowns and creases his brow. She rolls her eyes and takes a deep breath and again she purses her lips and presses her closed mouth against the tip of the head of his cock harder. And then she does something that makes him shiver. She reaches up and around her head and finds his hand with hers and presses it against the back of her head, hard.
“I like being forced a bit,” she whispers solemnly up to him, eye to eye now.
“Jesus,” he says to himself.
“I know, right?” she says. She looks back up to his eyes and one more time places her tightly pursed and small mouth up against the tip of the head of his cock. “A teacher like me, too,” she says, but her voice is muffled by his cock.
“I can’t do that,” he says.
“It’s okay,” she says. “Jennifer said you pulled her hair, she says, really hard, too,” she says with a groan.
He juts his jaw sideways and spreads his feet more firmly on the floor.
“Come on,” she says. “It’s okay,” she says. “It’s good,” she says.
He curls his fingers into the back of her head. She spreads her hands around the front of his thighs. When he pulls her head toward his hips, she counters him, pressing her hands into his thighs, pushing him away.
“You have to try harder,” she says, looking up at him. “I guess you could say that I like it a little bit rough,” she says and she bites her lip at him.
“What if it’s too hard?” he says.
“It won’t be,” she whispers, and she gets back into a ready position, spreading her hands over his thighs more firmly, spreading her knees on the floor more sturdily, and aiming her mouth more directly at his cock. “I want it like that,” she says. “It’s what I like. That’s why I can’t tell anyone.”
This time he pulls her head and drives the head of his cock hard against her still unyielding lips. “You just don’t look like the kind of girl who would like it,” he says.
She presses her lips more tightly closed and even cries inside her closed mouth. Her nails curl over and dig into the flesh on the front of his thighs. He pushes harder and she kicks her feet down into the floor behind her. She’s turning her face side to side. But he pulls the back of her head harder, too, and her eyes clench closed and her eyebrows curl over.
“Rachel,” he says, sounding out of breath.
She thrusts her head back and glares up at him. She’s a panting animal, now. “Don’t use my name,” she says. “Make like you don’t know it,” she says, and she juts her jaw out and narrows her eyes. “Like we’re strangers,” she says. “Like you wouldn’t suspect this of someone who looks like me in a million years.”
He pulls her by the back of the head and she cranks her face sideways and takes his cock hard into her cheek and cries out loud in faux complaint.
“Is that okay?” he says.
“Of course it is,” she says quietly, all deep and guttural, and she snickers and places the gentlest kiss on the head of his cock. “It’s good, really,” she says. “Really very good. But harder now. You have to make me do it,” she says.
“You’re all actually in teacher school for real?” he says.
“I’m going to be a grade three teacher,” she says, and she kisses his cock softly again. But this time, he pulls her head into his groin and juts his hips out at her face. She whines and twists her face side to side. He retracts his hips and looks down at her scrunched up face and he holds her head to keep her from squirming so much this time. Then he pushes the head of his cock at her tight lips even harder.
This time she can’t turn away, he’s squeezing her head too tightly. She punches his thighs but he’s bracing himself into the floor and his legs bulge with his muscles. She has no effect on him at all anymore. He pulls the back of her head harder and the pressure of the head of his cock against the front of her lips hurts a bit. She squirms and cries but he pulls harder anyway. She pinches his skin and twists it in her fingers, but he won’t relent.
Finally, the pressure too much, her small lips, tight and creased, part slightly. The head of his cock pushes between them. She tries to twist her face away but his cock pushes further into her mouth. She tries to pull back from his hips, but he pulls harder on the back of her head, and she can feel his cock, thick, hard, mean, and hot, slide slowly, inexorably, into her mouth.
She can’t stop it. It fills her. It’s going to choke her. Her eyes well up and her jaw falls open. Her head falls back and her hands wrap around the back of his ass.
He begins to pump himself into her mouth long hard and deep, and her long luscious mane of black shimmering hair flows with the waves of the jolts he gives to the back of her throat. She has relented. She has acquiesced. He has broken her.
She puts her hands on her own thighs and settles down to sit on her calves in front of him and resigns herself to the despoliation of her face, the fucking of her mouth. He bends his knees and thrusts his hips and pulls and pushes her head forward and back, pumping himself into her crudely and rough in the pose of a humping dog.
She takes it. Because she likes it. It makes her wet, being stormed like that. So good, she thinks, and so incredibly wrong. Maybe because so incredibly wrong.
He pulls his cock out of her mouth and she coughs and gags delivering it up with her hanging tongue, and she wipes saliva and other fluids from her lips with the back of her hand and catches her breath and chuckles deeply and darkly.
“Is that okay?” he says.
“Uh-huh,” she says. “Or even harder? Or meaner?” she says, and she looks up at him with intentionally wide happy eyes that plead. Now he shoves his cock against her lips so hard she has to open her mouth to take it, and so she does.
He rams her. He plows her. He fucks her face, and when he feels it coming on from the twitching in the soles of his feet, he doesn’t stop or ask anything anymore. She knows it’s coming, too, and she tries to pull off him and turn away, but he holds her head harder and pumps his hips deeper. He knows she loves it.
When he cums, her cheeks puff out with it and her eyes run. She coughs and his ejaculate squirts out the corners of her mouth and hangs in wiggling worms from her chin. Still he pumps himself into her and she tries to swallow again. There’s too much and it runs down her neck and chest.
But now he’s finished and he pushes her backward from him and staggers around and twirls and lands on the bed, exhausted and spent.
She falls over on her back from his slight push on her shoulders and gurgles more of his cum up and out her mouth and down over her neck.
Sprawled on the floor, she shivers with repulsion at herself and struggles up and over to her dresser. She takes out a small towel that she wipes her face and neck and chest with. “You should go now,” she says, and she throws the soiled towel at him and goes into her closet. There she hides herself from him to remove her bra and panties. But she looks over her shoulder — he’s out cold. She pulls on satin panties and a crop cut t-shirt, her usual bed things, and eases herself into the edge of her bed and hugs the corner, turning her back to him.
She can’t tell what she feels about all this, after all. It’s certainly not what her parents would have expected of their perfect daughter. It’s not what her colleagues in teacher school would expect of her. It’s certainly not what any previous boyfriend would expect of her, football players, rich smooth kids, talkers.
But that’s just it, she thought, staring at the wall in the dark, that big husky man behind her sleeping soundly and so instantly, too. So many expectations coming from every direction. And yet, it feels so good, she thought, a wide, crooked grin spreading over her lips, to be so unexpected. To be treated like that, and to like it. To have asked for it. To want it. Nobody could have expected that!
Morning light is already breaking through her window before Dante opens his eyes again. He takes a few hard blinks and squeezes his fingers into his eyeballs to put together the clues about where he is. He pulls the sheet down and blinks harder again and squeezes his eyes all over, taking in the body in the bed with him.
Rachel, the name comes back to him. And then what happened before he fell asleep comes back to him, too, and he rubs his chin wondering about all that. He carefully pushes himself over the bed and cups his body around hers from behind. He spoons her. He wants to gently comfort her. He wants to reassure her. Maybe she’s feeling odd about it, too.
Her body, sleeping but not sleeping, wriggles a bit and a tiny, short moan escapes her throat. Her hips push back, too, slightly, but unmistakably. He nudges her ass with his hips equally slightly, but also equally unmistakably. His pressure is met with equal and opposite pressure from her, however slight. He isn’t quite awake himself, but nor is she. She might be pretending to sleep.
But the pressure of her ass against his groin, the way she grips the corner of the bed in her fist to brace herself, however surreptitiously, the way she ducks her face down and gives him the back of her neck, he grows hard in the slanted morning shafts of sunlight splashing all over the bed.
Her body is warm and soft. Her skin is smooth. Her hair is wondrous. He slips his fingers inside the waist of her panties. He might as well have licked her clitoris the way her body responds to the touch, stretching out, the way she gasps, the way she breathes.
He pushes the head of his cock up and down through her panties but now he pushes her panties down over her ass and half way down her thighs.
She nearly erupts from his forcefulness, her hands twisting in the sheets, her head rolling back, her long black hair flying over the pillows. Her voice is low and guttural, moaning and groaning like that, and he’s not even touching her.
Where even was Jennifer, he thinks. Next door in bed? He’s rubbing his cock now up and down through her pussy lips, not going in, but pushing her all over.
Recalling Rachel’s proclivities from the eventful night before, he thinks about it, but not for too long, before he pushes the underside of his cock up with his fingers, pushes his hips forward, and presses the head of his cock, already hard again, in between the soft round cheeks of her bared ass. No asking, didn’t she insist on that?
This girl, man oh man, he thinks. Didn’t she start clawing at the bed now, and she thrusts her top leg back over his hips and spreads herself for him. She reaches down and back between her thighs and seizes his cock in her busy fingers. With a sharp twist in her back and a thrust of her hips, her pussy lips, as wet as his cock is hard, engulfs him and takes him down inside her, deep and hard, all the way in one long, rapid thrust.
She grunts and groans, pawing at her bed in front of her face. He pulls back and jolts her body from behind, burying himself into her. She cries out loud, now. He pulls her by the hips to centre her on the bed and pushes her over so that she’s lying on her stomach now, and he mounts her lying down fully on her back with all his weight.
But she arches her back and lifts her hips from the bed so that her weight, and his, is supported on her knees and shoulders. Like that, he pushes himself into her. He rises up over her body and pins her hands to the bed under his hands.
He rams her. He pounds her. He’s a big man and she, like Jennifer, is a small, delicate thing by contrast. But they take a beating well, he thinks, don’t they. He’s warming to his new role. You don’t have to understand it, he says to himself. Our is not.
He rolls back to sit on his calves and catch his breath. He’s not certain yet, not all the way. He wants to check in with her.
But she pushes her ass up and comes up to her elbows and knees and she wags her hips at him behind her. She taunts him with her hips. She reaches down under her body and he watches as her two fingers slide over her pussy lips and she spreads herself open for him.
Teachers, huh? he thinks to himself, and he grins and snorts. He comes up on his knees and seizes her hips in his hands with the same force he seized her head in his hands the night before, and he drives himself into her, one hard drive to the hilt.
The girl, she screams. She nearly chokes the pillow out in her fists. He looks down at her contorting and writhing back. When he stops moving on her, she takes over, ramming herself back up his cock with more thrust than he gave her, even. He feels contractions deep inside her pussy. She stops breathing, too. All the signs are there, but he doesn’t pick up on what’s happening until she’s already over the edge.
With a grimace tight enough to tear her face apart, and fists gone white shredding the sheets, she erupts on his cock bellowing like an animal dying in a barn. It’s more than he can take and he erupts inside her so powerfully, his cum gushes out her pussy and runs in rivulets down the insides of her thighs.
She flops down finally and he comes down too, landing on top of her. But then he feels her body heaving and shaking under him. Crying? He rolls off her, concerned. She’s covering her mouth, her eyes scrunched tightly closed. He taps her shoulder. “You okay?” he says.
She rolls over and flings her arms around his neck and kisses him sloppy-like all over his face. She’s laughing, she’s uncontrollable. “Oh my god,” she cries out loud in a hoarse whisper. “That was ever bigger than last night!” she says.
“Last night?” he says.
She kisses him with a deep probing tongue and moans with deliciousness. “Of course last night,” she says. “You made me cum so hard when you fucked my mouth so bad!” she says. She hugs him again and rolls him side to side and kisses him all over his neck and face. “But not like this one,” she says, “holy moly! I didn’t think you were going to fuck me, too,” she says.
Dante wonders a moment if he’s supposed to talk about the quality of his orgasm, as well. But he’s not given too long to wonder. The girl’s up and dressed in house clothes and out the bedroom door while he’s still sitting up. He struggles up and out of bed and scratches himself and looks around at the floor covered in scattered clothes.
He gets dressed and explores his way down the stairs unsure what he’s going to find down there. He can hear the voices of the three girls in the kitchen laughing and murmuring. When he emerges from the hallway to accept his fate, they all three of them cheer him and clap. Jennifer comes up to him and throws her arms around his neck and kisses his mouth.
“Now we don’t have to listen to Rachel moan and complain so much anymore,” she says.
“Just moan,” Kristen says, and her and Jennifer both squeal and laugh. Rachel rolls her eyes and bites her cheek and grins at him. She steps up to him and wraps her arms around his neck like Jennifer had and she also kisses him on his face and neck, but calmer and more gently than Jennifer did. “It was good, wasn’t it?” she says, and she kisses his lips without him answering. “And necessary, I think, obviously,” she says.
Kristen pushes her head under Rachel’s arm and squeezes in, pushing Rachel off Dante. She also drapes her arms around his neck and kisses him all over his face. “When’s my turn, then?” she says, and all three girls laugh. She pulls away from him and pats his stomach. “Just kidding,” she says. “But not, she adds.”
Jennifer comes back to him and hugs him again. She nips at his ear. “I think you need to do Kris next,” she says in a whisper against his ear. “Or she’s going to be impossible to live with.”
He sits down where Rachel patted a chair next to her at the table. They’re all having toast and coffee. With Jennifer and Kristen on the other side facing them, Rachel turns sideways in her chair, drapes an arm around his shoulders, curls her hand in his lap, and kisses the side of his face and neck and shoulder. “Oh my god, you made me cum so hard this morning,” she says with a private moan against his ear. “Oh my god,” she adds, also in a whisper against his ear. .
“This girl bothering you sir?” Kristen says.
“I actually got to get going,” Dante says. “Work beckons.”
“What have you got today, boyfriend?” Rachel says.
“Hey, he’s my boyfriend!” Jennifer says, and she glares at Rachel with wide, threatening eyes.
“He was only pretending with you, you told me so yourself,” Rachel says.
Jennifer snorts. “That was only at the bus stop, you goof,” she says. She looks over toward Dante now. “But we made it real, didn’t we, boyfriend,” she says.
Rachel pulls on his neck and stretches forward to kiss his cheek. “And we made it doubly real this morning, didn’t we boyfriend,” she says.
Dante looks up through the tops of his eyes and catches Kristen looking at him with narrow eyes. But she shakes her head and rolls her eyes and gets up from the table. A tiny grin pulls up the corner of her lips.
“No worries,” Kristen says, “Kristen doesn’t need a boyfriend,” she says. “Kristen is strong enough, Kristen is smart enough . . . “ she says, before laughing.
Jennifer and Rachel look at each other and then both of them look over the length of the kitchen to the counter where Kristen is wiping plates and then back at each other. Then they both chuckle and leap up and rush over to hug Kristen from both her sides going, “Poor Kristen,” and “Aw, Kristen.”
Dante leans back and brings the back of his head gently to the wall behind him and he looks over the table and across the kitchen at the three of them all in halters and t-shirts and panties and nothing else, Rachel in pale blues, Jennifer in pale pinks, and Kristen in whites.
Noticing him gazing at them, they laugh and huddle together. He can hear them murmur and discuss, and they each glance over their shoulders and shuffle further away from him so he can’t hear them. They laugh together.
Some agreement has been made. They line themselves up hip to hip to hip and wrap their ams around each other’s back and now they turn as one to face him in a row, arching their backs, jutting their chests.
“So me and Rachel give you permission, if you want,” Jennifer says, “and only if you want, to be boyfriend to both of us, but on one condition,” she says. Kristen looks down and away.
“What’s the condition?” Dante says. Nothing is too strange for him by now. He’s gotten this far by playing it dumb.
Jennifer and Rachel look at each other over the front of Kristen’s jutting t-shirt between them and they bite their lips and raise their eyebrows. They drop their arms from Kristen’s back and they shuffle on high toes to either side of Dante and they push their faces up to his neck and cheeks and they kiss and lick him all over and laugh.
“Come,” Rachel says, and she tugs on his one wrist. Jennifer makes a show of her effort to pull him up ,yanking on his other wrist. “So big!” she says and they both lose strength from laughing too hard. Dante helps them and stands up, looming over them in his 6’3” 255 lb frame. Jennifer pulls both his wrists and Rachel groans and grunts pushing him in his back like she’s working to free a stuck car.
They pull, push, and guide him over the floor to Kristen. She’s standing there twisting side to side on her toes looking down and away and chewing her cheek.
“On condition,” Rachel says, and she guides his hands around Kristen’s waist. “That you be boyfriend to all three of us.”
“You guys,” says Kristen. “This is crazy.” She crosses her arms over her chest and half turns away. “Nobody does this, you know,” she says. “We can’t all have the same boyfriend,” she says.
“Who’s going to know anyway?” Jennifer says. “Nobody even knows him at school.”
Rachel, looking directly into Jennifer’s eyes, says, “I don’t mind. Thought I’d be jealous, but I love you guys too much,” she says. “Besides,” she says, and she turns to Kristen and bites her lip and curves her eyebrows. “It was so Oh my god! this morning,” she says to her, and she drives her hips back and scrunches her hand in her groin and moans. “You don’t mind, do you?” she says to Dante. “Us talking like this?”
“Or sharing you?” Jennifer says. “At least it’s not just one of us getting laid every night and the other two having to listen to it all the time,” she says.
Kristen clears her throat.
Both Jennifer and Rachel turn to her and touch her neck and cheek and hair and then lean their faces against her face and turn toward Dante. “But you do have to do it with Kristen now, too,” Jennifer says.
“Not now, obviously,” Kristen says, and she gasps at Dante like the idea is absurd. “But tonight?” she says to him. “Maybe?”
Both Jennifer and Rachel reach out from Kristen’s sides and yank Dante in close with the three of them. “Please, pretty please?” they say to him, and they snicker and kiss him and laugh.
He looks at Rachel from up close and she bites her lip and kisses him, her tongue playing in his mouth. He turns to Jennifer. All their arms are around each other’s bodies and they’re standing as close as four people in a phone booth could. Jennifer kisses him like Rachel did, with tongue, too. He lets his hands fall down their backs and squeezes their butt cheeks, one in each hand, feeling the texture of their panties with his fingers.
He turns to face Kristen. Her breathing is deep and rapid. Both Jennifer and Rachel are squeezing his ass back and they’re kissing his neck, both sides of it. His eyes come up to Kristen’s eyes and she looks away at first in that tight huddle, but looks back at him. “It would be pretty easy, wouldn’t it,” she says. “I mean, you’re already coming over here half the time.”
“Ok, well,” Dante says out loud, and he pushes himself back from the three of them. “I got to think,” he says. “This is maybe getting too weird for me.”
He puts his hands up and turns around and stops half way down the hallway to the front door and he pushes his hands into the hair on the back of his head and turns around again.
Those three girls, the asian one, Rachel, in her pale blue underwear, the mysterious one, Jennifer, in her pale pink underwear, and the sassy one, Kristen, in her white underwear, all of them tilting their heads and frowning at him, standing in a row and joined at the hips. They pout and they turn out their lower lips at him.
They’re doing it on purpose. They’re playing it up, they’re pretending to be three poor damsels. They’re having fun.
He stares at them from that distance, half way down the dark hallway looking at them in their sunlit kitchen, at their bodies lit up from the side, at their eyes, glowing. “How can you guys even contemplate this?” he says.
They look at each other like it’s the first time the question has been put to them. That’s because it is the first time. None of it was planned. “It’s not like we know what happens next,” Jennifer says. “But you just seemed so easy with it,” she says. “No relationships, right? Not sure we were even thinking of you, to be fair.”
“If it’s too weird . . . “ Rachel says, and she doesn’t need to finish the thought.
“Not fair,” Kristen says to both of them, but privately, and she screws the balls of her foot into the floor and pouts especially deeply at Dante.
“Just come over tonight,” Jennifer says. “We’ll just hang out and watch shows and talk, okay?” she says.
“Maybe you’re right, maybe this is too crazy. So come over tonight,” Rachel says. “Please?” she adds. “We don’t have to do anything.”
Kristen shoots a wide-eyed look at the side of her face and Rachel pinches her side without looking. “We don’t know any men like you,” Rachel says. “Where it’s fun just hanging out with you. All 235 lbs of you,” Jennifer says.
“255,” Dante says.
“See?” Jennifer says. “Enough of you for all of us!” she says.
Dante turns and goes to the front door and twists the cut glass knob in his hand. He turns around and looks again at the three of them still side by side by side in the kitchen staring back at him.
“Tonight,” he finally says, and he waves a big arcing wave with his whole arm and he thrusts the door open and clomps down the steps and away.
Outside, he didn’t know whether to shit or scream. The world looked totally different, even when it looked the same.
Jennifer didn’t know whether to shit or scream either. “What did I just do?” she said.
“If I’m being honest?” Rachel said.
“Start with that,” Jennifer said.
“I mean, I don’t want a full-on relationship,” she said. She turned to Kristen. “But the sex is pretty amazing.”
“You guys!” Kristen shouted at them.
Jennifer widened her eyes and smiled and cleaned her spoon of yogurt with her lips. “I told you. There’s something primal about the guy. Something just totally natural. Overpowering.”
“He’s got no concept of putting anything on,” Rachel said. “He’s just him, and you just stir him, you arouse him, and next thing you know . . . “ she said, and she looked at Kristen again.
“He’s grabbing you by the hips with his huge hands,” Jennifer said and she squealed.
“Would you just!” Kristen said and she stomped her foot.
“Is it wrong to just want that without all the rest that comes with it?” Jennifer said. She widened her eyes up at Rachel as though the mere thought of it was nearly too much to contemplate.
“I keep going around and around in my head about something you said,” Rachel said. “It’s not the full on relationship, but it’s not one-night-stands either.”
“You said that,” Jennifer said.
Rachel turned to Kristen. “Oh well,” she said. “I guess that man fucked my brains out,” she said and she snorted.
Kristen slapped her arm. “No fair!” she said. “You’re just being cruel now. I want my brains fucked out too,” she said and she snickered. 
“But it’s true,” Jennifer said. “I mean later, yeah, I want the solid relationship. But not now, who has time for that? But how else are you supposed to enjoy sex,” she said, “unless it’s someone . . . “ she said and she paused, unsure what to call Dante.
“ . . . unless it’s someone in-house,” Rachel said.
“In-house,” Jennifer said, and she snorted thoughtfully at the floor, rolling the balls of one foot over the tops of the toes of her other foot. She looked up at Rachel with narrow slitted eyes. “Is it weird I was very happy to send him upstairs with you?”
Rachel lifted her eyebrows and grimaced. “A little bit, I mean, I don’t know,” she said, and she chuckled.
“Didn’t stop you,” Kristen said.
“Did you guys hear anything?” Rachel said.
Both Jennifer and Kristen turned away from her with their eyes wide at the floor, and Rachel guffawed at them and nudged Kristen’s shoulder.
“Yeah right,” she said.
“Maybe not as much as Jennifer, but still,” Kristen said.
“Or you tomorrow night,” Jennifer said, and she touched her toes to Kristen’s toes.
“I shall be the model of modesty,” Kristen said, half blinking her eyes.
Both Jennifer and Rachel laughed.
They all went to get dressed and ready for the day. On the stairs up, Jennifer said over her shoulder to Rachel behind her. “Seriously though, why don’t I feel anything about it?” she said.
“You do feel something about it,” Rachel said. “You aren’t allowing yourself to notice it yet, that’s all,” she said.
Jennifer went the rest of the way up the stairs and down the hallway and, at her door that she half opened, she paused and tilted her head at Rachel. “I just feel joy that you got to enjoy him too,” she said and she shrugged and frowned and grinned all at once. “It’s like I forgot to get jealous or angry.”
Rachel half opened her door and paused there, too. “I know what you mean,” she said. “It’s like we forget sometimes to be who we think we’re supposed to be.”
“We’re not fighting over him,” Jennifer said.
Kristen finally came up and she also paused at her door so that all three hung on the cut glass knobs of their doors half open. “Wait until I blow his mind,” she said, and she laughed and swung on her door inside her room.
“Jennifer already blew his dick,” Rachel called through Kristen’s closed door.
“Did you tell him what you fantasize about?” Jennifer said quietly to Rachel.
“Not going to tell,” Rachel said, and she went into her room.
“You did, obvious-slay,” she said.
“Total-lay,” Rachel said and she laughed and went in her room.
Now Dante’s at work.
“Got a trailer coming in late today,” his boss says to him, coming through the warehouse.
“Nope,” Dante says not even looking up from the pallet he was wrapping in plastic. “Can’t stay late today, boss,” he says.
His boss stops in his tracks and twists around and stares at the back of Dante’s head like aliens have just landed. “You’re the only one in the warehouse today,” he says.
“Then you better hire somebody else quick,” Dante says, still without stopping what he was doing.
The boss stares at him with a confused expression. “Not possible, you know that,” the boss says. He’s shouting now because Dante continues to recede away from him, slowly rolling the pallet on his carrier toward the yawning open doors of the truck he was loading.
“You’re the boss,” Dante says. “You’ve had all week to figure it out.”
“Maybe you want to join your buddy in the unemployment line,” his boss says not pausing a moment perhaps to think.
Dante stops and turns around. He puts both hands on his hips and stares back at his boss. It isn’t like Dante to respond verbally to anyone with anything other than a ‘Yep, okay.’ It’s even less like him to stop and stare them down.
The boss wasn’t expecting it — he looks around like maybe there’s someone else there who’s seeing this. But it’s just him and Dante. And Dante looks different.
“You fire me,” he finally says, “and now you got four trailers to unload yourself instead of just the one. You really want to do that? Right now?” 
His heart is pumping, his mouth is dry, and his gut is wrenching, but his boss doesn’t need to know that. If his boss is shocked at the impertinence, Dante is floored by it, even if it is his own. But he stiffens his leg to stop it from shaking and grips his sides in his fists to keep his boss from seeing his hands shake.
The stare-down lasts only a few seconds, but it could have been whole minutes, the way it felt.
Finally his boss turns, waves his hand, and says, “I’ll fucking do the late one myself then.”
Dante turns too. “I’ll try to at least get a start on it,” he says, “if it gets here in time.”
Now where did that come from? he thinks to himself. Who even is he anymore? So deep in contemplation of the self was he that he almost ran right over the new kid. “Oh,” he says, “thought you might drop in did you?” he says to him.
“Boss looking for me?” the kid says, eyes shooting left and right.
“Not the boss you need to worry about right now, as much as me,” Dante says. “You the one who put that order of cheese in the electrical room?” he says.
“Why the fuck would you say I did that?” the kid says.
“Oh I don’t know,” Dante says. “Maybe so you don’t have to load it by hand onto a truck maybe?”
The kid shrugs. He isn’t accustomed to getting ripped by Dante no more than the boss is.
Dante’s not used to ripping bosses and other workers, either. But he was on a roll, now. “You’re staying after,” he says, “truck coming in after hours. You’re helping boss-man unload it,” he says.
“But I have a game to go to,” the kid says.
“Not tonight you don’t, unless you want to be looking for a new job tomorrow,” Dante says.
“Who died and made you the boss?” the kids says.
It’s a reasonable question, Dante thinks to himself. “Your choice,” he says, though, and he shrugs.
“What am I doing with my pair of tickets?” the kids says.
“What’s the game?” Dante says, turning around and walking backwards hands in pockets and a grin on his face.
Who even is this guy, he thinks to himself about himself. He doesn’t know himself any better than anyone else does, but he’s liking what he sees, unexpected as he is.
Kid says, “Celtics.”
Dante says, “I’ll take them off your hands for you, even give you what you paid for them,” he says.
“That’s not fair,” the kid says.
“You’re call,” Dante says and he turns around and walks on.
Kid stares at the back of his head.
It feels like a whole new world to Dante.
“Fine,” kid says, and he waves him off.
Dante snorts and turns around and keeps on walking, backward now. I wonder if that Kristen girl likes herself a little pro hoops now and then, he thinks to himself.
So now big, lumbering Dante shows up at that tiny, old house occupied by those three girls going to be teachers some day, Jennifer, Rachel, and Kristen, bearing that pair of tickets to the Celtics game he extorted from the guy at work that he busted for hiding cheese in the electrical room that he didn’t want to load.
Kristen thinks that’s awesome — the story and the tickets. So off they go. He buys her nachos and wine at the game, and she thinks that’s great, too. “The wine’s delicious,” she says. He ate most of the nachos himself — he’s a husky guy, he’s 255 lbs.
He picks up the Uber tab for the way home. “That’s nice too,” she says. The whole thing is just fantastic, you’re thinking.
They come in the front door, they take off their coats and shoes, and she says, “You want to go upstairs then?”
Of course he does, he says, the other two girls — Rachel and Jennifer — being in the living room hunched over their laptops. Up they go where she holds her bedroom door open for him and she nods and gestures with a sweep of her arm for him to go on inside, so she can close the door behind him.
Inside her bedroom now, she says “Should we . . . ?” and she tugs weakly on the tab of the zipper at the top of the chest of her hoody, at her neck where it’s pulled up to, pretty white college sports hoody, school letters in pink.
“Yeah, sure,” he says. “Yeah.”
She chuckles, he chuckles, they quickly take all their clothes off — she folding hers, and so he does too — and they get into her bed together, one after the other and side by side. They’re lying on their backs now, the sheet pulled up to their chins. She rolls her head sideways over the pillows and says, to him, “That was a great date. Really it was.”
He rolls his head sideways and blinks two times back at her. “You think?” he says.
She keeps a straight face for three full beats before she howls, pulls the sheet all the way up over her face, and says — squealing — “No!” She kicks her feet and pulls the sheet back down to her neck. “I’m sorry,” she says.
“Don’t be sorry,” Dante says. “At least you’re honest,” he says.
“Maybe there was just too much build-up?” she says.
“That must be it,” he says. “You think?”
She laughs again. “No,” she says.
“Maybe going out with all three of you is the mistake,” he says.
She looks at the ceiling and tilts her head and juts her bottom lip out seriously considering his point. “I don’t think that’s it,” she finally says. “I know you’d think there’d be jealousy between us,” she says, “but there really isn’t.” She turns to him and lowers her face and narrows her eyes at him. “I mean,” she says, and she finds his hand under the sheet with her hand and entwines her fingers with his. “You’re a great guy, actually,” she says, “but I don’t think any of us want or can handle a full-on relationship right now. It’s not you, just so you know,” she says.
“I get that,” he says. “I’m not looking for that either,” he says, and he nods solemnly to assure her of the point. “But I got to say,” he says, and he rolls his head over the pillow to face her beside him. Now their faces are very close together. “Hanging out with you, it’s actually pretty fun. And to be honest, so is hanging out with Jennifer and Rachel, too. All three of you.”
Kristen laughs and squeals and rolls her body over to lie on top of him now. It’s warm and smooth and light and soft on him. “I know, right?” she says. “I love them,” she says. “They can be too honest to a fault, though, just like me.”
“You can say that again,” he says. “Them being too honest, that part,” he says and he snorts.
She widens her eyes and bites her lip looking down at him. “What did they tell you?” she says, not laughing now. “That makes you say they’re too honest?”
Now he’s wondering if he stepped into it, offering up something he shouldn’t have. It’s not an easy situation to navigate, three girls who are all friends, all living together, all of them taking you to bed like that, too, and all of them with full knowledge of same, as well, and all pretending there’s nothing to it, either. “Not so much what they told me,” he says after rolling things around in his mind a few moments, “as what they showed me.” He pauses. “As in, what they like,” he says. “In bed,” he says nearly under his breath, knowing full well he’s only digging his hole deeper.
“Oh, tell me more!” Kristen says and she wriggles with her nude body over top of his nude body, pressing herself more heavily down onto him, rocking herself on him, her body touching his body everywhere. He’s like a raft on a river to her, the way she’s spread out all over him.
If he did step in it, he thinks, all he did now was sink himself further down in it. He wraps his arms around her smooth, warm, naked torso and holds her bare ass cheeks in his hands, squeezes them a bit, hefts them like he’s assessing her. Each of his hands are easily twice the square footage of each of her ass cheeks. “I’ve said too much already,” he says. “Maybe it was supposed to be private, what they said to me, what we did to each other.”
“I already know anyway,” Kristen says. “We don’t have secrets between us, none of us.”
“I don’t believe you,” he says. He’s right to be wary, he thinks. You never know when a trap is being set, girls like that, so tight with each other.
“Jennifer likes to have her hair pulled,” Kristen says. “Right? I think she likes to sort of be hurt a little bit, she likes a little pain, am I right?” she says, and she grins crookedly down at him and bites her lip. His cock is trapped between their stomachs and is growing harder.
Dante rubs his teeth with his tongue inside his closed mouth and narrows his eyes at her for a few moments. “Not saying you are, not saying you aren’t,” he says. But he’s thinking, that’s just about spot on. Maybe they did talk, maybe they did share.
“I am right,” she says, and she laughs and kisses him right on the mouth. “And Rachel,” she says, “she likes to be forced a little bit, am I right about that too?” she says.
Now he knows they talked about it, strange as that may be. “Define ‘a little bit’” he says. It’s like she can’t feel his cock pressing harder and harder into her ribs.
She laughs and kisses him again. “It’s very unexpected with Rach though,” Kristen says. “You’d never guess that about her if you knew her only by day,” she says. She rolls a little side to side, over his cock now fully hard between them.
“That is true,” he says. “I was pretty shocked to find that out about her, to be honest.” He squeezes her ass in his big hands some more. Her bare breasts mash into his chest. This whole honest and out in the open thing wasn’t so bad, maybe, he thinks.
Her thighs spread so that her knees come down to the bed outside his hips. His cock, now straining hard, is squeezed between their abdomens, laying up between them. She’s pressing her stomach down into it, using her body to rub him up and down and side to side, but just subtly enough to not make it the main attraction. Not yet. But she smiles, she knows what she’s doing to him.
“Were you shocked by Jennifer too?” she says. “I was,” she says, and her eyes, which she holds only about two inches above his eyes, darting back and forth between his two, widen, her eyebrows shooting up. Her mouth drops open. She even grunts softly. His cock is poking her in the bottom of her ribs. She likes that.
“Yeah, for sure,” Dante says, trying his best to ignore what she is doing to him down there. He recalls Jennifer convincing him to pull her hair harder and harder, him seizing her hips in his hands and pumping his groin into her ass for all he was worth, her crying like a banshee on her elbows and knees at the wall in front of her face. “Yeah, it’s definitely totally opposite to what you’d expect of her, that there too,” he says. The way she climaxed, he thought. Her whole body tense as a plank. You look at her, she’s classic teacher, quiet, calm, girl-next-door wholesome. “She flips a switch,” he says out loud to the ceiling with Kristen lying on him.
Kristen wriggles her legs all over him and ducks her face down and squeals into his chest and kisses him there. “I have one too,” she says. “Just so you know.”
“What’s your secret then?” he says. He strokes her head where it lies back down on his shoulder and kisses her temple. He pushes his fingers through her short, black, and messy hair.
She lifts her face up to him and bulges her eyes out. “I will never tell, of course,” she says. “I can never actually say it. Don’t be ridiculous. Or do it, my god,” she says, and she flares her eyes at him.
“Even after Rachel saying hers?” he says,”even after you know she got a taste of hers, too? With me?” he says. “And Jennifer too, with hers?”
“That Rachel,” she says. “She’s been walking on cloud nine since that night with you.”
“So what’s yours?” he says.
“No,” she says, and she hides her face deep down in his neck.
“Come on,” he says. He smacks her ass, but lightly. Both his hands massage her ass cheeks. His fingertips move dangerously close to what lies under and between them, his hands are so big around her ass.
She squeals and pulls the sheet over her head and curls down over his body deep under the sheet.
“Tell me,” he says, gripping her ass cheeks harder.
She bends so far down, she finds his cock down there, pulls it up with her hand, and kisses it. “Would you like a blowjob, honey?” she says in that casual voice of someone asking if you’d like a drink.
“You’re changing the subject,” he says.
“My thing is, I love to give head, I’m very good at it too,” she says.
He taps her head through the sheet. “Tell me the truth,” he says.
She springs up from under the sheet and flops down on the pillows beside him and puffs her cheeks out and exhales a full breath. She continues to hold his cock under the sheet, to squeeze and stroke him casually, but she stares distantly up past the ceiling. “I just can’t,” she says. “I’ve never told anyone.”
“So here’s your chance,” he says. He stretches his arm out under her neck and pulls her in close to him. She shifts over until her head is resting on his shoulder. She rolls onto her side and slides her bare leg up and over his bare thigh and she stretches in her neck to kiss him there.
It’s true, she thinks, what Jennifer and Rachel said about him, about what he’s like in bed. The talking around subjects, flirting but at the same time, real. He has a way of not even trying, she thinks, and you get interested. It’s his lack of trying, like Jennifer said, she thinks. He lets you try. It’s a dangerous, potent thing he does, this doing nothing of his. 
“It’s nothing, really,” she says. “It’s silly.”
“Tell me,” he says.
“You’re being cruel now.”
“Tell me.”
“You’ll think I’m weird.”
“Tell me.”
“I’m embarrassed by it.”
“Tell, Kristen.”
“It’s the exact opposite of what you’d think of me,” she says.
“I think that’s the emerging theme,” he says.
She stretches her body out hard again and kisses his jaw. “If I tell you,” she says, “you’re going to tell Rachel and Jennifer.”
“What did you tell them?” he says. “When you guys were so busy sharing all your dirtiest, darkest secrets?”
“I put the question off,” she says. “I don’t think they realize I never really answered.”
“I won’t tell,” he says.
“You probably should,” she says. “To be fair. Because I don’t think I ever could tell them myself.”
“You make it sound so terrible,” he says.
“It is terrible,” she says. “I have serious phobias about the future, about what might happen. I get worried about the dumbest things,” she says. “So, yeah, given that, it’s terrible.”
“Look at Rachel,” he says. “She’d probably say her biggest battle in life is dealing with expectations, right?— her parents, her friends, everybody,” he says.
“That is so her all over exactly,” Kristen says. “How very perceptive of you,” she says, and she kisses his chest.
“And then what does she do,” he says, “but behave in bed completely opposite to what anyone could ever expect from her,” he says. “Given that about her.”
Kristen laughs so much her body jiggles. “That is so true,” she says. “So true,” she repeats more thoughtfully now. 
“She likes to be forced,” Dante says. “I mean, what could be more about expectations than actually being forced to do something, not even just expected to, but forced to do it?”
Kristen lifts her face from his chest and drops her jaw down. “My god,” she says, “that is so true. I never realized.”
“And then Jennifer,” he says. “Unsure of herself Jennifer. Never sure what to say or do. Afraid of doing something wrong, afraid of getting hurt,” he says.
Kristen stares into his eyes from above. “But she likes to be hurt,” she says thoughtfully. “You may be onto something.”
“She likes to be hurt,” Dante says, repeating her.
“Who even are you?” she says, and she squints her eyes at him under her.
“So what’s your thing?” he says, ignoring her question.
“Do you often have girls spilling themselves for you?” she says. “You’re quite good at this, you know.”
He doesn’t answer. How does he tell her he hasn’t been with girls like those three before? That he hasn’t talked to a girl before, not like this. He realizes, he’s never been given the chance to, maybe. Isn’t that what all three of them have said about how they feel about sex with him? That they didn’t have a chance before to be aggressive, to be assertive? To express themselves?
“I’ve never ever done anything like it,” she says. “Unlike those two.”
“What is it?” he says.
“I’ve never told anyone about it,” she says. “I’ve never even looked it up.”
“You haven’t been curious about it?” he says.
“Curious, very much yes,” she says. “But afraid of it, too. Like, I don’t know where it comes from. I’m afraid of what it says about me,” she says.
“You said the other day you’re very uncertain about the future,” he said.
“Scared of it, I think is what I said,” she says. “Terrified, even.”
“Scared why?” he says.
“Being stuck,” she says. “Not being able to move, not having choices, not seeing a way out, if I need a way out,” she says.
“Like getting trapped,” he says.
She inhales with a gasp and juts her chin down at him. “Being trapped, yeah,” she says. “The worst thing ever.”
“Like being tied down,” he says.
She pushes her face into his neck. “God yes,” she says. “That’s the worst thing ever. Tied down.”
“Like literally tied down?” he says.
She says nothing.
He rocks her body. “Like literally tied down?” he says again.
She kisses his neck and presses her body more heavily down against his, but remains silent.
“Oh oh,” he says. “Is that really it?” he says.
She cries out in a high pitched squeal deep into his neck and pulls the sheet up over her head.
“Oh Kristen,” he says, tapping her shoulder. “Come out, come out wherever you are.”
“No,” she says in a tiny voice from under the sheets.
“Is that really it?” he says.
There’s a long pause. Her fingernail draws a slow circle around and around on his chest. “It might be,” she finally says, “not saying one way or the other,” she says, without lifting her face from his neck.
“You want to be tied up?” he says, retracting his chin enough to look down at the top of her head.
She remains still and silent a few seconds longer, but then she bites him, she squeals, and she kicks her legs. “Maybe,” she says. “I just never connected it before to my fear of being tied down, like metaphorically, in life, in career,” she says.
“But you don’t know anything about actually being tied up?” he says.
“I’m too afraid to even read about it,” she says. “I don’t want to know how to do it or what to use or anything,” she says. “All I know is,” she says, and she twists and contorts her body against his, squeezing his cock she still holds in her hand. “It turns me on something fierce,” she says in whisper. “Just thinking about it.”
“I don’t know anything about it either,” he says.
“That’s a good thing to know, actually,” she says.
“But we can try some of it, maybe,” he says.
She buries her face deeper into his neck. “No thank you!” she says.
“Don’t you want to experiment with it?” he says. “Like a little bit? See how it actually feels?”
“No,” she says, but it takes her a few seconds to say it.
“It’s not that bad a thing,” he says. “Pretty common I think.”
“It’s a pretty terrible thing if you’re me,” she says. “Remember?” she says. “I’m the person who is terrified of being trapped, of having no choice . . . “
“. . . of being tied down,” he says.
“Of being tied down,” she says after him. She rolls onto her side and rubs the heel of her hand into her eye and wraps her hand around his wrist. “See?” she says. She pulls his arm over her body and slides her fingers down over his hand, until she is pulling only on his middle finger. She pulls it down further between her legs and slides her fingers down over the knuckles of his middle finger until she is only holding his middle fingertip. She guides that to her pussy lips. She pushes it into the crevice between her lips and rubs it up and down on herself.
“You’re so wet,” he says.
“See? Told you,” she says. “Just from talking about it.”
“How come you don’t want to try it then?” he says.
“I’m afraid of what it says about me,” she says. “I’m afraid of what I might learn about myself.”
“It doesn’t make you anything less,” he says.
“But being tied down,” she says. “I have no bigger fear. So then why does talking about it with you do this to me?” she says. She guides his finger tip up and down through her pussy lips and circles her enlarged and exposed clitoris with it.
“What kind of things do you imagine being tied up with?” he says.
“We’re not doing this,” she says.
“If I hold you down with my hands?” he says.
“I can easily get free,” she says. “Bite you.” She bites his shoulder to show him.
“So something actually tied around your wrists?” he says, and he lifts his head from the pillow and scans around the room.
“No,” she says. “Nothing. Not going to do it.” She shakes his cock in her fist to warn him. “Let me just suck you off, that’ll be good, won’t it?” she says.
“What about the sash around your bathrobe?” he says.
She curls her lips inside her mouth and shoots her eyes to their corners, away from him. “To think about,” she says. “For starters, maybe,” she finally adds.
“Let me go get it,” he says.
She grabs him by both wrists. “No!” she says. “You’re not allowed. This is only hypothetical.”
He pulls his hands free from her grasp and climbs out of bed, huge, naked Dante. He’s forgotten to be uncomfortable with his body naked in front of a girl. He pulls open her closet door. She doesn’t protest anymore. He finds her bathrobe and pulls the sash out from the loops and turns around to face her on the bed, snapping up its slack between his fists he’s wrapped it around. She’s lying on her back nude because he tossed the sheets aside when he got out and she left things that way.
The first thing he notices is that she’s already noticeably more compliant at merely the sight of the sash. Her body appears as though flung there, lifeless, or at least will-less.
He wraps the ends of the sash more times around his fists and yanks on it harder as though to test the strength of it.
She shivers and laughs at herself more than at him, the way that makes her feel, the sound of it snapping to attention, the inescapable look of it, its promise of denial of choice.
The abnegation of the self is rendered no longer in abstract mental construct form, but is made fiercely manifest between the man’s hands, though it remains soft, fluffy, and white.
It’s a joke and she snorts.
He steps up to the foot of the bed and still they say nothing. Staring at each other, she finally brings her arms over her body and turns the insides of her wrists together in front of her groin. She is resigning herself to it. She is asking him to go ahead and try it, then. She is surrendering herself to him. She is giving up control, and isn’t that the ultimate expression of choice?
“Are you sure about this?” he says.
“Hurry before I change my mind,” she says.
He kneels on the foot of the bed and waddles up over her legs that she stretches out straight beneath him and he sits down on her shins. She purses her lips at him and keeps her eyes on his eyes, rolling them, sighing, moving her lips around, her mouth closed. He doesn’t have to look down her body to see the sparkling glisten spreading around her whole groin. There’s no hiding how turned on she is.
“Do you even know how to do this?” she says.
“No,” he says. “Do you?”
She shakes her head ‘No’ and closes her eyes. “I hate this,” she says. But she holds her hands up to give him room under her wrists to guide the robe sash around them. “This is so wrong,” she says.
He remains silent and rolls the sash around a few times before tying the ends in a knot. He tests it, too. It’s strong enough, it seems.
She juts her jaw out crookedly. “Now what?” she says.
“Your ankles,” he says.
She inhales sharply through her teeth. “No,” she says. But it’s a meek voice she has and she brings her legs together anyway when he gets off her. When he returns with a narrow leather red fashion belt from her closet, she lifts her legs to let him pass it under her ankles. This one he wraps around and around her ankles until there are pin holes near enough to stick the pin through, and he reefs her ankles tightly together with the tail of the belt.
“Too tight?” he says.
She only shakes her head ‘No.’ Her eyes are closed. A tear emerges.
“Enough?” he says.
She purses her lips tightly and clenches her eyes. “More,” she finally says. “Tighter,” she whispers.
When he leans over her body, she clubs him with her two bunched up fists and laughs.
“Roll over,” he says, untying her wrists from the robe sash, and he reties her hands behind her back this time. He rolls her back onto her back now with her hands trapped under her body. She squirms and she whines, but she can’t deny it’s even better now.
“It’s worse”, she says. “You’re so mean.”
“Too mean?” he says.
She takes a moment, but then she shakes her head ‘No.’ “More,” she says.
“Blindfold?” he says.
“No!” she squeals and she flares her eyes up at him.
“Blindfold it is,” he says, and he gets off the bed and returns to the closet.
“I said no,” she says.
He comes back with one of her silk scarves.
“What do you think you’re doing with that?” she says.
He just smirks and crawls back up over her body on his knees, and with one hand, he cradles the back of her head and gently lifts it.
“You don’t care how I feel,” she says.
He smirks and ties the scarf in a knot behind her head and lets it down again onto the pillow. “Can you see?” he says.
“Of course not,” she says.
He rises high over her on his knees and puts his hands on his hips admiring his handiwork. He twists around to look behind him, to check on the state of the belt around her ankles.
Her knees pull up and push down and her ankles strain against the belt, but she can’t pull her legs free of each other.
He leans over and spies her tied wrists under her back.
She rolls side to side under him and her shoulders and biceps strain as she tugs at her wrists tied to each other, but they don’t come free.
He ducks and bobs and weaves over her face looking for any reaction that would tell him she can see out through a crack.
“What are you doing?” she says.
Satisfied he’s tied her up well, only now does he look at her, really look at her. He rolls off the bed and steps back until he finds the wall with his back behind him and he squats down and rests his forearms over his knees.
This girl, a complete stranger to him not so long ago, is now writhing nude on her bed, tied at the ankles and wrists and blindfolded, too. She’s contorting and stretching back in her neck and shoulders and rocking side to side. She’s even moaning.
He stands up and walks slowly around the bed and back again, examining her body on it, flopping and stretching all over her sheets. He can see even in the darkness of her room her pussy lips, soaking wet now, leaking. Her nipples are erect, hard. Her jaw hangs down, open, her breath coming in pants. Her hips jut up off the bed as though searching for something.
He touches her, at first as lightly as a butterfly wing, here and there on the sides of her torso, up around the gentle, soft bulge of the side of her breast, down over her ribs.
She twists and strains at the sensations. He grazes his fingertips down over her stomach, feels the ridges of her abs as her body tenses and strains under his touch. He drags his fingers over her hips and down her thighs.
Her muscles go hard and her hips rock side to side. Each leg strains hard in response to the way he touches her there. He drags the backs of his relaxed, half-curled fingers back up over the tiny patch of trimmed hair down there, and her hips shoot up from the bed chasing his touch.
She pants and whines.
He drags his fingers up over the underside of her breasts, and her back arches hard, her chest comes up, and her breath draws heavier. Her head flies side to side. “Dante,” she whispers hoarsely. “I’m not supposed to like this so much,” she says like it’s a secret.
Now he runs his fingertips around the lips of her mouth. She goes into near fits of spams and her tongue whips around trying to catch his finger. He pushes two fingers into her mouth, and she groans and strains with her head flung back and closes her lips around them, her tongue snaking around them inside her mouth, her lips sucking on them. Her moans are high pitched and desperate.
He feels her all around inside her mouth. She sucks on his fingers, she laps at them with her tongue, she opens her mouth wider, takes him deeper. She wants more and her body shivers for it. He climbs back up onto the bed and swings a knee over her chest and looms tall and huge over her. He extracts his two fingers from her mouth and she gapes at them, searching blindly for them, her tongue wagging, her mouth undulating, until he juts his hips forward and lets the tip of the head of his cock, erect and straining, touch her bottom lip.
The girl, groaning out loud now, twitches throughout her body and strains against her ties at her ankles and wrists.
He pushes with his hips and slides his knees out sideways to guide the head of his stiff thick cock through her lips.
She moans like a hit of drugs just flowed into her veins, and she slides her tongue out to slither it up the underside of his cock as far as she can reach with it. She closes her lips around his shaft and sucks so hard her cheeks collapse.
He rocks back and extracts his cock, running now with her saliva, out her mouth, and he dabs it on her cheeks and chin. She laughs playfully, breathing hard and deep and fast, and chases it with her mouth.
“Come on,” she says. “Don’t tease me so bad.”
He shoves it hard into her mouth. Her body buckles and her knees come up into his back. He falls forward onto his hands and knees over her face and he begins to thrust his hips into her mouth like it’s a pussy, fucking her like that.
Her tongue is mad and her suction is extreme. Her moans are loud and frantic, but muffled by his penetrating cock. Her body is roiled and her abdomen strains upward.
He pulls his cock out of her mouth and she strains in her neck to catch him with it again. He climbs off the bed and goes back to her closet to find another belt. Her body twists and rolls on her bed. He comes back and unties her ankles, but only to pull her body down so as to tie her ankles to the feet of the bed — which of course spreads her legs wide open in front of him.
She whines about this, but he says nothing in response. She knows her protests mean nothing to him now. She has no control, she has no idea what’s going to happen next. Her vulnerability is complete and she’s never felt such freedom.
He touches her body in random spots and it makes her twitch and jump each time, and laugh, but nervously. Then he comes down over her pussy — it’s so wet there now, her whole area is smeared with her manju. Her inner thighs glisten.
“No,” she says.
“Do you mean that?” he says.
“No,” she says, and she chuckles with breathlessness.
He positions himself between her spread legs and merely touches the tip of his tongue to the top of the lips of her pussy. Her folds are swollen, her crevice is bubbly with foam, her whole gap is smeared wet. It’s like he held electrical leads to her, the way her body flops up and down and twists side to side.
“I can’t stand it,” she cries out loud. Her breath is hyperventilating. Her core is straining. Her neck is bulging.
He licks her again down there, and everything goes electrically white for her behind her blindfolds. He licks her again, and her thigh and abdomen muscles nearly burst out from under her skin. He spreads her pussy lips with his fingers and sucks on her clitoris, and her body strains like a plank, shoots up off the bed, and shakes like she’s going to fly apart, shakes like a diving plane reaching its terminal speed plunging downward. He circles her clitoris with the tip of his tongue, and she heaves up and drops down and cries out loud like something possessed, like something in the forest at night.
He steps back and flops down in her chair. Her body continues to heave up and down with her rapid breath. When she subsides, he comes around to the foot of the bed, unties her ankles, and he crawls up over her body again. He rolls her over and unties her wrists and then her blindfold.
Now ferociously angry, she pushes him over onto his back and she bites him too hard and licks him all over his huge body and devours his cock in her mouth. She grimaces at him and she growls down at him. She kneels over his hips and pulls on his cock with her fist under her and she plunges her pussy down over the head. Gripping his shoulders in her hands, she rolls her head back to face the ceiling, she arches her back to jut her breasts out over his face, and she contorts her spine deeply to drive her hips down, to consume his cock wholly into her pussy.
She cries at the ceiling and pumps him with her body, slamming herself into him, grinding herself down onto him, and milking him up into her with her straining internal pussy muscles.
It isn’t long before he’s slapping the bedsheets beside himself, before his own chest is pushing up, before his hips lift her whole body up into the air over the bed. She hangs on, though, riding that huge husky man like a bull ride at a Texas bar.
His ejaculate pumps up into her and the sensation of heat and menace makes her lose it again, and her body shakes out of control all over his. His cum gushes out her pussy and streams down her inner thighs.
She starts laughing, the release in her, his release, are both so powerful, so complete. She flops over sideways, pulls her knees up to her chest, and can’t stop herself from heaving with barely restrained laughter.
She rolls back to him and kisses him all over his face and neck. “Oh my god,” she says. “What just happened?”
He huffs and puffs with his eyes closed and he waves her off. He can’t talk yet. She lays her head down on his chest and listens to his wildly pumping heart in there and smiles to herself. Did she do that?
When he does rouse himself, they smirk as they get dressed and they peek out her door making sure nobody was listening. Instead they find Jennifer and Rachel quietly in the kitchen still hunched over their laptops at the table.
“More noisy than I was, even,” Rachel says without looking up from her screen, a studied disinterest in her voice.
Jennifer snorts but doesn’t look up from her screen either. “More noisy than both of us combined, I’d say,” she says. She’s also nonplussed about it.
“Can’t help it if I’m the more passionate type of woman than you two dead skunks,” Kristen says, and she guides Dante by the hand to find a chair at the table. She’s going to bring out some food for them both. They’re both starving of course. 
“Good b-ball game?”” Jennifer says, looking up through the tops of her eyes at Dante across the table and she drinks back a glass of water, her eyes on his.
“Which one, TD Garden or upstairs?” he says.
Rachel bursts out laughing and Kristen returns to the table with food and messes up his hair from behind. “Oh, some kind of funny guy now, eh?” she says in that old-movie kind of nasal voice, and she sits down after swinging a chair around backward to straddle it.
Rachel rolls back in her chair and crosses her arms over her chest. She shuts her laptop. “I am concerned about you, girlfriend,” she says, looking right at Kristen.
Kristen slowly envelopes a chunk of cut-up watermelon in her lips staring back at her. “Et moi toi,” she says, a dribble of juice running down her chin. She catches it on her wrist and laughs against her sealed lips struggling to keep the juicy stuff inside.
“Seriously,” Rachel says. “We could hear what you were doing up there.”
“We heard what you were doing with him too, up there,” Kristen says, making sarcastic air-quotes with her fingers.
“I’m pretty sure by now that everybody has heard what everybody else is doing with him,” Jennifer says.
Now they each take a strawberry or a piece of watermelon or a chunk of tangerine and they stare at each other, chewing and considering, Dante right there, but keeping quiet.
“Do you think playing around with getting tied up is a good life choice?” Rachel says to Kristen.
“I don’t know,” Kristen says, her head rocking on her neck. “Is pretending to be what you fantasize about having done to you a good life choice?”
“It was just pretending,” Rachel says, turning sideways. “Not for real, like you were doing it.”
“Was Jennifer just pretending too?” Kristen says. “Just pretending to be hurt like that?”
“That’s my personal business,” Jennifer says.
“As is mine, too,” Kristen says. “And it’s no better or worse than any of them. We all have one, that is all,” she says. “Moving on,” she says, and she slices another chunk of watermelon in half with her teeth.
A few beats of silence pass before Dante pipes up. “I don’t have one,” he says. “I don’t think.”
All three girls spin their faces toward him like they forgot he was there. “Poor darling,” Jennifer says, reaching out to lay her hand over his forearm. “This is too much for you, isn’t it.”
“It’s not too much,” he says. “I just don’t know what mine is.”
“He’s pretty good at picking us apart,” Kristen says. “Stuff he was saying about you two, guy here’s a regular Carl Jung.”
“Like what,” Rachel says, interested.
“Tell them what you were telling me,” Kristen says, “upstairs.”
“It’s kind of personal,” he says.
Kristen drops her face sideways at him. “If you haven’t noticed yet,” she says, “the concept of something being too personal around this house has gone the way of the dodo bird.”
“Tell us what you were saying,” Rachel says. “I want to know.”
“I want to know too,” Jennifer says.
“Tell them,” Kristen says. She lifts her chin to Jennifer. “Oh the powers of observation,” she says, and she smiles at Dante. “Do tell us what you have ascertained about us, oh big strong silent type,” she says.
Dante leans back in his chair and chews the inside of his cheek rolling a dessert fork around in his fingers. This openness, this sharing, it gave him a kind of delirium. It felt other worldly to him. It felt like a lucid dream where you could say and do anything, and none of it counted. You can just say what’s on your mind. He felt high with it.
“Kristen,” he starts, feeling free to speak, feeling like it’s not even real, feeling like there isn’t even gravity there. Kristen bites her lip and widens her eyes at Rachel and grins and looks down. “She’s uncertain about what’s going to happen. She is terrified of having no control over her future, of being trapped by it,” he says.
“That’s true,” Kristen says, and she nods sharply.
“And then she likes to be tied up,” he says.
She squeals and ducks her face down to hide it inside her arms. “Oh my god,” she says into the table top.
“And Rachel,” he says next. Now it’s Rachel’s turn to turn her face away and flush red. She peeks back at him through the extreme corners of her eyes. She’s grinning too. “Well,” he says, “Rachel is all hung up on expectations,” he says. She keeps staring, silent and unmoving, but grinning at him. “She hates most of all to be forced to do something,” he says.
“So true,” she says in a tiny voice.
“And then she gets off being forced to do things in bed, even if it is just for pretend,” he says.
She hides her face in her hand and turns to the wall. “I am so embarrassed right now,” she says.
“We all are,” Kristen says. “Do Jennifer now,” she says.”She’s the one who asked for this.”
Jennifer snorts and looks down before laying her forehead on the back of her hand where it spreads out flat on the table in front of her.
“Jennifer?” Dante says, turning to her. “Jennifer says she’s unsure of herself,” he says.
“True,” she says into the back of her hand.
“She’s afraid of making a decision,” he says.
“Also true,” she says.
“She’s afraid that if she makes the wrong decision, it’s going to hurt her,” he says.
“Uh-huh,” she says. “I know it will.” She isn’t lifting her face up from the back of her hand.
“And then what she likes most in bed is to have her hair pulled hard enough to hurt her,” Dante says.
Jennifer rolls her face sideways on her hand and lifts her eyes to Rachel beside her. “Who invited this one into our house, anyway?” she says.
“It’s the metaphor you all fear, though,” Dante says. “And the real thing that you like.”
Now Jennifer sits up straight and raises her face to him. “What does that mean?” she says.
“It’s a metaphorical hurt for you,” he says to her. “I mean, make a wrong decision and you hurt your career, or hurt your chances at getting what you want, that sort of thing. But in bed, he says . . . “ but she cuts him off.
“Why do we always have to go back there,” she says, as though in pain, and she lowers her face to her hands again.
“In bed,” he carries on, ignoring her protest, “it’s real pain you like, even if it’s restrained.”
“How do you know so much?” she says.
“Same with you,” he says, turning his gaze to Rachel.
“Oh no,” Rachel says, and she hides her face with her hand and turns away again.
“You’re only afraid of being forced into things not in the sense of someone actually physically forcing you, but being forced by guilt or shame or whatever,” he says, “forced into a career, or forced into a relationship,” he says.
“Just like Jenn, a metaphor,” she says.
“Yeah,” Dante says. “But in bed . . . “ he says, but she cuts him off just like Jennifer did earlier.
“. . . in bed it’s also not really being forced,” she says and she widens her eyes at him with challenge on her face.
“But it is, only it’s being physically forced,” he says.
She bites her lips and nods at him with narrow eyes.
“And I fear being tied down, but only metaphorically too,” Kristen says. “Tied down by career, by relationships, by all those things,” she says.
“But there’s nothing metaphorical about the bathrobe sash or the belts or the scarves,” he says.
“Jesus, Kris,” Rachel says. “Seriously?”
“No judging,” Kristen says to her.
“You want to be hurt,” Dante says to Jennifer, “you want to be forced,” he says to Rachel, “and you want to be restricted,” he says to Kristen. “Being afraid of being hurt,” he says looking at Jennifer, “and being afraid of being forced,” he says, looking at Rachel, “and being afraid of being restricted,” he says to Kristen.
“You’re not what was advertised when Jennifer told us about the big brute of a man who rescued her from the five college guys at the bus stop,” Rachel says.
“I didn’t know he had this in him at the time,” Jennifer says.
“What about you?” Kristen says to him. “Do you ever turn your interrogator’s lamp on yourself?”
He turns to her and they exchange a lingering, empty gaze for several seconds. “Every day, all I do is load and unload trucks of wine and cheese down at the warehouse,” he finally says. He chews his cheek and scans around the table at all three pairs of eyes staring aback at him. “The two things,” he says, “most iconically associated with gentile sophistication — the kind of thing they serve at art gallery openings,” he says, nodding at Jennifer. “God damned wine and fucking cheese.”
“I thought you said you needed a dictionary just to keep up with us,” Jennifer says. “Iconically? Gentile? What the hell?” she says.
He smirks and shrugs. “Nobody is ever who they seem,” he says. “It’s not a bad thing,” he says. “Anyway,” he goes on, “wine and cheese, the stuff of gallery openings and operas, but in my work with these things, it’s hard, brutal, and mean stuff.” He stares through the laminate table top in the middle of them and they all join his gaze there and he nods to himself.
“Your university,” he says, “its pure Ivy League all the way, its the original Ivy League, it’s ivy is the ivy what spawned the term Ivy League,” he says. “For you, it’s all libraries and seminars and bookstores and cafes. The whole town is known for nothing but your university,” he says, “and it’s highly prized students, like yourselves,” he says. “But I’ve never stepped foot on any of its hallowed lands. For me, this whole town is only trucks and warehouses and beeping forklifts and heavy boxes,” he says. “Up there, it’s all about the fineries of the mind, but down below, it’s all about the brute force of the body.” All light and feminine and soft, he wanted to say, but he held back, versus all heavy, lumbering, and ignorant.
He lifts his face and turns sideways toward Kristen. “I think about these things all day, every day,” he says. “You three,” he says, “going to be teachers, and good teachers, too. Your days are all kindness and comfort and learning. But you come home and you want to be hurt, you want to be forced, and you want to be tied down. Me?” he says, and he chuckles and pushes his lips out. “All day, it’s nothing but pushing, pulling, lifting and shoving. I’m sweating and grunting all day,” he says. “And when I get out of there, I’m rescuing you,” he says, looking at Jennifer, “I’m helping you out,” he says to Rachel, “and I’m helping you balance,” he says to Kristen.
“That’s being all kindness, comfort, and learning,” Kristen says to him, “at night. After being hurt, being forced, and being restrained all day,”she says. 
He snorts and looks up at her. “Yeah,” he says, “you could say that, right?”
“You still haven’t told us your thing,” Jennifer says. “You know ours oh so well, but we don’t know yours.”
“I don’t think I have a thing,” Dante says. “I told you already.”
“You must have a preference,” Kristen says.
He turns to her. “I’ve never actually been aware of any preferences about anything,” he says. “I order what other people order at restaurants. I watch whatever show is already on. There’s nowhere I’d rather be, wherever I’m already at.”
“Oh come on,” Rachel says.” You must prefer one kind of thing over another. Everybody does.”
He looks at her and narrows his eyes. “You know,” he says, “I’m not sure I know what that even means.”
“Well you must say Yes to some things and No to other things,” Jennifer says. “Everybody does.”
He turns to her now with the same internally-searching look on his face and he tilts his head. “I’m not sure I’ve ever said No to anything or anybody,” he says.
“Maybe that’s your thing, then,” Kristen says.
“What’s that supposed to mean,” he says to her.
“Well,” she says, and she shrugs, “just like you did with each of us, we just need to figure out what saying No is like for real, like you did with us, and then give you that.”
“Give him No?” Rachel says.
Jennifer smirks. “Denial,” she says. “Maybe that’s his thing.”
Dante looks at her with his jaw hanging half way down his chest. “Afraid to say No,” he says to himself. “And then being told No till I can’t take it anymore.”
“Exactly,” Jennifer says in a voice as low in volume as his. Rachel and Kristen look at each other with their eyes widening and their grins spreading.
“That can be arranged, you know,” Rachel says to him, her eyes lifting slowly up to their tops through strands of her straight black and shimmering hair falling down all over her face.
And Dante, he swallows hard looking right back at her.
The thing about kinks is, nobody picks them out for themselves. You find out about them, but you don’t decide them. One day, you happen across your own kink by happenstance, you trip over it, you bump into it, and then you step back and open your eyes and only then do you discover what your kink always was.
This is what Dante is thinking on that swaying, lurching bus.
Wherefrom do kinks issue then? You get your eye color from your ancestor’s genes, four, five generations ago. You get your IQ in your mother’s womb. You get your personality in your first couple years you open your eyes.
But when do you get outfitted with our own personal kink? What set of circumstances surround which experiences endow you with the kink to whip? And somebody else who’s come to that cheap motel room with you, the kink to be whipped?
Streetlights pass by the sparkling windows, snow nearly sideways flashing through their cones of yellow light.
Some people find out what their kink is while in bed with someone new, experimenting on you, just to see, just playing around. Some, maybe watching a clip or a movie or a video, suddenly they’re squirming and shooting their eyes left and right and making excuses, go to the bathroom, leave the room, or the theater. Others come across something in a book or a short story, they stop, they go back a couple pages, re-read that part. They set their mind to re-experience it like the first time all over again, so unexpectedly stirred, so surprisingly taken by the scene, the way it played out privately and innocently in their brain, without warning.
Now the bus stop where it all started. Nobody there though, getting on or getting off.
Dante, he was handed news of his kink in the midst of inadvertently living a life inside someone else’s kink — that ménage à quatre he finds himself inside of in that tiny student teacher house squeezed between the two apartment buildings and nearly completely hidden inside their shadows.
Jennifer, Kristen, and Rachel, three best friends, all lean in close around that tiny kitchen table that night, big lumbering Dante being one against three, but still taking up more room than the three combined. That’s how he finds out about his.
It’s his fault, though, isn’t it. He’s the one started in on all the DIY psychoanalyzing, telling Kristen its her fear of losing control that makes her want to be tied down to the bed, having no control whatever, telling Rachel its her chafing against expectations that makes her want to be forced, makes her want to have no choice at all about doing what’s expected, and telling Jennifer its her fear of getting hurt that makes her want to have her hair pulled so hard, makes her want to be hurt so good.
“And it’s your fear of saying No,” Rachel says to him across the small table that night, “that makes you want to be denied so badly. To be told No.” It was quiet, it was dark — intimate, in other words, between all four of them. He swallows. He wasn’t expecting to be laid out so utterly bare.
“Why would I want to be denied?” he says, “just look at what’s been going on between me and the three of you,” he says. “I don’t think any of you can honestly say I’ve shown a preference for denial at any point in the upstairs festivities to date,” he says.
“Yeah but,” Kristen says, and she bites her lip, drops her eyes down to the table, grins. “I saw your eyes when Jennifer just said that,” she says. “Just now.”
“So we need to plan this out then,” Rachel says, already convinced of it. Her grin is worse than the other two grins, wider, more crooked. They’re all enjoying the thought of it a little too much, Dante thinks. But he also knows, once you uncover someone’s kink, there’s nothing they can do to deny it. It’s obvious to all when that moment of self-discovery hits. He’s done for, and he knows it. His eyes flinched when Jennifer said it, and they all caught it.
“There doesn’t need to be no plan,” he says. But he’s about as convincing as a career criminal telling the judge he didn’t know it was a crime. His discomfort only serves to inspire his three new girlfriends even more. “Just play it by ear,” he says. He shrugs. He sags forward over his forearms, his shoulders pushing up to his ears.
Kristen starts it, arching her back in, pushing her chest forward, leaning further out over the table between them. She’s the one most like a cat. She starts rolling her head back, half-lidding her eyes. “Think you’re going to be able to take it?” she says. “A whole night of denial?”
“Yeah,” Rachel says, smirking and joining right in. She leans over even closer to him, pushes her face up even tighter to his face, her eyes even more narrowly slitted. “Feeling strong enough to be told No?” she says. “For the whole night?”
“Oh my god,” Jennifer says, and she flashes the screen of her phone around at the others. “It’s called ‘edging,’” she says, and she squeals and covers her mouth with her hand. She leans forward like the other two, so that now all three of them press their faces close together and lean in even closer to Dante’s face, their arms crossed over the table, their chairs rocking forward on their two front legs.
“Is it really called edging?” Rachel says to Dante, her mouth so close to his mouth, he can feel her breath on his lips.
Kristen looks at his lips and then his eyes, just like Rachel is. “Well,” she says, more breath than voice. “Is it big boy?”
Jennifer chuckles in a high pitch and she pinches the tip of her tongue between her widely grinning teeth.
He looks from one to the other and back again. All three faces are inches from his face, all three are pressed together cheek to cheek like that. All three of them are grinning at him.
“We’re going to so drive you so fucking crazy,” Jennifer says. “Get you back for what you did to us. Hurting me like that.” Her voice is deep and soft, nearly in audible.
“Yeah,” Rachel says, just as softly, just as quietly. “Despoiling me like you did. Forcing yourself on me like that.”
“And restraining me like you did, too,” Kristen says.
“Hurting me so, so bad,” Jennifer says again, but with a whisper this time, nothing more. “So now you’re going to find out, aren’t you,” she says.
It takes three beats for Dante, wide eyed and looking half-horrified, darting his gaze from one to the other, before they break the spell and throw themselves back against their chairs and start laughing out loud.
“Oh my god, you’ll get to cum, don’t look so scared,” Kristen says, and she rolls her eyes.
Now they’re all pressing back in their chairs as far from him as they were close to him a moment earlier, their arms crossed over their chests. “Did you think we wouldn’t let you cum ever ?” Rachel says.
“That’s not how it works anyways,” Jennifer says to him. “The whole point is to tell you No in the most painful, wicked way, the most torturous way, and then saying Yes just when you think you’ll never hear it again.”
“But you have to give us time to plan this properly,” Rachel says. “We might have to buy special things to wear, just for the occasion,” she says, and she laughs. But in a sideways, teasing way. 
Kristen smiles at Rachel. “I already know what I want to wear for him,” she says, and she cups her hand around her ear and whispers it to her.
Rachel’s eyes pop open wide and she gasps with her chin dropping down. “Oh my god, Kristen, no,” she says, and she looks over the table at Dante. “It’s going to be so hard for you to not cum,” she says. “When you see Kristen dressed in that.”
“All of us dressed like that,” Jennifer says, and she chuckles. “But not cumming until we let you,” she says. “I bet you’re already hard, us just talking about it.”
Rachel shoots her leg up under the table and pushes her toes down between his legs. She finds his cock there and curls her toes around its impression through his pants.” Oh my god, you are hard!” she says. She turns to Jennifer. “Can confirm,” she says. “Our boyfriend is very hard.”
“You’re such a bad girl,” Jennifer says to Rachel. “I bet you’re completely wet, too.”
Rachel gasps at Jennifer and playfully lays her hand on her cheek in a slow motion, light slap. “You’re the wet one, imagining our Dante unable to cum all over your tits,” she says.
“My tits?” Jennifer says. She makes as though to slap Rachel back on her face, also slowly and also lightly. “More like up your nasty snatch,” she says.
“Probably all over your back,” Kristen says to Jennifer, “while he’s pulling your hair,” she says, and she laughs.
“Or all over your face, after tying you down,” Jennifer says to Kristen, and she snorts and shakes her head as though disgusted with her.
“It’s Rachel we have to worry about,” Kristen says, and both Jennifer and Kristen look at Rachel who turns red in the face and looks pleadingly at Dante. “Save me,” she says in a tiny voice.
“That’s not what you were saying to him that night,” Kristen says. “Get off me you brute, was more like what I heard,” she says.
Jennifer laughs and rolls her eyes. “Did you like it when you finally shoved your dick into Rachel’s pussy?” she says to Dante.
Rachel gasps again and spins her face to Jennifer. “We do not talk like that in this household,” she says. She looks at Dante. “This is not who we are,” she says.
“Did you force her legs open with your hands?” Jennifer says to him, ignoring Rachel completely.
“Yeah,” Kristen says, joining in, laughing too. “Did you hold her down and ram it into her?” she says.
“Do not tell,” Rachel says to Dante. She tries to hide her blushing cheeks behind her hand.
Jennifer reaches under the table and quickly cups her hand around Rachel’s groin. Rachel screams and shoots back in her chair. “Jennifer!” she cries out loud. “No fair!”
Jennifer looks up at Kristen. “Of course girl’s wet as a dishrag,” she says to her.
“Pull her hair,” Kristen says to Dante with a grin. 
“I am not pulling her hair,” he says. But he’s watching the three of them, the way they egg each other on, the way they interact.
“Do it,” Rachel says. “She deserves it.”
“You better not,” Jennifer says.
“Only in the bedroom, right Jenn?” Kristen says.
“You should talk,” Jennifer says to her. “Just happen to have all those belts in your closet, right?” she says.
“Pull it”, Rachel says more quietly to him, and a mischievous smirk spreads over her face.
“Please don’t,” Jennifer says, but she does nothing to take herself out of his range. In fact, she drops her long lustrous hair down over the front of her shoulders and down over her chest. “They’re just trying to embarrass me,” she says. But she’s taunting Dante with her hair, she’s begging him to pull it.
“Do you want me to?” Dante says to Jennifer.
“No,” she says, “of course not,” she says, but she pushes her hair more fully over her face and it spreads over the table. “You better not,” she says, but one corner of her mouth pulls up with a grin and she juts her jaw crookedly and looks up through the tops of her eyes at him, through stands of hair spread over her face.
Dante reaches over but only to comb his fingers through her hair, to separate it, to feel it run over his fingers like a cool brook deep in a forest.
Jennifer shivers and bites her lip. “I’m asking you not to do that,” she says in a small voice.
“Do it,” Rachel says in an equally small voice.
“You’re getting wetter, I can tell,” Jennifer says to her with faux disgust in her voice.
“I’m certainly getting wetter, not gonna lie,” Kristen says, and all three of them laugh. “Shit’s hot,” she says. “Keep going,” she says to Dante.
Dante looks right into Kristen’s eyes as he slowly, carefully, twirls his wrist and wraps his hand in Jennifer’s long hair. Jennifer shivers.
Rachel juts her jaw sideways and narrows her eyes looking over at Dante’s face. “You’re going to do it to her right here, aren’t you?” she says.
He brings his gaze to Rachel’s eyes as he continues to slowly accumulate Jennifer’s hair around and around his twirling hand. “Uh-huh,” he says, no expression on his face. Now Rachel’s shivering, too.
“You better not,” Jennifer says, entirely unconvincingly. Her eyes have closed, her mouth has dropped open. Her breath now comes in short, sharp, uneven bursts.
Dante, his arm fully outstretched, his hand wrapped up in a whirlpool of her hair, flexes his bicep enough to tug on her. She sucks a gasp of breath through her clenched teeth.
“Dante,” she says, more breath than voice.
He pulls harder and she drops her chin down and pushes her shoulders up. “Not in front of everybody,” she says. He pulls again and her chest pushes forward, she grips her hands around the edge of the table, and she tenses up in her body all over.
“Oh my god,” Rachel murmurs. “Look at her.”
“I fucking told you,” Jennifer says, her voice pained, her eyes clenched, her knuckles turning white. “Fuck,” she says with an inhaled breath.
Holding her hair firmly in his hand, Dante skids the legs of his chair back over the floor under him and gets up and comes around the table to stand behind her. With his free hand, he pulls strands of her hair off her throat and pets the side of her face. And then he yanks her hair harder.
Jennifer cries out loud. Her body spasms and her torso stiffens. Everyone can see her nipples sticking out hard and raw. They can see her body go hard. They can see her shiver.
“How wet are you right now?” Rachel says to her quietly. “Scale of one to five.”
“Feel her,” Kristen says.
“No!” Rachel says with a squeal, and she darts her gaze over her shoulder at Kristen leaning in close behind her back, both of them watching closely as Dante pulls Jennifer’s hair even more, watching her body contort and strain from it.
“Just check,” Kristen says.
“You check,” Rachel says.
“I will,” Kristen says, and her hand slides around the side of Rachel’s hip and extends forward into Jennifer’s lap. Rachel turns her face sideways to find Kristen behind her. Kristen is resting her chin on Rachel’s shoulder. Their faces are touching. Their mouths nearly brush each other’s lips.
“Are you really going to?” Rachel says softly to her, very close to her.
“I should,” Kristen says, and she bites her lip and widens her eyes at Rachel’s eyes.
“Is that okay?” Rachel says to Dante. “If Kristen feels Jennifer’s pussy? See how wet you’re making her?”
“Nobody is feeling anybody’s pussy,” Jennifer says, but it’s with a voice that is nearly crying now. She also slides forward in her chair, twists sideways more to face Rachel and Kristen, drops her knees more widely apart at them.
Dante, standing behind her, yanks her hair more and touches her mouth with his two fingertips. Her face twists to chase his touch, and she moans when she slides her lips over his fingers. She lacerates them inside her mouth with her madly contorting tongue. He pulls harder on her hair.
“Fuck, Dante,” Jennifer cries out loud, but she pumps her mouth back down the length of his fingers and moans gutturally on him.
She’s wearing loose grey cotton shorts that have ridden up her thighs until even her hips are exposed. Rachel grunts looking down watching Kristen’s hand, her arm pushing around Rachel’s waist, slide up Jennifer’s bare thigh.
“What do you think you’re doing to Jenn,” Rachel says softly to Kristen over her shoulder. She can’t take her eyes off her hand and where it’s going.
“I can’t look,” Kristen says. She lays her face against the back of Rachel’s shoulder and flicks at the bottom of Jennifer’s shorts, her fingertips finding their way underneath.
Dante pulls Jennifer’s hair more and her head leans back. Her chest arches out and she raises her hands up and over her head to seize Dante’s wrists. He slides his fingers into and out of her mouth and all around her lips. Jennifer is nearly crying from the deeply delicious pain he’s giving her. Her thighs quake and her hips push forward. She doesn’t want to cum in front of her friends, but she can’t stop Dante, what he’s doing to her.
Kristen’s fingers slide under her thin, loose shorts. Rachel can see from the movement under Jennifer’s shorts that Kristen is touching, is rubbing, the front of Jennifer’s panties below. Jennifer’s hips come up out of her chair. Kristen starts hyperventilating around her clenched teeth. Dante can see down the front of Jennifer’s body, he’s standing above and behind her.
He can see Kristen push her fingers down inside Jennifer’s panties, can see she is now rubbing her pussy lips directly, that she is circling her greased fingers around and over top of Jennifer’s very prominent clitoris. When Dante raises his eyes to Kristen, amazed at what he’s seeing, he finds her and Rachel kissing fully with tongue, Rachel’s head twisted around, finding her over her shoulder. They’re both moaning needfully against each other. He did not see that coming.
Dante unzips his fly. Frantic, Jennifer moans and cries and lashes her tongue out her mouth, desperate to find Dante’s cock with it, he’d been stimulating her lips so much with his fingers. When she does, she nearly swallows him whole, sucking him into her mouth. He sways on his hips and pumps her face with his cock. He yanks on her hair enough to make her yelp and cry and make tears that glisten in her eyes. Her tongue is mad around his cock inside her mouth. Kristen is mad in Jennifer’s pussy with her fingers, rubbing her unevenly all over, her own body shaking.
When Jennifer starts making the sounds of a woman climaxing, sucking breath, sounding surprised, and when her lungs come full all the way, letting it out long and deep and guttural, Rachel bites her lip and half turns away, half stares at how Dante hurts her so, and how Kristen rubs her worse. She forces herself to watch her roommate and friend orgasm. Her eyes go narrow, but they remain, however thin, on her friend, watching all of it happen to her. 
Jennifer bucks and shakes. Her body releases all its gathered tension, and she pulls her mouth off Dante’s cock and rolls sideways in her chair, pulls her knees up to her chest, pulls her groin out of Kristen’s reach, and she hugs herself.
Rachel looks way up to Dante looming above and behind the curled up and exhausted body of Jennifer, still huffing and puffing. “You better not,” she says in a tiny, quiet voice.
He hadn’t even thought of it until she said it. He comes around from behind Jennifer’s chair and now looms over Rachel, spreading his feet to straddle her lap where she sits.
“I’m warning you,” she says. But she knew he was coming for her next. And she knew her resistance would be something less than vigorous. His cock is hanging out, half erect, long and hot, wet with Jennifer’s saliva, glistening with it. “I don’t want to,” she says, but she opens her mouth. She wags her tongue out of it.
He hefts his cock in his hand and steps up closer over her body.
She laughs and turns her face away. “Just kidding,” she says.
He takes the top of her head in his huge hands and twists it forward to face his abdomen.
“No, I’m serious,” she says. But then she winks at him, just to make sure he knows.
“I saw that!” Kristen says, her chin still hanging over Rachel’s shoulder.
Dante snorts and slaps the side of his cock across Rachel’s cheek. He’s never felt so bold. It’s nearly an out-of-body experience for him, playing around like this, those three girls, frolicking with each other like that.
“Do it,” Jennifer says to Dante, still not able to sit up straight behind him. She’s bracing herself for the carnage of shame, the way she orgasmed with Dante pulling her hair, Kristen fingering her pussy. But watching Dante push his cock at Rachel’s face now, Rachel turning away, pursing her lips, clenching her eyes — but looking up at him when he pulls his cock away from her mouth — she’s not feeling anything about herself. Things are supposed to happen in your college years, aren’t they? she thinks to herself with a growing grin spreading up half of her face. Having your hair pulled — that’s a pretty mild kink, isn’t it, all things considered?
“I’ll suck you off so good,” Kristen says to Dante, opening her mouth where it hangs over Rachel’s shoulder, Rachel whining behind shut lips.
“No,” Dante says, and he curls in his spine, thrusts out his hips, and holds Rachel’s head by the top and the chin.
“She has to,” he says. Rachel emits a muffled cry. Her eyebrows curve down. His cock is fully erect and he’s poking it at her eyes and cheeks and lips. She can’t turn her face away, he’s holding it too tight. Kristen holds her wrists behind her chair. Rachel is kicking at Dante’s shins, but not hard enough to hurt him, to make him step back.
Now Dante presses the tip of the head of his cock hard against her pursed lips, straining to stay closed. He’s curled in his body like a humping dog. Jennifer reaching through his legs from behind.
Pulling her chair around behind him, she strokes him with her face pushing into his side, watching her hand pull him out toward Rachel’s tight lips. She’s the one doing most of the aiming. She’s the one pulling on his cock, pressing it harder and harder into Rachel’s lips. She’s leaning her body into Dante’s back, pushing him harder toward Rachel. She’s pushing Dante into Rachel. She’s becoming insistent about it.
Now Kristen is pulling Rachel’s arms down harder behind her back, behind the chair, holding her there, Jennifer pulling Dante’s cock out toward her face, and Dante holding her face up in his huge, strong hands.
She’s trapped, she’s held, she’s pinned. Jennifer has wrapped her legs around Rachel’s legs and holds them down against the legs of her chair. Rachel can’t move. She can’t struggle free. She can’t pull left or right or lift her face up or push it down. None of her limbs are free. Even her hips are held down, Dante straddling her over her groin.
She has no choices. “Take it,” Jennifer says, her face gasping where it rests on Dante’s waist from around behind him. “You know you want to,” Kristen says, “deep down.”
“Open sesame,” Dante says.
“That’s exactly want you want me to do,” Rachel finally says, but in doing so, her mouth cracks open, and the head of Dante’s cock instantly penetrates her. She feels stormed, she feels defeated, she feels taken. Everybody is telling her what to do. It’s exactly what she hates, she knows, being told what to do, and yet . . . and yet, with glassy eyes looking up pleadingly at Dante, she stops struggling and drops her mouth wider open. She keeps her eyes on his even as he slides his thick, mean cock into her mouth, filling her, stuffing her, making her gag on it.
“Do you like it?” he says down to her.
She has to nod. It’s undeniable. They’ve figured her out.
“Good girl,” Kristen says. “You know you love it, don’t you,” she says. Rachel nods more and cries with high chirps.
“We knew you would, too,” Jennifer says. “We expected you to,” she says, knowing what those words mean to Rachel.
Rachel pulls her mouth away and catches her breath and coughs and she looks up at Dante who loosens his hold on her head. “Am I doing it good?” she says to him.
“Yeah,” he says, “I knew that you would, too,” he says. He doesn’t know who he is anymore. Just like all of them in that kitchen that night.
Kristen lets Rachel’s wrists go and, reaching around her body, she cups her breasts in her hands, she fumbles down her body from behind her, and she slips her hands under her top.
Rachel shoots her arms straight up and Kristen, snorting, pulls her top up and off her body. Rachel now grips Dante’s cock in her fist and falls on him, her cheeks sucking in, her moans going higher-pitched, and her tongue going wild.
Kristen massages her breasts through her bra. “Good girl”, she says in her ear, and she kisses her neck.
Jennifer gets down on her hands and knees and pokes her head between Dante’s legs from behind. He spreads them to accommodate her. She pulls Rachel’s jogging pants down. Rachel protests, but Jennifer slaps her hips, and Rachel dutifully lifts them from the chair.
“Good girl,” Kristen says in her ear.
Jennifer pulls Rachel’s panties down her thighs. Rachel protests louder. But Dante gently taps her cheek. She pulls off his cock and leans her face back. “She’s going to make me cum if she does that,” she says to him. But before he can answer, her eyes roll back in her head and her head rolls back over the top of the chair. Jennifer stripped her panties off the rest of the way and kisses her between her legs.
Mad hungry now, Rachel moans and cries and consumes Dante’s cock to the back of her throat. She comes back off, huffing and puffing. “Nobody even cares if I cum,” she says, “so okay fine,” she says, and she slides his cock in her mouth again and lashes it with her tongue. Jennifer kisses her pussy lips, touches her there with her tongue, sucks on her down there. Kristen rubs her breasts.
None of them seem to realize they’ve never done anything remotely like this before. That thing Dante was feeling, they all feel it, that sense of being outside time and space.
Rachel’s body twists and curls and stretches. She’s sucking deeply on Dante’s cock, unable to tell anyone to stop, including herself. She digs her nails into Dante’s flesh in the back of his ass and spreads her legs wider for Jennifer’s tongue. It’s like they want her to cum, she thinks. It’s like they expect her to, right in front of them.
And so she lets them have it. Fine, she thinks, if that’s what everyone wants. If that’s what they expect of me.
Thinking the thought makes her body twinge and vibrate. She repeats the thought — If that’s what they want, if that’s what they expect — and she feels her body respond with waves of warmth rushing over her like a tsunami. If that’s what they expect, she thinks again, and everything goes bright behind her eyes and her body floods with waves of heat.
Dante pulls out of her mouth. Jennifer is laughing and wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Kristen pulls back and slumps in her chair behind her. Rachel curls herself down over her lap and hides her body.
She looks up through her hair and sees her manju smeared on Jennifer’s chin. She looks up to Dante who’s stepping back from where he loomed over her lap. He nods down at her and she feels a wave of pure goodness wash over her. When Dante steps back from her chair, she finds Jennifer smiling at her, and she smiles back. It’s like they both know some new secret now. And then they both twist around to find Kristen behind her.
“Uh, no guys,” Kristen says. But Rachel and Jennifer are already looking around for things that would work to tie her down to her chair. They both run upstairs. Kristen remains in her chair staring up at Dante who stands in front of her. “It’s all your fault, I hope you know that,” she says. “Ever since you showed up.”
“Something tells me it’s not just me,” he says.
She looks away. She has plenty of opportunity to get out of the chair, to leave. But now Rachel and Jennifer come back down with several silk scarves.
“You better stay right there,” Rachel says.
Dante smirks. “She wasn’t going anywhere,” he says. “Put your hands behind your back,” he says to her.
Kristen rolls her eyes and juts her jaw and shakes her head. But she puts her hands behind her back all the same.
“You know we have to do this,” Jennifer says to her. She straddles her lap in her chair to get close enough to her to tie a scarf around her eyes.
The last of Kristen’s vision is staring hard and cold at Dante. “You’re going to so get it when it’s your turn,” she says to him.
He only smirks. “Her ankles and her wrists,” he says to Rachel and Jennifer who work together to tie her to her chair.
“You guys know I hate to feel trapped,” Kristen says. “How could you do this to me?”
Jennifer and Rachel say nothing. They smirk, they snort, and they make eyes with Dante who watches over their work and tests the tightness of their knots.
When he’s satisfied she’s restrained enough, he says, “Come on, let’s put a show on.”
Jennifer and Rachel snicker and glance over their shoulder at Kristen as Dante reaches his arms around their shoulders and takes the two girls with him to the living room.
“Should we put her in here?” he says.
Both Rachel and Jennifer clap and laugh. Dante goes back to the kitchen.
“You’re going to be in so much shit,” Kristen says to him, her head leaned back and swaying side to side, guessing where he is. He picks her up chair and all and she yelps. He carries her through to the living room and sits her down near the couch, facing it, and he returns to the couch himself and pushes himself in between Jennifer and Rachel.
He reaches his arms around their shoulders like before. They pull their legs up under themselves and rest their hands and arms on his lap and chest and, glancing over their shoulders at Kristen, they start kissing and licking Dante’s mouth and cheeks and neck.
“What are you guys even doing?” Kristen says, leaning her head back, trying to see out the bottom of her blindfold.
Both Rachel and Jennifer chuckle. They make sure to make as many sloppy kissing sounds as they can all over Dante. “Wouldn’t you love to know,” Rachel says.
“Unfair,” Kristen says, she she huffs and slumps in her chair.
Jennifer slides a leg over Dante’s lap and sits on him, facing him. She entwines her fingers together behind his neck. “Your cock is so hard,” she says.
“That is so unfair!” Kristen calls out.
“I want to suck him,” Rachel says.
Staring hard into his eyes, her forehead rolling against his forehead, Jennifer says, “I want to fuck him.”
Rachel laughs.
Kristen struggles against the scarves restraining her to her chair. “You guys!” she cries out loud. Her muscles strain. Her breathing becomes more rapid.
Finally Dante eases Rachel’s and Jennifer’s hands off his body and gets up from the couch. When he looks down and behind him, he finds the two of them biting their lips, looking away from each other, but finally kissing one another.
He steps over to Kristen and spreads his legs to walk over top of her lap.
She leans her head back as though she can see him rising over her. “So mean, all of you,” she says.
He takes his cock in his hand and slaps her cheek with it.
“Let me go,” she says.
He turns around and watches Rachel and Jennifer slowly fall down together on the couch, exploring each other, kissing each other, testing each other. He looks back to Kristen and he touches her lips with the head of his cock. She opens her mouth and pushes her face forward, but he pulls back from her.
“Let me have it,” she says. “I want to suck you,” she says.
“Nuh-uh,” he says.
“You shouldn’t tie someone down like this,” she says. “I don’t feel like I have any control.”
“That’s the idea,” he says. He pokes her lips with his cock again and she tries to catch it but misses.
“Come on,” she says quietly to him. “I’ll make you cum in my mouth.”
Dante chuckles and backs up from her.
“Dante!” she cries out, her face whipping side to side. “Don’t leave me like this.”
He leaves her like that, though, and he goes back to the couch. Rachel and Jennifer, embraced together and rolling around on each other, chuckle and spread themselves apart and invite him to lie down and join them on the couch.
“Should we take our clothes off for him?” Rachel says over her shoulder to Kristen.
“No!” Kristen shouts.
Rachel and Jennifer laugh and strip each other down to nothing, sitting on, rolling over, standing over, Dante, as they balance and laugh and become naked together.
“Dante too,” Rachel says softly to Jennifer. “We’re going to strip Dante naked, too,” she says over her shoulder to Kristen.
Kristen fumes. Her jaw shoots out. “You better not,” she says.
But they do, and soon all three of them are naked together on the couch, rolling around, slithering over each other, kissing and smirking.
“I don’t believe you anyway,” Kristen says.
Rachel and Jennifer look at each other a moment before they both get up and, holding hands, they pull up Dante behind them. He wraps his arms around their naked waists and the three of them move together over to Kristen strapped to her chair.
Rachel sits on Kristen’s lap facing out. “Naked enough for you?” she says over her shoulder squirming on her leg.
Kristen’s breath is so deep and sharp, her chest rises and falls like a run-out dog. Jennifer slouches down further on top of Kristen under her and spreads her legs out. She motions with her fingers for Dante to come to her. He steps closer and she catches his sides with her hands. She stands behind Dante and hugs him and lets her hands slide down the front of his body until she holds his cock in both her hands.
“I think he’s going to fuck her,” Jennifer says to Kristen. Rachel looks up at Dante and bites her lip. Kristen struggles to throw Rachel off her lap, but can’t. Dante pushes his hips forward, and the head of his cock penetrates Rachel between the legs where she sits on Kristen facing him.
Rachel sighs out loud and gasps and holds her breath. “Oh fuck,” Rachel says, rolling her head back so it leans over Kristen’s shoulder behind her. She rolls her face to her ear and bites her. “It’s so good,” she says in a low, guttural tone.
“You’re all so mean,” Kristen says.
Rachel chuckles and reaches her arms up over her head and drops them back down behind Kristen’s head. She lifts her knees and wraps her legs around Dante’s waist, driving her heels into his lower back. Dante leans over her body and grips the top of the back of the chair behind Kristen, and he pushes his hips forward. His cock snakes into Rachel’s pussy and she gasps with an inhalation and cries out with barely a voice at all.
“Don’t cum, yet,” Jennifer says, reaching around Dante and squeezing the base of his cock hard. “All over Kristen’s face and tits,” Jennifers whispers in Dante’s ear. Rachel pushes Dante off her and rolls off Kristen’s lap.
“You should fuck her mouth,” Rachel whispers in Dante’s other ear.
“What’s going on?” Kristen says.
Both Jennifer and Rachel are standing now, hugging Dante’s waist to their sides, Rachel biting a finger, Jennifer biting her lip, both of them stroking his cock, hand over the other’s hand.
“Fuck her mouth,” Rachel whispers again in his ear, and she laughs.
“Stop this,” Kristen says. “I hate not knowing what’s going on!” she cries out loud.
Dante touches her lips with the head of his cock.
Kristen laps at it, follows it with her mouth, chases it.
“All over her face and tits,” Jennifer whispers, and she starts to stroke him more rhythmically.
“I can’t tell what’s going on,” Kristen says, her face rolling side to side.
Jennifer leans over Dante’s body and catches Rachel’s eyes. “Should we make her cum too?” she says quietly. Rachel snickers and drops to her knees. Jennifer lets go of Dante and goes down on her knees too. Together they spread Kristen’s knees. They both look up and behind themselves to Dante at the same time, both with the same look on their faces — wild, eyes big and deep, grins crooked.
First Rachel pushes her face to the top of the apex of Kristen’s thighs. Kristen, shocked and surprised by the sensation of a warm, wet tongue, throws her head back. “Jesus,” she cries out loud. “What the fuck?”
Jennifer pushes against Rachel’s face with her own face until she brings her mouth to Kristen’s pussy. Kristen starts to hyperventilate and her head rolls back. “Who’s doing that?” she cries out loud.
Both girls reach up over Kristen’s body and push her clothes open. They push her bra up over her breasts. Dante steps around where they kneel and pushes his cock into Kristen’s mouth. She sucks on him like it’s a lifesaver to her.
Her moans grow louder and her body grows tense under her ties. Dante plunges his cock in and out of her mouth. Rachel and Jennifer takes turns licking her pussy and kissing each other. Whatever this has turned into, it’s going full blast now.
“Oh my god, oh my god,” Kristen keeps crying out loud. Finally, her body goes rigid and Rachel holds her hips and goes down on her with determination. Kristen inhales and holds her breath at the top. Just then, Dante, while both Jennifer and Rachel squeeze and stroke his cock, erupts, and his cum splashes all over Kristen’s face and neck and chest. It’s too much for Kristen and the tension in her body crosses over and everything explodes within her like an earthquake letting go.
Dante falls back, staggering, to land in the couch, his breathing hard and deep, his body drained. Jennifer and Rachel kiss and look away and chew their cheeks and don’t look at each other as they untie all of Kristen’s restraints. Kristen runs upstairs and they hear the shower come on. Jennifer and Rachel smirk at each other. They also go upstairs, leaving Dante alone on the couch where he drifts into a comatose-like stasis.
When he stirs awake, he finds Jennifer with her head resting on his left shoulder, Kristen with her head resting on his right, and Rachel curled up on his lap leaning on his chest. They all notice him at the same time coming awake. They had put a show on, but quietly.
“I guess you know about all of us now,” Kristen says, and she kisses his cheek.
“Did you know about each other before?” he says.
“No, hardly,” Rachel says. She twists around on him and kisses his chin. “This is all on you,” she says.
“True thing,” Jennifer says, and she kisses his other cheek. “And now we’re going to find out about you.”
“That’s a true thing too,” Rachel says.
They are all dressed in sleep wear. Dante remains on the couch with a blanket over his naked body.
“You can stay the night,” Jennifer says, “but you’re sleeping on the couch. We’ll get you pillows and a blanket,” she says.
“And no sneaking into anyone’s room, either,” Rachel says. “Because that would be unfair.”
“Also because,” Kristen says, “I think we all need some time to think about what happened tonight.”
“Especially Rachel,” Jennifer says.
Rachel laughs and hits Jennifer with a pillow. “No picking on me!” she says.
“That was you making me cum with your mouth,” Kristen says to Rachel.
“Everybody was doing everybody else,” Rachel says.
“Not quite like that,” Jennifer says, and she gets up from the couch and stretches. “Bed time, y’all,” she says. “Let our big man get his much-needed rest.”
Rachel smirks and gets up from his lap and spins around to lean her hands into the back of the cushions behind him. She kisses his mouth. “Sleep well, husky man,” she says.
Jennifer takes her spot when she pushes off, and kisses his mouth, too. “We’ll miss you in our beds,” she says, and she snorts lightly.
Kristen finally is the last one to get up, and she also leans over him where he slumps in the couch. “I think you walked into something here that none of us really understands,” she says. “But if you’re willing to ride it . . . “ she says, and she smirks, kisses him again, and silently waves with her fingers over her shoulder as she follows the other two up the stairs to their rooms.
Dante watches them all file out of the living room and lift themselves tiredly up the stairs. He rolls onto his side, pulls the blanket over himself, and straightens the pillow under his head where he folds his arm, and he stares up at the ceiling.
They all have school the next day, and he has work. But the next time they get together is going to be his turn, he knows it, and as they keep insisting to him. The experiment with denial. With edging. It didn’t take them long to discover that about him, considering it took him all his life, up until the same moment they all knew it was true, him included.
Why do people love horror films? Especially those ones about the things that scare them the most. Why does your own brain serve you up nightmares of the very thing you fear the worst? Why, he thinks, rolling over, do kinks seem so eerily related to what makes us most shudder? Jennifer, so afraid of being hurt, yet wanting to be hurt sexually, Rachel, pressured by expectations, yet wanting to be pressured sexually, Kristen paralyzed by uncertainty, yet wanting to have no control sexually, and now Dante, unable to say No — and yet, does he really want to be told No sexually? How can that even be? What does it even say about him? If it weren’t for those three girls, there’d be no one he’d dare to tell. Well, he thinks, there’d be no one to know it about him, himself included, without those three.
‘No’ only acquires any power at all when ‘Yes’ has become possible.
He rolls into work at the warehouse and knocks on the half-open door of his boss’s office without looking in first. It’s unusual — the boss is normally up and down the floor past the bay doors making a show of checking his clipboard. He’s always checking his clipboard, flipping papers back and forth.
He also has the clipboard Dante needs to see, to know what’s coming in and going out and when. There’s no answer from inside the office, though. When Dante rolls in over the door and looks, he finds the company manager behind the boss’s desk instead.
He straightens up. “Sorry, didn’t know,” he says.
“Nope,” the guy says, “come in, was waiting for you.”
“Oh yeah?” Dante says. “We don’t come in to start normally till 8:30,” he says, “boss’s rule — so usually trucks are already rolling in,” he says.
“That a good way to go about things back here?” the company manager says, not looking up.
Dante nods at first. But then he hesitates a moment and juts his jaw. “No,” he says. “It’s not, actually, in my humble opinion.”
“Why’s that?” the manager says, now looking up, now leaning back.
“Well I don’t want to throw the boss under the bus,” Dante says with a self-effacing grin.
“He’s not here anymore,” the manager says. “So no risk of that now.”
“Meaning what exactly?” Dante says.
“We had to let him go,” the manager says. He looks up from the desk he had been investigating. “So why aren’t co-ordinated start times a good idea?” he says.
Dante clears his throat. “What happened to the boss?” he says. 
“Let’s just say he chose to explore other options,” the manager says with a curt smile.
“Well,” Dante says, and the manager gestures for him to sit in the chair in front of the desk. So he takes it. “Thing is, if trucks are already here when we come in to unload them, the key is getting the driver back out of here, right? Soon as possible,” he says.
“Their rate is based on their time including on our lot,” the manager says, nodding.
“And correct me if I’m wrong,” Dante says, “but trucks and drivers and external contracts like that cost a lot more than guys like me cost, on a per hour basis,” he says.
“That is the kind of perception I’m talking about,” the manager says. He’s nodding.
Dante straightens up in his seat and clears his throat. “So saving on the hourly rate for us swampers is costing on the contract rate for the drivers, because when we come in, they’re already waiting and we aren’t even ready and set up with our dollies and skids and forklifts and shit, and we don’t even know what things need the fridge room, all of that,” he says.
“Go on,” the manager says, leaning back, his hands clasped together, his first two fingers rising like a church’s steeple to bounce against his lips.
“So now we’re rushing to get the truck unloaded,” Dante says, “and maybe not putting things where they need to go right away, so now we need time at the end of the day to sort that out, so there’s really no saving time with us anyway.”
“Very interesting,” the manager says. “What would be better?”
“Well better would be,” Dante says, “we come in before trucks start arriving and backing up, so we can study the manifest with the boss, get the equipment we’re going need for it, and we discuss where everything needs to go, if it’s a quick turn-around or staying here for a bit, all of that, so we’re only moving stuff once and not three times, so that when the back doors of the trailer are open, there’s no surprises. No mistakes,” he says.
“And now you’re not staying late fixing mistakes,” the manager says.
“Been a lot of that lately,” Dante mutters under his breath.
“How long you been with us, Dante?” the manager says.
Dante shrugs. “Three years, something like that,” he says.
“Long enough to pretty much see everything that comes through the doors back here,” the manager says.
Dante shrugs. “Yeah,” he says. “Probably don’t need a boss, I guess.”
“Not where I was going with this,” the manager says.
Dante sits up.
“Warehouse needs a boss,” the manager says. “Thing is,” he says, tilting his head to the side. “We don’t care to go outside to find a new one, someone who has to learn all the peculiarities of our operation back here,” he says. “But at the same time, I want someone who not only can hire swampers, Dante, but can fire them, too, you hear what I’m saying?”
Dante looks down at the desk and slowly nods.
“The drivers, they can be a pushy bunch,” the managers says. “Not easy to deal with, don’t know how much you had to do with them.”
“Boss pretty much looked after drivers,” Dante says.
“Big part of the job,” the manager says. “Drivers want to be unloaded before the other guy, they want to leave their trailer here and take off, get lunch, they want you to fill out their time card wrong, you hear me?” the manager says.
“Yeah,” Dante says, “like I said, boss pretty much dealt with all of that.”
“Can you deal with it?” the manager says. “Do you think you could do that sort of thing?”
“Sort of thing?” Dante says.
The manager clasps his hands together and leans far over the desk between them and he lifts his face to Dante. “Say No to drivers like that, say No to changing their time cards like that, so No to loading them out of order, so No to all their tricks,” he says.
Dante stares at him.
“Are you able to say No, is what I’m asking you, Dante,” the manager says.
If the same conversation came along two weeks earlier, Dante would have chuckled, he would have rolled his eyes, he would have looked away. He would have laughed at the idea. He would have pulled his shoulders together, collapsed his chest, and dropped his face down into it. He would have crossed his ankles, curled his toes inside his boots, and grinned. He would have snorted. Him say No? He would have been embarrassed to be asked.
But Dante did none of that now. Instead, he stared at the boss, he didn’t move in his chair, and he didn’t grin, laugh, snort, or roll his eyes. “The drivers?” he says.
“The drivers,” the manager says. “Also the staff in the office up front looking for samples, the sales guys trying to fix the order back here for themselves, the customers wanting their stuff first, the swampers,” he says, “stealing shit.”
“I am a swamper,” he says.
“Are you able to say No to all of those?” the manager says.
“I can say No,” Dante says. He shrugs too, to emphasize the point. “I got no problem saying No to all of them,” he says. Inside, he’s not nearly as certain, but the supervisor doesn’t need to know that.
“Saying No can be hard for some people,” the manager says, and he half turns away.
It took three beats, but Dante answers him. “Not for me,” he says. “I got no problem saying No.” That’s a sentence he’s never said before, that’s for sure, he thinks to himself. He smirks thinking it, too.
The manager stands up and reaches out with his hand over the desk. Dante stands up too. He takes the managers hand in his hand and they shake.
“Okay then, you’re the new bay boss as of right now, how’s that sound to you?” he says.
“No,” Dante says, and he gives it three beats, during which the manager recoils, frowns, and half turns away.
“Just shitting you,” Dante says, and he leans back to laugh. “Seriously,” he says, “yeah, no, that sounds great.”
The manager shakes his head and steps around the desk. “I’d love to celebrate with you,” he says, “but there’s 12 trucks coming in starting any minute, and you have a lot of organizing to figure out on the fly,” he says, and he throws a file for Dante to catch with print-outs inside of all the manifests for the day.
The manager slaps him on the back and leaves. Dante hears the air brakes of a truck outside the first bay door. He flips open the file and holds the sheet in front of his eyes, and he grins behind it, widely.
In fact, he can’t stop grinning. “Well let’s fucking go then,” he murmurs to himself, and he thrust up the first loudly rattling bay door.
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