
        
            
                
            
        

    















An ocean breeze came up making a note flutter against the windshield where it was tucked under a wiper blade of my chrome airstream rocket. I stared at it, looking up from the front of the motorhome wondering how long it had been there without my noticing it. I slipped it out from under the rubber strip and unfolded it. “Saturday morning, 5AM, pick you up right here,” it read. “No need to bring anything, we have you covered.”
What now, I thought. The three older men who ran that taciturn town — Harry the doctor, Paul the builder, Jack the owner — were all, I judged, in their early 60s. Their three daughters, Haley, Jordan, and Dana, were all, I judged as well, in their early 20s. I had just turned the big four-oh, which put me about equidistant between them. Even I couldn’t tell who I belonged with more, the older guys insisting on taking me shooting on their range, or the younger girls taking me lunching on their patio.
Even less could I guess what any of them wanted of me. The range of possibilities was as wide as the ocean that yawned out in front of me where I sat, slumped, in the captain’s seat rubbing my chin and plotting what to do about the invitation. I had become accustomed to my no-longer-new hustling way of life, and I was used to being the one who wanted things of other people.
But those three men played my game closer to their vests than I did. They may even be plotting to kill me, I had to allow myself to imagine, perhaps choosing to lure me to their town in the first place by expressing a false interest in hiring me to produce a centennial book about it, their suspicions having perhaps been aroused that I had uncovered some awful secret of theirs with my innocent fishing email that I typically sent to any small town I could find that was nearing their centennial. Maybe they thought my book pitch was some secret cover story and that I was in fact targeting them, that I was in fact busting them. Who knew what addled thoughts rattled around the minds of these insular towns?
If the photos of Nazi uniforms and brown-shirt shooting parties at the very same range they were inviting me to told me anything, it was that these guys were capable of the worst. The town was secret enough, hidden in both time and space where it clutched to the narrow strip of land between mountains and ocean. Activities of any kind could very well have been going on all the while and no one from the outside world would know. How hard would it be to dispose of the carcass of a mid-life, no-fixed address guy who lives in a motorhome, and who has no friends who would ever come looking for him?
The gaggle of girls was equally beguiling. They already tipped their hand about being duplicitous, having arranged with me to produce two books, one for their fathers that would act as cover for the one for the daughters, the one that would expose those horrifying Nazi secrets once and for all. But that wasn’t all they seemed on about. Their suggestive language, the way they each had secret hidden spaces to show me, how they kept turning up by surprise all around me, leading me on, teasing me, grinning and glancing at me. It was all under the surface, but just by a sheet of cellophane’s thickness. The men either wanted a book, or they wanted to shoot me and bury me, I couldn’t tell which it was. The girls either wanted a very different book, or they wanted to fuck me blind and silly, and all at the same time, too, and I couldn’t tell which it was of those, either.
Then there was me, myself, and my own secret history. I had my own dance with duplicity to account for — me, a professor on one hand, but an investigator of mad-cap historical conspiracies on the other, fired from the college for inappropriate this and that, or walked away without renewing my contract because I decided it was time, having more serious work to attend to? Lost a career and a wife and a house and everything else in between in a bankruptcy, or dispossessed myself of all material and emotional anchors and got myself free? Cut loose, or cut down? Which was my story going to be?
The contradictions that were me only deepened from there. Was I prescribed that cocktail of meds stashed in the narrow cupboard above the galley sink to help stabilize my self-control, or had I nearly been lassoed into docility and mindless acceptance yet again? Had I been losing my mind all along, or had I been uncovering terrifying historical truths almost everywhere I turned?
That, then, was the nature of the layered crossroads I’d come to when I rolled down that long hill and into that narrow strip of a coastal town. Things only deepened since I arrived there. Back when everything at first collapsed, I took door number 3 and invested the last of what I could scrounge into the chrome motorhome and struck out for a new living pitching commissions for small town centennial celebration books, and promptly moving on before any binding ties could snake around my wrists and ankles and suck me down into yet more root systems. Something about no moss on rolling stones or stirred pots never sticking . . . .  My MO had become to keep moving on and staying one town ahead of the tornados that inevitably came to rip up the landscape behind me.
But here I ended up again, didn’t I, staring calmly up into the eye of it, right back where I started, that wall between reality and hallucination growing even thinner than I thought it was, or hoped. I went all the way out to the coast, and still I had gotten nowhere.
I had the rest of the day to gather my intel, and once night fell, I’d have until 5 AM, it seemed, to make my break for it and back the rig right back out of that seductively idyllic beach spot, shift down a gear and climb right back up and over those surrounding mountains and get the fuck out of Dodge while I was still breathing. Some of these small towns were more trouble than they were worth, and this one more than most rattled my nerves right from the first time I reconnoitered down Main Street. Most places, the longer you stay and observe, the more you know. This place, the longer I stayed, the less I knew.
I went to see Jordan at the library and get her to let me into that locked bank vault of hers at the back of the once-bank but now-library just to see how isolated or how prevalent the Nazi imagery stored there really was, or — and I hoped it would be nothing — if there was anything more that touched on June 5 1968 and RFK and Sirhan Sirhan. If there was more, I’d have to stay and investigate no matter now dangerous it was, wouldn’t I. If there was nothing, I’d also have to stay and do the books I agreed to produce. So somewhere in the middle, that meant, there was a sweet spot, a range of prevalence of archival Nazi material that would convince me to quietly pack up, batten down my hatches, and creep back up the main street — at quietly idling speed — and under cover of night, vamoose up and outta there. 
I found her between shelves reaching up and examining books. Naturally, she was dressed spectacularly. She was wearing a loose-tucked cream linen shirt open too many buttons down the front for a small-town librarian, and navy high-waist pants. Her long waves of brunette hair was tied back in a bun. Her black-rim rectangular glasses hammered me like a gale, and her deep brown eyes sucked at me like a firestorm.
“And what brings Mr. Man to the library today?” she said, turning to face me square on, a grin curling up one corner of her mouth, her hand, clutching some old thick hardcover, dropping to her side. The strip of white strap that ran between the scallop-edged cups of her bra gleamed at me in the V of her light, billowing and fashionably wrinkled top. She snorted a light breath out her nose, parted her full lips with a slight smile, and brushed aside a strand of escaped hair from her eye. But she did nothing to dissuade my downward glances, three of them in rapid succession. I couldn’t help it.
She offered me her face, too, and she let me gaze at it. She even gave me time with it and grinned like she could tell — like she could watch — what my mind began, inevitably, to play out for me behind my eyes, though I struggled mightily to stop it. For a town hell-bent on secrecy, there seemed precious little of it when it came to what a man might be thinking.
I touch her lips with the pad of my first finger. She inhales like she’s sucking a mint and drops her deadly eyes closed. I trace the shape of her parting lips, and dimples appear like parentheses around the corners of her grin. She closes both of her hands around my wrist and she pulls it so that my first two fingers enter her mouth. She closes her lips around them and wrestles with them with her tongue inside.
Jesus, I think, but that’s good.
She takes my hand from her mouth and glances over my shoulder and behind me to the main rotunda of the library to check that the coast remains clear, and she sucks her stomach in to loosen the waist of her paints. She pushes my wet fingers down inside. She lifts the waist of her panties and guides my fingers with her fingers to the lips of her pussy, and when I turn my hand so the pads of my fingers touch them, sink between them, she pulls her hands out, drops her forearms over my shoulders, and sinks her soft lips into mine. She moans. She sways. She gasps. She wants me to finger her.
She’s so hot down there, it feels like I’m burning my fingers inside her. She’s wet, too. I sink my two fingers between the tight grip of her slippery lips and she parts her feet wider on the floor and drops her mouth further open, widens her eyes at me, too, and lifts her eyebrows high over her forehead. She grunts. She cries. It’s all secret and soft.
“What do you think you’re doing?” she whispers with a knowing grin.
But she put my hand inside her panties herself, didn’t she. They all play that game with me, taking things too far down that road, then turning to me like I’d been the one to lead them astray.
I guide her deeper down the aisle between the high bookshelves and back her up against the spines of rows of hardcovers and I push the waist of her pants down to her knees.
“We can’t,” she says, but she sinks her mouth on mine and corkscrews her head at me and sinks her long, straining fingers into the hair on the back of my head.
I slide myself down the front of her body and she kicks her heel into the floor like someone needing to go pee. But that’s not it, is it. “Lane, not here!” she says. But I curl my fingertips into the waist of her tight white panties and I pull them, slowly, smoothly, down to her knees. “It isn’t allowed in public libraries,” she says with a guttural groan through clenched teeth. But she sinks harder back against the spines of the books, spreads her feet wider over the floor, and drops her face further down to watch what I do to her. Escaped strands of her hair fall down around her face. She bites her lip. Her breath becomes halting and her eyes dilate and widen. “Be gentle?” she says, and she closes her eyes and rolls her head back into the books, and a single shiver rattles through her body. I press my tongue into the hard nib of her clitoris. Her body shudders and waves of tension stiffen her.
“Are you going to tell me or make me guess?” she said. “What brings you here?”
“The vault,” I finally manage to stammer out. “I need to see what’s there, how much, whether or not . . . . “ I trailed off.
“Whether or not me, Haley, and Dana know what we’re talking about?” she said, and she narrowed her eyes at me. She fitted the book in her hand back into its tight slot on the high shelf and she turned and exited the narrow aisle between shelves and shot me a glance over her shoulder behind her.
“Well come on, then,” she said. “I’ll show you what I got, if you show me yours,” she said, and she chuckled and snatched at a strand of hair and pulled it through her grinning lips. Did she just shoot a millisecond of a glance down at my groin?
I grunted to myself, clenched my jaws, curled my fists into my hips, and followed her.
She only badly covered the dial knob on the front of the old safe door with one cupped hand and she flared her eyes at me and bent over in front of me to spy the numbers she twisted it to. And then she leaned with all her weight to the side, clutched at the thick chrome bar, and wrenched the gears around to withdraw the bolts from the holes.
“Anything in particular I can help you with?” she said as we came together inside the small confines of the interior chamber of the old bank safe.
I wasn’t ready to tell any of them of my present line of inquiry down the RFK rabbit hole. “Just more boxes like the one you pulled up before,” I said. “How much is there of stuff like that?” I also didn’t want to tell her, just yet, that her father and the other two men were planning on taking me shooting at the very same range as in those pictures the next morning at 5.
She pulled the edge of a shelf that slid surprisingly easily aside, and gestured to the lower levels of shelves behind it where weighty boxes bulged.
“Fuck sakes,” I said.
“Uh huh,” she said.
I don’t know what I was hoping for: a lot more or none more? I pulled up a box at random and heaved it onto the small table and sat in the chair.
Jordan leaned back into the table, half sitting on its edge, and she pulled stands of her hair around her face as though to examine them. “I have to be honest with you,” she said.
I didn’t look up from the files I opened in front of me over the table. I didn’t want to look up. My mind was barely under control as it was. Her scent invaded my mind. Her narrow waist was a foot from my eyes. Her voice was like honey. And my mind was like a horse kicking in its stall.
“I get so wound up by secrecy,” she said, and she cupped her hand around her mouth and squealed into her palm. “Oh my god! I can’t believe I just told you that!”
“I think a lot of people do,” I said, still fighting the urge to look up at her. I knew what it would lead to. Her back curved like a sine wave. I could see light through the thin fabric of her linen top. Cinnamon and musk filled my senses. The safe was too small for two people.
“But I mean, I get, you know, like really, really . . .  “ she said, trailing off. “ . . . with secrecy,” she said, finishing the sentence with the word in the middle left skipped over. “Is that even normal?”
She looked down over her shoulder at me and smirked. “I like romance too, I mean, who doesn’t,” she said, combing her fingers down the loose lengths of strands of hair. “I mean, I’m a librarian, I read books, of course I love romance,” she said, and she chuckled and rolled her eyes at herself. 
She spun around and leaned on her locked-straight arms with her hands splayed on the table and with her fingers, mauve-painted nails, half over the files I had opened there. She bent over with a sharp angle at her waist down in front of me. She wanted attention.
I looked up at her eyes and made a point of not seeing down inside her billowing top where it fell open directly in front of me. The mounds of her smooth flesh there nearly spilled from the scalloped edges of the gleaming white lace cups that barely constrained them inside. I met her eyes and she touched the tip of her tongue to the middle of her top lip, and left it there.
“Do you get off on secrecy like me?” she said in a low, quiet, and private tone of voice.
“Get off?” I said, and I swallowed hard. I was unable to keep my eyes from just a momentary glance down the fully-exposed front of her chest, the way it hung there in front of me like so much ripe fruit nearly falling from its boughs, it was so fresh and fragrant, like peaches on the cusp.
She rocked side to side in front of me much as a bullfighter would so slightly wave his red cape side to side. “Get off,” she repeated, “like get all lusty, become aroused,” she said, and she snickered to herself and ran a strand of hair through her lips. She leaned down closer to my ear and she whispered, “I get so wet when I’m in here!” she said, and she laughed out loud and stood up and went straight to the big steel door of the safe and hugged its edge. She pulled one knee up around it. “I feel like I can tell you things like that. But don’t you dare tell Haley and Dana what I said!” she said, and she laughed and bulged her eyes at me. “They think I’m so quiet and innocent,” she said, and she chuckled. “Little do they know, right?” she said, and she slinked away, leaving me, finally, alone in the vault.
I used the coded cataloguing system she showed me and found the box that would have summer 1968 stuff in it. It didn’t take me long to find a file in it labelled “June.” I pulled it out and laid it down in front of me. Did I even want to open it? Why would these girls, so interested in blowing the lid off the secrets that enveloped their obscure little town, lead me to historical neo-Nazi stuff, which was not, frankly speaking, as rare as it should be in the archives of small towns that dot the American landscape, but fail to mention to me ties to an event of far greater significance? I mean, it’s one thing to play-act like Nazis and march around and make salutes, but quite another to organize an absolute top-level political assassination.
I went out to find Jordan. She was at her librarian desk on her computer. “Can I take some things down to my motorhome, my office, for closer examination?” I said.
“You mean down to your lair on the beach?” she said. “Of course you can,” she said, answering her own question. “But use this,” she said, and she produced from a drawer in her desk a thick tan leather satchel with shoulder strap. “It suits you!” she said when she stood up in front of me and draped the strap around my neck. “This way nobody knows what you’re taking from the library to your office,” she said. “Safer!” she added, and she kicked a foot up behind her, leaned her forearms against my chest, cupped her hands around my shoulders, and kissed my cheek. “And it gives me something to come down looking for,” she said, and she chuckled. “Spy versus spy like,” she said.
I slipped the file into the leather satchel. She was right, though: I needed to be careful about what I was revealing, what I was finding. If I was slipping out of town that night, that file was the minimum necessary to take with me. Hiding it could be life-saving insurance, I calculated.
I needed to go up the street to find Haley at the medical office. I needed to know who was who in the picture of the kids with the guns at the range from “the night before!” They were just kids! How could they have been involved in anything as serious as June 5?
“Are we here to see the visiting apartment again?” Haley said when I came in the glass front door of the converted Victorian medical office building.
I squinted at her and she widened her eyes at me and glanced at the backs of the heads of the three older women hunched, as usual, over their computers.
She grinned up one side of her face. “Right this way,” she said, not waiting for me to answer her. She lifted the gate in the counter to let me pass through and I followed her to the back and through the break room and around the stairs and up.
I walked up the steps behind her. She was dressed, like Jordan, to kill, but that was only the way they all dressed every day. They were always like that: Tall narrow-heeled beige pointed-toe shoes, tight, high-ankle blue pants, and a French-tucked blue business shirt, cuffs buttoned, collar open, blonde hair tied back in a bun. She twisted around to find me below her on the stairs, my eyes about level with her ass, and she snorted lightly down at me. She could have asked if I was enjoying the view, but she didn’t embarrass me like that. She knew I was.
I touch her ass. She shrieks, lightly, and laughs, and swats at my hand behind her.
Fuck me, I thought. Not again!
At the landing where the stairs turn to rise the last few steps up to the mezzanine, there’s a stained glass window and a few small potted plants on its sill. She turns and backs up against the wall so that the multi-colored cuts of light splash down over her sleek body.
“You’re so bad!” she says. She snorts and reaches to stick the fingers of both her hands inside the waist of my pants. She yanks me across the landing and up against her tall, slouching body. “You get to do it all the time, I bet, with no strings attached ever, don’t you,” she says.
“It?” I say, playing dumb.
She rolls her eyes and glances back down the stairs we had just come up. She yanks the front of the waist of my pants harder and juts her hips out with her shoulders pressed into the wall behind her, causing our groins to collide hard. “It,” she says, and she softens her eyes as they drop down to my mouth. “I fantasize all, the, time! about no-strings sex,” she says. She continues staring at my mouth, her face not even flinching with the broaching of a subject like that. “It’s so freeing, isn’t it?” she says, and she tilts her head, she closes her eyes, and she pushes her mouth toward mine.
Her soft, warm lips press against mine and her tongue snakes out of her mouth to penetrate my mouth.
“I guess in a small town . . . “ I start to say.
But she spins me around, presses me into the wall where she had been standing, and she fumbles madly, frantically, at the button and fly at the front of my pants. “You guess right,” she says, and she pushes my loosened pants and shorts down to my knees. I feel without looking her cool palm wrap around my filling cock. “You know what I love about sailing so much?” she says, and she slides the front of her body down the front of my body until she comes down onto her knees on the landing between the sets of stars.
“No,” I say, gulping, looking down, touching her blonde hair softly at first, and then pushing my fingers through it. “What’s that?”
She kisses the tip of the head of my cock, she licks the side of the shaft, and she rubs her face all around it. “No rules, no lanes, no strings,” she says, and she snorts and bites her lip and pushes her mouth down over the head of my cock. Inside her mouth, her tongue slips out and cradles around the underside of my cock. I become thoroughly wet with her saliva. It stretches in strings between my cock and her mouth. She laughs to herself. She toys with my cock with the tip of her tongue, and she pushes her mouth down the full length of it, touching the back of her throat with it.
“Come,” she said, pointing at the last few steps as though I needed reminding about where I was and what I was doing — following her. She looked over her shoulder at me as we crossed the mezzanine and she pulled a strand of blonde hair down the side of her face. “You okay?” she said, and she chuckled — she didn’t seem to need my reply.
She lead me to the door to the visiting doctor apartment they kept up at the top of that old house, and she opened it for me and gestured for me to go in ahead of her. She closed it behind her and I saw her lock it. “So,” she said, sitting on one end of the couch and patting it for me to sit beside her. “What do you need?”
I sat down and struggled to keep my eyes free from her eyes. I opened the satchel Jordan gave me and pulled out the 8-by-10 glossy black-and-white photo of the kids and adults at the shooting range. I didn’t flip it over to show her what somebody scrawled on the back of it — “The day before!” But it had “June 3, 1968”clearly printed on the bottom of the white border on the front of it.
“Can you tell me who the three boys are?” I said, and I twisted the picture around on the coffee table to face her.
She snorted and picked it up and leaned back into the cushions of the couch. She crossed one knee over her other and picked the bottom of her front teeth with the nail on her thumb. “That,” she said, before she leaned forward just far enough to catch the table with the photo, and she nudged it with her nails to make it slide back onto the table, “would be my dad, Jordan’s dad, and Dana’s dad,” she said, before she blinked long and slowly and turned her face to mine. “Up at the range, of course.”
“Of course,” I said.
“And the three older gentlemen,” she said, gesturing with her chin back to the picture, “would be my grandfather the mayor, Jordan’s grandfather the banker, and Dana’s grandfather, the senator.”
“Of course,” I said.
“Of course,” she repeated after me again and she snickered. “Lovely time they seem to be having, wouldn’t you say?” she said.
The Nazi regalia was everywhere, from the arm bands to the neck scarves to the jackboots.
“What’s going on in the picture?” I said.
She shrugged. Her leg swung from the knee of her other leg like the tail of a thinking cat. “I don’t know,” she said, “they’re obviously getting ready for something,” she said. “Going somewhere.”
“Why do you say that?” I said, looking back at the picture.
“Cars are loaded, trunks are open, look,” she said, and she touched the photo with the filed tip of her crimson-painted nail. “Bags,” she said.
“Where do you think they’re going?” I said.
“Search me,” she said, and she stretched her body out so that it was flat as a plank. She entwined her fingers and pushed her hands, palms up, toward the ceiling, making her elbows and knuckles crack, and she snorted. “You’re the historian, aren’t you supposed to know?” she said. She remained stretched out with her back arched up and her chest thrusted forward, and she rolled the back of her head over the cushions of the couch behind her and brought her eyes to mine.
Like with Jordan earlier, I struggled to keep my eyes on her eyes and not let them gaze down her body, or through the loose and open top of her blue shirt, or to the plainly visible lace texture of her bra, or to the mounds of soft, blushing flesh it barely held below.
“California, maybe?” I said, and I shrugged.
“Could be,” she said. “Now you have to answer one of my questions.” She let her body deflate and it slumped down into the couch and formed itself into it.
“You hardly answered mine,” I said.
She laughed but she ignored me. “What do you like best about what you do, how you live?” she said.
“What do you mean?” I said.
She let her eyes roam around the ceiling of the room before she seemed to hit on something, and she flashed them back at me and dropped her mouth open. “Did Jordan tell you about herself and her secrets?” she said, and she cupped her palm around her mouth and raised her eyebrows up her forehead.
“She mentioned something about it,” I said.
She gasped. “I knew she would!” she said, and she slapped my thigh. But then she rested her hand on me there. “I told her it would be inappropriate to tell you about that,” she said.
“I don’t know,” I said, and I swallowed. Again with the dichotomy between the secret nature of the town, and the apparent openness of mind of its three most prized gems.
“Want to know what mine is?” she said.
“Your’s what?” I said.
She raised her shoulders and chuckled and drew a small circle in the thigh of my pants with the tip of the fingernail of her first finger. “What turns me on,” she said. “Of course.”
“Of course,” I said.
“Okay, I’ll tell you!” she said, as though I had insisted on it. “Jordan was right.”
“Right about what?” I said.
“You’re very easy to tell things to,” she said.
I gritted my teeth.
“No strings attached is ‘it’ for me,” she said.
“It?” I said, too slow to pick up on her meaning this time.
“Sex!” she whispered without breath at me, but her mouth formed the word large and obviously, and she laughed. “Like you probably get to have all the time!” she said, and she slapped my leg again and tsk’d-tsk’d and rolled her eyes and grinned.
I was genuinely nervous about my mind being read. Hadn’t I imagined her saying that very thing only moments earlier? But then the unconscious mind does do that, doesn’t it, working out puzzles while we’re not aware, solving crosswords that stumped us in the morning while we go about our distracted day, only to fill-in all the missing answers faster than we can write them at the end of the day.
“You can’t find that here?” I said, struggling to make conversation.
“Small town like this?” she said, and she rolled her widened eyes across the ceiling. “Doctor’s daughter?” she said even more emphatically. “I can’t say boo to a guy around here without it becoming the talk of the town all week. And anyway” she said, and she curled her hand into my hand, entwined her fingers with mine, and pulled the back of my hand up to her mouth where she kissed it. “The guys around here just don’t get it,” she said. “Not like you.”
She curled her tongue around a finger and forced it between her lips whereupon she sucked on it, before making a popping sound from the suction when it came back out of her tight circled lips, and she squealed. “You’d be the perfect no-strings-attached experience,” she said, and she laughed. “As opposed to the full boyfriend-experience normally on offer around here.” She rolled her eyes and shook her head at me like I completely understood.
She suddenly stood up. “But that, as they say . . . ” she said, leaning down over me where I remained on the couch so that her hands sank into the yielding top of the couch behind my head and the chest of her shirt billowed open in front of my face. “ . . . is a conversation for another day, isn’t it,” she said, and she laughed and stuck her tongue out at me and wriggled her head.
She stopped at the door that she unlocked. “Anyway, if you want to know where they were going in that picture,” she said, and she gestured with her chin at the photo still on the coffee table in front of me, “maybe take it down to show Dana. She always knows everybody’s business — and if she can’t say, she would probably know who could,” she said, and she went out the door. “Come on,” she said, and she tilted her head at me. “We should go before my dad catches us up here and thinks we’re doing something,” she said, and she laughed. “He would so kill you!” she said, and she laughed some more walking down the hallway through the mezzanine.
I got out of there and took a deep breath of air when I hit the sidewalk and shook myself like an athlete who just finished a sprint. I made my way circuitously down to the resort restaurant. I almost hoped she wouldn’t be there, and at first, my wishes came true.
“I think she’s down on the Serendipity, though,” the maître d’ said.
“The Serendipity?” I said.
“Dock B, slip 10, all the way down at the end,” she said, and she gave me the flight attendant’s two-finger long-arm indicator over my shoulder and behind me. I turned following the line of her arm and noticed, as though for the first time, a small marina.
“A . . .  B,” she said, and she dipped her two-fingers this way and that.
I turned to her and nodded and she smiled with curved, shut eyes looking more like an anime character than a restaurant professional.
“6, 2, 9, 4,” she said.
I turned and frowned at her.
She poked her finger at an imaginary keypad in front of her face and said, “Beep-beep-boop-boop,” and laughed.
I went down the planks and got to the metal security door — on which there was a keypad lock. I entered the numbers she told me, ignoring what they spelled. Only two words came to mind: maxi, and — lo and behold — Nazi. The light turned green and a short buzzer sounded. I twisted the knob and went in. “B” dock was down the left side, and slip 10, as the maître d’ said, was the last one, where a handsome 60’ sleek yacht nestled. I came alongside it and read “Serendipity” down its bow.
“Down here!” I heard a voice call out from below decks. I stepped up onto the stern and bobbed and weaved to spy through the open door.
Dana came out and gave me a European peck on both of my cheeks, and stepped back and filled her mouth with another spoonful of yogurt. She was wearing cuffed white shorts, a blue-and-white striped halter, and laceless boat shoes. “Haley told me you were coming down,” she said, and she snorted and smirked and turned to go back inside. “Come on,” she said.
I came inside the galley where she stood spooning her cup of yogurt. I looked at her and touched the corner of my mouth where some of the white and gelatinous substance clung to the corner of her lips, and she laughed and poked at it with the tip of her tongue and half bent toward me and laughed, her black hair falling over her face, her eyes sparkling up through their tops at me.
“My dad’s of course,” she said, gesturing around her at the expansive rooms below decks. “But me and Haley and Dana always come down here to hang out,” she said. “He lets us take it out if we want.”
“Generous,” I said.
“It’s very private,” she said, and she spun around, but she spied me through the corners of her eyes, before she laughed again. “If one has a need for that sort of thing.”
She leaned the front of her hips into the counter as she rinsed the empty yogurt cup out under the faucet. I stepped back and sat down on the edge of the bench seat around the galley table. She twisted around and caught me staring at her back end. It was hard not to.
“You like?” she said.
I cleared my throat and turned away.
She laughed. And then she wiggled her ass at me. “I actually . . . “ she said, and she turned around and faced me square on, before she pushed her thumbs into the waist of her shorts. “ . . . prefer just my bathing suit when I’m out here,” she said, and she squatted at her knees and waist and pushed her shorts down to her knees. They fell the rest of the way to her ankles, and she pumped her calf up behind her ass and picked the shorts off her toes. And then, stretching her body out and back, she tugged the bottom edge of her halter up and over her head and hung it, with her shorts, on a cupboard handle.
“Better,” she said, and she bit her lip and widened her eyes at me. “You don’t mind, do you?” she said. She stepped up to the edge of the table and leaned her now-bare thighs into it and crossed her arms over her chest. Her bikini was white with slanted red stripes, a nearly thong-like bottom with large metal hoops at the hips, and top with a matching hoop between the cups. It tied in a loose know at the back of her neck.
“You must have new girls all the time,” she said in a quiet voice.
“I don’t know,” I said.
“Haley told me she told you about that whole no-strings-attached thing she has,” she said. “Do you agree with her?”
I swallowed hard and twisted a glass of water around and around where it sat on the middle of the table. “No strings, like?” I said.
“I mean, I get it,” she said, rolling her head back and jutting her jaw out over her shoulder. She looked hard sideways and back out the open door to the dock and the masts, the breakwater and the ocean beyond. “Jordan said it was secrecy that got to her the most. We were doing a quiz last night,” she said. She turned to me and looked down over her chest and her arms, still crossed over her ribs under them, pushing them up. “Guess what it was for me?” she said. “What do you think I got?”
“I don’t even know the choices,” I said.
She slid the front of her bare thighs along the edge of the table until she was standing directly in front of me, her calves, now, pressing into the edge of the bench seat between where my legs spread wider around it. “Guess!” she said again.
I gripped the tall top of the back of the bench and squeezed my other hand tight enough around the glass on the table, if it was a lemon, it would have dripped.
“Like guess the kind of sex you like?” I said, and I swallowed and brought my eyes up her body to her eyes, all with the agility of a drunk man trying to navigate up a rock-strewn beach.
“Uh-huh,” she said. “What do you think turns me on the most?”
“I hardly know you,” I said.
“That’s actually pretty warm,” she said, and she snickered. She pushed her calves deeper down into the yielding edge of the bench between my knees.
I leaned back further. “People who don’t know you?” I said with a quiver in my voice.
“So hot!” she said, and her eyes flared wildly at me and her mouth pulled wider with her grin. “It said I like it best with new partners,” she said, and she snorted and pinched the tip of her tongue between her teeth and shook her head at me. “Can you believe that?”
The light filling the enclosed space flickered and I spun around and looked out the tinted glass down the side of the galley. It was a plane that perfectly bisected the light between the gleaming sun and the shining boat.
I turn back.
She reaches up behind her neck and tugs on the large lace ends to undo the knot behind her neck. She chuckles and the cups of her red-and-white bikini top slacken. She kneels on the bench seat between my legs and twists around to show me her back. There is another lace knot between her shoulder blades, and she waits for me to pull it free. And so I do.
She turns back to me and bites her bottom lip and presses her palms into the fabric of her bikini top, keeping it covering her chest for a moment longer, before she pulls it away. “I personally think,” she says, as she turns back to me and hooks her thumbs in the loops at the hips of her bottoms, “that stupid little quiz got things exactly right,” she says, and she pushes her bottoms down.
She rocks on one knee pressing down into the bench and then the other knee, and takes her bottoms all the way down her legs and off over her heels. “I love it when it’s new,” she says, and she drops down onto her elbows in front of me and laughs as she twists the button in the waist of my shorts free.
We can hear the clomp of feet come down the dock and the voices of boating neighbors talking and laughing.
“They aren’t coming here,” she says, “don’t worry.” She pulls on my shorts until I lift my hips off the bench, and she falls nearly backward, stumbling on her bare feet, when they slip suddenly down the length of my legs and off my pointed feet.
I fall backward so that my shoulders and head prop up against the wall and tinted glass, and my legs stretch out over the width of the bench seat.
Dana waddles on her knees over my calves and knees, and she falls forward over my reclining body clutching a small pillow. “For your head, silly,” she says, and she gently pushes her hand around the back of my head, pulls me forward, and slips the pillow between my neck and the window, before helping me settle back against it.
“Nice?” she says, as she drops down onto her elbows and knees between my legs, and with no delay, she wraps her hand around the shaft of my cock, licks the underside up over the head, and closes her lips around the top. She takes the head inside her mouth and flicks her tongue over it.
“Jesus, Dana,” I say. “Your dad’s boat.”
She pulls off my cock with a loud suction-popping sound, and giggles. “He would absolutely murder you right now,” she says. “Are you kidding me?” she says, and she sinks her mouth down all the way.
I roll my head back. Near-noon sun floods through the black-tint of the glass behind me and warms my body.
Dana chuckles to herself and waddles on her knees up over my body until her hips hover over mine.
“No, Dana,” I say.
But she laughs and twists in her body until her hand finds my cock behind her, and she crouches over my lap until her pussy lips fit down over the head of my cock, hot and tight. She twists back to me and pushes the heels of her hands down into my shoulders. The nails of her fingers clutch into the skin of my neck. “I just love the first time so much!” she groans in a whimpering voice, and she covers my mouth with her mouth as her pussy slides down the length of my cock, consuming me, enveloping me, inside her.
One of my hands slaps the back of the bench and my other hand slaps the surface of the table. Her body takes on the forms and movements of the ocean, lapping the beach and ripping down the width of it. The scented steam between our bodies fills my nose and I feel her manju run out of her and down between my thighs.
“Come with me,” she whispers more lightly than a mouse into my ear and she grunts and groans and bites me there. “Now,” she says as though in pain.
I clench my teeth and grimace at the window above and behind me. The tension in my body feels like it’s going to break me.
“Baby!” she cries against the skin of my neck. Inside her pussy, I can feel her muscles flutter and contract around my shaft. My whole body goes tight, neck straining, toes curling.
“But enough of that, right?” she said.
I lost my breath like someone punched my chest, and I turned to her.
“What did you need to know?” she said, going back to the sink. “Haley said there was a picture?”
I shut my eyes and shuddered throughout my frame. “Yeah,” I said. I fumbled at the buckles of the satchel Jordan gave me, and searched inside for the 8x10. I slid it out over the table.
She came back and leaned her bare thighs into the edge of the table again, and seeing the picture, she chuckled. “Our dads,” she said. “Just kids there.”
“Says June 3 on it, 1968,” I said. “Look,” I said, and I pointed to the open trunks of the cars and the bags inside. “She said you might know where they were going.”
She picked up the picture and brought it closer to her face. “They were really interested in politics in those days, those old men,” she said. “I sometimes wonder if it’s why our dads were so effed-up,” she said. “They kept saying, ‘Picked the wrong,’” she said, and she laughed and tossed the picture back down on the table. “In double-ya-double-ya-two,” she said, and she chuckled. She went back to the fridge and bent over to poke around inside it. “Republican primary in California was in June ’68,” she said to the fridge. “They wanted to write-in votes for George Wallace,” she said. “But I think Reagan won that one, though, funnily enough. Got his start there.”
“I thought Wallace was a Democrat,” I said.
“He was, but he was also a segregationist — and a good Nazi, too, which counted for more,” she said. She straightened up and offered me a bowl of cut-up watermelon in one hand and a bowl of strawberries in the other, and tilted her head side to side with her bottom lip pouting out.
I gestured with a nod toward the strawberries.
“Anyway, you’ll want to look up Liberty Lobby,” she said, sliding into the seat opposite mine around the table. She bit off a strawberry from the stem she pinched in her fingers, and filled her mouth with the soft, sweet fruit.
“Liberty Lobby?” I said.
“Liberty Lobby,” she repeated with her mouth full. She cupped her hand under her chin and caught the syrupy drips that ran from between her lips, and she laughed. She clucked her tongue three times for each time she touched the photograph with her fingernail, once on each of the older men’s faces. “That was their baby,” she said. “Liberty Lobby, L-L. But something went down in June of ’68,” she said. “All I know is, don’t ever mention ’’68’ or ‘June’ around our dads,” she said. She drew a finger over her neck that she stretched back, and made a cutting sound through a grimace. “Iffin you know what I mean.” She laughed.
I put the picture away and slung the satchel back over my shoulder. “They invited me to go shooting at the range tomorrow,” I said.
She looked at me with narrowed eyes and her body shivered once.
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