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Hi. My name's Jess. I'm writing this to tell
you about the incredible experience I had the summer between my
freshman and sophomore years of college.

 I spent that whole summer working at
the Wonderland Amusement Park in Ohio. It wasn't one of the really
big, famous parks, but it still did pretty brisk business. (At
least it did the summer I was there.) Most of the employees were
students like me, desperate to earn some fat wads of cash to pay
for next year's tuition and books, so I figured that even though
I'm what some people would describe as quirky or unconventional
(or, less politely, just kinda weird), I'd have at least
something in common with whoever I wound up working
with.

Turns out I had tons more in common with my
coworkers that I ever dared dream! I was assigned to work at a
concession stand at the back of the park, and the four guys I had
to work with were the coolest dudes I could have asked for. We all
shared a crazy, irreverent sense of humor and a love of
super-crappy horror movies, bizarre music (a lot of it from Japan),
and ultra-violent FPS games, among many other things. We hit it off
immediately.

Let's do...coworker roll call!

First there was Josh. At first glance he
looked like a typical all-American boy, with his short blond hair,
square jaw, and kind of hunky physique. But behind that deceptively
wholesome facade was a guy who could tell you every single slasher
flick ever made and who owned a stunningly large collection of
zombie movies (even a few I'd never heard of, and I like to
think I have expert-level knowledge on that subject). Truth was, he
was probably the most normal of us. He was studying to be a CPA,
believe it or not. We called him the Zombie Accountant. He thought
that was hilarious. He said he wished he could put it on his
business cards.

Next was Doug, a black-haired, green-eyed
bundle of hyperkinesis. He was one of those guys whose mechanical
mind and restless fingers are always finding ways to rewire gadgets
into blowing up or telling you math is tough or something. He
almost certainly had ADHD. His childhood dream had been to become a
stunt man, but some injuries he suffered while mountain biking
forced him to give up that idea. He decided to become a special
effects guy for the movies instead. Seemed like a perfect choice to
me.

Then there was Alex. He was the obligatory
quiet introvert (I think every large group is required to have one
by law or something). He had mousy brown hair, glasses, a skinny
body, and an obsession with computers. His career goal, as you
might expect, was to become a programmer. Like Josh, he wasn't
quite what he seemed: Behind his quiet, polite exterior was a
really fun, crazy, almost anarchistic guy! This side of him emerged
only after he'd gotten to know a person really well and felt
comfortable enough to open up. And boy, did he open with us! By the
end of the summer he was coming up with all kinds of new ideas for
ways Doug could rewire stuff. One night they did something horrible
yet hilarious involving our supervisor's cell phone and the park's
internal PA system. (I can't be any more specific or else there
could be a lawsuit.) Together, Alex and Doug probably could have
brought down the world if they had turned their talents to evil,
but thankfully they were really nice, sweet guys. (Well, except for
the incident with the PA system.)

The last of my coworkers was Jeremy. Jeremy
was the cutest of the lot, at least by my standards. He was tall
and lean, with bright, lively hazel eyes, shoulder-length brown
hair (which was technically in violation of the park's dress code,
but no one ever called him on it), and a faint spray of freckles
across the bridge of his nose. He was a brilliant, creative
free-thinker with a unique view of the world and a knack for
finding the remarkable in the commonplace. He was a philosophy
major, which I know sounds scarily boring, but he was one of those
people who could make the subject cool and fascinating. Of the four
guys, I'd have to say Jeremy was the one who was most my "type." If
we'd lived closer together, I probably would've been interested in
dating him, or at the very least making him an FWB.

 (Oh, and in case you're wondering, I
myself hadn't completely settled on a career path just yet, but I
was strongly leaning toward a job in costume production or design.
I didn't care too much whether it was for the theater or for movies
or for TV shows or whatever. It's just that I'd always loved making
my own outfits and I thought it might be cool to do something like
that for a living.)

Anyway, what I had feared would be a bland
but necessary summer job turned into something I could actually
call fun. While the five of us fried up fresh batches of
battered-dipped veggies and corn dogs, we'd have the most demented
conversations ever. Our favorite pastime was crafting elaborate
plots for ridiculous movies that mashed up incompatible genres. I
think our magnum opus was a horror/sci-fi/chick-flick/
buddy-cop/porn movie called Robot and Rebot's Backseat
Adventures.

Which wasn't to say we didn't work. We did.
Hard. Frankly, our boss was a total ogre who seemed to think the
park would go bankrupt if he allowed us to slack off for even a
second. He never told or acknowledged a joke the whole summer long,
and he had an annoying tendency to hang around exactly when we
didn't want him to be there. (Seriously, it was as if he had a
sixth sense about that kind of thing.) To add to the slave galley
atmosphere, there was not only a boom in park attendance that
summer but also a record heat wave. So you can imagine what it was
like toiling away in a stuffy little concession stand kitchen with
poor ventilation for twelve hours straight.

Yes, that's right, we worked twelve hours a
day, if you count the clean-up time (those places get really filthy
really fast). We were okay with that, though. In fact, that's what
we wanted. We needed as much dough as we could get our
starving-student fingers on. And we were still young and and
healthy and crazy enough to handle hours like that. In fact, though
the normal student work-week was six days of work then a day off,
we almost always accepted the option of working the seventh day,
too. Which meant we worked for twelve hours almost every single day
that summer! We were perpetually exhausted, but boy, was the money
piling up!

And frankly, there wasn't much to do
otherwise anyway. The park was located in a kind of remote
location, and the only thing nearby was a small town made up mostly
of motels and restaurants that existed primarily to service the
park's visitors. Not exactly my kind of place! Our accommodations
were pretty lacking in entertainment potential, too. In fact, they
were downright Spartan, though in a cool, backwoods sort of way.
See, most of the employees lived in these little cabins in the
woods behind the park, really bare-bones places consisting of a
room with a bed and a dresser and closet, plus a bathroom. Nothing
else. They had electricity and plumbing, but no cable, no Internet
access, not even air conditioning. Given how hot it was that
summer, the lack of air conditioning meant were just as well off
working at the concession stand during the day. I mean, if we were
gonna swelter, we might as be earning money while we did it! (At
night the cabins weren't so bad, though. Back in the woods like
that, the air usually got pleasantly cool after the sun went
down.)

Since we barely spent any time in the cabins,
we didn't bother much with decorations or furniture or anything. I
mean, what was the point, right? We were only there for three
months, and nearly the entirety of those three months would be
spent working like dogs for twelve hours, then grabbing a quick
dinner and staggering off to bed to rest our aching bods till the
next day of dog-like labor began.

But Jeremy, in his usual singular manner, saw
thing differently. He decked out his cabin with lush Persian rugs,
beanbag chairs, weird psychedelic posters, a three-foot-tall
ceramic statue of a cat in a top hat, all kinds of neat stuff. He
even had this huge, dark-green velvet-upholstered sofa with
ornately carved claw-and-ball feet. It looked like a prop from a
David Lynch movie or something. Mind you, he hadn't brought this
stuff with him. Somehow he tracked it all down at local shops and
garage sales during whatever scraps of free time he managed to find
during his first few weeks at the park. We told him he was crazy
for going to so much trouble to decorate a place he hardly ever
saw. He just said, "But I do it see it. Every day. Only for ten or
twenty minutes, sure, but that's ten or twenty minutes I'm
surrounded by stuff I like, stuff that makes that time more
enjoyable, instead of a bunch of boring blank walls."

Typical Jeremy.

Now, you might expect that with one girl and
four guys working together in close quarters every day all summer,
romance bloomed and lusty passions flared beside the deep-fat
frier! But no. Nothing like that happened (at least not till the
end of the summer, but I'll get to that soon enough). It's kind of
hard to explain why. Or rather, I guess it's sort of
multi-factored.

For one thing, I was way too busy and/or
exhausted all the time to think much about stuff like that. Like I
said, by the end of my twelve-hour shift I usually didn't have the
energy to do more than grab some food then crawl off to bed. I
mean, the whole three months I was there I found the time and
energy and libido to masturbate only once.

Plus, and perhaps more importantly, I wasn't
sure I was really ready to deal with stuff like sex and romance.
Truth be told, my freshman year at college had been fucked up by a
string of bad relationships. Actually one of them couldn't even
properly be called a relationship. It was more like an attempted
one-night stand that turned weird and unpleasant and might have
ended really, really badly if I hadn't made a quick getaway.
Suffice it to say, I didn't feel quite ready for a
more-than-platonic relationship with any guys just yet. I guess in
a way I needed to learn I could trust men again, so I was totally
content with just being good friends with this bunch of nice, cute
guys. It's almost like I needed to be one of the boys for a while
before I could let myself be a girl again, if that makes any sense.
(I don't know if it does, but that's nevertheless pretty much what
I was feeling at the time. All this psychological introspection
shit was never really my thing. I've always been more of a doer,
more at home with things I could touch and feel. And no, I don't
mean that in a kinky way (or at least not just in a kinky
way).)

Anyway, for their part, the guys didn't seem
willing to make a move on me either, even though I could tell from
various looks and comments they made that they were all attracted
to me. One reason for their reticence, I guess, is that they were
working just as hard as me and thus, like me, didn't have the time
and energy for that kind of thing. But I also got the impression
that the guys had come to some kind of an agreement, either openly
or not, that since we all had to work together for three months,
and since they all liked me, it would be best for everyone if sex
and romance were taken off the table.

I'm sure they were right. I think if we had
had more free time and allowed our hormones to rage, competitions
and jealousies would have flared up and things would have gone sour
and crappy and destroyed the awesome rapport we shared and turned
us all into a bunch of squabbling, backstabbing psychos.

Of course, once the summer was over and our
work together was done, that was no longer an issue...

(Yes, the kinky part is fast
approaching!)

We barely had any work to do our last full
day at the park. The park had officially closed for the season the
day before, and all we lowly students had to do was help
disassemble and put away some stuff. By mid-afternoon our work was
done, and the management treated us to a big thank-you party. There
was a buffet dinner, and a cheesy stage show featuring some dancers
and a goofy singer/comedian, and things like that. It was fun, I
guess, but frankly for me and the guys the whole day was marred by
the gloomy awareness that our fellowship was about to come to an
end.

After a kind of half-assed fireworks show,
the festivities started to wind down. It was only around 9 p.m. at
that point, and the guys and I weren't quite ready to part ways
just yet, so Jeremy invited us back to his luxuriously furnished
cabin for our own private farewell party. On the way, we swung by a
Convenient store near the edge of the park, where Josh, the only
one of us who was 21, picked up a case of beer.

And so, we settled down in Jeremy's cabin and
drank and laughed and had one last dandy old time together. As you
might have guessed by now, it wound up being a heck of a lot
dandier than I expected.

By the time midnight rolled around, I was
sitting on the David Lynch sofa with Josh to my left and Jeremy
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