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Chapter 1

There she was again. I’d been catching sight of her around the work sites a lot by then — that new surveyor girl. The works department had hired her a couple of months earlier. Emily was her name, I think — or so I overheard someone refer to her inside the site trailer once.
Thick black-rim glasses, mid-length brown hair that tumbled like gentle waves spilling down her back from under that blue hardhat, a short waist-cut red-and-black plaid bomber jacket with the collar turned up, thick grey socks pulled up over her tight black leggings, big tan work boots.
You had to struggle not to look, not to stare. What do you even say to someone like that? I kept my eyes peeled for a guy bringing her lunch or dropping her off or picking her up after work, but there were no obvious obstacles on the horizon.
And now, here she came, striding across the road heading straight for me, waving a tablet in her hand. Goddamnit, I thought. I wasn’t ready. She was going to trap me up in the cab of my backhoe.
I had been trying to get her out of my mind all week just to keep my focus on my work in the ditch. She was popping up everywhere around me, and a lot more often too, it seemed — and always unexpectedly!
I was tearing up a trench along the length of the road we were working on and trying not to collapse the sides or hit a line or fuck up the whole dig somehow and put myself and my machine in the bottom of the hole. Something like her, she could do that to you without trying — sticking in your mind like that and not even knowing it, hard enough, too, make a guy roll his backhoe over and upside down without even realizing it. Motherfucker, why are the hottest ones always the quietest? She was making me crazy, she was driving me mad.
I curled the scoop in and set its knuckles down gently on the next slab of pavement to tear up, and I twisted the key off. The machine shuddered into silence and the hinged cap pinged the exhaust pipe as it flopped back down over it.
That girl, man oh man. She wrapped her small hand around the handle on the side of my machine, tight, new leather work-gloves and all, and she pulled herself up onto the metal lattice step outside my cab. I unlatched the curved glass door and swung it open for her and I pulled my ear covers down around my neck, DJ style. I gestured to her with my chin. I didn’t trust myself to say anything, not yet, anyway. Not while looking into those deep brown eyes of hers from up that close.
“Hi,” she said, and she pursed her lips at me with a grin and nodded like someone proud of herself for making it past the first stage herself — like she was the one that I put on the hot-seat!
It was an odd sensation for me. I wasn’t used to being the more outgoing one in encounters with quiet girls like her. But she definitely had the look on her face of someone who had also struggled to come face to face with new people. I was tripped up by it. I wasn’t expecting it.
“What’s up?” I said, not quite looking at her out the corners of my eyes. I was afraid I’d suffer locked-in syndrome if I looked directly at her. I was afraid I’d be paralyzed. I was afraid it was a trick.
“Connor, right?” she said, and a grin pulled up the side of her face that she half-turned away from me the same way I was half-turned away from her.
I grinned the exact same way as her too. I pulled off my work-glove and offered to shake her hand. “Connor, yup,” I said. “Emily, is it?” I said. I must have been more glad to get past that first stage than even she was, but it was hard to tell. I was proud nonetheless. It was easier than I thought it would be. I felt emboldened.
Look, with guys like me, it doesn’t take much. But I knew the harder parts were still coming.
She extended her gloved hand to me, pulled it back, tried to tug her glove off, couldn’t, and then went ahead and shook my hand anyway with her glove still limply half on, and she rolled her eyes at herself, and even blushed.
I shook the limp, empty fingers of her hanging glove and I squinted my eyes up at her. It was the first time I’d ever seen someone behaving the way I usually felt, full of nerves like that, and it was in that very moment, too, that I realized for the first time how I must have looked to other people who were new to me.
That first encounter with Emily standing on the step on the side of the cab of my backhoe would have stayed with me for that reason alone. There were, however, many more reasons to come.




Chapter 2

“I’m Emily,” she said, and then she rolled her eyes again and she snorted and said, “as you already apparently know!” She laughed with her shoulders heaving up to her ears. She was cute enough to evaporate planets.
“Sorry,” she said. She even pinched the tip of her tongue between her grinning teeth. She made you smile. You had to. She made you forget yourself and relax, even. The more nervous she seemed, the easier I felt, strangely.
“Just a wild guess,” I said, and I shrugged. “Your name, I mean.”
She pursed her lips at me like she was also struggling to regain her professional demeanor, and she set her half-lidded eyes down directly on mine as though she meant to lock them there. Dimples pulled up deeply around the corners of her lips like her mouth was in parentheses. “As if,” she said under her breath.
Her eyes were extraordinarily clear. Her cheeks were rosy. Her lips were full and pink and glossy, even without anything, apparently, on them. I took a deep breath, if somewhat surreptitiously. It wasn’t often I was pushed up so close to that calibre of girl. Those ones like her didn’t often see guys like me at all, and I was perfectly fine with that, too. It helped me hide the fact from myself that I couldn’t actually talk to them, not when they were that cute. And Emily — she was an angel among angels. She was a vision. A hallucination.
“Um,” she started again, and she turned sideways to me and leaned further into the cab of my backhoe. She pushed her tablet screen in front of my face. Her shoulder bumped my shoulder — and stayed pressing against it. Did she not notice we were touching?
“I’m wondering if I could get you to hold off here,” she said, tapping the screen with a carefully shaped, clear-gloss-painted middle fingernail. She was pointing at exactly where I was digging. Her nail made a tick-tick-tick sound. “Until I can set up and survey that line again, at least — I might have made an error here,” she said, dragging her fingertip slowly over toward the edge of the screen, following a faint line in the diagram. “I just need to make sure,” she said.
She raised her eyes up to mine from that close. The clarity and directness of them was exaggerated by her dark rim glasses. She held her eyes wide and piercing on mine from only a few inches in front of my face, her expression all questioning, anticipating, like she was on the edge of a surprise.
I was stiff. I swallowed hard. I was mesmerized. I stopped breathing. Time seemed to freeze. It was her voice — I never heard before the sound honey makes, when it pours out of a warm bottle. I swallowed again and chuckled at myself. I wanted to run.
“For just like twenty minutes?” she said even more softly. “So I can double check my work?” She could have read the phone book and made it sound like intimate pillow talk.
I swallowed a third time with my dry dusty throat constricted to nearly nothing and I yanked myself out of the tractor beams that lazered out of her eyes. I fell back in my seat and struggled to pull myself away from her as far as possible, within the close confines of the cab of my backhoe, and I tried to at least breathe.
“Yeah of course, no problem,” I finally managed to say, and I opened the screw top of my water bottle right off and poured the gurgling stuff straight down my parched throat. “Got to get it perfect, right?” I said, screwing it back on.
She shrugged. “Yeah, sorry, just need to make sure,” she said, half turning and swinging a boot out from the top step to search with her toe for the next step down below her.
“No, yeah,” I said. “I mean it — get it perfectly right, that’s the ticket,” I said. “I like perfect, too. I’m a fan of perfect.” I looked away and widened my eyes at the opposite window. I was already blowing it.
She snorted lightly. “It’s what I am too, I guess,” she said. The smile she shot me over her shoulder as she turned and stepped down off my machine hit me like a medicine ball hitting my stomach. “Perfectionist,” she said and she snorted and shrugged.
“Yeah!” I said like a dope. I was frankly relieved she was leaving.
“I’ll be as quick as I can!” she called back up to me over her shoulder as she started skip-walking toward her pick-up. And then she smiled that smile at me again, this time with her eyes all wide and deep and dark, lingering on mine a beat too long, like she was making sure of something she was thinking. She even gave me a private little wave with just her fingers fluttering at her hips, like it was a secret, like it was just for me.




Chapter 3

I swung myself out of my chair and climbed down the steps onto the road we were trenching out. “Take a break, Bennie!” I shouted at my spotter. He waved at me and wiped his gloved hand over the back of his neck and rammed his spiked flag pole into the pile of debris beside the hole we were digging.
He brought our cooler around to the side of the backhoe and poured us out an iced coffee each from his thermos. “What she want?”
“Search me,” I said. We both eyed her body bending and peering through her spy-glass she already had set up on her tripod not far away. I wasn’t going to give Bennie anything for free.
“Fucking new chick on the crew is super hot, though,” he said with a groan.
I slapped his chest with the back of my hand. “Knock it off,” I said. But I didn’t look away from her, either.
“Dude, she was so into you,” he said, and he laughed and slapped me back across my chest.
“Fuck right off, Bennie!” I said. “Seriously.”
He snorted at me. “Buddy,” he said, “you gotta learn to recognize the signs when they’re right in front of you,” he said. “Never going to get laid the way you go about it. You’re too passive in an active world. You’re not even trying.”
“Not going to be stupid and try with a girl like that,” I said to him, and I turned away and spit into the dirt and rolled my eyes and huffed. “As if,” I said to the ground.
I laid my gloves on the fender and scuffed my heels over to the site trailer and the bathroom inside.
But when I came out, there she was again, that Emily, bent over, staring into a large sheet she spread out on one of the counters inside the trailer. There was nobody else inside. I could hear the supervisor talking with an engineer in front of the door. There was no way out without squeezing behind her.
“Did you see anything in the last twenty feet or so you’ve been digging out?” Emily said to me without looking over her shoulder like she already knew it was me and that I was alone inside the trailer with her.
I came over to the counter beside her. “Think I’d have stopped if I did,” I said.
She turned around and rolled her eyes again and snorted. “Of course,” she said.
I was instantly paralyzed again. Her face, her hair, her eyes, her lips. Jesus fucking Christ, I didn’t even know they built them like that. It was like stumbling over an ancient Chinese vase down at the city dump.
“It’s just, I can’t be sure about the water main,” she said, and she squinted at me and curled her lips between her rows of perfect teeth.
I stepped up closer beside her and she turned back to the chart and drew her finger along a line that showed the water main path that did indeed seem to veer too close to our trench.
“Should have seen it here, I guess,” I said, and I pointed at her sheet very near to where her own finger was lingering.
“Only this is based on a survey done a long time ago,” she said in that low, quiet, sleepy and private voice of hers, “before the houses were put up — so it could have been moved, but I don’t know where to.”
“They move them?” I said. I was way too close to the side of her face. My pointer finger remained even closer to where her middle finger remained standing up, arched like a curling back, over the sheet.
She turned toward me and straightened  up. “Oh yeah, it’s fascinating!” she said, and her eyebrows shot up over her forehead. “Other services have to come in, so they just,” she said, and she snapped her fingers. “Move it, basically!”
“And don’t tell you where?” I said.
“Now they do, of course. But this is back in the Wild West we’re talking about,” she said, and she shook her head and grinned at me. Her eyes widened. Her scent filled my nostrils. I felt like I was going to float up to the ceiling like a helium balloon.
“The semi-wild mid-west, you mean,” I said.
She laughed. She actually laughed!
“And then I have to come along and figure out what everybody did way back then,” she said. “Like an archeologist!”
“Don’t you have magnetic thingy-ma-bobs for that?” I said.
She laughed. “We do use thingy-ma-bobs, how did you know? I’m surprised you know our technical terms for those!” she said. It was my turn to laugh.
“But when there’s too many old metal pipes, you can’t be sure which one you’re picking up on,” she said, and she inhaled deeply and peeled her eyes widely open at me. “That’s where guys like you come in,” she said. “You develop a feel for where things are, just by digging your scoop in it,” she said. “Like seeing with her fingers,” she said more quietly. “Sort of,” she added nearly silently.
“Now you’re using our technical terms,” I said. “Seeing with our fingers.”
She blushed and ducked her head down. But then she came back up, pulled her phone out of her pocket, checked the time, and said, quickly, as though it were rehearsed or thought-about beforehand: “It’s almost quitting time, you want to go get a beer and share notes?” she said.
“Just you and me?” I said, nearly guffawing, nearly laughing out loud at the impossibility of it. She said it so fast, so suddenly, I didn’t have a chance to think.
“Sure,” she said after a pause. The way she stared into my eyes, the way she waited for me to reply, I realized: she was being for real. She planned it out. She wanted to go to a pub after work with me, and me alone, just her and me at a table, or maybe on stools alone at the end of the bar, say, me and her, just talking about work and stuff and maybe even laughing. Alone. Her and me.
“Calhouns?” I said without thinking.
“Perfect!” she said instantly. “I’ll be about 5:30,” she said, “I always have to put in notes for the day.” She rocked a knee side to side where she stood her foot up on its toe, and she pulled a strand of her flowing hair down the side of her cheek and curled it up around her finger, twirling it.
“Me too,” I said as I put my black hardhat back on and sauntered toward the door. “Thursday: dug a ditch. Friday: dug another ditch,” I said.
She laughed. I was going to try another joke, but then I thought better of it: why jinx it? Why risk wrecking it? Take the win, I thought, book the two points and leave, this time ahead of the curve. “Okay,” I said, “Calhouns at 5:30.”
“Calhouns at 5:30,” she repeated after me, and she smiled so widely, her eyes bulged so big, I could have died then and there, and been happy with it. Her face ducked down deeply. But her eyes were up in their corners finding me.




Chapter 4

I stepped out, closed the door to the site trailer behind me, and didn’t so much as step down the wooden steps as floated down over them. “Calhouns at 5:30?” I said again, reliving the moment.
“Calhouns at 5:30?” Bennie said, having overheard me walking by.
“No!” I said.
“Game on tonight,” he said. “At 6.”
“Can’t make it,” I said.
“What the fuck have you got to do that takes precedence over a game?” he said, stopping dead in his tracks.
“Just not into it,” I said. I clutched my stomach with my arm across it. “Not feeling great,” I said, and I scrunched my face up.
“Faker,” he said. “Anything to get out of maybe actually meeting a hottie,” he said. “You have to get out to meet them, you know,” he said. “You actually need to try.”
“Yeah,” I said. I climbed back up into the backhoe to lock it up and put it away for the night. “Or not, apparently,” I murmured to myself, unable to wipe the grin off my face.
I delayed and delayed and finally decided I had spent too long fretting over it, and chose to go ahead and face my fate. I strode into Calhouns, chin up, shoulders back, and ready for the gallows. Emily was already there, of course, and she was facing the door like she was waiting for me, too. She waved at me, but only a tiny wave, again like it was a secret and private and meant only for me.
I pulled up a stool opposite her. We got talking about trenches and pipes. She told me about different maps that lay over each other like those old encyclopedias that have clear pages with different levels of details of the human body. The water map, the electrical map, the gas map, and so on, which matched up, to some degree, with the visible road map, but never exactly.
“There’s so much more going on under the ground than on it or over it,” she said, her eyes glowing, her chin close to the table surface, her excitement obvious and plainly written all over her face. She couldn’t stop grinning. She was a geek. Like me.
“Like the ocean,” I said. She looked quizzically at me, so I had to tell her — “I live on an old schooner tied up at the wharf north of town. I bought it for a dollar,” I told her.
She squealed and clapped. “How could you get it for a dollar?” she said.
“Wait till you see it,” I said, and I sipped my glass of beer and realized the serious error I just made.
It took her about three beats to come back at me with what I knew I had trapped myself with.
“So show me then!” she said. “Too noisy in here anyway.”
There was no way out. “Okay, I guess,” I said. “Just follow my truck,” I said, and I shrugged.
It wasn’t far. But I took it slow, as much to think things through as to let her keep up through lights and turns. What was I going to do when I got her down there? What was she going to think when she saw it?
The tide was low and the ramp was steep. I took her hand in mine without thinking, and she wrapped her hand around mine, even when she didn’t need help anymore, as we walked along the wooden boards of the wharf. Her first finger even curled up inside the palms of our hands and seemed to scratch at my skin secretly inside it. I ignored it, of course. I didn’t want it to stop.
“There she be,” I said as we came to the bow of her.
“Oh my god, you weren’t joking,” she said.
It was 50 feet long, green on the bottom, white up top. It might have been a fishing trawler, except I never found any evidence of net equipment on the back. “It might have been a small cargo boat for supplies for the loners who live up and down the hidden coves of the coast,” I said.
I held open the narrow weather-cracked door to the wheelhouse and chart room.
“It’s incredible!” she said, gazing out the ten small windows that curved all the way around the front and sides of the wheelhouse. I watched her hand wrap around an extending spoke of the wheel, grip it, squeeze it, run her bent thumb over the smooth, bulbous top of it and back. Fuck me stupid.
“Down here,” I said, and I waved her over to me and watched my head as I slid down the nearly vertical steps to the deck below.
I turned and waited for her to come down, ready to catch her if she slipped on the too-narrow and very steep steps. I leaned back against the engine bulkhead so that I couldn’t back up as she came down nearly right up into me, nearly sliding her body down the front of my body.
She raised her eyes to mine when she got to the floor and brushed her hair from her face and snorted lightly. Our faces were far too close. She smiled, slightly, and turned to see what was down there.
She looked over her shoulder at me and I nodded to her and gestured for her to go ahead. She squeezed sideways between the stairs and the wall and came into my galley. It was ringed with tiny round windows down both sides and had a bench on both sides of a table along with a counter, a sink, a fridge, a stove, and cabinets..
She looked around and above her and down like a kid being shown a magic house. “What’s in there?” she said, moving toward the narrow wooden door at the back of the galley. She checked the head first — an even narrower door on her side, and she smirked and chuckled, it was so tight in there Then she opened that other door, and found my bedroom.
I inhaled and shut my eyes and clenched my jaw down hard. The bedroom door swung closed behind her. My heart pounded and I stared at the wood of it, my feet growing heavy like they were sunk in cement. I was leaning forward with my hands hung into a crossbeam overhead, and I half-turned my face away and stared at the back of the door through the corners of my eyes, fearful, wary. She remained in there, silently, alone. I didn’t want to go to the door. I was terrified at what I would find on the other side. But she wasn’t coming back out.
I crossed the floor of the galley and leaned in close to the bedroom door. I still heard nothing. So I pushed it open with the toe of my foot. I had to.




Chapter 5

Emily had taken off her red-and-black plaid coat and her big boots. She was lying on my bed on her back with her legs hung at the knees over the foot of it, her feet swinging. Her arms were stretched up over her head and the backs of her hands laid back over my pillows above her, her fingers curled, relaxed, a ring I hadn’t noticed before on her thumb.
“And this must be where you sleep,” she said, and she chuckled.
“My what big . . . “ I started, but I caught myself and stopped.
She was dressed in a pale pink hoody with her black tights and thick wool socks. “Eyes I have?” she said, feigning seriousness. She blinked at me three times with exaggeration.

I snorted.
“Come,” she said, and she patted my bed beside her.
I peeled my boots off and crawled up onto the bed on my hands and knees. I swung around and laid down beside her. She had pulled herself up to bring her head down on my pillows and we both crossed our arms under our heads.
“You seriously live here?” she said, looking up at the low, wood-paneled ceiling above my cabin.
“It’s not as bad as it looks,” I said.
“No,” she said, “I mean, I can’t believe you get to live here!” She rolled her face sideways to me just as I had been rolling my face sideways toward her, and unexpectedly, we ended up with our noses nearly touching.
And that’s when it happened. We still argue about who did it first, but I maintain that she kissed me first just as vehemently as she maintains that I kissed her.
The main point is, we kissed, and then kissed again, lightly and briefly. But when we brought our lips together the third time, it was vigorous, it was serious, and it was with tongues wrestling. Our arms came down around each other. We turned on our bodies to lie on our sides facing each other, and we began to explore one another with our hands. Our legs entangled and draped over each other’s hips.
“It feels so private down here,” she said between long, wrestling kisses.
“You should see what it’s like when we untie and go up the coast a bit — find an anchorage,” I said.
She laughed lightly and closely. “I thought that was just a name of a city in Alaska, I never thought about it like a place to anchor before,” she said.
I flopped onto my back to catch my breath and get my bearings back.
But she followed me over and, chuckling, she landed crouching on my hips with her knees tucked up into my ribs and her elbows on my pillows by my ears. Her hands curled around and her fingers played in my hair. She twisted her face over mine this way and that, and she kissed me and kissed me again.
“I think you’re a pretty smooth operator, Mr. Connor,” she said, and she snorted lightly and pulled hard enough on my hair to hurt me.
“Did you really need to stop me today and go over where the trench line was going?” I said.
She buried her face in my neck and squealed. And then she sat back on her calves and tugged the zipper of her hoody half way down the front of her body.




Chapter 6

“Warm down here,” she said.
“So hot,” I said.
“I know, right?!” she said, and she widened her eyes at me with exaggeration. She unzipped her hoody the rest of the way and the zipper popped open. The sides of her hoody fell apart and she twisted around where she sat up high on my hips as though looking for a hook behind her, and she tugged the sleeves down her arms and took it the rest of the way off.
“Here,” I said, and she handed her hoody to me. I tossed it over the bedside table.
“I could have done that,” she said, and she began to yank the sides of my t-shirt up over my body. She exposed my stomach and then my chest, and she crouched down over me and kissed my nipples and ran the tip of her tongue along my collar bone and into the dip of my clavicle.
She sat back on her calves again and tugged at my t-shirt and whimpered like she was stuck. I half sat up and pulled it over my head and off and laid back down under her.
“I don’t normally do this, just so you know,” she said. But she also chicken-winged her arms behind her back. I watched the tension in the straps of her bra slacken, and the cups dip from her breasts. She looked at me askance like I was going to be in trouble or something, and she even shook her head side to side and rolled her eyes at me.
She collapsed her shoulders inward and brought her elbows together so that, while she looked up and sideways at me as innocent as anything, her bra fell forward from her chest. She made it seem like she wasn’t a part of the whole thing at all.
She caught the straps in her fingers, whipped it away from herself to toss it over her hoody on the side table, and she laughed with a squeal and came back down over me. She mashed the warm skin of her ribs and chest into my bare chest. I felt her bare breasts against me.
That’s when I knew this was actually happening. She was getting naked with me. Her, the last one you’d expect, by the light of day. Look at her now, though, alone in private below decks. It was really happening.
We kissed more like that. I lowered my hands down onto her back and dragged them lightly up the skin of her waist and over her ribs and shoulders, and back down again, over her hips.
Her body writhed to my touch. “Okay!” she said, as though I asked or demanded something of her, and she threw herself off me and rolled up into a sitting position on the side of my bed. “But you too!” she said, and she flared her eyes wide and hard at mine.
I didn’t understand until I saw her hook her thumbs in the waist of her tights and stand up from the edge of the bed in a half crouch. She stopped and waited, even glancing down at my body to give me the hint.
“Well?” she said, exaggerating her annoyance.
I rolled over and swung my legs over the other side of the bed and, while we both looked suspiciously at each other over our shoulders, we undid our bottoms and half stood to push them down our legs and off our feet. We sat again on our respective sides of the bed, both of us barely able to keep from laughing with our lips twisting, her in her panties, me in my shorts.
“You first, you’re the man,” she said.
“Ladies first, I thought,” I said. But I was scared. She was seriously getting naked all the way.
She laughed and hunched her shoulders up around her ears and she pinched the tip of her tongue between her teeth.
“You’re the host though,” she said.
“Same time then,” I said, and I stood up and turned around to face her over the bed.
She stood up, too, and faced me. It was hard not to stare at her exposed breasts. She showed no similar compunction, though, letting her eyes roam wherever she wanted to, like all over my body, including the front of my shorts.
I hooked my thumbs in the waist of my shorts, and she followed suit, even pushing her panties part way down her hips. “Same time you said!” she said, and she glared at me with wide, imploring eyes.
“I’m scared to,” I said. I wasn’t totally kidding.
“Well how do you think I feel?” she said. “I already told you I don’t do this sort of thing. I don’t have time for . . . “ she paused. “Involvements.”
I pulled the waist of my shorts out from my abdomen and looked down, and back up at her. “But you gave me an erection,” I said.
She laughed out loud and then she couldn’t stop jiggling. “Just do it already, I’m going to die here!” she said.
And so I did. I pushed my shorts down until they fell on their own the rest of the way, and I stepped out of them where they crumpled on the floor below me. I stood up straight again and faced her with my hands on my hips. In for a penny I thought.
She twisted her lips and fought against a grin. She brought her eyes up to mine as though making a point about not looking at my nakedness down there. And then, keeping her eyes still on mine, she bent at her waist and her knees, and she pushed her panties down her thighs, over her knees, and down to her ankles. She used her toes to pick them up and caught them in her finger and thumb behind her back and laid them on her bra, hoody and tights on the table.
“Okay,” she said, curtly. “Time to go home.”




Chapter 7

She gave my slack-jaw shock two beats before she burst out laughing, and she crawled up onto the bed on her knees again and walked over it toward me, laughing so hard she could barely hold herself up. “You should have seen your face!” she cried out at me, and she hung her mouth wide open and wagged her tongue out at me from an inch away.
I came up onto the bed too, on my knees, and met her in the middle. We embraced again, kneeling and facing each other, this time completely naked. My cock poked her stomach and she wrapped her hand around it and pulled it up between us.
“Watch it!” she said. “You don’t just go stabbing a girl anywhere with that thing!” she said. “It’s a weapon, you know,” she said. We came together and kissed with my cock, hard and trapped between our stomachs. “I thought you knew how to use tools,” she said in a guttural groan with her lips brushing my lips, and she licked my mouth with her tongue and fell back from me onto her back in front of me, laughing.
“Come down here,” she said. “But careful not to crush me!”
I came down over her and half laid on her with half my weight on my knees between her legs. We kissed like that until she laughed and squirmed and pushed me off her. I landed on my back over the pillows and she turned away and onto her side facing the wall. She looked back over her shoulder at me through strands of her hair.
“What’s the matter little one?” I said.
She snorted and turned her face away again. “You’re going to laugh,” she said.
“I promise there is no chance of that,” I said.
She paused a moment before quickly rolling back over to face me on her side, and she hid her eyes in my neck. “Promise?” she said.
“Of course,” I said.
She put her mouth to my ear. I heard her breathe. I felt her breath against my skin. She caught herself and squelched the eruption of a giggle. She held her breath, and then she sank against me. “I can’t,” she said.
“Just whisper it,” I said.
“You’re going to think it’s weird,” she said.
“You know me,” I said.
“Yeah right!” she said out loud, and she rolled herself over top of me and crouched over me.
I felt her warm nakedness sink down all over my body.
“I barely just met you,” she said and she kissed me with her tongue.
“I feel like I know you already,” I said.
She kissed me again. “It does feel like that, doesn’t it,” she said as much to herself as to me. “I’ve been watching you a long time, Mister,” she said.
She pushed her mouth up to my ear again. Her breasts dragged over my neck. I held her by her naked waist. Her thighs brushed over my hard erection.
“It’s just, if I really like a guy . . . ” she said in a low voice against my ear. “ . . . so then I love to suck on him of course, only sometimes . . . ” she said, and she paused. “ . . . sometimes it makes me cum doing that,” she finally whispered and she squealed and hid
“That sounds so terrible,” I finally said. “You poor thing.”
She popped up onto her knees to loom over me. “See? I told you you would laugh at me!”
She pulled on my cock where it rose up between her legs, folding her thumb over the head. “And I really like this guy,” she said.
“What’s wrong with that though?” I said. “What you said happens.”
She looked away to the side and shook my cock with both her hands wrapped around it.  She looked back at me through stands of her hair spread over her face.
“It’s embarrassing,” she said.
“I’ll close my eyes,” I said.
She laughed and rolled her eyes and shimmied down my body until she was nearly sitting on my knees. She looked down at my cock where it arched up through her fist and she wriggled onto her knees and came down on her elbows between my legs.
“You’re going to watch, I know you,” she said as though it was typical of me, and she pushed her hands down my shaft until the head of my cock pushed up through her tight fist, and she touched and teased the tip of the head with the tip of her tongue, and she laughed.
“See? You’re already watching,” she said, and before I could answer, she pushed her lips down over the head of my cock, and sank her mouth down all the way.
I was shocked. It’s not what I expected. She corkscrewed her face up and down my shaft following her mouth with her hand, her whole body heaving up and down over my lap. Her hair fanned out over my stomach and chest. Her back arched down and her naked hips pushed up behind her. She cried in a muffled tone, and the head of my cock bumped the back of her throat. She was mad, she was vigorous, she was into it.
I inhaled and stopped breathing and exhaled and stopped again. My stomach muscles clenched and my fists curled up in the sheets of the bed. I lifted my head from the pillow and looked down at my body, unable to believe what I was seeing down there.
“I told you what it does to me . .  .” she said. “. . .  if I really like a guy. Look,” she said, and she quickly got up on her knees and walked up over my body until her pussy hovered over my face. She used her two long and elegant fingers to spread her lips where they hung directly above my mouth. And then she spread her knees on the sheets and came down over my face. “See how wet I am already?” she moaned at the wall behind my head, and she dangled her swollen and glistening pussy against my mouth.
I wrapped my hands around her thighs and gripped her ass. She leaned against the wall with her elbows up and pressed the side of her face into her forearms.
“Oh my god, Connor!” she cried into her arms.
I kissed her pussy. She ran all over my chin. I sucked on her and her body shook violently. I pulled on her lips with my sucking mouth and let them go, and she yelped and cried at the low ceiling.
She quickly spun around and fell on my cock ravenously. I gripped her hips where they shook and gyrated over my face and I steadied her enough to be able to press my mouth on her open pussy just as she pushed her mouth down the length of my cock.
She bobbed her head on me and pushed her pussy into my face. I pulled my mouth from her pussy long enough to tell her she was going to make me cum if she kept doing what she was doing, but that only made her moan loud enough to wake the neighbors, if I had any down on that old river wharf.
She wouldn’t stop swirling her tongue around the shaft of my cock deep inside her mouth. My hips shook and came up off the bed under her. Still she wouldn’t slow down or stop. I kissed her pussy and she drained herself all over me. Her whole body seemed to be riven with traveling waves of spasms. The tension in her thighs around my ears made them hard as rock.
She sucked me too hard. She lapped at me with her tongue too wildly. I sucked her clitoris between my lips and she screamed, as much as a person can scream with a hard and full cock rammed down their throat. Nothing would make her slow down on me.
Her body seemed to clench up everywhere and it shook like it was being electrocuted. I was unable to take it. I tried to tap her shoulder to warn her but she dug her nails into the flesh of my ass and clamped down on me harder yet. I erupted into her mouth with the force and pressure of a firehose. Her pussy at the same time rammed down into my face hard enough to bruise my lips, and her dew ran down over my chin.




Chapter 8

She swallowed me and sucked harder and screamed and twisted in her body. We both curled our hips into each other’s faces and cried out loud together. The boat rocked in the water and her body flopped down and off me, sliding onto her side, and she began to laugh.
I flopped over to come down beside her upside down on the bed and we dropped our arms over each other’s bodies.
“I didn’t mean to do that,” she said.
“Such a bad girl,” I said, and I kissed her nose. “But I think I know why you cum when you’re sucking a guy,” I said.
She chuckled at that, lightly slapped my face for being silly, and she snuggled up against me tighter. We fell into a stupor kind of sleep.
“I mean it,” she said some indeterminate time later while we still held our eyes closed.
I stroked her hair lazily. “What?” I said, barely aware of my surroundings.
“It’s just for fun, okay?” she said, and she kissed my nose.
I laid sprawled on the bed watching her pull her clothes back on. When she went into the head, I got up and dressed, too.
She came out and shook her head. “I love it, I really do, but I have no clue how you even get into the bathroom, it’s so tiny,” she said.
“I’m usually alone,” I said. “So the door . . . “
“Ah,” she said, and she pointed. “Got ya.”
I walked her up and off the boat and over the wharf to her car.
“See you at work tomorrow, backhoe guy?” she said.
“Bright and early, surveyor girl,” I said.
She laughed and peeked at me through her hair and got into her car and sped away.
Friday after work was a send-off for one of the older women in the office who was retiring, so everybody went to Calhouns. I tried to steer Bennie away from the table Emily was sitting at, it needed to remain a secret, but he had other ideas.
“Ladies!” he said, pulling out two chairs for him and me. That was the kind of guy he was — he was the opposite of me. He did drag me, kicking and screaming, out of my shell on nights like that, I have to admit.
“Have you guys met Riley yet?” Emily said.
Beside Emily was a small Asian girl with straight black and shimmering hair in a bob cut that closed around her heart-shaped face. She was almost too cute — — she looked like maybe the inspiration of the original anime art. She looked up from the table to Bennie first, and even turned her face away and dropped her eyes down when Bennie extended his hand to her. She held her hand out like she was half expecting it to be bitten clean off.
I chose to simply nod at her. She nodded her face once back at me, glanced up through her bangs, and nodded again. I caught, I thought, the tiniest of smiles on her lips.
Emily looked like she caught it, too, including my return grin, however slight it was. I turned away as though caught up in what was happening on the stage where some old-timer was moaning on about the old days. I glanced back over my shoulder and through the corners of my eyes. Emily had been staring at the side of my face, and, caught, she looked down and away, but not without a grin up the side of her own face.
“Do you two know each other?” Emily said with complete innocence on her face.
I narrowed my eyes at her. “Not until now,” I said to her.
“Riley’s the new safety coordinator,” Emily said. “So you all better keep your hardhats on when she’s around,” she said, and she laughed at her own joke.
“I’m not like that!” Riley said, interjecting a little too abruptly, and drawing everyone’s eyes to her. “It’s not just about hardhats,” she murmured down to herself.
I could tell she didn’t like being the centre of attention, the way she turned her face down.
“I got no problem with safety standards,” I said. I turned toward Bennie beside me. “I don’t mind the idea of still having my hearing when I’m the age of the average age in this room,” I said. Emily laughed and even Riley grinned.
“Eh? What’s that?” Bennie said, leaning closer to me with his hand cupped over his ear.
Riley rolled her eyes and tsk-d him and grinned again. It was hard to imagine someone being quieter than Emily, but Riley proved it was possible. But come to think of it, Emily was being very much not her usual self at the table that night, talking and laughing and grinning at everyone, and even making jokes.
“What?” she said to me when she caught me staring at her and contemplating her. I felt the toes of her boot kick my shin under the table not once but three or four times, but I refused to acknowledge it. I had Bennie to think about. If he caught it, he’d never let it go.
Emily left her foot there and rubbed the top of the toe of her boot up and down against my calf she wrapped it around, even while she was twisted in her seat and resting her chin on the back of her fist watching the goings-on over on the stage. She was grinning to herself the whole time.
I looked over at Riley who quickly looked away. I’d caught her staring at me. She even glanced back, found me looking at her, and quickly turned toward the stage again. Her red hardhat hung on the back of her chair.
Someone making a speech on the stage mentioned the retiree sailing off into the sunset, and Emily spun back to the table, gestured with her chin to Riley, and said, “This one lives on a boat already.” She threw her eyes over at me and Riley turned to me, too.
“How do you live on a boat?” she said in her tiny, almost silent voice.
“Very tightly,” I said.
“Have you seen his boat?” Bennie said to Emily.
“I’ve been on his boat,” Emily said back to him.
That’s what I mean — an earlier Emily wouldn’t have spoken so boldly. She wouldn’t have revealed a secret like that so readily, either.
Bennie turned to me and grinned up the side of his face. “Dawg!” he murmured.
“No!” I said to Bennie the way you tell a dog to get down off the table.
“What’s it like?” Riley said.




Chapter 9

“You should go down and see it!” Emily said. I glanced over at her and she grinned at me with sparkling eyes and pinched the tip of her tongue between her teeth. Was she testing me?
“We should all go down,” Bennie said.
I saw him quickly turn to Emily and widen his eyes at her. She only looked away.
“Or not,” he said.
“You should show Riley your boat,” Emily said. “You’d love it,” she said to Riley.
I looked at Emily but she only grinned so hard, I had to turn away.
“I don’t think so,” Riley said.
“You rally should,” Emily said again, nudging her with her elbow. She glanced at me through the corners of her eyes.
“Show the girl your boat,” Bennie said, nudging me the same way. But his grin was far more lascivious than Emily’s. Emily, however, was surprising me. She was making eyes at me and grinning, too. I couldn’t understand what she was getting at.
“You want to go, we can go,” I said to Riley.
“Okay,” she suddenly said, and before I knew it, she was standing up and pushing her chair back under the table.
“What, now?” I said.
“I thought that’s what you meant,” she said, and she half sat down again.
“Go!” Emily said. “She wants to go see!” Her eyes were glowing, wide as saucers.
“You better go show her,” Bennie said. He had no idea what he was sticking his nose into. To be honest, neither did I. What was Emily up to?
She rocked my chair back, she was pushing so hard with the bottom of her boot into the edge of my seat. She only laughed when I windmilled my arms around and gulped and caught my balance.
“We don’t have to,” Riley said, and she pulled her chair back in under her. Disappointment pulled her face down.
“Connor!” Emily said, and she gave me eyes darting to their corners and even gestured with her head tilting toward the doors of the place. “Seriously!” she said. “Show her!” she groaned through clenched teeth. But a grinning clench, too.
“Okay,” I finally said, relenting to the pressure. “You want to follow me or come in my truck?”
“Come in your truck,” Riley said instantly.
I hardly meant it, and the prospect of being alone with her in my truck was instantly a whole other level of newness I wasn’t ready for. But I had no way out left to me, not with Bennie nodding and grinning and winking his eye at me and Emily nodding too, and smiling at me.
She seemed excited about it. I couldn’t figure her out at all. She was encouraging it. My confusion meter was hitting the red zone.
I let Riley climb into my truck and came around the back end of it with my mind in a panic. We pulled out and headed down the road toward the wharf.
“So how long have you been at the department?” I said.
“Two months,” she said.
“Liking it?” I said.
She took a surprisingly long time to answer — so long, in fact, I wondered if she heard my question. She remained staring straight ahead as we broke the crest and came down the long hill to the bank of the river.
Just as I began to speak again, she spoke. “People mistake me as aloof, I think,” she said. “Also, I think they treat me as bad news, when they see me coming. The safety inspector thing.”
“What?” I said, screwing up my face. “Why do you think that?”
She turned to me and I bravely kept my face turned to her. I was struck again at just how classically cute Riley was. She even put her red hardhat on while we drove, enhancing even more the shape and size of her face.
“Nobody likes a safety officer,” she said, and she rolled her eyes at me and shook her head. “I know that, but they don’t know that I’m very different from what they see.”
I drove into the gravel parking lot and we hopped out and walked silently down the wharf. She showed no hesitation stepping up onto the gunwale and she demonstrated also an instant familiarity with balancing in tight spaces.
“You know boats, I guess,” I said, climbing aboard behind her.
She stopped and turned around so abruptly I nearly walked into her back. “My dad had a sailboat. I spent more time on the water than playing with dolls, you could say.”
I opened the wheelhouse door and she went in past me. I watched her from behind and squinted my eyes at her trying to adjust my focus. She seemed to have more layers to her than at first seemed evident. She was right. People don’t know her.




Chapter 10

I shut the door behind me and stood there watching her. It was like watching a cat when you bring them into their new home for the first time. Riley examined every little thing — every antique gauge, every lever, every switch and every chrome and brass and copper fitting, all perfectly silently.
She worked her way toward the steps down to the deck below, but she stopped at the top and raised her eyes to me. “Emily and I are best friends,” she said as though she heard my internal mind turn. “She told me,” she said, and she pushed her coat off her shoulders, hung it on a coat hook on the back wall of the wheelhouse, and bent over as sharply as a jackknife right in front of me — and untied her boots, before peeling them off with her toes.
She set them carefully side by side under her coat. In her sweater, jeans, and hardhat — still on — she wrapped her arms around the brass railing of the steps down and lifted her stockinged feet to slide down to the deck below, keeping her eyes, serious and intent, on mine until the floor of the wheelhouse obscured her. She truly did know her way around boats.
I heard her laugh to herself from down below. My phone buzzed. I pulled it up in front of my face. It was Emily. “Nitey-nite!” it said. “Sweet dreams and have fun!”
“What the fuck?” I murmured to myself. I crouched down to look down the steps. Riley’s sweater was hung from the knob on the door to the engine room, but she was nowhere to be seen.
I was filled with remorse the morning after what had happened between Riley and me that night. I was half ready to book off sick the next morning, I felt so queasy about seeing Emily at work. Especially with the way Riley smeared herself all over me the way she did that night . . . all night.
It wasn’t her scent that lingered on me, or any fluids she left behind on my hands, my fingers, my face, my lips, my groin — everywhere, in fact — or even the stars she left in my eyes or those words and her breath she left lingering in my ears. It was the way she marked my soul. I felt like I had been fundamentally altered as a human by her by the time morning light came up. 
I might have taken her home in the middle of the night, but she had locked a clamp around my heart and poured some kind of poison in my eyes. My face was frozen into a permanent and crooked grin. My eyes were stuck in a state of glittering bedazzlement. I couldn’t reach the ground I walked over even if I tried with my toes stretching down. She made it seem like it was a first time for her, which left me feeling like it had been my first time all over again, too. How could I lift my eyes to Emily now? She would see Riley written all over me as clear as a flashing billboard. Riley wrecked me.
What kind of guy did that make me? Not only had I committed the ultimate folly — scoring at work — but I double-dipped. And they knew each other! They were friends! I hung my head over the small circular sink in the broom-closet head and tried to induce vomiting, I had so badly put my foot in it. Talk about overly ambitious excavating and risking the walls collapsing in!
And yet . . . and yet! I thought, as I rolled to work and the site of the half torn-up road where my backhoe slumbered unaware of the turmoil in the mind of its mind. What could it mean that Emily, sweet, shy, ambitious and nerdy Emily, who seduced me — yes! she seduced me, not the other way around! — wrote “Sweet dreams and have fun!” knowing that Riley, her friend, was without a doubt with me at that very moment on my boat, touring the facilities, as they say?
She wouldn’t have known that by then that small, killer-cute Riley, jet-black and straight bob cut, officious and aloof Riley, big dark eyes and tiny round mouth Riley, had removed her boots and coat and had hung her sweater, too, on the handle of the engine room door, already having slid down the rails to the lower deck. Nobody could have guessed that about her — she’d be the last one you’d think would be able to act like that. Serious Safety Coordinator Riley in her too-big red hardhat, throwing all caution to the wind like that? It was not to be believed.
That was probably the worst part of what had been happening that week. Bennie my spotter took great pride in coaching me and rebuilding my game, trying to get me “out there” and dating. I couldn’t tell him about Emily and what she did to me. He’d either not believe it, or not be able to live with it, I knew him too well. He’d be unable to stop himself from moving in on Emily and wrecking everything.
I loved the guy like a brother, but he had a serious blindspot: If he knew a girl was sexually active, he’d equate that to her being “on the market,” and being on the market made her not only fair game, but a conquest to overcome. He’d be useless and even bordering on dangerously distracted as my spotter on the backhoe if he found out that Emily was “active” in that way, with me, no less. If he further learned that Riley was “active” too, he’d lose his mind. If he discovered they were both “active” with me, and in the same week too? Well, I don’t know what would have happened to him. His head would explode? He’d drop dead? He’d slip into an eyes-wide-open coma and sit there in a hospital wheelchair totally catatonic drinking meals through a straw?
I got out of my truck and walked with my black hardhat pulled down low over my eyes, my head down, my expression tight and grim, my fists curled at my hips, arms not swinging. My goal was to put my noise blockers over my ears, get inside the cab of me backhoe, and shut and lock the curving glass door on myself, fire up the hammering loud engine, and make eye contact with absolutely nobody.
I was, of course, stymied instantly. First Bennie came up beside me from around the other side of the site trailer. “Where’d you get to last night, buddy?” he said. He knew damn well that Riley left Calhoun’s with me to come down to see the boat I lived on. He was testing me.
No sooner had I turned my face up to him to tell him to fuck off today, but Emily strode up on my other side.
“You may go as deep as you want,” she said.
I spun my face to her with my jaw dropping to my chest.
She just chuckled. Quiet, reserved Emily — now making sexual innuendo jokes like Bennie on his worst days. “I resurveyed the dig and cleared up the confusion underground,” she said. “Previous dig just left old unused chunks of pipe in the ground. You’re clear to go,” she said.
“In the clear am I?” I said to her.
We locked eyes a few moments. Bennie was oblivious, but Emily widened her eyes at mine, deep dark and wide behind her black rim glasses. I swallowed hard. Now just what the fuck, I thought.




Chapter 11

To make matters the absolute worst possible, none other than Riley came walking toward us on her own mission. I caught their looks at each other and it swirled madly around my mind the rest of the day: Emily glanced at her. They both pinched the tips of their tongues between their teeth, hunched up their shoulders at each other, and chuckled to themselves. Then they secretly swiped fingers across hands down between their passing hips. Wasn’t that a tag-team, gesture?
It was the eyes they made at each other that shivered me: those were knowing eyes. They flared, they fluttered, they widened, and they deepened, both of them. It was only a moment in passing, but the constrained grins they both pulled up in the corners of their mouths made my head spin with outlandish explanations.
“Totally in the clear,” Emily finally said again, but in a deep, low, guttural tone of voice this time, before she peeled off like a car taking the off-ramp, and I was pulled back to Bennie.
“Those two, fuck me!” he started again. “Can’t figure them out! Do they or don’t they? That, by the way . . . ” he said to me, and he stabbed his pointer-finger into my bicep. “ . . . is the first question you ask yourself when you see one like them two,” he said. “Because you don’t want to invest your time only to find out when the lights come on and the bar’s throwing you out that there’s nobody left in the place you’d want to when you find out they don’t. That’s just basic 101 shit, my friend,” he said.
I nodded at him and hid my yawn behind my fist before grabbing the hold and pulling myself up to my backhoe cab. I hadn’t got a lot of sleep the previous night. I was not able to tell him why.
Less than eight hours earlier, I came down the steep steps of my boat to the deck below the wheelhouse  full of trepidation about Riley. I had to tear my eyes away from her sweater hung behind me on the engine room door before I peered — cautiously — up into the galley ahead.
Her jeans were on the floor. As were her socks. Riley? I thought. Seriously? But they were.
I set my jaw crooked and squeezed myself between the stairs and bulkhead and came into the galley. At the far end of the deck, now receding away from me like I was looking through the wrong end of binoculars, was my bedroom door, cracked open, a dim light on behind it. No fucking way, I thought.
I poured a glass of water and downed it, and then thought to fix two more of them before I walked, stepping lightly, to the door with my offering, and pushed it open with my toe. I was nervous. I was scared.
Behind my bedroom door, I found the tiny body of Riley splayed over my bed in nothing but black bra and panties, her limbs akimbo. Her hand was inside the front of her panties, her back was arched up high, and her body was writhing like a snake in a pit.
But the instant the door opened, she squealed, she laughed, and she scrambled to yank the blankets up over her exposed body.
She tugged the edge of the blanket up to her eyes, but pulled it down to her mouth long enough to speak, before covering her face again. “Couldn’t help it,” she said. “You took too long — I got started without you!”
I stood in the doorway at the foot of the bed staring, unsure, filled with confusion, my vision blackening around the edges like someone wavering on the precipice of passing out.
The blankets tossed and bumped and I heard her muffled laughter and squeals from underneath. I sipped from one of the glasses of water, my throat had dried and contracted so much. Her small hands crept out from the top edge of the blanket near her face, and she threw something black and scrunched up at me, and laughed, and pulled the blanket back up to her eyes. It was her panties.
“I told you already, boats do it to me,” she said.
There came more flopping and bumping under the blanket, and laughing, too, before her hand emerged a second time with something black again, and she scrunched that up in her fist and thew it at me too, before pulling the blanket back up to her eyes. It was her bra. I sipped from my glass a second time.
She pulled the blanket down to her mouth. “Now you,” she said in a tiny voice, and she let her eyes drop down the front of my body, before pulling them meaningfully back up to my eyes.
I was frozen. This kind of thing doesn’t happen in reality, does it? Certainly not twice in the same week with two different girls. With two friends. The memory of Emily in the same bed was still so fresh, I could smell her scent, I could hear her gasps in my ear, and I could close my eyes and see her half-lidded eyes above me, the way she rode me.
I opened them now, and kept them on Riley’s eyes where they peered nearly covered out the top of the blanket. But the bottom of the blanket began to pull up over the foot of the bed. I refused to look, but I could see out the bottoms of my eyes anyway her small feet emerge, side by side, and then her slender ankles, and then her toned calves, and then her knees, and finally her thighs.
Still she pulled the blanket up with her fingers walking it up from under it. She revealed to me inch by inch more of her legs until the edge of the blanket slipped still further up and over her hips.
I was unable to breathe. My heart pounded so hard, my shirt lifted and fell. She reached her bare arm out to her side, found her phone, and put music on, before she pulled the top of the blanket up over her face completely.
I looked down at my bed. She pulled her knees up and flopped them down sideways, spreading them, her body covered by the blanket from her belly button on up over her head. Her hands emerged from under the bottom edge of the blanket, and they wrapped around the insides of her thighs, pressing them down wider. The pointer finger of one of her hands curled at me. She was beckoning to me to her down there.
Seriously? That was Riley under that blanket? Jesus mother fucking christ, I thought.
My chin hit my chest. Her pussy gleamed. She had a natural tuft that was light as floss and nearly invisible. Her pussy lips caught the dim light and glistened with wetness that was spreading all over her down there. She pressed her heels into the bed and lifted her hips up off it, and gyrated her groin up at me slowly, mesmerizing me with it, entrancing me, enticing me.
“Fuck,” I murmured to myself. “What is even happening to me?” I thought.
I whipped my shirt and pants off and nearly fell sideways trying to yank my socks off. I pulled my shorts down and left everything in a heap on the floor. I heard a tiny chirp of a high-pitched moan from under the blanket the moment I knelt on the foot of the bed. What was I supposed to do?
I came down onto my stomach and carefully threaded my arms under her pulled-up and spread thighs, and I laid my hands lightly down over her abdomen.
Her body tensed and slid side to side on the bed. I blew lightly on her engorged pussy lips and I heard her gasp and squeal and even, possibly, laugh. Her fingers moved further up her thighs until they came to the soft, puffy skin outside her full and swollen lips, and she spread her pussy open at me.
I nearly passed out with her scent, sweet and musky. I inhaled with shaking lungs and I dropped my jaw wide open, unable to believe what I was looking at. Only half an hour earlier I was in Calhouns spying on her out the corners of my eyes when Emily was looking away, admiring her red hardhat, her bob-cut black hair, her heart-shaped face, her tiny round mouth, her innocence-filled resting expression. And now this.




Chapter 12

Officious, aloof, and unreachable Riley, hard to approach, difficult to laugh with, always serious and seemingly unable to get the joke, she was so into her safety coordinator job. And now, sprawled naked in my bed, here she was, her tiny body writhing under the blanket, her tiny voice squealing and gasping, her hips lifting and undulating up off the bed, and her small fingers spreading open her frothing and leaking pussy lips at me.
“Sorry Emily,” I said to myself, and I nearly thought to cross myself with a hope-to-die thrown in, and I ducked my head down between Riley’s smooth thighs, and I kissed the lips of her pussy.
At first all movement in her body and all her breath, too, stopped. I worried a moment that she had not meant that at all, or perhaps she had woken from a trance maybe like a sleep walker, and would be stunned at where she was and what she was doing. I licked the stiffened tip of my tongue up through the cleft of her pussy lips, but still, her body remained still, her breath remained caught, and her voice remained silent.
What had I done? How could I have misread the situation so badly? My mind raced and my heart pounded. I realized how terrible my mistake was and I shivered with the terror of it. Had I not myself contemplated how quiet, how innocent, how inexperienced Riley seemed?
And then her hands burst out the bottom of the blanket, her fingers drove into my hair and twisted up in it, and she tugged hard enough on my scalp to make me yelp.
She kicked the blankets clear off the bed. She forced my face down into her groin hard enough to mash my nose into her pelvic bone. She thrashed in her back so hard, she sat up, a moment, before arching so deeply, she bent like a gymnast, and came back down again on the top of her head facing backward.
“Fucking eat me!” she screamed. My boat was the only live-aboard in the marina. Voices carry over water, I knew, but there seemed no way to quell her. She thrashed madly under me, throwing her hips up and down, pulling my scalp nearly off my head, and grinding her pelvis into my face side to side, up and down, and all over in every direction, smearing her voluminous pussy juice all over me.
I licked her again and she strained so hard in her body that she rolled sideways under me. I touched her pussy again with my tongue and I thought she was going to explode or break. She clamped her knees around my head, and with a pro-wrestling move, she threw her tiny weight around me, and in another second, she had me pinned under her groin with me on my back, and from there she thrusted her hips into my face and rammed her pussy all over my mouth and chin.
She was ferocious and rabid. I tried to suspend her by her hips over my face to at least get breath, but she contorted like an eel over me and grimaced and groaned, and came back down on me, upside down, stretching so deeply in her arching back, she faced out to the galley with her pussy still pushed into my mouth and her knees holding my head by my ears.
I licked her again and she writhed enough to roll over on me, ending up on her hands and knees where she heaved with breath and growled with her voice. I seized her hips and sank my mouth into her pussy lips and I felt her tiny mouth close around my cock.
Her hand wrapped around it at the same time. She didn’t suck me, she throttled me. Her head bobbed in my groin and her voice cried out from her throat, deeply muffled. When I licked her pussy, she raised her head from my pelvis and howled at the galley, before she dove back down between my thighs and consumed me inside swirls of madness.
She was wiry and energized and unquenchable. She growled and cried and panted and gasped. She spun around on top of me and looked down at me like she was mad at me, before she closed her fist around my cock behind her back and rammed her pussy straight down my full length.
The suddenness of it caught me off guard. She leaned her hands into the bulkhead over my head and she twisted and contorted her body on top of me like she couldn’t get enough of me inside her, though she mashed her pelvis into my groin with force and pressure.
She pulled her body off mine and popped my cock out of her pussy, but only to drive her mouth back down over it and swirl her tongue around it inside her mouth.
She laughed and sprawled over my flattened  body and grabbed at the glass of water on the side table and drank it down in one go.
“Fuck me over the mess table!” she cried out at me through a wide smile, and she dove off the bed and yanked me by the wrist behind her.
“Galley table,” I said.
She spun around and sat on it, rolled back and pulled her feet up into the air. “Shut up and fuck me!” she cried out loud. She caught my neck with her feet and I stood at the edge of the table. She yanked on the side and slid her body off the edge and rammed her pussy down the length of my cock. I just stood there. She fucked me with her tiny body, pulling and pushing at me, yanking my thighs with her fingers curling into my flesh, raising her back off the table in deep arches, and crying out loud at the row of round windows behind her, upside down.




Chapter 13

We fucked on the galley bench seat, over the sink looking out the windows, against the fridge, squeezed into the head, and even on the steep steps up to the top deck. We fucked over the chart table and with her body hung over the wooden spokes of the wheel. We fucked with her hands splayed, pressing into the wheelhouse windows, the glittering lights of the city lighting up the sky around us.
“I cum a lot, don’t I?” she said at one point, and she squealed and took off again, laughing and prancing naked and proud through my boat. “But not like Emily from sucking cock!” she screamed and laughed. So she knew about that, did she?
I found her back on my bed, propped up on her elbows and knees and hugging a pillow under her. She was looking over her shoulder at me in the doorway. She rotated her raised hips back at me and hung her tongue deep out her grinning mouth.
“Your turn to cum!” she said. “Pump your cum into my hot little pussy, Mr. Backhoe Driver!” she cried out loud at me, and she laughed.
I shook my head and chuckled. In public she was the meekest mouse. But behind closed doors? I wasn’t sure I was going to survive the night with her.
I knelt up on the foot of the bed and buried my cock in her from behind. I tried to match her sexual aggression, but she was spry and strong, and she overpowered me. She rolled me over and held me down under her and she laughed with evil intent and fucked me without slowing down even though I strained under her and lost my mind.
I filled her pussy. She laughed and slid down my body quickly and took my cock in her mouth to swallow more shots of me. She tugged me and rolled over under me and gripped my cock in both of her fists, and shot more of me all over her face, her chin, her neck, and her small breasts. And then she laughed and wriggled and dabbed her fingers in the mess I made all over her face and body, and she tasted her fingertips and closed her eyes at me and smiled like it was all so much liquid pleasure covering her whole body.
And then — while I slumbered half consciously — she got dressed, pulled on her boots and coat, and went up the steps to the wheelhouse. I scrambled up and walked her to my truck. I drove her the short distance to her building and she waved at me when she got out, and I waited till she was inside. I sat there watching her walk through her lobby and away and I put my hands on my steering wheel and tilted my head sideways. When she disappeared up the stairs, I truly wondered if any of it had happened at all. We drove the whole way back in that cone of silence we came out in.
“Just fuck me stupid,” I said to myself, shaking my head, and I drove back to the boat.




Chapter 14

The whole next day was a struggle in the backhoe and the clock seemed to run at half speed. I accidentally fell asleep at lunch and went to the bathroom to splashed my face with cold water and threw my limbs around. When I came out, Emily was in the site trailer with her laptop open on some file cabinets.
“Whatcha doing tonight?” she said without looking up at me.
I squeezed behind her and opened the door at the top of the trailer steps before I stopped and stared out at the hot, sunny afternoon. “Absolutely nothing, to be honest,” I said, and I turned to find her over my shoulder. It was too much, what was going on.
She put her laptop away and brushed past me on her way out and down the stairs. She didn’t try very hard to not brush against me with her ass sticking out. “Want some company doing nothing?” she said. She stopped at the bottom of the stairs and dropped her sunglasses down her face from her forehead where they had been propped up, and she put her blue hardhat on and tapped the top of it and laughed. I puffed my cheeks out and raised my eyebrows.
“I have a thing, but I’m going to be free after, like 9 or 10?” she said.
“That’s late,” I said.
She came back to me closer and used her one finger to lift her sunglasses off her cheeks to find me with her uncovered and dazzling eyes beneath. “Don’t you know girls like us by now?” she said, and she smirked, she chuckled, and she turned around and walked away, confident in the knowledge that I was staring at her beguiling body as it receded away from me.
Why did she say “us” and not “me”?
Not for the first time did my mind race with visions of Emily all day, only it was worse: they were entwined with visions of Riley, now, too. They were mixing up in my memory.
“Wanna grab one or two at Calhouns?” Bennie said at the end of the day as we shuffled together across the road to where we parked.
“Might just hang out at home,” I said. “Didn’t sleep well,” I told him, which was not a lie.
He threw his arm around my shoulders. “It is my mission in life to get you laid, my friend. You can’t put me off forever.”
I chuckled, though it was nervously. “Ha,  yeah,” I said. I put my thumb up. “Get laid, right?” I said and I chuckled some more.
But when I got in my truck, my face slid down and my smile turned grim. What was Emily up to? Arranging to come over to my boat so late like that? To do what? Didn’t she know what Riley and me had done? Didn’t Riley know what Emily had done to me previously, and was likely planning to do to me again?
I scratched my head. I stopped off for some groceries and wine — I mean, if I’m having girls over so much, I should probably at least make it nice for them, right? — and I bought some flowers too, because, I don’t know, isn’t that what you do for dates? Only, this wasn’t a date. I didn’t know what it was.
I went classy, or at least as classy as a working-stiff backhoe operator goes, and bought a French baguette, some thin-sliced prosciutto, some triple-cream brie — whatever that is — and white wine, because girls, right? And then I cleaned up, dragged some laundry up to the wharf house and got fresh sheets on the bed, and I opened all the portholes to freshen the air inside.
I was deep into a book at the galley table, hunched over and entranced, when I heard a tap of fingernails down the side of my hull. I looked up just in time to find Emily’s smiling face catching me through an open porthole over the galley sink. She laughed and I heard her footsteps overhead as she climbed on board.
I closed my book and twisted in the bench seat to see her come down the steps and squeeze through the passage and into the galley. She was wearing short white shorts with cuffs, white sneakers without laces, and a sky-blue-and-white checkered shirt, French tucked with the sleeves rolled up.
She was also carrying a bag on her arm where I saw the end of a baguette sticking out the top.
“Oh no!” I said, and I picked up the baguette I had bought too, and waved it at her.
She laughed and plopped down opposite me. “Great minds!” she said. She had some hard cheese and sausage that we needed to slice, so that together, we had a generous charcuterie board to spread out for ourselves. I got wine out of the fridge and showed her.
She pulled out two tall cans of beer. “I was thinking about you!” she said, and she chuckled. Then she used her arm to brush everything to the side of the table. “Why don’t we get to this after?”
“After what?” I said.
She snorted, pulled me up by my wrists, and stood up against me beside the table. “What do you think?” she said, and she covered my mouth with her mouth, invaded my lips with her tongue, and pulled me, stepping backward, through the galley and into my bedroom.
“I thought I already told you about girls like us,” she said. She kept pulling me even after she caught the back of her legs on the edge of my bed and fell down onto her back in front of me, and not by accident, either. I stumbled over the edge and came down on my hands and knees over her. She kicked her shoes off and laughed and squealed. She reached around my neck and hugged me close against her and she pushed her legs around my waist and pressed her heels into my ass. I was forced to grind my pelvis down into hers.
We necked like that for minutes. “You know what’s so great about you, backhoe man?” she said.
“What’s that, surveyor girl?” I said.
She tugged at my t-shirt and I put my arms up over my head to let her pull it up and off me. “You’re not too serious,” she said, “but you’re also not too glib or flippant.” She one by one undid the buttons down the front of her shirt.
“You make me sound like the little girl’s porridge,” I said. She laughed with a snort and sat up just as I fell back from her, and we entangled legs and sat facing each other
“You are,” she said. “You’re ju-u-ust right!” she said, and she laughed and kissed me more. She rolled onto her side and got up on her knees and I got up on my knees to face her. She undid the button in my pants and I undid the button in her shorts. She crouched in front of me to pull my pants down, and I crouched in front of her to pull her shorts down.
“Same-same,” she said with faux thoughtfulness, “but now we get to where girls are different from boys, don’t we,” she said, and she pushed her hand inside my shorts and cupped her palm around my bare cock and balls inside, and she chuckled.
She laughed and quickly dropped down onto her elbows and stomach in front of me and kicked and pushed her shorts off her legs. I remained kneeling as in church on the foot of the bed. She lifted my cock with her tongue and laughed. She played with it, kissing it, nuzzling it with her nose, letting it poke her eyes and cheeks and her lips, too. It grew hard, long, and thick, and she pushed her mouth down over the head and took me deep inside her.
I tried to regulate my breathing. I hooked one hand on my hip, and with my other hand, I stroked my fingers through her brown waves of hair.
She came off my cock with a suction sound and made a pop and she wrapped her hand around it and looked up at me with my cock stroked by her hand into her face. “I’m glad I’m not your only one,” she said. “Because I’m not into anything serious, as I told you.”
She sank her mouth back down the length of my cock, leaving me to ponder what she just told me. Leaving me to think, is that really the answer to the riddle?
“So you know about Riley,” I finally said to her, taking a chance. But by then, to be honest, it didn’t seem like much of a risk anymore. I might never have been one of those guys who can read, let alone decipher, girls’ signals, but I was pretty sure by then those two knew about each other and me. And I was right.
“Uh-huh,” Emily said when she came up off my cock. She flicked her tongue at it and kissed it. “She said you were very nice to her,” she said, and she sank her mouth all the way down my cock and moaned deeply like she was the one being sucked off so casually. “That you were gentle with her, caring,” she said when she came off me again.
She rolled onto her back. “Lick me?” she said, and she pushed and pulled at my body until I understood she wanted me to kneel on my hands and knees over her face. If I had any doubt what she wanted, she cast those aside when she sank her mouth up my cock again and swirled her tongue around it inside her mouth.
I went down between her legs and kissed the front of her panties. Nice? Getnle? Caring? Me on Riley?
Emily squirmed and whined until I pulled her panties down and off her legs. I don’t even remember her taking my shorts off. She remained in only her gleaming white bra. I took her pussy with my mouth, and I found her running wet and boiling hot.
There was no more talking. We sucked and kissed and licked each other down there before she pushed me back and knelt over me. I propped my head against the pillows set up against the bulkhead behind the bed, and she straddled my hips. With her eyes closed and her focus on her own body, she sank her pussy down my cock and slowly, rhythmically, she rode me, slowly and lightly rubbing herself at the same time.




Chapter 15

I held her waist in my hands and let her hair fall over my face. Her breath caught and she bit her lip. She started to ride me a little faster, a little harder, and a little deeper, too. I struggled to hold myself back, but she was starting to lose her rhythm in that tell-tale way, and her breath, her gasps, and her tiny high-pitch chirps, made it impossible for me to stop. Her pussy muscles contracted more tightly around my shaft and I felt her juice run thick and hot down my balls. When she squeezed me inside her so hard and cried out so loud, I erupted up into her, and I held her by her hips and fucked her from under her body hard enough to slap her ass with my thighs.
She fell off me and rolled onto her side and struggled to catch her breath. “Oh my god,” she said, “that one was so long and deep! Different from before!” she said, marveling at her climax. I slid down in the bed to lie beside her.
She kissed my nose and laid her head on my pillow, both of us on our sides facing each other intimately close. “Did little Riley cum a bit too?” she said. “When you fucked her so sweetly?” She cleared hair across my forehead.
I jutted my jaw sideways. What a question for post-coital pillow talk. “I don’t think I’m supposed to say,” I finally said.
“I bet she’s very quiet and still,” she said. “Is she quiet and still? Does she just lie there and make you do all the work?” she said, and she snorted. “I guess I would shock her if she knew how wild I get.”
I had to close my eyes. I nodded, but my mind swirled. “Yeah, no,” I said. She didn’t know?
“She really doesn’t want to go out with guys,” she said about Riley. “She hates dating.”
“But you like it?” I said.
“I just want to make sure I stay social, you know?” she said. “I don’t do date-dates,” she said. “I’m just — I’m at risk of early-onset homebody!” she said, and she laughed. “I might even become as quiet as Riley!” she said. “She seems she’d be very quiet in bed — does she make any sounds at all?”
I puffed my cheeks out and rolled back and stared at the ceiling. “Maybe a little,” I said, unsure how much to share. There is no manual for the situation.
Emily gasped and rolled over to drape her naked leg and arm over my body and to nuzzle her face in my neck. “You did make her cum, didn’t you?!” she said, and she squealed and kicked her feet. “How did you know that she came?” she said, and she tapped my chest and raised her face over my face and darted her wide eyes back and forth over my eyes. “Did she hold her breath? Did she shudder a tiny bit? Or was it just a little gasp?” she said, and she imitated it and laughed.
“Sort of like that, yeah,” I said.
“She’s so meek and mild, that Riley,” she said. “You’d have to be careful not to break her.”
Seemingly satisfied, she laid her face back down on my chest and drew tiny circles on my stomach with the tip of her fingernail. “We were saying, her and I, how a girl just needs to get good and banged now and then, that’s all it is,” she said. She stretched in her neck and found my mouth with hers. “Just be careful not to hurt little Riley, okay?” she said and she kissed me more. “I’m sorry I’m so aggressive — I’m not usually like that,” she said. “Don’t tell Riley, okay?” she said, and she laid her head back down on me.
I couldn’t say anything. We finally got up, pulled the blankets around our shoulders, and found our food in the galley and ate it greedily. We went back to bed and I fucked her from behind, from the side, and on top of her, at different times of the night when we kept waking each other up. One time it seemed like we woke up together with the both of us surprised to find our bodies already fucking in our absence.
Rushing for work, we even did it against the steps up to the wheelhouse, her leaned over with her back to me, me mounting her from behind with her pants and panties stretching between her thighs, the morning light streaming through the wheelhouse windows. On a work site, nobody notices you’re wearing the same clothes as the previous day.
Knuckles on my truck’s side window snapped me out of it. I had got to work and parked near the job sit but had hunched over my steering wheel, pressed my forehead into the window, and got no further. I fell into a trance. I was asleep.
It was Bennie. “Buddy!” he called to me through the window, and he laughed. “What is even going on with you?” he said.
I creaked open my door and dropped myself down to the ground. I groaned like a 60-year-old and stretched like a cat. “Not sleeping well,” I said to him by way of explanation.
“You’re supposed to be saving up on sleep for the weekend, starting tonight!” he said.
It was Thursday — the usual drinks at Calhouns after work night for the road crew.
He threw his arm around my shoulder and walked me to the site. “I got a plan,” he said, and he smirked. “I got a feeling that Emily and her little friend, that quiet one, Riley,” he said, “may not be what they pretend to be,” he said.
“Meaning?” I said, lifting my hanging head up to him sideways. I was alarmed, I was wary.
“They’re acting different,” he said and he squinted back at me. “Both of them — a sort of . . . “ he trailed off and gazed at the sunrise. “A kind of joie de vie,” he said, and he snorted. “A certain kind of je ne sais quoi,” he said.
I looked at him with my eyes unable to fully pull open. “You just said you’re certain of what you don’t know,” I said.
He ignored me. “They go Thursdays after work to Calhouns, now, you notice that?” he said. “They didn’t before.”
“Que sera sera,” I said and I shrugged to pull my shoulder out from under his arm.
“Voulez vous coucher avec moi,” he said and he snorted and shook his hand like he touched something hot.
“Fuck sakes, Bennie,” I said. “You just asked me to sleep with you.”
“Fuck off!” he shouted, and he shook his head and peeled away from me.
“No, you fuck off!” I said.




Chapter 16

I had to laugh. If I needed advice, it was how to slow down and regulate my love life, not ramp it up any higher.
Riley again slipped into the field of vision in front of us from out of nowhere. She had that reputation around our work sites — one moment she’s there, the next she’s gone. She moved like the wind. Bennie continued peeling off from me, and he dropped his head down, too. Like most guys, he didn’t welcome a walk-and-talk with the safety coordinator.
Me, on the other hand, had other reasons to give her a wide berth that morning. “You going to Calhouns after work?” she said, not looking at me, but scanning the horizon as though communicating on the sly with me. “Madison wants to come. I told her it was safe to go because you would be there. To protect her,” she said and she smirked.
“Who’s Madison?” I said.
“Traffic tech?” she said, turning her cute and small face up to mine.
So Madison was her name. There was no not noticing her: bounding blonde pony tail spilling out the back of her baseball cap, sporty with her track suits and hoodies, very fit, very social, always laughing. She didn’t hold the stop signs for traffic or lay out the cones, but she managed the crew that did. She flirted with all of us as we came and went in our trucks, laughing at us through our front windows, sticking her tongue out. She looked like a lot of fun. I knew no girls like her. I never in my life talked to any girls like her. She won’t from my planet.
“You’re friends with her?” I said.
“She’s so different!” Riley said, and she dropped her jaw wide open and closed her little hand around my wrist.
I looked down at it and she quickly remembered where we were and pulled it away. “I meant safe for Emily and me,” she said. “Madison said she didn’t go before because all the stupid guys keep hitting on her.”
“But she’ll go with you and Emily now?” I said.
“She’s more like us than you think,” Riley said.
Until that morning, it was by orders of magnitude the lengthiest conversation I’d ever had with Riley — at work. Things felt opened up between us. She seemed to be showing a whole other side of her personality. Bennie was right: they were both changed. He just wouldn’t have been ever able to guess why, that’s all.
I worried, though. Had our time together on the boat given her ideas about her and I? After seeing Emily the very next night after what Riley and I did, I felt queasy all over again.
“So . . . “ I started.
She swung her face around and up to mine and her eyes dropped open, wide and clear.
That made it harder. But I stuck to my principles. “I think you should know . . . ” I started to say.
But she cut me off. “Me and Emily talk, you know,” she said. “I’m glad I’m not your only one, either,” she said.
It was the exact same words that Emily used. So they obviously did talk about it.
“She said you were rough with her!” Riley said in a tiny voice, and she squealed and sparkled her eyes at me and peeled away. She laughed, even, like she already knew Emily could never be as rough as her in return.
I paused at the steps up to my backhoe unsure if I had the strength to pull myself up and into the seat. I wondered what Riley had in mind if she thought I treated Emily roughly in bed the previous night, given how her and I went at it.
After work, Bennie and I drove over to Calhouns. I could think of no way out of it. In the parking lot, he slapped my arm. “Oh fuck!” he said. “That Madison is here!” He gestured with his chin to the back door of the place. “She never comes out! Chick plays hard-to-get hardball style, tell you what!”
I saw Madison still in her white hardhat going into the pub, Riley’s red hardhat on her right and Emily’s blue hardhat on her left. Somebody was going to find out about me, I thought. It made me shiver once and hard up and down my spine. I was going to be discovered. I was going to be exposed. But there was no backing out.
“No shit, bro,” Bennie said low and under his breath. “Now that’s one that you don’t even try with, not until you’ve been around the big leagues a bit,” he said. “Even I don’t try with one like her,” he said, and he laughed. “Not that Riley and Emily are any less fucking gorgeous,” he said. “But they at least don’t know it.”
Emily waved at me and Bennie and beckoned us over to a table where her, Riley, and Madison were sitting. I couldn’t stop the impending train wreck. Bennie and I pulled out chairs. He did his usual “Ladies!” routine, smiling and chuckling like a cartoon evil villain.
He did have the gift of the gab, there was no denying it. And he kept them all laughing, too. I mostly sat back and tried to direct my attention to the live blues band on the stage, happy to be not called on to make small talk. But I kept accidentally catching Madison looking away from me and grinning. The three of them whispered to each other and grinned and texted on their phones obviously to each other.
My phone finally buzzed and I pulled it out to see. It was Emily. “Madison wants to see your boat, too,” she had written. “But not with Bennie tagging along with us.”
“Us?” I wrote her back.
“Me, Riley, and Madison, dummy!” she wrote to me and she grinned and shook her head and looked over her shoulder seemingly to avoid making eye contact with me in the pub.
I sipped my beer and stared at the band and thought long and hard about it. If it was a trap, if I was doomed, if I was going to be exposed, I decided I deserved whatever I had coming to me. Throw caution to the wind, I thought. C’est la vie! I said, chuckling to myself. I had no control left over what was going to happen.
I grabbed my phone and texted Emily and dropped it on the table and got up to go to the can. “When I leave, you guys leave a little later so Bennie can’t tell. I’ll be at the boat,” I said.
When I got back, I began working on Bennie with my excuses, being tired, maybe not feeling well, kind of not into it, and so on.
He murmured to me in warning tones about how I was missing out on life itself, that I was never going to get laid, that he could break the ice for me — all I had to do was tell him which one I wanted, except for Madison, who was not meant by god for guys like him and me. I shrugged and moped and apologized.
“Lost cause,” he said to me.
I finally got up, said my good-byes, and slumped my way out the back door of Calhouns. I passed the liquor store and circled around and dropped in. There was a special on magnum bottles of pink champagne. They came with two glass champagne flutes.
“Why the fuck not,” I murmured to myself.
“Can I get four glasses?” I said to the girl.
“Somebody’s a busy boy!” she said back to me and she smirked before pulling up two more champagne flutes from under the counter. “Leave some for the other guys, why don’t ya?” she said and she laughed. She thought it was a joke. I let her believe it and got back to my truck. Lady, I wanted to tell her, it was no joke.
I got back to my boat and climbed aboard and tidied up a bit. I put fresh sheets on the bed for the third time that week, and sat at my galley table and read my book, which was the only thing I could ever do when I had to wait under anxiety-inducing conditions. By that time, “see the boat” could mean just about anything with those girls.




Chapter 17

A pair of headlights at the top of the ridge caught my attention through the round porthole. It was followed soon after by two more pairs. The three sets of headlights wormed down the slope to the marina parking lot and I closed my book and inhaled deeply through my nose and exhaled it back out slowly and measured. The boat was close and tight for two people moving around in it. For three, it would definitely be a crowd. I had no idea what to call it when four people were on board and below decks together. Intimate? 
I also had no idea what they expected or wanted. I was nervous enough being alone with any one of them on the boat. Two of them would have been enough to short circuit my brain. But three? One of whom was an unknown quantity? I decided I had no control anymore. I threw myself on their mercy and went up the steps to the wheelhouse to welcome my three guests on board.
First came Emily. Then came Riley. Finally, Madison stepped onto the gunwale. At first we all stood there facing each other from far too close, grinning stupidly and heaving our shoulders up. Finally, Emily said, “Okay! Let’s go!” and she stepped over the door sill and into the wheelhouse. Riley looked over her shoulder and up at Madison and chuckled before following Emily inside.
Madison turned to find me over her shoulder behind her. “Are you coming down too?” she said to me softly, almost privately.
I was half-tempted to say “No!” and to turn and run and get in my truck and fly over to Bennie’s and hide out on his couch playing Helldivers with him all night.
But Madison scrunched her face down, poked her shoulders up, and pinched the tip of her pink tongue between her gleaming white teeth. “Em and Ri already told me, you know,” she said, and she chuckled and lifted her white sneakers over the door sill and went inside the wheel house.
I paused and gazed out over the inky black water that reflected with shooting shards of cutting white light from the twinkling city beyond, and I inhaled another deep breath that I held in the tops of my lungs a moment before letting it out long and slow. What did she mean by that?
I could hear below deck delighted squeals and pleased-sounding “oohs” and “ahhs” as the two old hands showed the new one around. I stepped into the wheelhouse and twisted closed the lock behind me before standing over the steep steps down to the lower deck. I puffed my cheeks out and raised my eyebrows high over my forehead.
The term backhoe operators use for when they’ve dug too deep an excavation and risk a collapse is, “low trench integrity.” You could fall in, you could bury yourself, you could suffocate down inside your own excavation, and you could die. I gripped the round brass finials at the top of the steps and felt their cool, smooth, and metallic polish in my palms.
I was scared, if I’m going to be honest. I was petrified. But I lifted my feet and slid down the two polished brass rails to the deck below.
I was 9 when I dug that hole between those thick shrubs between Collier Road and the fields back there, growing up. I was always digging holes like that. But I had to start digging in hidden places by then because mom said I’d made a mess of her gardens and dad’s lawn.
Same thing that drew people around the next bend or over the next hill pulled me down under the ground: that eternal mystery of what might be down there. Other people look up to the skies or the stars above, or over the horizon, or up over the mountaintops, and dream of other worlds they might find. I looked down under the surfaces people walk over everyday. My dream worlds were buried worlds.
The biggest find I ever made was under those thick shrubs: a black leather glove crammed full of coins. It was all ordinary pennies and nickels and dimes and quarters it turned out, all pushed to the extremity of each finger and brimming out the top of the wrist. It didn’t add up to a lot of money either, but my discovery stirred the household into rounds of theorizing, until mom finally declared that the glove was dad’s, the coins were her “put-asides” missing from her kitchen bottle, and the whole mystery was answered by her assertion that I staged the find for the sole purpose of riling everyone up.
Which was a lie: it didn’t look like dad’s glove at all, her bottle of coins wasn’t emptied none, and the very idea of planting evidence to trick others into believing things that weren’t true wasn’t something that had ever occurred to me by then. My lesson during that early episode in life was, If you find anything under the ground, you keep it to yourself.
I slid down to the lower deck of my old boat from the wheelhouse above with the brass rails in my armpits and tucked my head down to see around the steep stairs and through into the galley. Emily and Riley were laughing and having fun showing Madison the look and layout of the live-aboard, pretending to be real estate agents selling her on its many features. Madison was playing along, smiling and widening her eyes and looking in cupboards and through doors and nodding and mm-hmming.
Girls who work outdoors on construction sites dress very differently from office girls or student girls on campus, especially if they haven’t gotten home yet: big, steel-toe boots, wool socks pulled up over jeans torn and dirty, t-shirts sagging and ripped, Mac jackets either black and red (Emily), black and green (Riley), or black and blue (Madison), hair tied back or up (mid-length and brown for Emily, jet-black bob for Riley, blonde in a pony tail for Madison). They had natural and ruddy complexions, and in the case of Riley, wore an oversized red hardhat, or Madison, a white hardhat currently under her arm, or Emily, a blue hardhat she now settled her ass on top of where she placed it on a bench cushion under her, rocking her hips on it, squirming her body over it, and laughing at Riley presenting the round porthole windows to Madison with an exaggerated sweeping gesture of her arm, encouraging her to appreciate the view, of which there was none.
Emily noticed me first. “Connor!” she shouted and she clapped.
Riley and Madison then clapped too, and then they all whooped and hollered like I was some kind of celebrity. I knew it was because they were nervous being packed together into such a small space. Boats are like that, especially below-decks: they reveal you, they expose you. It was a different world down there, as it usually is when you’re under something. I was a welcome distraction from their mutually-shared self-consciousness in that moment, and they ran to it.
I came into the galley and bowed formally and nodded, playacting like a prince to each of them in turn. Madison held out her hand and laughed, and I took it and kissed the back of it, and then the backs of the other’s hands as well, when they put them forward. Everybody squealed and laughed, but all of them — me included — had a tinge of nerves about the thing. It was particularly funny, them being treated like some sort of elite ladies, me behaving like some sort of prince, even while we were all still dressed in our dusty working clothes from a hard day on the chain-gang. 
They were in a loosened mood, though, it being a Thursday, although, there was more to it than just that. They were both giddy and tense at the same time: they were uneasy with each other in the new context of my small boat below decks and hidden under the surface, and they were experiencing new things nobody had words for. They felt bared, being that close to each other, I could tell. You can’t escape the romanticism that old wooden boats are soaked in, especially below decks and under the surface. You can’t escape how they make you feel, how they give you that sense of there being a new book of rules coming into play down below decks.
I went to the small fridge and pulled out the magnum of champagne I had earlier stowed in there and took down the four glasses that came with it at the store. They all ooh’ed and ahh’ed all too effusively.
“Take off your boots, stay awhile,” I said to Madison, trying to ease the mood. It was her first time down there, of course.
Everybody kicked off their boots. They tried to fit themselves around the small galley table, but it was too crowded. “I’m going in here,” Riley said with an air of exaggerated defiance, and she pulled open the bedroom door. “Far more comfortable!” she said over her shoulder with a grin to the others, before she shot a serious glance over her shoulder at me.
More than Emily, who had also been down there before, too, Riley was quick to make herself at home in it, I noticed, and she liked to show off to the others her familiarity with it. That wasn’t the only unexpected thing about her on that boat, and not the only turn of personality I observed among them. Gone was her aloof officiousness, but I couldn’t put my finger on what exactly it was replaced with, just yet. She began to take her outer clothes off.
Emily immediately laughed nervously, forced-like, and followed Riley into the bedroom, and she yanked Madison by the wrist behind her, making her follow Riley as well. Blonde pony-tailed Madison looked over her shoulder at me with bulging eyes and a nervous grin, but she shrugged like she was powerless in the situation. She didn’t know that my boat’s bedroom was not the strictly private place she might have thought it was, not with Emily and Riley having already been “on board” below decks before. Since when do respectful people just help themselves to someone’s bedroom like that?
I peeled my boots off in the galley and came to the doorway to look in after them. Emily took her clothes off down to her bra and panties just like Riley, and Madison took her clothes off, too, though I tried not to stare. Madison and Emily propped themselves up against the bulkhead that formed the far end of the bed and Riley had flopped down onto her side with her knees pulled up to her chest and the side of her head propped up on her hand, her elbow pressed into the bed.
“Won’t you join us, good sir?” Emily said, and she patted the bed between her and Madison and she chuckled. She seemed to like playacting as the ladies of the court, meeting the prince and all that.
Madison looked worried, though. She grinned, but it was a worried grin. “Come on,” she said to me, and she patted the bed between her and Emily, following Emily’s lead. I got the sense with Madison that she was unaccustomed to feeling out of place like that — unaccustomed to not feeling completely confident in her surroundings. She was caught off guard down there. She didn’t know yet, did she, that it made all of us so different — that everybody became someone else down there.




Chapter 18

“You too,” Riley said with her eyes closing in a long blink at me to make some point I was unsure of what. She grinned crookedly at me when she opened them again and she shook her head privately at me and pursed her grin. She was the one who communicated non-verbally with her eyes the most. She was complex. She was unreadable. You wouldn’t want to play poker with her — or maybe you would, as long as you didn’t mind losing all the biggest hands to her. It depends on what comprises the pot, I suppose.
I leaned my hands into the bulkhead above the bedroom doorway and rocked forward on my feet to swing my hips through and back over the threshold. “I guess I should put some music on, then,” I said. “You all making yourselves right at home like that.”
“And then you get right back in here!” Emily said sternly. “We need you!” she added, and she laughed and squealed and pushed a pillow into her grinning face to hide behind. “To weird, just us three on a bed!”
There were speakers embedded in the walls all over the boat which made it possible to put music on quietly yet still fill the place with tunes everywhere. I put the volume up. When I came back to the bedroom, I found Riley standing on the bed playing air guitar facing Madison and Emily who were cheering her and waving at her like they were her fans at a show and she was the rock star. She thrusted her hips forward and pushed her chest up and out at them and swung her head side to side whipping her face around with her jet-black hair flying, until she noticed me over her shoulder on one particular swing, and then she immediately dropped down into a crouch on the bed and squealed and laughed, hiding herself.
“Your turn!” Emily shouted at me.
Riley immediately leapt out of her crouch and pushed herself up, crab walking between Emily and Madison, and propped herself against the bulkhead between them. She chanted, “Connor! Connor! Connor!” and she pumped her fist in the air.
They all started shouting my name in unison like that, all three of them in underwear side by side across the width of my bed under decks. Madison was laughing nearly uncontrollably in between shouts of my name. Emily glanced over at her and they made eyes at each other. Riley started dancing like she was at a club, only she was on her back propped up with her head against the pillows behind her. She rolled her shoulders and thrusted her hips like she was on the dance floor, and she half closed her eyes and grinned because she knew I was staring at her body, how it writhed over my bed. This was a Riley nobody at work could ever have guessed existed.
Madison looked down at Riley’s contorting body beside her and shrieked and started dancing horizontally, too. Emily looked down at them both and joined in. They all laughed and writhed together, peeking at me and making sure I was watching them dancing on their backs like that all over my bed, all of them in bras and panties. 
I bit my lip standing at the foot of the bed watching all three of them with their eyes half-lidded, moving their arms and hips and chests in front of me in time with the tunes. I had no choice but to do as they demanded. I had to meet them where they were. It might have been their nerves, or it might have been their sense of being hidden down there away from prying eyes and below the surface in that other world down there. It might have been an exploration, or it might have been a liberation. But everyone was changed from who they were up top, on firm land.
It was something that was coming over all of them. I knew Emily and Riley enough by then to know that this was no ordinary Thursday night for them. Something had been planned, had been discussed. Madison, who I was only learning about, was clearly the more outgoing of the three and the more outwardly fun-loving, but she was also managing to overcome an initial reticence down there. She glanced, I saw, at the other two to make sure she wasn’t the only one still dancing like that, but she was also feeling it, she was getting into it, and she was losing herself in it. Everyone was becoming someone they were not, and now that included Madison, too.
I turned the music up louder and put my phone aside. The ceiling was not high enough over the bed to allow me to stand on it the way Riley did, but I took my cloths off down to my shorts and I climbed up on the foot of the bed on my knees and I started to dance, too.
I felt foolish, of course, dancing on my knees — dancing at all. But none of them were staring. They were all in their own world, it felt like, and so I went into my own world, too. I let my eyes close and my head roll back. I was feeling that same spirit of exploration — or of liberation, whichever it was. I peeked now and then — we all did, all of us making sure the others were in it as deeply as we were. But some magic of the moment was definitely overpowering all of us.
They might have been work-friends, but given how little they seemed to know about each other, especially how they behaved on dates and how nervous they were earlier when they were left alone without me down there with them below decks, I surmised they weren’t all that close as friends outside work and they didn’t know each other all that well. I was pretty sure, for example, that they had never been on the same bed together before, nor dancing together horizontally on it, either. And certainly not in only their underwear.
I noted, and not for the first time, that Emily was the surprise leader in all those things that were starting to happen down below decks. It was not who I’d ever think it would have been. Madison, by contrast, the outwardly social and officially “fun” person up top, the player of team sports, was out of her element and in a follower-mode down there in that boat that night.
They started dancing with greater animation, pumping their arms above their heads and sprawling their bare limbs all over each other’s bared bodies. I crawled up onto the bed and up onto my knees in nothing but my shorts.
Riley was dressed in only her black bra and panties, Emily in only her red bra and panties — which surprised me, looking so bold in that rich deep color under her top layer of clothes — and Madison, in her gleaming white bra and panties. They laughed and writhed in front of me, egging each other further on, contorting and squirming over each other, their legs and arms moving even more freely over each other’s nearly nude bodies. All of them peeked at me, grinned at me, and checked on me, seeing if I was watching, seeing me look at their three nearly-naked bodies dance and flop around on my bed in front of me where I continued to dance on my knees over them. They seemed to become ever more emboldened, leading each other on. It was definitely one of those weird nights.
Riley, being always the one to take things further — which continued to shock me — started it first: she grabbed at Emily’s bra and laughed and squealed, squeezing her there. Emily grabbed her back, but then she reached around her and slapped her ass with mock anger. Riley pretended to be horrified, and she slapped Emily back on her butt. Then they both twisted around and jutted their jaws crookedly at Madison, as though she were the one getting away with it the worst. A moment later, their three bodies were entangled in a flurry of arms and legs that squeezed, pulled, pushed, and (lightly) hit each other. They laughed hard, squealing and shrieking. They were play-fighting, not dancing anymore. They were biting and pinching and tickling.
I watched without dancing anymore, the scene was too stunning to me. But my stillness and silence drew their attention. They all suddenly stopped in mid-struggle and looked at me with narrowed eyes and crooked jaws, huffing and puffing. A moment later, I was buried on my back over my bed with their three young and lithe bodies punching, pushing, pulling and squeezing me all over, and biting and pinching and tickling me, too.
I laughed so hard I couldn’t breathe. The girls shrieked and screamed and laughed just as hard. “Hold his arm!” Riley shouted, and they pinned me down and tickled me. I struggled to roll free, but someone yanked my shorts down. I pulled them back up, but they all shrieked and laughed harder as they got carried away, and then someone else pulled my shorts down again, this time to my knees.
I rolled over onto my stomach to hide, but when I found the waist of Emily’s panties in my hand, without thinking, I yanked them down her thighs, getting her back. She shrieked, thinking, not unreasonably, that it was Riley who did that to her, so she yanked Riley’s panties down and straight off her legs completely. Then they both attacked Madison who screamed and laughed too hard to resist them, and they scrambled their hands over her hips and back, Madison crawling on her hands and knees trying to get away, before she became stripped completely naked. She pushed Emily down under her and undid the clasps of her bra. Riley shrieked and undid hers herself.
It was Madison, now completely naked, who shot forward at me and yanked my shorts down to my ankles, but it was Riley and Emily who leapt, now completely naked, too, over my body to hold my legs down to let Madison get my shorts off my feet. We all fell back, exhausted from laughing and struggling, and we sighed and tried to catch our breath and keep from bursting out with more laughter that erupted randomly from us in spasms.




Chapter 19

I pulled myself up against the bulkhead against the head of the bed and took a big breath to try to calm myself down. Riley laid her face on my chest and pulled her knee up over my groin. Emily did the same thing on my other side. Madison spooned Riley from behind. When we finally caught our breath and calmed ourselves down, I felt someone’s hand wrap around my cock. I didn’t strain to look down my body, but it could easily have been any of the three of them. It was casual. It was soothing. It felt natural.
“Champagne!” Emily suddenly shouted, breaking the tension, and she flung herself up from the bed and pranced high on her toes to the galley to fetch the bottle and glasses. Madison, Riley, and I sat up cross-legged around the bed in a circle and Emily came back with the bottle and glasses to sit with us. I leaned back against the wall, Madison on my left, Riley facing me in front, and Emily coming down on my right, all of us close enough that our bare knees laid on top of each other’s bare legs. Emily passed the glasses around and handed the bottle to me.
“You get the honor,” she said. I tried not to stare, but those three bodies, just like mine, were completely naked. Nobody was drawing particular attention to the fact, but nor was anyone so free of self-consciousness that their eyes weren’t searching the eyes of the others. And their bodies. It was a new situation all around. Nobody knew what it meant, but neither was anyone turning it around or backing it up.
I worked the cork out of the neck and it ricocheted out the door and around the galley. Champagne bubbled up and oozed white and foamy out the top of the neck, until Emily shot forward and closed her mouth around it. She glanced at me when she came off it, the white foam dribbling down her chin. Riley laughed and tugged Emily’s chin with her finger under it, and she licked and kissed the foam off her jaw, and then her bottom lip.
Riley closed her mouth around the neck of the bottle next and tipped it back to fill her mouth, until it spilled out from the corners of her lips, and she turned to Madison. She leaned over her naked lap and her and Madison met lips. Riley passed the champagne she held in her mouth into Madison’s mouth, and she took it, too, mostly, before she gulped and laughed, making it gush out her lips and run down her chin. They all had the bubbly stuff dripping down from their chins and between their bare chests. And then they all looked at me like that, pretending such sweet innocence in their big eyes.
Riley handed the bottle to Madison. Madison filled her mouth with it, handed the bottle to Emily, and got up on her knees and faced me. She draped her arms around my neck, crouched down in front of me, and kissed me. She pressed her lips into mine, pushed her tongue into my mouth, and let her champagne flow between us. Riley and Emily watched, transfixed.
Madison sat back down silently, not looking at me. We held our glasses out in silence at that point and Emily went around the circle and filled us all up. We sipped in continuing silence listening to the music a few moments before Emily looked at me, looked away and grinned, and looked at me again, before she handed her glass to Riley. She came into the middle of our tight little circle and leaned over my lap moving on her hands and knees, and she lifted her face up to mine. She sank her mouth down over my mouth. We kissed like that — we necked like that — for what felt like minutes, while the other two girls watched and the music played on.
When Emily went back to her place, Riley chuckled to herself and handed her glass to Emily. She also got onto her hands and knees, but she didn’t crawl up over my lap. Instead, she ducked her head down between her shoulders and kissed with her small puckered lips the tip of the head of my cock. It arched up thick and straining against my abdomen, though I tried to avoid any attention being drawn to it. Riley kissed it again, and then she poked her tongue out between her lips at it, and she pushed her mouth down around the head, taking me a little deeper between her lips. I felt her tongue swirl around the head of my cock inside her mouth. And then she let the cool bubbly champagne she held in there drain out all over my groin, and down over my balls. The cold bubble-tickling sensation made me inhale sharply with a gasp. Not finished, under the studious stares of the other two, she licked it all up again.
When she came off me, Emily snorted and wrapped her hand around the base of my shaft, and she looked at Madison with malice on her grinning lips. Madison snorted back at her and stuck her tongue out before she rolled onto her hands and knees next. She kissed my mouth, and then my neck. She dragged her lips and tongue down my chest, over my abdomen and across my thighs. Emily squeezed my cock and widened her eyes at my eyes. Madison licked my cock and slid her lips down my shaft so far, Emily had to take her hand away. Her blonde hair covered my lap. Her mouth engulfed my shaft to the base. I couldn’t breathe.
A moment later, all three of them were lying on their stomachs propped up around my lap, kissing the sides of my shaft, closing their mouths around the head, and kissing each other, too. Like before, they each snuck a peek at me to make sure I was watching them. There wasn’t so much laughing and squealing anymore, though. There was instead light chuckling and soft moaning, and little simpers of discovery.




Chapter 20

I curled my hands around the back of each of their heads and tilted my head sideways to watch them in turn sink their mouths down the length of my cock. Riley’s mouth was small and tight. Emily’s mouth was boiling hot. Madison’s mouth was the busiest — she swirled her tongue around my cock inside her mouth enough to make me nearly loose it too soon, and she laughed and stuck her tongue out at me when I tapped her head to make her stop.
“So competitive,” I said to her, and she snorted and pushed strands of her blonde hair off her face and up over her head. Emily pushed her face up to mine and kissed me sloppily. “Do you like our present to you, harem master?” she said, and she laughed and plunged her head back down in my lap. She pushed Riley’s face aside with her own face, and Riley came up and off my cock and hung her arms around my neck and kissed me.
“I’m not usually like this, just so you know,” she said solemnly. 
Emily leapt up from my lap and pushed her face against Riley’s face directly in front of mine. “Oh my god, neither am I!” she said.
“You guys are so!” Madison shouted, and she pushed her face against both of their faces, so that they all crowded around me closely. “But it’s true, I’ve never done anything like this, either,” she said.
Emily looked at me from up close. “It’s all your fault,” she said, and she scrunched up her nose at me like she was mad at me. “You’re the catalyst that causes the crystals.”
“It is all his fault, isn’t it,” Riley said, and she knelt up like Emily was kneeling, and they started to kiss each other in front of me. The act was clearly new to them. They were experimenting. Their eyes were searching each other’s eyes. They were trying new things.
“You guys!” Madison said quietly, shocked. But she knelt up, too, and she laughed and joined them, so that all of them began kissing each other in front of me. “It is totally all on him!” she said, and she nuzzled them, but she peeked at me.
They nuzzled each other, they kissed, and they caressed each other’s naked bodies. Riley cupped her hand over Madison’s bare breast, and Madison ducked down and took Emily’s naked breast in her mouth. “Who even needs him, anyway?” Madison said, and they all snickered at me and fell down over each other, leaving me alone propped up against the wall. They touched each other on their breasts, down the fronts of their bodies, and eventually, between their legs.
They peeked at me and smiled and narrowed their eyes at me, but they also fingered each other, kissed each other’s breasts, and started sighing more loudly, and emitting higher pitched chirps, too. The moaning and inhaled breaths caught and released more and more urgently.
“You’re such a bad man!” Riley scowled at me, before she dove down between Emily’s legs and lapped at the insides of her thighs and squealed and laughed.
Madison hung her head far out over her shoulders and wagged her face at me. “Very undeserving!” she said, and she frowned at me. And then she pushed Riley onto her back and kissed a trail down the front of her body. I watched as Riley arched deep in her back and punched her fists down into the bed as Madison’s mass of blonde waves of hair spread over her abdomen, hiding what she was doing to her underneath.
Emily strained to find me behind and above her, and she gasped at me, seeing what Madison was doing to Riley, but she was also masturbating herself, watching. “See what you’ve done, now?” she said in a low groan, and her eyes fell lightly shut.
Everything was still tentative. All of it was new. They needed to blame me, I could tell. But they also remained to a degree restrained and careful. I knew Riley’s and Emily’s character in bed far more than they could guess about each other, and they weren’t there yet with one another, they weren’t yet revealing their true sexual selves to each other, not all the way, not how they were with me separately, not yet.
Madison I could only guess at. But she more than the other two glared at me, flared her eyes at me, and grinned at me. She also made sure I caught her dropping her mouth down in an open smile staring at my groin.
I was myself nearly unable to restrain my urges any further, watching them work each other over like that, all over my bed, hearing that chorus of moans and whimpers. My cock arched and strained up against my stomach. Their cries and gasps invaded my ears and killed me from the inside out. I was about ready to burst forward and tackle the first body I could grab and plunge myself into whatever pussy I could reach. I was about ready to fuck all of them madly and deeply and hard.




Chapter 21

And they all seemed about ready to give themselves to me, too. Their pussies were dripping with foaming juice and saliva. Their hips pushed up and gyrated at me. Their cries grew more yearning. They bit lips and gasped and caught their breaths short. Legs were spread wide. Chests were pushed up. Fingers pushed pussy lips open, their own or each other’s, it was hard to tell, all three bodies were so entangled. I was as under pressure as the unopened champagne bottle had been.
That’s when headlights from a car slashed across the bedroom from out the round porthole windows along the side of the boat. I strained my neck up and looked sideways and out. I could tell instantly from the gait of the shadow crossing the gravel parking lot that it was Bennie. I could even see him look at the three cars he passed, pondering them, trying to figure things out, rubbing his chin at them.
I leapt up and killed the music and promptly fell off the foot of the bed. “Bennie!” I said with hushed terror. I ran out the bedroom hopping on one foot struggling to pull my jeans up my other leg. My t-shirt hung around my neck. I could hear his foot-falls clomp on the deck above.
“Yo! Connor!” I heard him call out.
I caught my elbow in the arm of my t-shirt and tore it pulling it down over my chest. I pushed my hair down and gripped the brass railing of the stairs up to the wheelhouse. Through the slats, I saw a flurry of naked female bodies and clothes flying around in the bedroom and galley. I flew up the stairs and met Bennie at the door to the wheelhouse.
“Yo, what the fuck, man?” he said through the window, and he jerked at the handle. “Why you got to lock it, bro?”
I seldom locked the door, but this time, I did. I held it open for him, but I kept my body between him and the top of the stairs. I pushed my hand through the hair on the side of my head and put on as calm a face as I could and tried to steady my heaving breath.
“Three cars,” he said, and he narrowed his eyes and strained to look over my shoulder and past me to the stairs behind.
“Yeah,” I said, “just hanging out.”
“Just hanging out?” he said, and he snorted. “You, just hanging out with three fucking hotties?” he said, and he snorted again and tried to squeeze past me. “This I gotta see.”
“What, is that so weird?” I said, and I forced a chuckle and pressed him back with my chest.
“No, no,” he said. “Not weird at all — just completely off the entire fucking wall!” he said, and he pushed past me and bobbed and weaved his head at the top of the stairs. “They’re down there now?” he said. “All three of them?”
I shrugged. “Sure,” I said, and I swallowed and coughed and looked away.
He grinned crookedly and snorted and shook his head. “I didn’t know it was tiddly-winks night down at the ol’ wharf,” he said, and he clomped down the stairs below deck to see for himself.

I came down after him with my eyes shut.
“Ladies!” I heard his voice call out. I looked up from behind his broad shoulders where we made our way single-file way between the stairs and bulkhead and into the galley.
“Hey Bennie,” I heard Madison’s casual and unalarmed voice. All three of them were sitting calmly and at ease around the galley table with several of my geology books open and spread around. I glanced behind him and saw Emily’s red panties caught under the bedroom door, keeping it from closing. I slipped behind Bennie as he turned to look down at the books they were studying, and I opened the door, saw all of their underwear all over the floor inside, and I kicked Emily’s panties through and shut the door.
“What have we got here?” Bennie said, caught off guard by the suddenly calm demeanor of the evening.  It was like a library reading room down there.
“What?” Riley said. “Aren’t you into geology? We are,” she said, and she gave him a curt smile. “I go spelunking,” she said, her face down into a book. “Which is all about safety, isn’t it,” she said. I saw her making surreptitious eyes at Madison and Emily who grinned and quelled the urge to laugh.
“And I’m a surveyor,” Emily said, lifting her face from the book to Bennie’s face. “And you need a geology degree for that,” she said, and she shook her head at Bennie with her eyes narrowed like he didn’t know anything.
“And I go diving all summer, didn’t you know that?” Madison said, lifting her innocent face up to Bennie in turn. “I dive for rocks,” she said. “See?” she said, and she held up an open book showing an underwater photo of a field of rocks. All three of them chuckled.
He looked over his shoulder at me and I leaned back against the galley counter, impressed with how quickly they could all think on their feet. “Never know what’s under the surface,” I said to him, and I shrugged. “How do you think Emily found out it was just old abandoned chunks of pipe under that trench we were digging?” I said.
“Thought maybe you needed some company,” he said. “Not feeling too well, you said,” he said. “I thought I’d cheer up an old buddy, but seems you’re doing okay without me,” he said. Suspicion tugged at his expression and narrowed his eyes that shifted between my two eyes back and forth.
“We got talking about rocks, I guess,” I said.
“You left Calhouns before me,” he said.
“Earlier in the day,” I said, as though catching myself, and I slapped my forehead. “Emily was asking, weren’t you,” I said to her.
“Conner has a deep, abiding interest in things that go on under the surface, unseen,” Emily said as she swung her face up to Bennie. “Didn’t you know that about him?”
I recoiled and frowned at her, stunned at how she could know that about me already.
“Hence, all his geology books,” she said, and she glanced at me.
I looked down and kept myself from laughing. But I was also impressed. She was observant. She inferred all that only from the books she found on my boat.
“Things going on under the ground?” Bennie said, turning to me. “Well, yeah, he better take an interest in that, he’s the backhoe operator on the crew,” he said, and he laughed. “Better not pull up a gas line or it’ll be the last thing any of us see.”
“He goes a lot deeper than that,” Emily said, undeterred.

I coughed and clamped my eyes shut.
“That so?” Bennie said, turning back to her.
“Did you know,” I said, pulling his attention back to me, “that there’s an ancient plate that’s been pushed all the way under North America? There’s a plate way down there under the plate we stand on.”
He nodded and smirked at me. All three of Emily, Riley, and Madison looked at me, all of them and Bennie too, waiting for me to explain myself.
“Yeah,” I said, carrying on. “The Farallon Plate,” I said. “It got pushed under North America by the Pacific Plate. It’s down there now,” I said, and I tapped my bare toe on the floor of the deck. Nobody knew whether to believe me or not. It sounded too fantastic.
Bennie noticed my feet being bare, and then he let his eyes drift to under the table, where I saw, too, that all three girls were barefoot.
“It’s true!” Emily said, suddenly bursting out loud. “Slabs of it are under half of North America!” she said. “It’s fascinating!”
Bennie nodded at her, his face blank.
“Want to stay and read about it with us?” she said.
“Yeah, no,” Bennie finally said after a beat or two. “Was just checking up on my friend. Seeing if he was alright,” he said. He slapped my shoulder and turned toward the stairs. “You seem to be doing fine, though,” he said.
“I guess geology books is not your idea of an exiting night,” I said, and I laughed, guiding him up and out of the galley. “I guess it is for us nerds though,” I added.
He paused at the base of the steps up. “Willing girls by the dozens out there,” he said quietly to me, “but you have to find the three that want to read about rocks all night.” He ducked his face down and bobbed and weaved to see them in the galley where they continued poring over my books. “Just goes to show,” he said. “You can’t tell what they’re like in bed by how hot they look.”
I followed him up and through the wheelhouse and down the side of the gunwale where he stepped off and back onto solid land again. We both looked behind me and could see through one of the small round portholes that the girls remained buried in the books.
“I’m not sure anymore if you even care about getting laid,” he said. “I try and I try, but then you pull this shit, getting down to the books with those three eggheads!” he said, and he snorted.
“Yeah,” I said, and I chuckled with self-deprecation. “You know me,” I said. “I probably wouldn’t even know what to do with any one of them!” I said, and I laughed out loud.
“That’s not even funny,” he said, and he went to his car and waved at me and tore out of the parking lot. “Adios amigos anyway,” he shouted out his open window. When his red tail lights went up over the hill, I went back inside and down the steps.
When I came around and into the galley, all three girls were leaning out from the table and craning their necks to see if he was gone. I nodded. They all leapt up, they tore their t-shirts and jeans off, none of them with anything on underneath, of course, and they all skipped and rushed through the doorway and back into the bedroom. I dropped my clothes off, too, in the kitchen, of course.
When I came into the bedroom naked, I found all three young naked female bodies writhing together on my bed laughing and touching each other and moaning like a box of kittens. I knelt on the foot of the bed and pulled up a set of hips I didn’t even know whose, and I pulled on them, I jutted my hips forward, and I entered that pussy, long, slow, and all the way down.
It sank around my shaft and squeezed me inside. It was smooth and tight and wet and hot. My mind swirled and my breath shook.
I bumped the ass hard with my hips and heard Emily’s voice cry out with hiccups from my body jolting her body and I realized it was her I was fucking. I fell off and rolled on my back. Madison went mad over my face, kissing me and licking my neck, and burying me under a mass of her blonde hair. Another pussy closed down over the head of my cock, and it pushed down my shaft hard and deep. It was Riley’s voice I heard gasping and crying, and so I knew it must be her’s whose pussy I was fucking now.
They all laughed and kissed and teased and squealed and I rolled over only to find myself on my hands and knees hovering over a body under me whose legs stretched up, whose ankles closed together in my back, and whose arms folded around my neck. The face was framed in a mass of blonde hair fanned out over the pillows under her. And so I knew it was Madison my cock was sinking into.
Riley bit and nibbled on my ear and cooed about Madison being so ready. “I licked her for you!” she murmured in my ear and she laughed. “My first one, too!” she said. “Did I get her good and ready for you, master?” she said and she laughed.
Emily was on my other side gasping against my neck with her eyes closed. I looked down and saw her masturbating, again. Her other hand was wrapped around my cock, tugging on me, pulling me down. She rubbed the head up and down through the crevice of Madison’s pussy. Madison was squirming with need under me, writhing with anticipation and greedy with want. She hooked her heels in my back and lifted her body off the bed and chased my cock with her pussy lips everywhere that Emily moved it.
“Do you want to fuck that pussy now, master?” Emily said to me in a low, sultry voice, and she laughed too, just like Riley had.
I sank down, but the way Emily groaned and grunted, you’d think it was her pussy I entered. Riley was no better — she grunted in my ear so gutturally, you’d think it was her with the cock being pushed into Madison’s pussy. I penetrated Madison and pushed her hips down under me and into the bed, and she strained back at me with her face nearly upside down, and she arched her back up clear off the bed under her.
“Do you like fucking me too, master?” Madison said, but with a weak voice like she was still trying the idea on for size. She laughed at herself.
Riley and Emily moved up and down with me as I entwined limbs and squirmed body to body with Madison under me. The bed jolted so hard, the whole boat rocked with our sloshing bodies. Tied to the dock, it started to rock in resonant frequency with us, so that even if I stopped thrusting myself into Madison, the boat would have kept moving us like that. Madison emitted high-pitched cries and curled her fingernails into the skin of my shoulders so deep, it hurt.
“I think I’m gonna cum!” she groaned as though in pain and she curled her hands into fists and pounded my biceps. Emily bit my ear too hard and strained in her voice. She rubbed herself frantically and stopped breathing. Riley, meanwhile, pushed herself up onto my back and clamped herself around me all over and kept repeating in my other ear, “Oh my god! Oh my god!” like she was caught off guard, like she didn’t know what was happening, like she was losing control of herself.
I ground myself into Madison’s pussy, corkscrewing my hips down into her hips. She pushed up from the bed, meeting me thrust for thrust. Emily inhaled and held her breath. Her body vibrated like an overloadedelectrical wire. Madison strained further back, lifting herself on the top of her head facing the other way. Riley held her breath at the top of her lungs, emitting tiny escaping shots of breath she struggled to recapture with her eyebrows shooting high up her forehead, her eyes clamped shut, and her mouth dropped all the way open.
I felt Madison’s pussy vibrate deep inside her and clamp tightly around my shaft at the root. It felt like hands pulling on me from inside, like her pussy itself was trying to milk me. All three girls strained voicelessly with their bodies as hard as sidewalk slabs and shaking as though jackhammered. I lifted my head to the wall behind the bed and clenched every muscle in my body trying to keep from losing it. It was like a roller coaster forever approaching the peak at the top but never quite releasing down the other side. It was like the video of the truck that never hits the wall. Like the train that never hits the motorcycle.
We all remained in that state of suspended animation and time stopped right at the cusp, and remained stopped, though it still ticked the melting seconds away.




Chapter 22

My mind went white as pure light. I stopped moving and all four bodies tightened even beyond their previous capacity for tension. Like an archer pulling his arrow too far back, the entire boat rattled with spasms of pressure. My world collapsed down to a singularity at the tip of the head of my cock and I groaned out loud like a breaking weightlifter.
And then I slipped and exploded and lost everything that I was through the end of my cock, including all time and space.
I collapsed down on top of Madison’s body just as she burst with exploded tension at the same time. Riley screamed and deflated at once, too, just as Emily inhaled in a death-like gasp. I shot spurt after spurt deep into Madison’s pussy as she flailed madly under me. I erupted like that champagne bottle, white and foamy all over her. I rolled off her and Riley and Emily flopped down too, everyone writhing and straining and groaning and moaning, my cock shooting arcs across all three stomachs.
Riley started laughing, and then Emily started, too. “I think we all came at once!” Emily blurted out with a proud, exhausted voice, and Madison laughed harder than all of us, but silently and totally out of control. We were all completely spent. We were all drained and refilling our veins with intoxicating and pure happy juice. I lifted my head from the pillow and looked down past my spread feet sticking up like a buried dead man while the bed jiggled with the unrestrained laughter of those three post-climaxed girls. And that’s when I saw, standing in the doorway of the bedroom, transfixed, eyes falling out of their sockets, jaw hanging down on the floor: Bennie.
“My phone,” he said, his face ashen, his eyes dead. “Left it here.”
I sank my head back down into the pillows. Emily, Riley, and Madison all lifted their heads to see, but were too late. They heard him, though.
I could see out the small porthole windows down the side the legs of Bennie as he found his way off the boat and back to his car. I realized I didn’t lock the wheelhouse door the second time I came back down. I pinched the bridge of my nose and grimaced into my wrist. “Oh shit,” I moaned.
His taillights, for the second time that night, disappeared over the crest of the hill and away.
A passing boat made waves and rocked me awake. I lifted myself up on to my elbows to see if it was light outside the small, oval port windows. Emily, the soft-spoken and quick-to-blush surveyor on the crew, sprawled in a mess of bare limbs on my right, her brown hair flowing over her bare shoulder and down her back. I leaned over slowly, carefully, and placed a light, lingering kiss on the shiny round bone of her bare shoulder before stretching my neck and gazing over my other shoulder to my left.
There, the spry traffic tech Madison, all blonde and fit and sporty, wrapped herself around tiny Riley, our crew’s Asian safety tech, Madison’s face pushed into the back of Riley’s black bob-cut hair. I leaned over their way and stroked Madison’s blonde locks from her neck, exposed her there, and kissed her.
She stretched some and inhaled deeply, but she wasn’t waking up yet, not fully. But her movements made Riley twist around inside her arms hugging her and she looked over Madison’s shoulder to find me there behind her.
Awakened, she carefully extracted her tiny body from Madison’s arms and legs and padded out the bedroom tucked into the bow of the boat and I heard her go into the head.
I pulled myself up to lean against the headboard, my body now a river between the two high, smooth ridges formed by Emily’s and Madison’s hips, both of them on their sides facing away from me, and I crossed my arms behind my head as dim recollections of the previous night started to form up in my mind.
Riley came back in the room, and in her typical matter-of-fact and officious, efficient manner, she pulled up the bottom of the sheet we shared and crawled up over my body from below. I expected her to poke her head out around my chest and maybe settle in for some morning hugs and kisses. But instead, I felt her hand, cool and soft, wrap around my limp shaft, and then her lips, hot and pursed, push down over the head of my stirring cock. She had this thing she loved to do to me, pressing her lips together, making it feel like she was resisting me, before letting my cock burst into her mouth, whereupon she’d sink down on it as though succumbing to me.
I inhaled — she surprised me this time with her tongue down and back up the underside of my shaft, and now all cool from the wet of her saliva, I was struck by the wet warmth of her mouth. Riley more than the other two had been transformed by our experiments together, as they liked to call our bouts in bed. Watching her checking up around the work site, all clipboard and red hardhat, you’d never guess the minx she was in bed. Maybe she hadn’t been one before — maybe Madison, Emily, and I turned her into one.
She emerged out the top of the sheet with her chin on my chest, but no further, before I felt her pussy, hot and slick, slide down over the head of my cock. So that’s why she was making me hard with her mouth in the morning . . .
She sat up on me, the sheet, pulled, sliding down the bed to reveal Madison’s and Emily’s nude sleeping bodies beside us, and she curled her small hands into my shoulders and cut into my skin there with her nails. Her stomach jutted out and her chest pushed up, and she rocked her head back and dropped her mouth wide open at the low ceiling. Her thighs went hard gripping around my hips. She pushed herself more deeply, more snuggly down on me, and I looked down my body to see my cock, fully engorged, emerge from her gripping, sliding pussy lips, soaking from her before she plowed herself down on me again.
I pulled my arms out from behind my head and reached out to feel her tits in my palms, and she inhaled with a sharp breath through her clenching teeth and pressed her own hands down over the backs of my hands. Together we massaged her breasts and she rose on her knees and fell down hard onto my lap and cried out with high-pitched and tiny chirps.
Both Emily and Madison were awakened now by Riley’s motions and cries, and they both rolled onto their backs and pushed tightly against my sides. They said nothing, but they watched her ride me — and lose herself. I dropped my hands from her heaving chest and found both of Madison’s and Emily’s pussies with my fingers, and their bodies contorted, they began to gasp just like Riley had been, and the whole bed seemed to heave and swell like a mid-ocean storm over the horizon. All over again.




Chapter 23

Riley held back her orgasm with ferocious tenacity, her whole body quaking like someone holding a plank for too long, and she stopped breathing so much you wondered if she was going to pass out. It was more than Madison or Emily could take, and they squirmed on my fingers and stretched back in their necks. One set off the other and a chain reaction took us all on a ride through the ceiling. Riley must have tripped over first, because her pussy began to contract violently around my cock deep inside her, and that made me lift nearly completely off the bed, shooting myself inside her like a geyser. That was too much for both Madison and Emily, and they started to flop and cry and gasp too, before they gripped their pussies and rolled away from me.
A moment later, we were all snickering again, except Riley, who was embarrassed. We got ready for work in our yesterday’s clothes, and they all had their hardhats on waiting for me, when I was last out.
“Let’s go,” I said, and only then, emerging up into the wheelhouse of that old trawler, did I remember about Bennie and the revelation he was exposed to the previous night.
Everything that matters is underground — unseen. The aquifers, the resources, the infrastructure — all of it under the surface and out of sight and out of mind. All the stuff that makes life on top possible, it’s all down there, hidden and largely unknown.
Bennie cranked the creaking door of his old car shut and nodded and murmured “Mornin’” to me like it was any other morning, that next morning, Friday. Even I was left for a moment wondering if what had happened the previous night even did happen.
But when Emily, Riley, and Madison got to work, there was no doubt. They avoided eye contact even more than Bennie did, but for completely different reasons, of course. They also smirked and bit their lips and murmured quietly to each other in passing. They all seemed on the verge of bursting out laughing. I couldn’t get a read on the situation. I should have noticed at the time that they pulled into the crew parking strip one after the other at exactly the same time. Were they even trying to hide things anymore?
It was Friday morning, and like most Friday mornings, the whole crew was slow to get going. It didn’t help that it was dark and raining and our trench was muddy and the chill in the gusts of wind cut to the bone. Emily headed out to survey the next part of our dig-and-cover as conscientiously and focused as ever. Riley was out doing her monthly inventory of safety equipment and noting their use, ticking boxes on her checklist, and checking it twice, just as stern and thorough as ever. Madison was out drawing out the day’s traffic-flow diagrams for her crew of traffic controllers on her pad just as concise and authoritative as ever. It was a day like any of a thousand other days — on the surface. If you looked at it from afar. If you didn’t know what happened the previous night and early that morning. If you didn’t dig down under things.
But if you knew what was going on under the surface between me and those three girls, you’d know there could be no other day quite like it. The things those girls did with and to each other, and with me, the previous night, marked us all. It changed us. It was like one of those deep tectonic-shifting earthquakes where everything up top — the rivers and lakes and hills and gulleys — might look exactly the same at first, but underground, a whole new complex of strata has been installed that will alter the future up top inexorably. Just not obviously, and just not right away. We were utterly different people by that next morning at work. How could we not be, with what went on below decks on my boat the previous night?
“Morning, Con,” Emily said to me with a nod, not even bringing her eyes up to mine. That was at least more than Riley gave me, though, who said nothing, but only flicked her wrist with a nonchalant wave.  She did give me a slight lift of her chin, though. Madison, usually the most expressive of them all, didn’t even manage to do that.
The outgoing one became shy, the serious one became fun, and the shy one became expressive. There’s digging up what’s underground, and then there’s turning everything upside down. I was worried about the long-term ramifications of what we were doing, of what we allowed to happen between us, of what we had fallen into down there.
They were acting strange, but I was no model of expressive joviality that morning, either. I hung my head and pushed up my shoulders, and it wasn’t just from the cold and rain that morning. I was happy to close the glass doors on the cab of my backhoe and focus my mind on the deep and narrow trench Emily marked out for us with her orange paint across the old pavement. There was a lot to think about from last night. There was even more to try to commit to life-long memory. I felt pretty sure that that sort of thing doesn’t happen very often in a man’s life, no matter how blessed he might be.
At coffee break, I slouched into the site trailer. Bennie was already in there, in the can. But so also was Madison, Riley, and Emily. It never felt smaller than it did that moment. I had to close the door behind me for the wind and rain, but I didn’t want to. The last time we were cramped up together in such a small space, terrible and unspeakable things happened.
All three of the girls twisted and turned, unable to put their eyes anywhere safe. They couldn’t leave, either, having already started with the coffee maker and all of them holding their empty cups and pods. I was surprised and reassured about one thing, at least, though. Whatever happened the previous night, they seemed to be okay enough with it at least to the point of remaining in each other’s company the next morning, without running and screaming. They weren’t talking, maybe, not in front of anyone else, at least, but nor were they running and hiding from each other. In fact, they seemed to be ready to sneak off together to hammer things out in private. I didn’t know if that was a good thing or bad. How does one say “Thank you for last night” politely and discreetly when it’s not one girl, but three of them?
“Are you going to be home tonight?” Riley said to me half in private, and she sipped the fresh coffee she held in both her hands, her deep, dark eyes, wide and dilated, lifting to mine from under her bangs of short jet-black hair. The way she said it, it was less a question than a strong suggestion. And she wasn’t evidently alone in the sentiment. In the moment I took to consider my answer, Madison and Emily spun around and laid their eyes on mine with the same strong suggestion in them that Riley held in hers. It was obvious to me then that Riley had been elected to ask the question, and that it was pre-discussed between all of them.




Chapter 24

When you sleep with a person from work, there is always that awkward “next morning,” when you are forced into each other’s space again in that altogether different context, and before you know whether it was all an “accident” or was in fact something that might build — and whether you want that or not, either. That’s a minefield enough to step through on an uncertain and subdued Friday morning. But play in bed all night with three girls from work at the same time? There is no map for that. There is no guide. It’s like digging a trench laced with pipes and cables and conduits and seeing no marks on the surface to tell you where and how deep, but sinking the teeth of the shovel through the pavement anyway.
Just then, Bennie stepped out of the can still doing up his pants and letting his coat fall down over his waist. “Gang’s all here,” he said, and he snorted and grinned in the way someone shocked and nervous would. “Calhouns then, tonight?” he said, and he slapped my back. “Game night, right? Don’t forget.”
I held Riley’s big, dark and round eyes with mine, and she flared them back at me and tilted her head sideways and pursed her lips.
“Probably spending the night on the boat,” I said. “Got some things to look after.”
He glanced around at Madison, Emily, and Riley before he brought his own tilted-head back to me. “Dude,” he said. “Game night.”
“Yeah,” I said. “Gonna have to take a pass on this one,” I said. I didn’t know why he insisted on pretending he was oblivious to the tension in the trailer. He saw with his own eyes what was going on below decks on the boat the previous night. Of course the four people involved in it might need to debrief from something like that the next day! Lines had been crossed. New territory had been explored. We needed, obviously, to first of all establish if all of it was a mistake or an accident, or if, god forbid, it meant something more that would have to be addressed. What if it was something some or all of us wanted again? I mean, how do you even start that conversation?
I didn’t know a lot about those girls, but I was pretty sure the three of them, naked in bed with one guy, was a first-time incident all around for them, too. It certainly was for me, and I was like a zombie trying to fight off images of it flitting back into my mind.
“That your final answer?” Bennie said, and he glanced over his shoulder at the three girls staring at me, one in her white hardhat, one in her blue hardhat, the third one in her red hardhat, and he glared his eyes back at me and narrowed them.
It was messy, I would be the first one to admit that. It was dirty, no question about it. It was certainly not something you go around advertising to friends and family. Even the four of us who did it were having trouble facing it. Like a lot of things that happen underground, you want to put it back underground and leave it there, cover it over, smoothen the surface, and pretend it never happened and doesn’t exist. It was in that moment in the trailer when it felt like I finally understood the creed of the surface-dwellers: Bury it!
Bennie was certainly a card-carrying member of the above-ground camp. For him, the holes we dug and filled back in were places into which you throw coffee cups and sandwich wrappers. They were holes to piss in. He was most satisfied with a job well done at the covering-up portion of a typical day’s procedure.
Me, I liked covering in the holes too, but for a whole different kind of reason. It was a matter of dignity, it was a restoration of order, it was God’s work, to bury what we had uncovered. But not because we should ignore it or pretend it doesn’t exist, but rather to preserve it, to remain mindful of it, and to ensure its protection. I never said anything about it, but Bennie never noticed, either, when I took time to retrieve the garbage he’d throw in those holes of ours. It’s a show of respect, isn’t it. It’s a matter of dignity.
“They’re coming over,” I said to Bennie, and I gestured with my chin to Madison, Riley, and Emily. “We need to talk,” I said more quietly.
He saw what he saw. He couldn’t say his usual thing — “Never gonna get laid if you don’t get out there!” or “You can’t meet girls buried down in the hold of a boat!” — but he did give me his usual roll of the eyes and shake of the head and he went out the trailer and down the steps and back out into the mud. If the door didn’t have a gas hinge, he’d have slammed it.
“Good boy,” Riley said in a hushed tone as she strode past me and out the door, also. She grinned too.
As did Emily, who added a bit lip to her wide-eyed glance at me. Madison snorted and looked down as though bashful, a first for her, and went out the trailer behind the other two. I saw them walk together, boots and socks and jeans and Mac-jacks and hardhats, obviously murmuring to each other before they simultaneously split like the frayed ends of a woven cable, and headed off each to their own tasks.
I stayed behind alone in the trailer and thankful for it, too, and made myself my coffee. When I came out, the day had brightened somewhat and the rain had stopped. I saw Riley gesturing with her arm swinging widely around as she was talking to the site supervisor, and I saw her smile and laugh with him, too — an unprecedented thing to see on the work-site: serious Riley smiling and laughing. I saw the supervisor nodding at her, too, and listening to her. This also was an unprecedented thing to see. Riley struggled with being ignored, as safety coordinators often are. Not that morning, though.
I made my way back to my backhoe, but came across Emily, but not alone as usual with her surveying equipment off by herself peering through her eyepieces. Instead, she was engaged in a group discussion with none other than the suits: the finance guys and the developers and the project managers and other’s I didn’t even know who. I gazed over my shoulder at the VIP group as I gave it a wide berth, as worker-drones like me are wont to do when the suits in white hats show up.
Those guys, they lack the intellectual capacity to feel the extension of the body through a machine, to savor the connection to Earth and tectonic processes that getting dirty lets you feel. They’re oblivious to the sublime one-ness experienced from fixing things, for doing things for oneself, to want to understand how mechanical devices actually work, and not just how to hold them or press their buttons, but to know what coils are doing to magnets inside, what piston rings do, why a vibrating bit should cut a hole in a rock. They blithely walk over hand-built trails, unaware of the fungal networks underground that join all the roots up in a sparking and lively food and communications network, but they think they’ve “forest bathed” anyway and love nature all the same.
Emily, however, looked, I thought, like she could take them on with one hand behind her back. She looked good, too, like she could straddle the two worlds, the real one and the simulated ones the suits inhabited with their digital financing and CAD designing. They were listening to her. Like Riley, it was unusual to see that, and I screwed up my face and wondered about it. Things were changing in subtle but irreversible ways.
I climbed up in the cab of the backhoe and searched over both my shoulders for Madison. The part of the dig next up was going to put the back end of my backhoe out into the street for my turn-around with each shovel-full, and I was going to need flaggers on both sides of my rig.
This was something Madison typically insisted on being directly involved with. But I couldn’t see her though. The two flaggers she assigned to me, however, were waving at me and giving me thumbs up — they were ready. I finally spotted Madison, off to the side in the front of her pick-up and not running things, just watching. She also gave me a thumbs up. I squinted at her. She was the ultimate micro-manager. But suddenly, now, she was trusting her crew and taking a back seat to them. It was odd, no doubt about it. Leading from behind, I think they call it. I’d never seen it before, not from her.
I fired up my engine and toggled my levers and stomped my pedals and felt the machine shudder and twist into life under me. I liked to test all my hydraulic hoses before I got down into a hole. I also had a few things to ask each of those girls when they came over that night, things beyond what we had to talk about — things like, what was going on at work, for example.




Chapter 25

“What do you mean?” Madison said. The girls all went home first and showered from work and changed. But they were coordinated about it — they all arrived together, in Riley’s car. It was a good sign, though it bewildered me that they could do what they did with each other overnight, and the next day, be relaxed enough with each other to ride in the same car over to the wharf and my live-aboard. They were circumspect, but they were not embarrassed. There’s a gulf of a difference between the two.
I had showered in time before they came over, too, and I was also, like them, in relaxing-at-home clothes. Though it must be said: a girl in her relaxing-at-home clothes can be, to the eyes of guys like me, anyway, more sexy and alluring, and even more entrancing, than the most dolled-up chicks out clubbing in their glitter and pumps. It’s the same for me with bikinis, which are hot, not going to say otherwise, but they got nothing on a girl bundled up in a scarf and furry hat. Or is that just me?
“You’re all different at work,” I said. “Or maybe not, I don’t know.” We were all squeezed together into the table in the galley. What the previous night was too small, was now just fine, it seemed. “Like you, for instance,” I said to Madison. “You were actually letting your flag crew do their thing without you,” I said.
She chuckled and looked down and bit her lip. Through her fallen blonde hair, she lifted her eyes back up. “I don’t know,” she said, and she squirmed in her seat. “I mean, why not? They have to show me I can trust them, right?”
“He’s so right,” Emily said. “You would never talk like that before.”
“Before what?” Madison said, but she knew exactly what, and she bit her lip harder when she looked softly at Emily. They held each other’s gaze for a full three beats before they both glanced at me, snorted and grinned, and looked down, both of their faces flushing red.
“But you too, Emily,” I said.
Now Emily twisted her arms together where they stretched out over the table between us and she entwined her fingers. “What?” she said, and she brought her brown eyes up to mine through her brown waves of hair, piercing me with them. She entranced me with her dark-rim rectangular glasses.
“I saw you with all the suits today,” I said. “Holding court.”
“I was just giving my input,” she said in a tiny, soft voice and she grinned, though she struggled to straighten it.
“You’re going to be a project manager one day,” Riley said to her. “I can just tell.”
“Hardly!” Emily said and she slapped Riley’s arm lightly.
“I can see it, too,” I said.
She shot a serious look at me. “Really?” she said.
“You looked like one today,” I said.
She looked down at the table and swallowed. “I want to be,” she said, almost to herself, alone.
“What about you?” I said to Riley.
“What about me what?” she said, and she snickered and covered her grin with her hand.
“Just that,” I said. “Laughing and carrying on,” I said.
“So?” she said, and she curled her body down and twisted and turned away. She suddenly threw her body at mine over the bench seat we shared and she pushed her mouth up against my ear. “I was thinking about you all day,” she whispered.
I straightened up and narrowed my eyes at Emily and Madison on the other side of the table.
But then Riley said, not whispering anymore and not against my ear, either, “We all were.”
I gripped the edge of my seat under the table. All three of Riley, Madison, and Emily stared back at me. Emily pushed her fingers into her hair and dropped her mouth partly open at me. Madison bit her lip and grinned at me. Riley slipped her hand over my thigh high up at the top, under the table. I felt distinctly disadvantaged. They had obviously talked a lot.
“Do you want to talk about last night?” Riley said to me.
I pulled my eyes from Madison’s eyes to find Emily’s eyes beside her, and then from hers to Riley’s eyes beside me. We held each other’s gaze for three full and silent beats.
“Or should we just . . . “ Emily said, and she gestured with her head tilting toward the bedroom door.
“Jesus, you guys,” I said. “I can’t even tell if last night actually happened or not.”
“I know it happened,” Riley said. “And I know I liked it.”
I shook with a shiver that bolted up and down my spine. I was not accustomed to talking about things like that straight up and so unambiguously.
“We all did,” Madison said, pushing things further.
“But we’re not really like that,” Emily said. “Just so you know.”
“Like what?” I said.
“We’re not that interested in it, with just us three,” Riley said, as though that clarified things. “We discovered.”
I hated clarity. I didn’t do it well. I wanted to hide.
Riley pushed her hand over my groin under the table. “It only kind of works with the four of us,” she said. “Doesn’t it.”
“Or just one of us, too, but only with you,” Madison said. “Just not with each other, without you, I mean.”
“You guys already talked all of this out,” I said.
“We had to,” Madison said. “Last night was special for all of us.” Her and Emily looked at each other with kind, warm, and understanding eyes.
I widened my eyes and puffed out my cheeks. “I don’t know if special is the word I would use for that, but yeah,” I said, and everyone laughed. But only a little.
“Not that it wasn’t fun to tease and play with each other,” Riley said. “But sort of with you, only,” she added, “like Madison said.” She pushed her hand under the waist of my pants. I felt her cool palm wrap around my cock inside my shorts. “It’s fun with you being in there with us,” she said more softly. “Is what I’m trying to say — what we’re all trying to say.”
“Are you stroking him right now?” Emily said to Riley, and she cupped her hands over her face and squealed.
“Uh huh,” Riley said, and she grinned back at her.  “He’s getting hard, too,” she said, and she chuckled.
“I want to suck on you,” Emily said to me.
“Let Emily suck on you,” Riley said to me, and she nudged me with her shoulder and pulled a crooked grin up one side of her face.
“I can’t just,” I said.
She nudged me again.
“Yes you can,” Madison said directly across from me. “Why don’t you lie down in bed? So I can suck on you too, with her,” she said.
“How can you guys even talk like that?” I said, and I dropped my chin down to my chest and bulged my eyes out.
Riley started pushing me harder at my shoulder with her shoulder “You better go before I start sucking you off too, right here!” she said.
I got up, though why that should have been registered as a threat to me, I don’t know. Madison got up, too. She curled her lips between her teeth, she grinned, and she snorted. She placed her hands on the hips of my pants and she pulled until they slid down my legs.
“Madison!” I said, but she only shook her head at me, rolled her face back to the ceiling, and laughed lightly.
Emily climbed out of the bench seat and laughed too and flicked her brown hair back over her shoulders. She tugged the zipper down the front of her hoody, letting it pop open. “Just shut up,” Emily said. She made all of us glance at her, shocked. She dropped her arms back and let her hoody slide down from her shoulders and off her arms. And then she pushed her pants down from her hips and stepped out of them after they collapsed around her ankles.
Madison watched Emily strip beside her and chuckled, even as she came down in front of me and pushed my pants down the rest of the way and off. She removed my shorts too, and my t-shirt. She stripped me naked while I stood there frozen with an uncomprehending paralysis.
She kissed lightly the tip of my erection and chuckled. I staggered backward from her face, confused and alarmed, startled by the abruptness of it all, the lightness of it, how casual it all seemed. One’s mind goes into hyperdrive calculation mode when you’re discovering a new person in a context like that. I don’t know what the word for it is when it’s three new people like that, all at once, and with each other, too. They were all radically different, and so quickly, too.




Chapter 26

Now across the galley floor from me, Emily stretched to pull her top up and over her head, and she untied the loop of lace in the waist of her pants, and took those off, too.
Riley came out of the bench seat around the table and, with her back to me, as though teasing me, she took her clothes off, as well.
Madison got up from her knees and backed up facing me. Like the other two, she pulled her top up and off, and pushed her bottoms down, too, and stepped out of them.
In a moment too fast for me to react, too quick for me to say anything, the three of them had stripped down to their panties and bras, and hip-to-hip-to-hip, they walked on their toes toward me where I pressed my back against the wall leading out to the engine room and the stairs up to the wheelhouse, naked, erect, exposed, and, frankly, overwhelmed.
I looked down at myself. “I’m naked,” I said to myself, as though it had just dawned on me. When I looked back up, I saw Madison, blonde hair and fit body, stretch back with her arms to unclasp her white bra. I shifted my eyes to Emily, who also folded her arms behind her back. The straps of her black bra went slack. Riley between them, shorter, twisted her bra around her ribs and unclasped it at her waist. I pushed back harder against the wall behind me. They kept coming closer, now shaking the slack shoulder straps of their bras down their arms and catching the cups in their hands and tossing their bras, one after another, onto the table where their clothes were already piled.
They laughed and smirked and grinned. They were nervous, but not half as much as they were at work earlier in the day. They were laughing, now, they were egging each other on. Blonde and tall, brunette and fit, raven-haired and small, they crept closer and closer to me. I began to breathe too hard. I puffed in rapid short breaths out my puffed cheeks and widened my eyes. Shouldn’t these kind of fantasies remain buried under the ground and unseen? They had no business taking shape in solid reality.
Riley became the one to push things further. She hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties and pushed them down over her hips so that they slipped down her smooth legs to her feet, and she picked them up off her toes and tossed them on the heap behind her. Emily pushed her panties down, too, and leaned on Madison’s shoulder for balance as she took them off her feet. Madison squatted in front of me and peeled her panties off, as well. We were in a tight, cramped space, the galley of my boat. And everyone was completely naked. They laughed when I scrunched my eyes tightly. But they kept stepping closer to me.
Riley wrapped her cool, smooth hand around my erection and she pushed herself up on her toes to flick her tongue at my lips. Emily slid her body down the front of my body and, not looking down, I felt pure heat and wetness close around my cock before I felt the pressure of lips and tongue. When she flicked her tongue up the underside of my cock, I nearly expired. Madison pushed her naked body into my side and poked the tip of her tongue into my ear and sighed and moaned and chuckled. They all chuckled.
“Come to bed, honey?” Riley said, and she smirked. Emily dragged herself up the front of my body, and her and Riley held hands and turned their backs to me and walked, their faces over their shoulders staring at me, through to my bedroom. Madison walked backward facing me following them there, and she curled her first finger from both hands at me, beckoning me, luring me, making as though pulling me by invisible threads.
I puffed my cheeks out and rubbed my chin, stuck against the opposite wall watching the three of them slide through my bedroom door and fall naked all over my bed. I knew they were making things up as they went along, but their dance looked choreographed. I wanted to take photos with my eyes. I wanted to make sure I would never forget it. I wanted to etch the scene on the surface of my brain.
They kept finding me through the corners of their eyes and under strands of their hair, even as they rolled over top of each other, lowered their pussies onto each other’s hands or mouths, took each other’s breasts in their lips, kissed, stroked, and petted each other’s bodies all over. They exaggerated their moans and gasps and cries, but then again, I couldn’t be sure it wasn’t all natural, either. I staggered forward toward the doorway into my bedroom and leaned my arms against the sides as though needing to stop myself, as though holding myself up above a hole I knew I would never get out of, if I allowed myself to fall in. I remembered that glove I found, stuffed full of coins.




Chapter 27

Riley’s glassy eyes rolled back in her head and she found me behind her with her head upside down, facing me. Between her legs, Emily spread Riley’s pussy lips and kissed her clitoris and poked her tongue all around her down there. She glanced up at me and paused to shut her eyes and shiver and gasp. Behind her and between her legs where her hips were held up on her knees, Madison gorged herself on Emily’s pussy. Three naked young female bodies entwined and pulsated in front of me, they rolled and contorted all over my bed, and they moaned and cried and gasped, too, and through it all, their eyes stayed on mine, all three pairs of them.
I felt myself being pulled down into a hole. The gravity beckoned me. The darkness assured me. I heard a voice, “Let go.”
I stepped one step into the bedroom. Riley moaned and grasped at me with her arms reaching up over her head where it now hung upside down over the edge of the bed. She was begging, she was crying. Her body shook and strained, Emily was so relentless on her between her legs. But Emily was jerking and stretching too, Madison was so unforgiving with her mouth between her legs, as well. It was a cacophony of needful whimpers and frustrated cries and yearning moans.
I took another step into the room. I fell further down the hole.
I touched the tip of my straining hard cock to the wet lips of Riley’s upside-down mouth. She lashed at me with her tongue and stretched further out over the edge of the bed. I entered her mouth with my full erection and she sucked on me like it was life-giving to her. She reached behind my waist and pulled me harder into her mouth, digging her nails into the flesh of my butt. I looked down and saw her throat bulge with the length of my cock.
Madison laughed and crawled over toward me on her hands and knees and she rolled onto her back and pushed the soles of her feet into my chest and shoulders. I pulled my saliva-soaked cock out of Riley’s mouth and entered, just as smoothly, just as deeply, Madison’s pussy. She stretched and arched in her back and twisted the sheets in her hands. She moaned louder than any of them at the low ceiling of my bedroom.
I climbed up onto the bed and rolled onto my back. Emily climbed up over me and reached behind herself to find my cock with her grasping hand and she lowered herself down on my shaft just as Riley covered her mouth with her own and Madison covered mine with hers.
It was noisy and wet and pushy and confusing, that writhing mass of four young naked female bodies down there below decks and all over my bed. My mind grew dream-like and spacey when I joined them there, the way we entwined our limbs and lost a sense of where one’s own body ended and another of the other three began, or whose it was or what we were rubbing or stroking. We kissed and sucked on anything we found in reach. We fucked and rolled around and engulfed and blew and swallowed and licked.
It was abstract, it was half unreal, it was trance-inducing. Too much for the mind to calculate, my consciousness, overloaded, switched off, it seemed, and I entered a state of wakeful dreaming. The girls orgasmed hard and long and slow, too, together and apart, no one could tell or say how often or who next.
Suddenly, Emily and Madison murmured to each other and they both nodded and popped up and, laughing, they dropped down off the end of the bed, whispered in Riley’s ear, and laughed more, before they slipped out through the bedroom door, shutting it behind them. Riley and me watched them go, both of us bewildered, but for only a moment, before we kissed, rolled into each other, and began to fuck on our sides facing one another.
I rolled her onto her back and she wrapped her legs around my waist. I pushed my cock down through the depths of her pussy, and she arched her back up under me as hard as a ballerina. She laughed and pushed me onto my back, and she pressed her hands down into my ribs, rolled her face up to the ceiling, and rode me with the grace and swell of the waves of the ocean way out there.
I erupted into her because her pussy was clenching around my cock with contractions and hot flows that made me unable to hold back any longer. Quiet, officious, and efficient Riley screamed, she came so hard. When she fell off me, we laughed and stroked and kissed, and we finally struggled to sit up and stare, again, at the closed bedroom door as though just noticing it again.
When we came out, we found Emily and Madison, dressed and reading at the kitchen table. Emily instantly slammed her book closed and dashed up and out of the bench-seat and turned me right back around and pushed me back inside the bedroom, shutting the door behind her.
She laughed and kissed me and guided me back down onto the bed, before she removed all her clothes, again, and climbed up on the bed and over me on her hands and knees. We rolled around and nuzzled and petted each other. It wasn’t long before I was half-hard again. With Riley and Madison on the other side of the door, Emily took me in her mouth, made me harder, and climbed up over me, and took me in her pussy.
I rolled her onto her back and pumped myself down into her. She slapped the bed and lifted her head from the pillows and strained in her neck. She got up on her elbows and knees and I took her from behind. She slid down onto her stomach and I laid on her back and shoved myself into her under me.
I came inside her, such as I could, and she clenched her legs and arms and shivered under me.
Spent, I rolled off her and instantly fell asleep. For how long I was in that liminal state between comatose and murmuring, I don’t know, but I recall the door being opened and closed and voices murmuring and light laughing taking place around me. When I lifted my head from my pillows, I found the blonde hair of Madison beside me, and no one else in bed with us.
In my state of half-delirium, she started to kiss me. She rolled herself over to face away from me and she stuck her hips back out behind and into mine. I was inside her pussy before I realized I was fucking her. She strained hard back against me until I flopped onto my back, and she laid on me on her back, still with my cock inside her. I ran my hands up over her body like it was my own body, and felt her stomach, her ribs, and the swell of her breasts like they were my own. When I ran my hand down her body and found her enlarged and pebble-hard clitoris, and rubbed it, she crunched up in her core and breathed and stopped and shook on me.
I came with her, but not hard and not fully conscious, either. She slid down and off me and I recall finding myself at some time after that alone in bed. But I had fitful dreams, and strange images flowed through my mind. At another moment, I shot up wide awake, and found around me the three bodies, sound asleep. Someone fucked me or I fucked someone, I was unable to recall which it was, but I don’t think I was awake enough to open my eyes either way. I ate someone’s pussy out until her body jerked and shook. Someone woke me up enough to shoot what I had left for a wad into their mouth, before I fell right back asleep again.
When morning sunlight streamed through the portholes and hit my eyes, I pushed myself up to sit on the foot of the bed and rub my face and struggle to regain my bearings in the world. I looked around behind both of my shoulders and concluded that it indeed was all real — three young female bodies breathed peacefully all over my bed, the three girls from work, Emily, Madison, and Riley.
I quietly pushed myself up and creaked open the bedroom door and splashed water on my face. Panties, bras, pants and tops were all over the place. So the party part of the previous night’s festivities was also real, I concluded with a nod.
I pulled on what I could find of my own clothes and stepped out of the galley and pulled myself, struggling, up the steps to the wheelhouse. I needed the air, I needed the light. Even someone like me who loves the underneath world so much at times he’s willing to go down into it, still needs the world above, just like a whale who, living under the water, still needs to surface to breathe now and then.
Everyone had become so different, it still astounded me to note, but there was one thing that remained constant between us, and I could feel it in myself, too. We were all more expressive by orders of magnitude, but each in our own way. Whatever we were in our hidden, under-the-surface ways, we were exploding with it not only with each other down inside the depths of the boat, but even on the surface of reality, out there on the job site, around the trench we dug under the road.
It was unmistakable and undeniable. Riley was smiling and laughing and sociable. You could tell she was those things before, but only just when you caught a glance from her, or saw the corner of her mouth curl up for an instant in the middle of some site meeting. Emily was forthright and assertive. You could tell she might have been, if you saw her eyes when she wavered on the cusp of speaking up, previously. It was in her, just below the surface. Madison was leading like a real boss now, and was growing in confidence each day in that role. She always was to a degree confident in herself, but like Emily with her assertiveness, and Riley with her humor and easy-going-ness, she was becoming much more outwardly what she already was inside, below the surface. It was like they were being dug up and turned over. What lay hidden under their surfaces was forcing itself up into their shapes and forms above.
I wondered if I had been going through the same kind of transition. Was I becoming a more expressed version of myself too? What was I becoming more of, if I was going through the same spurt they were going through?
I climbed the steps up into the wheelhouse, and startled and staggered backward, even yelping with fright. It was Bennie, and he was slumped in the chair in the wheelhouse. His eyes were cracked open, but it was obvious he had slept there overnight. I caught him just waking up. It was clear he didn’t quite know where he was, either, and wasn’t happy to be found out when he realized where it was.




Chapter 28

The sun was creeping up over the horizon. It was Saturday morning and no one had to be anywhere. Bennie didn’t say anything, but he pushed himself up as though it were normal to sleep up there and casual to be found there, too, and he got up and went out the door and around to the back of the boat where he leaned over the stanchions.
I thought for a minute he was going to puke, but I glanced around and noticed no empty bottles or cans. I went out the wheelhouse door and around to the back of the boat to join him learning over the stanchions, and together we silently stared into the gently rippling river water.
“I was up there the whole time,” he finally said. “I heard everything,” he said.
“You just listened?” I said.
He took a long time to answer. “It was so fucking hot,” he finally said.
I chuckled and snorted and looked down into the murky water. “You should have seen what it was like to be part of it,” I said and I chuckled.
“I can’t even imagine that,” he said. He looked sideways and up at me. “I was trapped. They came out two at a time and sat in the kitchen. I couldn’t leave, they’d see my legs through the windows and then they’d know I was up there listening,” he said. “I only came out to give you shit.”
“You could have come down,” I said.
He snorted. “Hardly,” he said. “I couldn’t go down, I couldn’t go up and get away, I was stuck in the middle, I was stuck in purgatory,” he said, “neither heaven below nor hell up top.”
I sucked in a big breath and let it out slowly with my eyes bulging. “Pretty heavy, bud,” I said and I chuckled nervously.
He turned around and leaned back against the railing and crossed his ankles and looked up into the lightening sky. “How does that even fucking come about?” he said.
“What?” I said.
He turned to me and squinted at me like he was trying to figure out if I was shitting him. “Dude,” he said. “You don’t have one of the three hotties from work in your bed down there, you have all three of them down there in your fucking bed,” he said. “You fucked all three of them. All at the same time. Together in your bed. Who the fuck even thinks of that? Who the fuck can even imagine that?”
I shrugged and turned around to lean on the railing with him, and I crossed my ankles too, and staring up into the sky like him. We both crossed our arms over our chests. “Well when you put it like that,” I said.
“I do put it like that,” he said. “How does that even happen? I mean it,” he said. “How did you do that? Did you fuck one of them and then suggest to her the idea of fucking the next one? And then the next one after that, too?”
I laughed. “Not like that, no,” I said.
“Well then like how?” he said.
“I don’t know, Bennie,” I said. “It wasn’t my idea.”
“So what, then, they came up to you and said, hi, can me and my friends fuck you altogether at the same time?”
I laughed again. “Not like that, I don’t know,” I said. “It was all just natural, like,” I said.
“There’s nothing natural about what I listened to going on down there all fucking night!” he said. “I guarantee you that.”
“I guess it depends on what one defines as natural,” I said.
“Listen to you,” he said. “Being all Zen about it now.”
I noticed a piece of paper flapping in the wind where it stuck to one of the wheelhouse windows. “Believe me,” I said to Bennie as I reached out the open window to get it off. “I have no idea how to explain any of it, either, I seriously don’t.”
I nearly scrunched the paper up before I noticed it contained the name of my boat on it.
“Just one of those mysteries you like to pretend you just find buried somewhere,” he said, coming up to me.
He pulled the paper from my hands where I let it go, staring, stunned, uncomprehending. “‘Notice to vacate?’” he said. “What does that mean?”
“Shit,” I said.
He read more from the sheet of paper. “Says about previous notices not responded to,” he said.
“Yeah,” I said. “I didn’t read them.”
“Says you have to leave,” he said. “What are you gonna do?”
“They can seize it if you don’t move off,” I said.
“What are you gonna do?” he repeated.
“It’s not my boat, even,” I said, and I lifted my face to him and shrugged and snorted. “I just found it here.”
Bennie and I stared out the five tall windows that wrapped around the curving front of the old boat wheelhouse as the morning sun lifted up over the ridge and sparkled in the rippling water of the slow river. Dew-dropping mist hung like snagged cotton in the tall grasses that reached out and weakly collapsed down from the shore, letting their tips scud in the invisibly sliding water. Spider webs spun crafty gauntlets under the boughs of the gnarly trees a little further back from the shore, and there they laid in wait unseen, ready to catch unawares the early morning insects navigating to evade the starlings and sparrows that swooped and screamed overhead.
“I’m gonna miss this,” I said.
Emily came up from below, her mid-back brown hair falling in cascading waves over her shoulders, and she pushed up her wide rectangular black-rim glasses more snuggly onto her face with her palm. She curled up against me and pushed her face down into my shoulder as though she could hide there from the eyes of the unexpected guest sitting still in the captain’s chair behind her, as she suddenly noticed.
“Thought I heard you talking to yourself,” she murmured quietly and she snorted and shot her shoulders up and kissed a little kiss on my neck. She had reason to try to hide. She was dressed in only a sleeveless t-shirt and lacy hipster panties. “It’s nice in the early mornings here, isn’t it,” she said over her shoulder to Bennie sitting behind her, and she rested, briefly, her chin on my shoulder. When Bennie didn’t answer, she snorted lightly again and turned her face back to the sun and to the slow river and the mist and the grasses and she slid her hand down my back and around my waist. The balls of her toes of one foot rested on the top of the toes of her other foot, and her knee, bent, swung lazily side to side, and bumped against my leg.
I raised my arm up her back and combed my fingers through her hair. I shouldn’t have, with Bennie right there watching. Maybe it was cruel of me.
We saw the nearly still water bloop and splash, and a dragonfly disappeared into the momentarily gaping mouth of some fish or other who suddenly appeared and just as quickly disappeared back underneath.
“Catfish,” Bennie said.
Emily snorted and grinned and turned her head around to him again and bit and kissed my shoulder. “You think?” she said to him.
“I don’t think,” he said, “ I know.”
Just then Riley came up from below. She also was in a t-shirt and panties, in her case both jet black, her panties more of the satin thong style showing her perfectly round ass cheeks, and her t-shirt more of the crop-cut length.
“Oops!” she said when her head spun around with a double take at Bennie in the chair in the wheelhouse, and she snickered and dashed on her raised toes to my other side, there to tuck herself in under my right arm which she lifted up and around her shoulder herself. She hung both her hands from my forearm that she had pulled around her shoulders and over the front of her chest, so that I hugged her snuggly against me.
She leaned her head out and down and twisted it over to find across my chest Emily on my other side. “You said you were coming right back down with him,” she said in a private tone. She drew a finger over her cheek to pull a stray hair from her eye. Her black bob cut always shimmered with a glowing sheen no matter the time of day or night, and I instinctively ducked my face down to kiss the top of her head.
Emily grinned back at her across my chest and flared her eyes at her, too, before moving her gaze deliberately back to the curved front wall of windows where the morning continued to reveal itself like the seven veils of Salome’s dance.
Riley patted my stomach with her hand and turned her gaze also to the windows and the river and the sunlight. “When you’re hungry,” she said softly to me without looking. I inhaled sharply and stretched my body hard up and straight before I let it go, and I tugged both girls more tightly to my sides.
“You should stay for breakfast, Bennie,” I said to the front windows.
“Should go catch a fish for frying up, I suppose you think,” he said behind me.
I knew neither Emily nor Riley — especially Riley — were accustomed to prancing around in t-shirts and panties only, and especially not with guests present. I also knew, if I knew him at all, that Bennie, whatever he was feeling in terms of betrayal or being mislead or lied to or even confused and wrong about the whole world around him, he was also checking out their nearly bared asses and long, bare legs, and was conflicted: hating me, distrusting them, but horn-dogging on those half-naked, freshly-fucked apparitions before him. And they did move around in that slinking, lazy way of the freshly — and well — fucked.
That’s when Madison came up, all blonde pony tail and baseball cap, brimming full of summer play and laughter. She was dressed in a tight red cotton sports halter and matching biking shorts. “Hey!” she cried out, “I’m all alone down there!”
She spun around like Riley and Emily had and chuckled when she saw Bennie sitting there. “Bennie!” she cried out loud with a big, wide smile. She chuckled some more and danced more then stepped right up to the windows at the front and she rested her forearms on their sills and her forehead on the cool glass. Bent at her waist, she sank her back down and pushed her ass up. She spun around and glanced at me over her shoulder and snickered. She knew what she was doing.




Chapter 29

“There’s catfish out there,” Emily said to her. “We just watched one catch a big ol’ dragonfly.”
Madison twisted around and stared at Emily with a half grin for a few beats. “That catfished-Dragonfly have a name?” she said, and all three girls ducked their faces down and snickered.
“You’re so bad,” Riley said to her in a quiet and private murmur.
Madison twisted further around to find Bennie directly behind her, but she kept her back down and her ass up and toward him. “There’s enough here for you to stay and eat if you want,” she said.
Riley’s hand drew back and forth slowly and lightly over my abdomen and her fingertips tucked and pushed under the edge of my shorts further and further inside. When I glanced down at her, she twisted around and glanced back up at me, too, and she snorted and bit her lips and moaned with a quiet, private, needy-like whine.
Emily was no better. She glanced over her shoulder as though to check on where Bennie’s attention was, before she quickly and roughly cupped her hand over my cock and balls and squeezed me there hard enough to make me grunt and retract my hips.
I tapped her hip to scold her and she snorted and stuck her tongue out at me and narrowed her eyes. But she grinned like the devil too. I slipped my fingers down just inside of the waist band of her panties and held her tighter against me. She slid her body over in front of mine and there she wriggled on her hips to rub her ass against my groin. She did it slowly as though maybe Bennie, five feet behind us, wouldn’t notice. She was making me hard and she knew it.
Madison, easily the most extroverted of them all and the most comfortable dressed like that in front of guests, turned away from the windows and stepped up to Emily, Riley, and me and, pushing her hips against the front of Emily’s hips who got sandwiched between us, she  draped her arms over Emily and my shoulders.
“Breakfast is on, master,” she said, and she snickered and tilted her face and sealed her lips around my lips, penetrating my mouth with her tongue and moaning loud enough for everyone to hear, including Bennie. She also made a point of drawing the words out long and low, and as sexually as possible. “Don’t keep your girls waiting too long,” she said, and she drifted away from me being sure to drag her palm and fingers, and fingertips, too, over the front of the tent my shorts were making from Emily’s little secret squeezes.
She took up Emily’s and Riley’s hands in hers and lead them with her back to the stairs and down under decks to the galley.
I saw Bennie watch those three barely dressed young working girls go without turning his face toward the stairs. His eyes followed them hard to their very corners, though.
“Come on,” I said, “let’s go down and eat.”
“I can’t fucking handle this,” he groaned more to himself than to me, and he pushed himself up out and of the chair and lurched toward the narrow door at the side of the wheelhouse going out.
“It just happened,” I said to his back, and I shrugged.
“I don’t even know who you are,” he said.
I chuckled because it was such a corny line, but he was serious, and I wiped the smirk from my face. “What do you think I can do about the boat?” I said.
“You’re on your own with that,” he said. “As apparently you already are with everything else.”
“Aw, come on, Ben,” I said. “I didn’t know how to tell you.”
“Hey, fuck it,” he said, and he threw his hand into the space between us. “You don’t owe me nothing, I don’t require explanations, it is what it is, whatever THAT is,” he said, emphasizing “that” particularly hard, and with flaring-wide eyes, too.
I had to admit it, I didn’t know what to call it, either. It’s one thing to have a girlfriend and not tell your buddy about it. But three girlfriends all at the same time? And all the while, the guy on the outside is embarrassing himself with offering lessons on how to get with the female kind? It was funny, and I knew, I hoped, that he would laugh about it too, one day. But for the time being, it was going to be hard, it looked like, for him to comprehend what was going on, much less accept it. Especially with a guy like me, the way he saw me through his eyes.
He stepped out the door and onto the side gunwales of the boat. “I don’t particularly give a fuck what you do with it,” he said. “Got nothing to do with me, does it.” He went down to shore. As he made his way to his truck there, he shouted without looking back, “I ain’t even working with you no more!”
I heaved my shoulders up and watched him spray gravel out behind his truck as he sped up and over the ridge and away. I made my way back down the stairs to find Emily, Riley, and Madison in the galley making toast and eggs and putting thin cold and raw salmon on the plates. We stood leaning on the counter and ate by dropping crumbs into the sink and we slurped our coffees and laughed at each other. The whole scene up in the wheelhouse made us nervous, though.
“Come on!” Riley said, and she entwined her fingers around mine and tugged me toward the bedroom.
“What time is it?” I said, leaning back against her tugging grips on me.
“Lots of time!” Emily said, and she leaned with both hands into my back like she was closing a stuck door.
I dragged my feet. Madison squealed and yanked my shorts down from my hips and they all whooped and cheered. Riley turned around and, walking backward, she wrapped both hands around my cock, hard all the way now, and she pulled me by it through the narrow doorway and into the bedroom.
I came to stand with my knees leaning into the back edge of the bed and Riley lowered herself on the bed down to her stomach. She pushed her curving body up on her elbows and pushed her small, round lips over the head of my cock where it pointed at her face. She kicked her calves up behind herself and waved them back and forth like someone too excited.
Beside me, Emily and Madison embraced and fell down onto the bed together. They swam over each other’s twisting and writhing bodies, and laughing and biting, they were soon both completely naked all over again.
“We’re spending all day in bed,” Emily said.
While Riley pushed her mouth down the length of my cock as far as she could take it, Madison and Emily rolled over into a 69 position, and the cries and moans and gasps started up between them all over again.
I eased my cock out of Riley’ mouth and she wiped her lips with the back of her hand and rolled onto her back and spread her legs and pushed her own panties off. I shifted on my feet along the back edge of the bed and found rocking side to side above Emily’s face, Madison’s ass. While Emily licked out Madison, I gripped Madison’s hips and poked the head of my cock between the frothing lips of her pussy.
She peeled her head up from between Emily’s legs and she bellowed at the back wall. I felt Emily’s tongue search for and find the underside of the shaft of my cock, and as I pumped it into Madison’s sopping pussy, Emily licked it and lashed at it.
Emily laughed and pushed her heels into the bed under herself to drive her body back enough to drop her head over the edge of the bed in front of me. She lashed with her tongue at me until I pulled my cock out of Madison’s pussy and pushed it into Emily’s upside-down mouth. Madison laughed and walked on her knees around the bed to dive down between Riley’s raised knees, and she nibbled at her fingers until she pulled her hand away from her own pussy, and Madison went down on her.
She made Riley cum. We all looked at her stunned, too, because she was so loud. Madison lifted her face from between Riley’s legs with a proud smile on her face, and she crawled over me and positioned herself on her hands and knees in front of me, and dropped down to her elbows.
It only then occurred to me how Bennie said heaven was down below, and hell up on top. Emily and Riley got up and stood beside me, pushing their bodies against me as I held Madison’s hips still and drove my cock down the throat of her pussy. I wrapped my arms around each of Riley’s and Emily’s shoulders, and I stood jacking myself off into Madison from behind in very much the same placement we had taken up in the wheelhouse in front of Bennie. That was odd, and funny, too. I’d never thought of heaven as something below.




Chapter 30

Emily and Riley cooed and moaned in both of my ears and their hands caressed my body as they kissed my neck and shoulders. Madison grunted and spiraled her hips back at me. I bumped her hard and jolted her body enough to make it feel like the whole boat rocked with our thrusts. I finally threw my head back and ejaculated into Madison and staggered backward. It certainly was for me a heaven down below.
The entire weekend went like that. Days and nights blended together. We ate when we could and slept whenever. Early Monday morning, Riley dropped down and took my cock in her mouth and made me cum and licked me clean. A moment later, though I remained in post-coital drowsiness, all three girls started rushing around and tossing things to each other and got dressed and ready for work that we were now at risk of being late for. I didn’t even remember we still had work. I had forgotten there was even a world outside the boat, up there.
This time they left their cars behind and they all piled into my car. “Go, go!” Madison shouted, and they laughed like we were in a get-away from a bank robbery.
“But!” I said, but they shushed me.
“Nobody cares!” Emily said.
We got to the worksite with about one minute to spare and we piled out of the car and laughed and made eyes at each other. They teased me for my nervousness and sheepishness. “Oh, come on!” Madison said. “Nobody notices! We’re invisible.”
I stopped in at the site trailer. I wasn’t going to be able to function without the focusing pause of a cup of coffee. We barely slept more than two hours at a time the whole weekend.
I found Bennie inside. “Everybody is going to notice that, you know,” he said.
“Notice what?” I said.
He rolled his eyes and guffawed loud and obviously. “They don’t like crew fraternizing with one girl, what do you think they’re going to say about three?” he shouted at me.
“It’s none of their business,” I said.
“They are going to make it their business!” he said.
“You have to relax more,” I said.
“Oh, I see, so now Grasshopper thinks he can give lessons to the master,” he said, and he forced a fake laugh from the back of his throat.
“I think it’s them who call me ‘master,’” I said, and I smirked and shouldered him out of the way to get to the coffee machine.
“That’s just sick,” he said, and he shook his head.
“Rich coming from you,” I said.
“It ain’t normal,” he said. “What, are they doing things down there to each other too?”
I shrugged. “A little, yeah,” I said. “It’s actually pretty much a blur the whole time, not gonna lie,” I said.
“That’s just sick,” he said again, and he stormed out of the trailer.
All day long digging in the trench and moving along the street with the job, Bennie would stop me, ask another question about who, what, when, and how, and then issue his “Just sick!” pronouncement about it again and shake his head and go back to his job. And also, all day long, each of Emily, Riley, and Madison would come to me individually and stop me with an apparently important message, only to climb up the side of my backhoe, lean through my open cab door, and murmur to me about being so wet for me, or about being so horny for more, or about some act they told me they were dying to try with me and the others.
“It’s so fucking hot watching you fuck Emily and Riley,” Madison groaned to me, before she laughed to herself and hopped down just as spritely as she had hopped up.
“I need your cock again!” Riley groaned to me as though in pain, her little body curling and writhing through the open door of my cab a half hour later. She scrunched her hand down into her groin and squeezed it like someone trying not to pee. She bit her lip at me. “You’re making us all crazy, you know, ignoring us!” she said, and she flared her eyes with anger at me before she turned, dropped back down into the dirt, and stuck her tongue out over her shoulder at me and smiled and waved.
Emily was not any better. I struggled to get my mind focused on my own business and mind my own work, cutting a trench down the middle of a road and keeping my eyes peeled for unmarked pipes and cables. She startled me climbing up on the side of my backhoe and tapping on the window of my cab door.




Chapter 31

I swung the glass cab door open. “Careful! I didn’t know you were even there!” I said.
She glanced around and over both shoulders before, seeing the coast clear, she pushed her face into my face and bumped my forehead with the brim of her blue hardhat. She sank her tongue into my mouth and moaned inside the kiss and she swiveled her face against mine. “I wanna fuck you in this thing!” she said, and she dropped her mouth open and her eyes went wide as Christmas morning. “Did you know Madison loves watching you fuck me and Riley?” she said, and she chuckled without waiting for my response as she went down and away, picking up her surveying tripod and carrying on to her next task.
After each visit, Bennie would appear outside my cab door just like the girls had, but his message was distinctly different: “That’s just fucking sick now,” he said. “All three?” he said and he shook his head at me. Back on the ground, he looked back up at me over his shoulder and narrowed his eyes. “At the same time? What the fuck, bro?” he said, and he went away with the determination of a steam engine barreling down the straight tracks.
I told Bennie to meet me at Calhoun’s after work. There was no way we could continue to work like that. It wasn’t safe. His mind was everywhere but on the job, and the job already had enough hazards as it was. 
“People aren’t going to accept it,” he said when we found a table.
He banged down two frozen mugs and a pitcher of whatever was on tap that day.
“How is our business something for anyone else to accept or not?” I said.
He guffawed and rolled his head around and rolled his eyes like I was being intentionally obtuse. “You’re shoving it right into people’s faces!” he said.
“I think you had to sneak on board my boat to see it,” I said. “That’s hardly on me for shoving it in your face, as you say.”
He had nothing to say about that and he rolled his head to the side as though the jukebox needed staring at.
“All I’m saying is,” he said, bringing his face back to mine, having settled on what he could say, “it’s confusing. It isn’t the natural order of the world. How is a guy even supposed to . . . “ he said, but he trailed off, suddenly unwilling or unable to finish his sentence.
“Supposed to what?” I said, pushing him.
He stared at me a long moment. “Maybe I liked, like, one of them,” he said.
I smirked. “Which one you like?” I said.
He tore his face away to hide his grin from me. “You can just fuck off with that noise,” he said to the opposite wall. “I ain’t fucking telling you now.”
He drank half his mug and dragged the back of his hand over his mouth in a loud and lip-smacking display of contentment. “When were you going to tell me, anyway?” he said.
I drank from my mug this time to delay and carefully compose my reply. “Was I going to tell you?” I finally said.
He guffawed again, even more loudly. “Here I am trying to share with you tips on how to get out there, how to find a girl, how to get with them, helping you target them, and all the time, you’re fucking laughing at me with the three of them, all snuggled up in the same bed together,” he said. “It’s fucked.”
“Buddy,” I said. “You were not coming up in our conversations in bed, let me assure you of that,” I said.
“Speak of the fucking she-devils,” he moaned under his breath, and he wrapped his hand around what remained of his mug and made to stand up and leave.
Madison, though, pushed his shoulders down from behind to make him sit. Emily and Riley pulled out the other two vacant chairs around our table and sat down, too. I guess Bennie didn’t notice the stack of three slim sleeves I had got from the bar when I got the jug. I separated them out and half-filled them. All three girls like a little beer, but not too much.
I looked around the table at Emily, Riley, and Madison, and they looked back at me with expectation in their eyes and hesitancy in their bit lips, and at Bennie, too, his head hung low, his shoulders pushed up high, stock-still staring at a spot on the middle of the table.




Chapter 32

I took a chance. “Bennie’s pissed at me for taking all three of you home to my boat with me all weekend,” I said.
They hesitated with their eyes on mine as though to double check that they heard correctly, before they turned their faces to Bennie.
He remained perfectly still, eyes staring down at the middle of the table.
“Well,” Madison said, finally breaking the silence, “you’re the alpha, right?” she said.

Bennie looked up and sideways at her.
“That’s how it goes for alphas,” she said. “You do all the public displays, and meanwhile, stuff goes on behind your back.” She shrugged and smiled with sympathy at him. “Didn’t you know that already?”
“I mean,” Emily said, also shrugging at him and also smiling with sympathy. “I think that’s what alpha means in technology, doesn’t it?” she said. “The first iteration of a device that’s full of all the bugs and doesn’t have any of the patches or upgrades yet, right?” she said.

Bennie squinted at her.
Emily jumped in, too. “Second mover advantage,” she said, and she shrugged at him just like the other two did, and she entwined her fingers in mine in full view over the arms of our chairs. “Everyone knows it.”
“What the fuck are you even talking about?” Bennie said.
“Second mover watches the mistakes made by the first mover,” she said. “Google versus Yahoo, or Facebook versus MySpace,” she said, and she shrugged. “While alphas fight, betas fuck,” she said, before she erupted with embarrassed laughter and squealed and covered her mouth with her cupped hand. She surprised herself with her boldness.
“That makes no sense,” Bennie said.
“Well . . . “ Riley said to him, but she didn’t finish her sentence, instead only darting her glance to Madison and Emily and back to Bennie. “You’re doing a lot of fighting, it seems,” she said. “While Connor . . . “ she said, again trailing off without finishing the sentence.
“While Connor is fucking all three of you,” Bennie said, finishing her sentence for her, and he rolled his eyes and guffawed out loud. He shot himself backward and up from the table so abruptly, his chair fell backward behind him. He stepped out of its legs, caught a boot, half tripped, and kicked at the bottom of the chair, swore at it, and finally stormed away without picking it up.
“Guy needs to get laid,” I said, reaching over to right his chair.
Madison wrapped her hand around my shoulder and pushed her body up against the side of mine. “Gee, isn’t that what he used to say about you?” she said, before she chuckled low and softly and close to my ear.
Riley kicked at my legs under the table. “He’s not the only one,” she said.
When I looked up at her, she flicked the tip of her tongue against the bottom of her top lip and half-closed her eyes. For a girl who first came on the scene standoffish and unapproachable, she sure blossomed into someone intensively and sexually expressive.
“Or three,” Emily said. She was the same. At first, nerdy and quiet and observant, but now, especially in bed, loud, aggressive and hungry.
My phone buzzed in my pocket. It was the owner of a marina where I had taped a note to the front door of the office. I had found over time that using old-fashioned and polite ways of communicating cut a path more directly to the thing I wanted than direct and cold ways of communicating, like email.
“Are you still looking for a slip?” the voice said.
By the end of the conversation, I had a new moorage deal and even a tug boat operator set to ease my boat into her new home a few miles up river.
“I thought it was hard to find marinas with any berths available,” Madison said.
“It is,” I said. “If you go through the front door loud and demanding with emails and DMs. But sort of sidle around the back porch and tack a folded note to the back door,” I said, “tends to work better.”
“Catch more flies with a drop of honey than with a barrel of vinegar,” Emily said.
“Meaning?” Madison said to her. I could tell they were playing footsie under the table and making grinning eyes at each other.
“Meaning,” Emily said to her before turning to me with sweet, low, bedroom eyes, “Betas being nice get laid way more than alphas being aggressive. Wouldn’t you agree?” she said to me, just as I felt her hand close around my balls and squeeze me.
“Tug guy is already on his way to get my boat,” I said.
We all went down to oversee them tying a tow line to my boat, and when they pulled it out into the river, we drove up to the new marina to await it’s arrival around the river bend and let them navigate it into the slip and tie it up to the dock.
“People going to see,” I murmured to the three of them where they stood too close to me on the dock where the boat was coming in.
“Why worry about what people think?” Madison said. She wrapped her arm around my back and held my waist in her hand.
Emily stood on my other side and wrapped her arm around my back the other way, and she held my waist on my other side in her hand, too. “People are only ever thinking of themselves, anyway,” she said. “Nobody is thinking of anyone anywhere near the degree everyone thinks everyone else is thinking about them.”




Chapter 33

“Wait, what?” Riley said, and all three girls laughed. Riley was first aboard and she glanced over her shoulder at me with eagerness in her eyes, and she hurried her step.
I paid the tug boat guys and looked around over my shoulder as I went last aboard. Yes, there were certainly more boats and people around than at the last place I was docked.
But it was true, what Emily said. Nobody thinks about others for longer than a few seconds. You don’t need to go underground to hide. You can hide in plain sight. Things don’t have to be kept hidden to remain secret. You can shout your secret, amidst the mayhem. And even if your business doesn’t remain secret?
I didn’t find any of the girls in the wheelhouse up top. But I did notice shirts and jeans hung on the wheel and over the captain’s chair. I smirked to myself. At the top of the steep stairs down below decks, I found boots and socks, too many to count. At the bottom of the stairs, I found a bra, and two others on the doorknob into the galley. A pair of panties was on the kitchen table, another was hung over a sconce, and a third was draped over the bedroom door knob. The door was closed.
“Come out, come out, wherever you are,” I called, and I heard muffled squealing from behind the door. My phone buzzed and I looked at it as I set my phone down on the counter. It was Bennie. But I didn’t check what he wanted. Instead, I flipped the phone over on its face.
I nudged the bedroom door open and leaned my head through. I didn’t see anyone at first, but then my bed showed three tell-tale bumps down the length of it, and I snickered and stepped inside and closed the door behind me.
“Come out, come out,” I said again, this time quietly and softly.
A moment later, the three girls flung the sheet and blanket off their completely naked bodies and they laughed and writhed all over my bed in front of me and covered their pussies with their hands and demurely rolled into each other as though to hide their breasts and pussies from me in each other’s bodies.
I reached down and picked up Emily’s heel in my hand and kissed her toes. She rolled over and squealed and moaned. Riley, unable to restrain herself, darted up and onto her knees and she walked to the end of the bed to come take my shirt and t-shirt off. Madison walked on her knees too and undid my pants and pushed them down.
I came onto the bed on my knees, once made naked by Riley, Emily, and Madison, and stretched my arms out widely to my sides and flopped down onto my stomach, burying myself in the mess of their bare arms and legs all over the bed.
Mouths kissed and tongues licked. I rolled onto my back, and endless sucking and poking and touching and biting erupted all over our four bodies and we sank  deep down into the delirium of a smooth, easy confusion that four-way sex  could be with three young single women like blonde and athletic Madison, brown-haired and nerdy Emily, and black-haired and officious Riley, all part of the same road-building crew as me, the traffic director, the surveyor, and the safety officer.
Those three lithe and naked bodies swam over me like warm silky water flowing out a broken pipe and flushing down over a boulder, gurgling on me in the backs of their throats like water gushing out the sides of a collapsing trench, bubbling over me like so much heavy, saturated mud collapsing down over my weakened body. I pushed up into their pussies above me as their weight pressed me down heavier into the embracing warmth and softness of the bed of mud under me, and they fell around me with tiny cries as they climaxed one after the other like so many falling pebbles and stones and rocks and boulders. I shot my cum up into them like the fresh geyser of another bending and busting pipe, and I splashed their faces above me, all eager and wanting and smiling at me, arrayed over me and laughing with delighted eyes, me laughing too, laughing harder than making sound, throat clogged, and my cum dripped from those three working girl’s chins and hung from their lips, back wheels still turning, the sizzling singe of the muffler stack across my chest, water, mud, and stones falling in from everywhere occluding the daylight dark: buried, now, and deep, too. The walls of a trench collapse fast, don’t they, when you’ve been day-dreaming too much, and down you go, and you don’t come back. 
Wait, no, not like that.




Chapter 34

Afterword, we came up for air and came off the boat and strolled, hand in hand in hand in hand, over the dock and up onto land in search of the restaurant we heard about down that road. Everybody sees and watches the alpha strutting about full of fury and demand, but nobody notices the beta walking with the three rubbery-legged girls all full of sweet sexual exhaustion and satisfaction beyond words.
Underground or under water weren’t the only places to end up, I realized. We strolled past a large houseboat. A rent sign was stuck in one of its windows. “3 bedroom,” it said.
“That would be perfect for the three of us,”Emily said.
Madison and Riley stopped walking and looked up at it as though it really was an option.
“But what about me?” I said, joking.
“You can tie up alongside us forever,” Madison said, chuckling as she kissed my cheek with a grin. “Look, it’s got its own slip.”
“I didn’t think you three were the houseboat types,” I said, “living on water like that and all.”
“I think you might have changed us,” Riley said, and she tugged on everyone else to pull them up to the door she got ready to knock on. “You turned all three of us into water girls. All coming alive under the surface with you, where you are now.”
"What do you  mean by that?" I chuckled, "where I am now?"
"Don't you know yet?" Emily said, and she laughed so easily. 
They all shook their heads at me and rolled their eyes like I was having them on. 
"He doesn't understand," Riley said. 
"He will," Madison said. "Soon," she added, and she smiled so warmly at me, I melted. 
I nudged Riley and gestured with my chin to the back of the houseboat. There was a deck there and a woman was on it straightening and tidying. “Quietly through the back door, not banging on the front door, remember?” I said in a low and quiet voice.
She brought her knuckles away from the door and the four of us went to the back deck to inquire within, as the sign instructed us to. And only then did I close my eyes.
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