
        
            
                
            
        

    















There she was again. I’d been catching sight of her around the work sites a lot up to then — that new surveyor girl. The works department had hired her a couple of months earlier. Emily was her name — or so I overheard it one day inside the site trailer.
Thick black-rim glasses, mid-length brown hair that tumbled like gentle waves spilling down her back from under her blue hardhat, a short waist-cut red-and-black plaid bomber jacket with her collar always 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 something like that? I was mortally terrified of ever ending up alone with her somewhere.
But now, here she came, striding across the road heading straight for me and waving a pad in her hand. Goddamnit, I thought. I had no time to get away.
I had been trying to get her out of my mind all week just to keep my focus on my work in the cab of the backhoe. She was popping up everywhere around me, and a lot more often than before, too — 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. Something like her, she could do that without trying — stick in your mind like that, without even knowing it, and hard enough, too, to 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 and 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 wasn’t able to talk, of course. Not yet, anyway. Not while looking into those deep brown eyes of hers.
“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 — like she was the one on the hot-seat!
It was an odd sensation for me. I wasn’t used to being the more outgoing one in encounters with 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 own eyes. I was afraid I’d suffer locked-in syndrome if I did look 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 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.
But I knew the harder parts were still out there.
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.
“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 again, 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 someone of 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 as well as anyone else around watching me that I couldn’t actually talk to them, not when they were that cute. And Emily — she was an angel. 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 pad 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.
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. I wasn’t going to give Bennie anything for free.
“Fucking new chick 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 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 too, 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 here,” 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 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 and maybe even laughing. Alone. Her and me.
“Calhouns?” I said without thinking again.
“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 she smiled widely, too.
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 secret and private and meant only for me.
I pulled up a stool opposite her. 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 and leaking wooden diesel 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.
“Show me!” she said. “Too noisy in here anyway.”
There was no way out of it. “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.
“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, all locking for rough seas.
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. Then she opened that other door and went into 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. 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 heard nothing. So I pushed it open with the toe of my foot.
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.
“This must be where you sleep,” she said, and she laughed.
“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 to 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, though, that 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 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.
“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 her hoody 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 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 typical or something, and she even shook her head side to side and rolled her eyes. She collapsed her shoulders inward and brought her elbows together so that, while she looked up and sideways as innocent as anything, her bra fell forward from her body. She made it seem like she was innocent of the whole thing.
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.
We kissed 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.
“Okay!” she said, as though I asked or demanded something, 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 a few inches, half crouching. She stopped and waited, even glancing down at my body.
“Well!” she said, annoyed.
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 over 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.
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 them to, 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.
She twisted her lips and fought against a grin and 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 and hoody and tights on the table.
“Okay,” she said, curtly. “Time to go home.”
She gave it 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, trapped up between our stomachs. “I thought you knew how to use tools,” she said in a guttural grown with her lips brushing my lips, and she licked my mouth with her tongue and fell back from me onto her back, 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 my body.
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.
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. “ . . . I love to suck on him, of course, only sometimes,” she said, and she paused. “It makes me cum doing that,” she finally whispered and she squealed.
“That sounds so terrible,” I said.
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.
“What’s wrong with that though?” I said.
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,” 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 thumb and finger, 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.
She corkscrewed her face up and down my cock, 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.
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 pussy lips 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 lips against my lips.
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 lips 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 press my mouth on her 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.
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. 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 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.
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 onto 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.
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. 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 and snuggled up against me tighter, and 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.
“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, 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 her was a small person, Asian with straight black and shimmering hair in a bob cut that closed around her heart-shaped face. She was almost too cute, too — 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 as well. I turned away as though caught up on 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 is 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.
I could tell she didn’t like being the centre of attention right away, the way she turned her face down again.
“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, even, and rubbed the top of the toe of her boot up and down against my calve 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 to 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.
“You should go down and see it!” Emily said. I glanced over to her and she grinned and pinched the tip of her tongue between her teeth.
“We should all go down,” Bennie said.
I saw him quickly turn to Emily and widen his eyes at her. I could tell she kicked him under the table.
“Or not,” he said.
“Show Riley your boat,” Emily said. “You’d love it,” she said to Riley.
I looked at Emily but she only grinned so hard, she had to turn away.
“I don’t think so,” Riley said.
“You should,” Emily said again, nudging her with her elbow.
“Show the girl your boat,” Bennie said, nudging me the same way. But his grin was far more lascivious than Emily’s. Emily, though, 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 in a chair that wasn’t there anymore.
“Go!” Emily said. “She wants to go see!”
“You better go!” Bennie said. He had no idea what he was sticking his nose into. To be honest, neither did I. What was Emily doing?
Emily rocked my chair back, she was pushing so hard with the sole of her boot into the edge of it. She only laughed when I spun my arms around and gulped and caught my balance.
“We don’t have to,” Riley said, and she pulled her chair back in.
“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.
“Okay,” I finally relented. “You want to follow me or come in my truck?”
“Come in your truck,” Riley said instantly.
I didn’t mean 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 slightly and smiling at me, too.
I couldn’t figure her out at all. She was encouraging it.
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 coast.
Just as I began to speak again, she talked. “People mistake me as aloof, I think,” she said. “Also, I think they treat me as bad news, when they see me coming.”
“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 guess Emily was making me change, too. 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 the safety officer,” she said, and she rolled her eyes at me and shook her head. “But they don’t know I’m very different from that 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 on 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.
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 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 ask. “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 she 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 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.




Other harem series by Sandy Laine





From Friendzone to Harem Zone 



Nursing Students 



Accidental College Harem 

The Sub


Handyman Harem

Traveling Harem

Mojave Harem

Watchman Harem






Copyright





Copyright © 2024 Sandy Laine & PMI All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Comments and queries: immedian@gmail.com





cover1.jpeg





