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 Roberta
pushed past Walter Small, nearly knocking him into a wall. She
smirked. Walter was, despite his name, a very big man, and he
didn't like being pushed around by a woman.

But he only glared at her. Roberta could feel
his eyes crawling over her back. He hated her.

That was fine with Roberta. Walter was a jerk,
a bully, and very possibly a meth dealer (Roberta believed the
rumors, but didn't have any particular proof). But she was still
glad when she turned the corner and he couldn't stare daggers at
her anymore.

The corridors here were very narrow, so Roberta
had to bump a lot of people out of the way, or make them lean
against the wall to let her past. Roberta had long since given up
on caring whether her coworkers liked her, so she made no effort to
be polite or to let them pass.

The oil rig was about six miles off the coast
of Texas, so most of the men -- and they were, aside from Roberta,
entirely male -- here were Texans like Roberta. They were big men,
but Roberta was bigger. They were strong, hairy, rough-talking men,
and Roberta could hold her own among them.

Being the only woman on the rig had its
advantages. She had bunkspace to herself, her own bathroom and
shower. But she also had to deal with men all day long, and at
night too if she ever left her bunk.

"Hey baby, you ever wanna try some dick, come
on over!" Marshall Brandweis grabbed his dick through his jeans.
"I'll show you how to do it."

"You gonna teach me how to take dick,
Marshall?" Roberta cackled. No one had ever asked if she was a
lesbian. But she hadn't denied it. It wasn't true, but she never
corrected them. She was worried they wouldn't believe her. She'd
rather pretend to be a lesbian than be a woman angrily denying it
over and over.
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