
        
            
                
            
        

    















I was filled with remorse after what had happened between Riley and me the previous night. I was half ready to book off sick the next morning, I felt so queasy about seeing Emily again. Especially with Riley smeared all over me the way she did it to me 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. 
She might have left in the middle of the night to go back home, 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, too. 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 and 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 and with 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. If he further learned that Riley was, too, he’d lose his mind. If he discovered they were “active” with me, both of them, 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 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 the 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 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 finally said to her.
We locked eyes a few moments. Bennie was oblivious, but Emily widened her eyes at mine, deep dark and wider behind her black rim glasses. I swallowed hard.
To make matters the absolute worst possible, none other than Riley came walking toward us on her own mission. I caught the look and it swirled around in 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.
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. 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 possible explanations.
“Totally in the clear,” Emily finally said, but in a deep, low, guttural tone of voice, 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 they’re throwing you out that there’s nobody left in the place you’d want to do 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.
That was because, less than eight hours earlier, I came down the steep steps to the deck below the wheelhouse of my boat full of trepidation. I had to tear my eyes from Riley’s 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. Riely? I thought. Seriously?
I set my jaw crooked and squeezed between the stairs and bulkhead and came into the galley. At the far end of the deck, now receding from me like I was looking through the wrong end of binoculars, was my bedroom door, cracked open, a dim light on behind it.
I poured a glass of water and downed it, and then thought to fix two of them before I walked, stepping lightly, to the door with my offering, and pushed it open with my toe.
I found the tiny body of Riley splayed over my bed in black bra and panties only, all 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.
There was more flopping and bumping under the blanket, and laughing, 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 to guys like me. And certainly not twice in the same week. 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 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 beckoned to me down there.
Seriously? That was Riley under that blanket?
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.
“Jesus fucking christ,” I murmured to myself. “What the fuck 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.
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 in her back, 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 her 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 kitchen 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.
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.
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!” 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.
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 her car. She waved at me, and she sped away. I stood there watching her tail lights climb the hill and I put my hands on my hips, tilted my head sideways, and when she disappeared over the top, I truly wondered if that had happened at all.
“Well fuck me stupid,” I said, shaking my head.
The 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 splash my face with cold water and throw my limbs around. When I came out, Emily was in the site trailer with her laptop open on top of 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 noon day. “Absolutely nothing, to be honest,” I said, and I turned to find her over my shoulder.
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?” she said. She stopped at the bottom 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 date, but I’m going to be free after, like 9 or 10?” she said.
“But the date . . . ?” I said.
She came back to me closer and used her one finger to lift her sunglasses off her cheeks and find me with her uncovered eyes beneath. “But I never do that on a first date — 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 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.
“Wanna grab one or two at Calhouns?” Bennie said at the end of the day as we scuffled 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 into my truck, my face slid down and my smile turned grim. What was Emily up to? Go on a date, and then come over to me after, down to my boat? To do what? Didn’t she know what Riley had done to me?
Didn’t Riley know what Emily had done to me previously, and was going 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, it was more of a post-date thing, whatever that 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, too!” 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.
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. 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. “I’m not into anything serious, you know.”
She sank her mouth back down the length of my cock, leaving me to ponder what she just told me.
“So you know about Riley,” I 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.
I was right.
“Uh-huh,” Emily said when she came 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. “You were gentle with her, weren’t you,” she said.
She came off me and 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. She squirmed and whined until I pulled them down and off her legs. I didn’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.
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 cried out loud, I erupted up into her, and I held her by the 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 too?” she said.
I jutted my jaw sideways. “I don’t think I’m supposed to say,” I 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 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. “They’re not date-dates,” she said. “I’m just — I’m at risk of being an early 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,” I said.
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 laughed.
“Sort of like that, yeah,” I said.
“She’s so meek and mild, that Riley,” she said. 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 break 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 but had hunched over my steering wheel, pressed my forehead into the window, and got no further. I fell into a trance.
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.
“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.
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.”
“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 of them like her.
“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.
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.
“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.
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.
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 body. I was going to be discovered. I was going to be exposed.
But there was no backing out.
“Oh fuck, 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.
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.
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 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.
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.
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