
        
            
                
            
        

    















That fucking fluorescent light flickers just frequently enough to bring me to the point of sliding my creeper out from under my ’70 Olds 442 and throwing my wrench at it, smash the tube, let its splinters rain down from the rafters of the garage, and die already. I’m working on the same four bolts on the rear suspension three nights running, still not having skinned my knuckles, but just about ready to get the blowtorch out and go shop for new ones.
The gas bell pings once, front wheels, no back wheels yet, and I shut my eyes. A stoner dying for beef jerky, a drunk searching for potato chips, a lost long-hauler turning around? I try my hardest to will the ping of the back wheels over the chord, but oh no.
I hear instead the faint thud of the car door open and shut — late model, Japanese, you hear that air-tight fit — and I roll my head back and lay the wrench down on my chest. I know I told Cal I’d take the overnight shift, but it’s because I didn’t expect interruptions, unlike the small-town old-timers who nose around all daylight hours, hands in pockets of pants pulled up to their tits, gawking and leaning over the edge of the open bay doors, greasy baseball caps turned up like 1950, begging, dying, to be invited in, “Just to look her over, yeah?”
Fixing old cars for those guys is a metaphor for the good life, the healthy outlook, the right way to be. For me, rebuilding vintage cars is my social outlet in that’s a conversation with the designers and builders, the assembly line workers, and every mechanic who greased a nipple or changed the oil.
People of the real kind, particularly the female brand, like all things that don’t come with manuals and tools, are esoteric mystery cults to me, through whom there is no sensible conversation possible, and I’d given all that up lock stock barrel.
But now I hear it coming for me nonetheless, the clack-clack-clack of sharply driven heels — footwear of the female persuasion — that dropped out of that car and approach the store door looking for what? The bathroom? Of course it was clean, I live here, don’t I? Don’t tell Cal. Smokes? Got ‘em all, what you want, spin the wheel. Directions? To where shall you fuck off?
I drive my own heels into the grease stained concrete, squeak my creeper out from under the 442, pull myself up to a slowly-uncurling standing posture, or near enough to it, and wipe my hands on a rag I stuff back into the hind pocket of my green coveralls. I  haul my sighing ass over to the shop door to do what I was paid minimum wage to do, being sell the customer what they say they came to buy. It shouldn’t be that hard, should it? I could hear Cal’s exasperation in my head.
Instantly I gather the nature of the present challenge before I even pull open the glass door between garage and store. Girl, maybe 25, me being 27, so the hardest thing already, she dressed in office wear — late for a girl getting home from work — and shoes like she needs directions to a night club. 
“Help you,” I say, not a question, and I tug my beaten brown cap down over my face further. I fuck up my words and turn red around girls like her and I don’t need it. I roll the various sockets and extenders around each other in my deep pocket feeling their cool chromium curves as they knock together sounding like an enteral pool table break.
But this girl, man oh man, she’s the walking incarnation of all the reasons I ever gave myself for exiting stage left and swearing off that particular kind of booze: long, blonde-tinted brown hair falling in waves like a mountain river winding down over rocks at your all-time favorite unknown camping spot, yeah just like that, hair you want to dive into and lay in, splash yourself with. You imagine it spread over the gleaming white of your fresh sheets and pillows, and you want to just smell that stuff, get high on it, die on it.
You want to touch it, feel it’s sheen, let its silk run through your fingers, comb it out through your hands, wrap your wrists up in it, throttle it like high-bar motorcycle handles, and kick that shifter into gear, just take the fuck off riding that one hard down the strip, high speed rip doggy-style from behind, you stop that now Ben, you knock that off, you fly straight boy! 
She spins around like I tricked her, something like that, coming up behind her quiet, surprising her, a bear coming out of his cave you watch out. Guess she expected a guy to be sleeping hunched over his shotgun laid across the counter, look on her face, fresh as an apple and bright as a lamp.
She gives me the head-to-toe body scan and I spread my boots, cross my arms, and lift my face. You want to judge me, go on, judge as you will. Then take your can of 0 shit Coke and sticks of bubble gum and lay those slaying eyes across some other prey.
Grey shadowed, dark lined, extended lashes, but not too much, olive green eyes deep in there, and at least the flicker of a consciousness behind them, more than I can say for most of them. I’m not even going to mention her coat collar tugged up around her jaw, cream-white scarf spilling out her neck, buttons undone giving the creeping eye a look-see down the shadow realm where red blouse and tight black skirt lurk, and I can only jut my jaw crookedly at those grey suede platform pumps she’s got on under all that. Brown, matte-painted toenails peeking out the cut-away toes, too, oh yeah, God spared no detail building this one, leading me into temptation.
That’s just them going to work downtown, I know. I wipe my hands up and down the chest of my coveralls and curl my lips in and swallow hard trying not to satisfy this one’s obvious preconceptions regarding the small-town overnight-shift gas-station guy, this place no more than a sticky-strip fly-trap hanging off the main route lying in wait to catch the wayward commuter, such as present company. Cal plays the long game.
“My car,” she says, and she hooks her thumb over her shoulder, half glances out there, but keeping her eyes on me the whole time like I might just rush her, tackle her, something like that.
“2.5 litre four cylinder,” I say with a nod to the door.
She pulls a half crooked grin and tilts her head. “Yeah well anyway,” she says, “it sounds all rough, there’s smoke coming out of it, and there’s lights coming on in the dashboard.”
Rain lashed her car and was supposed to be getting worse, too.
“Got your . . . “ I say, holding my hand out behind me as I head out the door. Give her an answer, get back under the 442, probably never poured a can of oil in her life.
She drops her key chain in my hand. Has to be 20 pounds, all the lucky charms, Japanese toys, strips of leather and lace, keys and pendants, loops and sticks and every goddamned thing else, including somewhere in there presumably the grey fob disk.
I push that whole kitchen sink up against the car door, filching through all that for the fob felt too much like rifling a girls underwear drawer, and the door of her car beeps and I pull it open and look inside. Smells like a girl’s bathroom, looks like a girl’s bedroom. I lean over without touching anything, me being dirty and greasy, and I touch her handful of clutter to the ignition, motor fires up rough like she said, and I see the lights she was talking about. Of course I know right away.
I come back inside, after I pause at the door, her and I staring at each other through the glass until she realizes I can’t come in unless she steps back. I shut the door against the rising howls of the wind now laced with pellets of rain like so many bullets, the storm rising in its fury.
“Variable valve timing system in these ones,” I say to her. “Sometimes it resets incorrectly, fires the pistons out of synch, unburned fuel goes down the manifold, there’s your smoke,” I say. “Lights are just sensors telling you stop driving,” I say.
“Meaning?” she says. “In English?”
I want to ask her, What you doing out here, storm in the sky, you dressed like work or club, night time now, pulling into one of those garages you already know is a crime scene before you stop?
“Meaning, you don’t adjust that now, you’re looking at potential catastrophic engine failure, blown head even,” I shrug. I already feel my evening slipping away through my fingers.
She grins. “You just trying to fleece a lady in distress?” she says.
I nod. “I just as soon you turn around and go right back out the valley and carry on your way, I want no business with your car, you came to me, garage closed anyway,” I say. “‘Cept in good conscience I can’t, you get another couple miles down the road wherever you think you’re going and this thing stops running altogether, storm like they got coming through tonight, you could fucking die out there, should never be out here in the first place anyway, you got shoes can’t even walk across a parking lot in,” I say.
She looks over my shoulder and through to the mechanic’s bay out there behind me still all lit up from me working on the 442, that one goddamned tube flickering like a motel vacancy sign every movie they ever made.
“You’re a mechanic, aren’t you?” she says with a wry grin.
I pick at the chest of my dirty green coveralls and lift it, examine it looking down at myself like I’m just coming to the realization too. “I’m busy,” I say to her.
“Well what am I supposed to do?” she says, and I look myself over my shoulder at the 442 project out there and back at my boots below me and I heave with a sigh. That’s the thing with worms, isn’t it, they always find a way in.
“Fuck sakes,” I say to the floor. “Left side, not the right side,” I say to her and I go into the shop and start hauling down the thick metal chain, make the left bay door creak and groan and get the fuck up and out of the way.
“Pop the cherry,” I call to her before she climbs out of her car now pulled in over the hoist.
“Excuse me?”
Oh yeah right. Not one of us. “Pop the hood.”
She mutters to herself and shakes her head at me through the front window and shuts her door again, which I find tiring. I’m leaning on the grill waiting for the release under my hands, but it’s not coming.
“The handle,” I shout through the front window at the top of her ducked head. She’s swimming in the front seat, bobbing up and down and side to side the whole car is rocking, before she lifts her face again, jaw down, eyes wide, shoulders pressing up. Course she can’t find it, never occurred to her there’s something inside the front part make the car go vroom.
I come around to her door. Now we’re trying to communicate through the glass, me leaning over, gesturing with my chin down below her dash, she frowning at me, rolling her eyes, jutting her jaw like I’m the one who’s the cause of all that’s gone wrong on her night. I’m trying not to notice her legs where the hem of her skirt has ridden up. I’m trying not to notice anything about her, keep myself straight, fly right.
I go to open her door but it’s locked. “Door,” I say. She opens it into my face, bumping my forehead, making me stagger backward, rub it, try not to swear at her, I know she’s only doing her best, not her fault, I know, I know. I should have seen that coming.
“Sorry!” she says in a sheepish whining tone.
“Not my first time,” I say, and I bend over inside the space, duck my head down under the door frame, lean my shins into the rocker panel. She smells like forest, like creeks, like cedar and black earth and night sky and fire. I reach inside the foot well and, looking away, my hand and forearm brush against her bare calf, smooth as alabaster, warm like bath water. There’s like a force field flowing around her form, but it’s not pushing, it pulls.
“Sorry,” she whispers.
I inhale but my breath is shaky. I hold it in my lungs to not give her that. Feeling around blindly down there, I find the handle and, thankful, I pull it. The hood pops.
“Oops, I think you popped my cherry,” she says.
I twist around in place and she’s twisting her lips around trying not to laugh.
“Easiest one yet,” I say. She snorts and shakes her head at me and rolls her eyes.
I go back around front and find the hook, and while we’re staring at each other through the reflective and obscuring front window, I lift the sheet metal up to block my face just in time before I pop my eyes straight out my face. For all the bravado I like to put on, I have to admit, there was a pang, a single, piercing long-held note of chemistry there between us that I knew I didn’t want no part of, though I lapped at it desperately, too. Girl’s got a little sense of humor, at least, which you don’t see coming out of the city much of.
I drag my tester kit across the floor and she stands back, wide-eyed, arms crossed, cautious in my space, wary of me and my equipment and the hoist in the floor and the grease and grime and rags and cans and camshafts all over the place. As well she should be; this is no place for a creature like her, all clouds and sunshine and candy and dancing.
It doesn’t take long to reveal that I’m right, the valve timing is off. “See the line here?” I say to her, tapping my finger on the screen where one sin wave flutters in and out of synch with another. She nods like she knows what I’m talking about but I can see in her eyes and mouth she’s got no clue. “Should be synched,” I say to myself and I flick the switch off.
“Give me an hour with it,” I say. “You got somewhere to go?”
“Didn’t you just say a storm was coming in?”
I look out the port windows in the closed bay doors. “Not coming, here,” I said, and I gestured with my chin for her to look for herself. The window itself was nearly covered with the rainwater pilling up on it.
“It’s going to be treacherous out there,” she says.
She didn’t need to point that out. I’m well aware of the implications, the low-lying parts out here flood at least once a year. But first things first: the valve timing needs to be reset, not in itself a big job, but getting the clamps and covers and hoses out of the way to get down in there was what made it somewhat big.
I push my test cart back into place and pull out my tool cart. “There’s a waiting area in there, look around, you’ll find it,” I say, motioning with my head to the door back through to the store. “Get yourself a coffee, it’s not that bad.”
“No thanks,” she says, “I prefer to watch.”
She says it like someone still not fully trusting, like someone from the city used to being fleeced, someone not knowing the ways and mores of the outlying districts. “Suit yourself,” I say, but I’m not happy about it. I don’t like being watched by that coterie of old men, how much you think I want to be watched by a girl like her?
I’m even less happy when she decides she can stroll up closer, look over my shoulder, lean her elbows on the fender and crane her neck and bob around over my ducked head, studying every hose I unclamp, every cover I unscrew.
“What’s that do? What’s that for? Where’s that go?” she says, her musical voice playing in my ear like some sweet song.
I stand back and look over the air filter and battery case and up to her pretty face, all clean in that dirty place.
“Sorry,” she says and she makes a gesture of locking her lips and tossing away the key.
I make a gesture of a shortstop lurching down to make the sod-top catch, and without looking at her, I slip her imaginary key in my pocket. She snorts and purses a grin. “You’ll get that back when it’s time,” I say.
“You’re call,” she says, and we both stop and glare at each other, me with a “What the??” look, and I pull up the imaginary key from my pocket like I have to show her to remind her she was supposed to have locked her mouth with it.
She catches her tongue between her rows of gleaming white teeth and shrugs. Just when I start cranking again, she silently makes the gestures of someone making coffee, preparing it, stirring it, and sipping it, before pointing at me, raising her eyebrows. It was better when she talked.
“Gonna be two hours we keep this up,” I tell her, and I gesture with my head to the store. “Creamer’s in the little fridge in there, look for it, you’ll find it, two of them, and make it two sugars too, will you? Only live once,” I say.
Anyway, it gives me a few moments to myself to re-center my mind and get her out of it. Watching her click-clack over that cement floor in that tight skirt and fancy coat, undone scarf trailing behind her, guy could lose a finger reaching inside an engine bay staring at that. She glances over her shoulder as she goes through the door already making a tiny wave with her fingers at her hips like she kows — they always do — that I’m staring at her backside. Only she doesn’t seem to mind too much, th is one.
She comes back out with two cups. She found the newspaper box inside, this being the kind of place that still has old folks reading newspapers in chairs leaning against the outside wall of the gas station, and she obediently keeps quiet but now takes my attention off my work even worse. I’m trying not to glance around behind me but she’s making a racket dragging things around, spreading paper out over the bench, and what not.
On the pretense of turning to my tool chest and searching out the timing key, I glance up through the tops of my eyes. Now she’s sitting on the workbench, on the paper she spread out under her ass, one foot down on the short step ladder she dragged over, her other leg crossed over the first one, grey suede platform pump dangling from her big toe, and she’s arched a bit and leaning back on one hand behind her and curling her mouth into a tiny little circle and blowing over the surface of her open cup of coffee.
“Don’t you want some?” she says, all low and soft, her eyes flickering at me worse than the fucking fluorescent light up there, and so I don’t mind standing up straight and letting my eyes flow down her form from her hair hanging over her eyes in strands to her toe rising and falling and daring the shoe to fall from it. Her skirt is half up those long creamy thighs. The other cup of coffee is sitting beside her hip and nearly touching her skirt.
“You’re lucky you found me working late,” I said and I slid the tool cart aside to step up to her knees where I leaned over her lap to wrap my hand around the top of the cup she brought me.
She watches my hand without moving, without comment, foot bopping. I could have touched her, she’d let me, you’d think.
“Like you don’t normally spend every night out here trying to bring that hunk of junk back to life,” she says.
Now it’s true I love that 442. But it’s also true it’s a hunk of junk. But it takes a certain kind of personality to state that in front of the man who’s obviously poured a lot of time into the project, especially when you don’t know the first thing about the guy. I very well may have gone the serial murderer route, a couple small forks in the road come out differently, place like this. 
The banter though. That was the surprising thing about her. I take the cup, roll my hips around the chafed and scared corner of the workbench and lean back against it, cradle the cup in my arms, cross my ankles. “That hunk of junk,” I say, nodding at it over there where it waited patiently to renew our ongoing battle of wills, “is what newly retired executive types think is what’s going to make up for all their lost years making money and screwing people,” I say.
“So not your dream, then,” she says.
The rain now lashed the metal face of the bay doors and drummed at the metal roof. It was loud in there.
I rotate my head around and we hold eyes on each other for a good two beats before I have to look away again, it’s like staring into the sun, her eyes. “Don’t you have somewhere to be?”
She shrugs. “Party,” she says.
“Don’t sound too much in a rush.”
“Boyfriend’s a prick, what can I say? Wouldn’t pick me up, just told me to meet him there, way out here,” she says.
“Boyfriend,” I say.
“He likes to think so.”
“Not you?”
“I don’t classify people into neat little packages like that,” she says.
Her phone buzzes just then and she half-glazes her eyes and grins up one side of her face all crookedly. “Speak of,” she says, and she filches through her purse.
I go back to her car and find that one screw hard to find down under the casing, got to get to it by feel if you don’t want to put it up on the hoist.
“Oh hi,” I hear her say to her phone after she took her time pulling her hair around her neck, shifting her legs the other way around, sipping, even, from her coffee.
I’m reaching down feeling with my finger tips for the hidden hole the screw head seats in, my distracted eyes looking over my shoulder at her, she’s leaning further back on her outstretched arm, her eyes like mine being only half there, but they’re moving over me the way a sculptor might move his hands over a marble shape he’s pulling out of the rock. So are mine.
“Yeah, no, took a detour,” I hear her say and she flares her eyes wide at me “No idea how long,” she says to the phone, and she smiles at me, involving me in her subterfuge.
I roll back to lean down deep into the cavity of the engine and engage the screwdriver deep in the hole and focus on twisting it and not dropping it. She comes down off the bench and leans deeply over the fender shoulder to shoulder with me now, holding her hair back but ducking her face down as though to see the hole I was fingering down there.
Mixed with the odor of grease and smoke and oil is the scent of spice and earth and rain. I gently twist the screwdriver and twist my face around to find her’s too close to mine, her not pulling away.
“I don’t know, Josh,” she says, her eyes darting from my eyes to my mouth and back to my eyes. “I’m not sure I even want to go to this party.” Her lips part and the tip of her tongue curls up to touch the middle of her top lip, she’s staring at my mouth now. “It’s something to do with the timing,” she says, and now she pinches her tongue in her teeth, scrunches up her shoulders, and grins at me with her eyes crunching down. She grabs my bicep a moment and squeezes me there.
I bring over the scope again and attach the wires, get ready to align the curves. I find her now standing a distance off from me, dead centre in the middle of that garage, one hip hitched up, elbow cradled in her other arm, hair pulled down around one side of her neck, head leaning, holding phone with boyfriend yammering at length to her ear but her eyes watching me, gazing up and down my dirty green coveralls. It reminds me of those posters of a vast empty black universe, except for the perfect blue orb of the Earth hanging improbably in the middle of it.
“If that’s what you want,” I can hear her finally say. “I guess that’s why you didn’t want to come pick me up either, right?”
I glance up again as I fit a casing back on, clamp a hose back in place. She’s turned away from me now and I can’t hear her words so clearly, she’s talking down into her hand. She glances over her shoulder at me as though I’m to blame, and she narrows her eyes angrily at me and stomps on those clacking heels out through the door and into the store.
I finish up, wipe the fender where I’d been leaning over it, and duck back inside to find her cluster of keys on her seat and try the engine. It ignites perfectly, settles down into a quiet hum, motor fixed. I bob and weave across the shop floor peering through the glass door but can’t find her. I pull it open a few inches, call out, “Hello?” but get no reply.
I go back out, shut her car off, and come back into the store. I can hear the TV on in the so-called “customer waiting room.”
“Yup,” I say leaning my head in clutching the doorframe. I hook my thumb over my shoulder. But she’s settled on the couch in there, elbows on knees, face down, buried in her hands. Her phone’s on the coffee table face up and off.
I go back out to the store, watch a moment as the rain pours down nearly sideways, find the broom and start at one corner to work my away across and down. I don’t know what the fuck to do with that.
“You don’t have to stay out, it’s your place,” she says, and I look up to find her in the doorway to the waiting away, turning around and going back inside.
I lean the broom up and go back.
“You sleep in here sometimes, don’t you,” she says.
I frown and snicker like it’s a crazy thing to say.
“You’re blanket?” she says and she rolls her eyes, pointing at the folded blanket on top of the shelving unit.
“The car,” I say. “Sometimes she’s not in the mood.”
She smirks and snorts. I can see her eyes, red and glassy. “By the way, did I say I had a boyfriend? Because I don’t, just so you know,” she says.
“Not my business,” I say.
“No,” she says. “I can tell you don’t make other people’s business your’s very much. A lesson other’s can learn.”
“You’re car,” I say, hooking my thumb over my shoulder.
“I heard it,” she says. “You’re very good at your work.”
“Just fills the time,” I say.
“Keeps you away from the likes of me, too,” she says. “Isn’t that the point?”
“I like working on the old ones, restoring them, it’s a big market.”
“How come the wrong guys keep showing up one after the other, but the right guys are always hanging back too afraid?” she says, and she pats the couch beside her.
I stare at the cushion she’s indicating a good long while, but think better of it. It can’t, or course, be real. She’s just going to laugh her head off, I take her seriously. “Got to put the tools away,” I say. “Ring up an invoice for you.”
I go back out to the garage and lean over the fender of the 442 and drop my head down from my shoulders and deep into the engine space. I can hear the door to the store pull open and I find a wrench sitting on the rad and bang it around the engine block deep inside like I’m still working.
“Where’d you find this one anyway?” she says. “Needs a paint job.” I can feel her hand come gently down onto my back. Do not, I repeat to myself, allow yourself to think this is real.
“Grown-over barn few miles back out number 4, old guy died, old lady, everybody round here, they know I like the old ones,” I say. “The more gone the better,” I mutter quietly.
“She just gave it to you?”
“No, I always pay for them,” I say. “Something, anyway. Gave her a free tune-up and oil change, this one.”
She dragged her hand over my shoulder and half down my arm before she opened the wide driver’s door and peered inside. “You like this one a lot, I can tell. What’s it like inside?”
“Inside is mint. Same one as in Iron Country,” I say. “1985 . . . “ I went on, wiping my wrench with my rag now leaning back against the fender, watching her lean into it, peer around.
“  . . . Kurt Russell,” she says, finishing my sentence, and she laughs. “My dad loves that movie.” She finds the latch, pushes the driver’s seat forward, helps herself into the back seat. “You got anything other than coffee round this place?” she says. “You ever just hang out back here?”
Now I’m standing there stroking that neck of my wrench up and down staring at that wide open door, the seat flopped forward and falling into the steering wheel, this girl sliding herself over the hump in the back seat and disappearing under the roofline, and I’m thinking, “Is this some kind of set up? What the fuck is this.”
“Well do you?” I hear her voice now but I can’t see her face at all, only her legs and those maddening shoes of hers. “It’s fun back here, why don’t you try it?”
Now Cal, he put this bottle of champagne in the bottom of our soda vending machine, he doesn’t drink, he was given the bottle by a customer as a thank you, and he says to me, “I’ll put it down here, some night your dream girl is going to walk through that door and you’re going to need something to steady your nerves,” he said.
I just laughed at him. Motherfucker.
I unzip my coveralls, nearly tripped and cracked my skull open kicking my legs to throw it off me, and I go into the store, find the picnic supplies shelf, and tear open the package with the six tiny plastic wine glasses. I fish the vending machine key out of the bottom of the cash drawer and find the champagne exactly where Cal put it, chilled too.
Then I make a sign, says “Power out,” tape it to the door, lock it, and flip all the switches off. When I step back out into the garage bays, I hear that girl squeal and clap seeing me holding up the bottle like a proud boy who won the race. I don’t bend down to look but I blindly hand the two plastic glasses through the open door until she takes them from me, then pass her the bottle.
I push the driver seat back into place just to climb in to twist the key backward and find that midnight old-timey music station that comes in with a distant high-pitch humming and other stations all over its signal.
“Not in the front, back here, with me,” she says.
I come around into the back, take the bottle back from her to pop the cork out through the open door, and I shut it and lean back into the seat beside her, before rolling my head over the smooth black leather and bringing my eyes down onto that apparition of pure beauty sitting beside me. Real or not, man oh man, I’d never been that close to anything like it.
She’s focussed with her tongue sticking out the corner of her mouth dribbling the smoking and fizzing champagne into the two cups she holds in one hand over her lap, bare legs from nearly the edge of her panties on down, maybe she not noticing how her skirt rode up, the way she sank slowly back into the other seat.
“You don’t look like a party,” I say.
“Oh,” she says, looking up with fluttering, nearly blinding eyes, “I’m a party alright, you put champagne in my hand,” she says, and she snorts and finds a way to nestle the bottle in the console in front of us. She hands me one of the plastic glasses and closes her teeth lightly on her tongue where it hangs out her lips like a girl ready for first communion.
“I mean you don’t look like you’re going to a party,” I say, taking the glass from her. We bump our glasses but we both misjudge their weight and splash a little onto her thigh. I instinctively go to wipe it with my hand, catch myself, but she wraps her hand around my wrist anyway and pulls my hand back down to her thigh, and she presses her hand on the back of mine to make sure I leave it there.
“To unexpected surprises,” she says, and we both tip our glasses back down our mouths.
She pushes her arm straight up to press her fist into the ceiling of the 442 and pushes her shoulders up and inhales sharply through her clenched teeth, eyes shut. “Yes!” she groans out loud. You’d think it was straight shot whiskey the way she shivers from it.
“You too!” she admonishes me, noticing I sipped mine, and she pushes forward, twists sideways on her waist, and leans over me to bring her upper body and face close to mine, and she peers over the top of my glass as she uses her finger, nail painted matte brown, to tip my glass by its base, not letting me bring it down until it drains completely in my mouth.
Her other hand is pressed into my thigh only three inches down, her fingers curling, her nails digging, the more I take and swallow. She flops back and laughs now slumped deeper down into the backseat, and she stretches her legs out, crosses her ankles, and sets them out over the folded-over back of the front passenger seat.
“More!” she says, and she wiggles her glass in front of me.
I dutifully retrieve the bottle and hold both glasses between my fingers the way she did and carefully pour out refills.
She groans and bends her knees one at a time to work her high platform pumps off her feet and she tosses them through to the floor in front of the passenger seat. “Much better,” she says, taking her glass from my hand and she settles back even further slumped down now, and she drives her fingers through her hair, pushes that mass of burbling brook back over her head and sighs while she rolls her head over the seat back and lays an arm elbow to fingertips down the length of my thigh.
“This, I have to say, is so much better than another one of their dumb parties,” she says.
“You look dressed for work,” I say.
“Got a bag in the back of my car, was going to change before I got there.”
“What’s work?”
“I do reception and damn near everything else at a vet clinic,” she says.
She scrambles her fingers into my hair where it’s fallen over my forehead and eyes and she chuckles. “You don’t get out much do you,” she says.
I push my hair back and shrug. “Not much of a party guy, I guess,” I say.
“I’m not much of a party girl, I don’t think.”
“Says the girl on her way to a party.”
“More pissing contest than party,” she says.
She scrunches her hand into a fist pinching my skin absently where she gathers my jeans in her fingers as though the champagne going down her throat makes her recoil. She looks over at me and smiles. Her hand remains on my thigh, my jeans twisted in her fist.
“Where were you going, party out here?” I say.
“I’m sure you don’t know it,” she says.
“Pretty much know every square inch out here.”
“The McWilliams place?” she says.
I stiffen in my back and remove her hand from my leg.
“Oh,” I say. “Right.”
She frowns with amusement at me, rolls over in her seat, even pulls her skirt up to allow her leg to slide over my lap, and she straddles me in my seat, her hands pressing into my shoulders, her elbows locked straight, her head bent down where it presses into the ceiling of the car.
“What?” she says, a crooked grin on her mouth.
I slide a hand around the side of her waist more from being startled by her move on top of me than to hold her, but the silkiness of her blouse, the heat of her body beneath, I can’t help but caress her there.
“I know it,” I say up to her in a voice that falters.
“I’ll bet you do,” she says, and she studies my face from even closer up, her eyes flashing at my eyes back and forth.
“We can’t do this,” I say.
She tilts her head sideways and burbles with erupting laughter. “We’re not doing anything, silly,” she says.
“You don’t understand.”
“Calm down, nobody knows I’m here.” She leans forward, her chest pressing into my chest, and projects her head out on her stretching neck so her face comes closer to my face. “It’s just you and me here,” she says in a whisper.
“Do you actually know the McWilliams?” I say.
“Car dealers?” she says, and she tilts her head side to side at me and rhymes off one of their locally-famous car ad jingle lines. She touches barely her nude frosted lips to mine. “Relax, would you?” she says softly.
I hold her waist now in both my hands, press her back, fight against her pressure pushing forward as she rocks on my lap and curls her spine in to push her hips harder down.
“They do a little more than just sell cars,” I say.
She touches her lips to mine again, longer this time, her face slowly twisting side to side at mine. “Meaning?” she says, now drawing her fingertip around the circle of my lips.
“Who’s your boyfriend did you say?”
“I didn’t and anyway, he’s my ex now,” she says, and she curls her fingers into the back of my neck, sinks down on my lap deeper, and touches the tip of her tongue to where she had traced with her finger all the way around my mouth, now doing it with her tongue.
“But what’s his name?” I say, now pushing with some strength against her hips, she pressing just as hard against me.
“Joshua Morgan?” she says, and she tries to bring her face up to mine again, her mouth open, her eyes fluttering closed, her tongue playing out. I’m doing everything to push her off me, she’s doing everything to push herself down at me.
“Yeah, no,” I say, and I roll her off my lap so that she lands ungracefully in the others seat, her legs crossed and tangled, her skirt pushed up enough to show her panties if I look, white, lace, tight and low riding, scallop edges around the legs, just as sweet and cute as anything I ever saw in my life.
I lean forward to reach for the car handle between the panel and the folded-over seat. But she hooks her bare foot around my wrist stretching it out across my stomach, and though she hardly has strength to hold me back, I hesitate.
“Tell me,” she says.
“Tell you what.”
“What about Josh? What about the McWilliams?”
I look over my shoulder at her behind me. She’s sprawling in the car seat innocent as an angel fallen there like all her limbs are broken.
“You really don’t know?”
“I don’t even know your name.”
“I’d just as soon you never do now,” I say.
“Hey,” she says, and she pulls herself up to me, pulling me back down to her at the same time. We fall back facing each other. “You have to tell me now.” She kisses me lightly, but for longer this time, more for real.
“Listen . . . “ I say and I pause.
“Jessa,” she says.
“Jessa,” I say with a nod. “You’re easily the hottest-looking girl I’ve ever been this close to in my entire life, and you also seem like a really nice person, too,” I say. “But those guys?” I exhale and stare in a long distance out the front window. “You don’t touch anything they own, you just don’t,” I say.
She slides her hand around my wrist, runs her eyes back and forth between my eyes, pulls my wrist enough to overcome my reticence, and spreads my hand over her breast through her blouse. I can feel the texture of her bra through it. White, lacy, matching her panties that I glimpsed earlier.
“Nobody owns me, don’t be silly,” she says.
I study my hand where it gently squeezes, where it cups, where it feels around, as though disbelieving where it is, what it has in it, and I try to pull away, but she digs her nails into my skin and makes me keep it there.
“They think they own this whole valley,” I say. “And they’re not the kind to get into semantic debates about that.”
“Well Josh isn’t even a McWilliams, so whatever.” She juts her jaw crookedly at me, pulls up the side of her blouse, pushes and pulls my hand until she captures it under her blouse, cupping it against her now around the fabric of her bra.
“No,” I say, rubbing the front of my teeth with my tongue, watching her blouse bump and roll with my hand under it. “He’s just one of them who does their dirty work.”
She bursts out laughing now and falls back in her seat nearly lying on it now, her head propped up under the side window behind her. She lifts herself only enough to struggle out of her blouse, pulling it up and over her head, and she sinks back down in the seat.
“Not Josh,” she says. “He’s useless.” She draws up her gold chain and lays it over her open mouth, tongues the links. “Anyway, good riddance.”
“He looks through one of those windows, he sees you in here like this, I’m dead, and I don’t mean figuratively,” I say. “These guys have changed everything out here, day they bought that land, put up that monstrosity. 
“First of all, Josh couldn’t be bothered to pick me up for this stupid party, he’s not even going to notice I’m not there, much less come looking for me, and second, he’s not going to find me because I didn’t tell him where I was, and my car is inside your garage, and you already turned all the lights out,” she says.
She lifts her hips off the car seat by digging her heels into my lap and she reaches both hands around one side to pop open a button and draw down a tiny zipper side of her skirt.
I watch helplessly, fearfully, as she wriggles in her waist and grips her hips in her hands to slide her tight skirt down her legs, and off over her feet. Now she squeezes her knees together, rolls this way and that, sucks breath like she’s sucking a mint, and narrows her eyes at me.
“Feels so sexy in the back seat of an old 70s muscle car,” she says. “Don’t be so afraid,” she says, and she grabs at my wrists, pulls me, pokes me with her painted toes, laughs, until I fall over sideways and hold myself up over her on my hands and knees.
“You’re never going to get anywhere if you’re always too afraid to make a move,” she says, and she pulls me down onto her, spreads her knees out from under me, splays her hands across my back, snakes her legs around my legs, and necks with me.
“But Joshua Morgan,” I say, lifting my face from hers.
“Who you heard me kick to the curb,” she moans back, chasing my mouth with her lashing tongue.
“He’s not going to just move on,” I say.
“Tsk-tsk, silly boy,” she groans. “He already has, don’t you know anything about men like him?” She closes her legs around my waist, locks her ankles in my back.
“He can have five girlfriends,” I say, “and he’s still going to kill any guy who looks at any one of them.”
She pushes her thumbs inside the waist of my pants. I look down surprised to find she’s already undone the button and drawn down the fly. I’m powerless to stop her as she uses hands and feet to work my pants down my legs, laughing and squirming under me, persistent and determined. She is just as deft at working my t-shirt up over my head and off.
Now her hands spread wide over the bare skin of my back, her heels draw up and push down the backs of my thighs, and her chest rises off the car seat under me, her head drives down and backward, and her hair falls over her face. “Mmm, I just love skin on skin, don’t you?” she says, and with minimal struggle and contortion under me, I notice her hand push out at our sides, her white bra dangling from her fingers as she tosses it through to the front seat where her skirt and blouse already landed, tangled up with my jeans and t-shirt.
“Don’t you ever just take a chance?” she says.
The short answer is “No, I don’t, I never take chances,” but I’m tongue tied peeking down at her, looking down between our bodies, seeing her bare chest push up into mine, feeling her skin, warm, smooth, and perfect, her sandy blonde hair spread over the black leather seat, the squeaking sound of her bare body squirming over the leather under me.
“You have to grab opportunities when they arise,” she says. Her hands slide around my waist, squeeze in between our bodies, and together cup me through my underwear.
“They say that,” I say, nearly breathless now.
“Are you going to do it then?” she says, nearly breathless herself. Her hands slide inside the waist of my shorts. She pushes and I feel myself spring out the top. She uses her toes to drag my shorts down and off and she laughs. “Are you going to?” she repeats, her eyes now closed, her voice as though in trance, her breath jagged and catching.
She’s pressing her shoulders and heels into the backseat of the 442, heaving her body up into mine over top of her, sliding it side to side against me, thrusting her panties against me where I’m already bared.
“Don’t you want to?” she groans.
I blink my eyes and shake my head. She laughs some more and hooks her thumbs in the waist of her panties. I lift myself on my toes and hands and she wiggles under me and when I look down, I can see her whole body under mine, white, pure and naked, writhing on the shiny treated leather back seat.
Every limb of hers is flowing with movement, every muscle in her is flexing and releasing, she’s rolling her head side to side, her hair is flying over her face, her hips are rising up to bump mine and crash down, swiveling and curling and thrusting.
I’m holding myself in a plank over her. She knows I’m watching, even with her eyes closed. Her smile tells me she’s enjoying doing this to me, too, this torture. I think it just when she says it, “I’m enjoying doing this to you, you know,” she says, and she pinches the tip of her tongue between her teeth and scrunches up her nose. “You’re so afraid, I can feel it in you,” she says, but she squeals like it’s cute. She’s squeezing my cock.
“Just a touch,” she whispers, and she wraps her hand  more tightly around my raging hard erection and touches the tip of the head to something that makes me gasp hard and clench my eyes. It’s soft, hot, and wet — her folds. I nearly cry it feels so good. She’d pulled her panties aside.
“Oh god, Ben,” she says, sprawling under me, her whole body in motion everywhere, and now she’s leaping and jerking like the head of my cock is a live electrical wire she’s touching to herself. “It would be so easy!” she groans through clenched teeth.
My body is shaking violently over hers. My arms give out and I collapse down an inch before catching myself, but it’s enough to push the head of my cock between her soaking flesh a moment, only an inch, but she gasps as tough pierced.
“Be careful,” she whispers. But she swipes the whole head of my cock through the crease in her lips thoroughly wetting me in her pot, her body now shaking as bad as mine. “I don’t trust you,” she says, and she struggles to throw me off her, half laughing, half groaning.
Sitting up now and slumped in my seat, she climbs over me and carefully lifts my cock up between our stomachs, and she slides down my legs closing our hips together. With one hand wrapped around the back of my neck, she lifts and lowers herself on her knees where they squeeze my hips, and with her other hand, she daintily presses my cock into her dribbling lips that slide up and down my shaft, my head catching in the apex of her pussy on every third or fourth pass.
“Oops,” she whispers when the whole head of my cock is engulfed a moment inside her.
She rides me like this, her breath short and rapid, her head falling back, her tits pushing up into my face, rubbing over my eyes and cheeks, my lips. I hold her waist in my hands. She’s covering my cock in her slither. Her body is shivering from the inside out. Her fingers tremble where she presses down on the top of my cock, pressuring me against her grasping and oozing flesh. “Baby, I don’t do this,” she whispers with a shaking voice. “But something about you,” she whines as though in pain.
My hips are up and out of the seat. My head his rammed back into the seat-back. My feet are pressing down into the floor, and my leg muscles are straining.
She exhales and inhales with tiny cries in her breath. “Think I’m gonna cum, baby,” she cries in my ear and she bites me there. “Didn’t mean to. . . “ she gets out before she groans loud into my neck. Her hand splays over the side window, smears down across it, now fogged from her breath.
Shifting rays of light spread through the darkened garage. I gasp now, grip her harder, but she’s oblivious, her body convulsing with waves of spasms. I roll her body off me and she falls into the seat, her eyes mad with lust and her body writhing as though electrocuted.
“Headlights,” I get out through my lost breath, heaving like a marathon runner. I can see a shape outlined in the port window in the bay door now, a figure cupping their hands around their eyes, peering into the garage. I fall sideways and push open the car door and come down onto my feet and hands like a sloth, like an ape. I reach across the front seats and tear at our clothes, separating Jessa’s panties and bra and skirt and blouse from my jeans and t-shirt and shorts and socks, and she snaps to and pulls her clothes on in the back more terror on her face than even on mine, as I stumble around keeping below the rays of light shooting through the space and yanking on my clothes.
We both freeze at the sound of a voice calling, a female voice, though. “Jessa, I know you’re in there!” it calls through the sheet metal.
I spin around to Jessa in the back seat, also frozen two beats, before she exhales with relief, finishes more calmly doing up her buttons, and pulls on her shoes.
“Tess,” she says to me, and she laughs.
She crawls awkwardly out of the back seat of the car and wriggles as she pulls up the zipper in her skirt.
We peer into the store and out the front door to make sure the visitor is alone, and I unlock it. Jessa leans out, “Get in here!” she shouts half laughing, and I stagger backward from the door, the wind, and the rain.
“Oh my god!” the other girl says, “I thought you were kidnapped by some back-country freak-oid!” she shouts, and the two of them embrace and laugh.
“How did you know I was in here?” Jessa says to her.
“We matched ‘where am I’s’ a long time ago, don’t you remember!?” the girl says.
“Tess, Ben. Ben, Tess,” Jessa says.
Tess pushes her hood back from her face. I shake. She’s equally hot to Jessa. The two of them, Jesus Christ, like some sort of cross-eyed joke. “Wait, were you two fucking in here?” she says.
“No!” Jessa protests, but with a grin that half gives away the real answer.
I look out one more time and lock the door. It’s no night to be out racing around. I turn around and lean  back against it. The two of them look like models. The new one, she points down at me with upside down finger. “Your pants?” she says.
They’re inside out. Jessa erupts with laughter.
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