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I rumbled  into  the  loading  zone  in  front  of  999  Park  and  jammed  the loose  and  rattling  stick  shift  up  into  park.  I  hung  my  elbow  around  the cracked steering wheel to lean down over the front plastic seat and see up and  out  the  passenger  window  to  the  steely  and  sparkling  facade  of  that imposing downtown office building.

I’d never stepped foot inside any of those looming towers before, all of them full of imperious Rome and pretentious Greece. This one in particular — absurdly thick columns ranged like a colonial fort across the front — left me feeling more meaningless than ever. The height and breadth of the glass atrium entrance made you feel like a mouse approaching a mansion.

“Overwrought,” Eddy would say. Eddy’s my roommate.

“Who, me or the buildings?” I said.

He just chuckled, pushed himself up and out of his re-claimed E-Z chair with more groans than an old man — he was only 25, just like me — and he went through the low archway and into the kitchen.

“Beer?” he shouted back to me from inside the open fridge.

“Who, me or the buildings?” I repeated.

“Both!”  he  said,  and  he  came  back  and  tossed  me  a  cold  one. We  both peeled  back  the  hissing  metal  tabs  and  drained  half  our  burbling  drinks down our throats. That’s entertainment! as they say. It was a typical Friday night.

“You  philosophize  so  much,  why’d  you  never  go  to  school  for  it?”  he said.

I stared at the screen showing how yet another tooth-and-claw predator stalks some poor hapless prey, the sound down, the droning desert tunes up. Nature shows.

“No meaning to it,” I finally said, and I poured another long swig down my throat.

I fought the creaking driver’s door open and pushed myself up and out of the cab to come around the back of the car and give the inevitably rushing suit a bit of service this time, ready, even, to open the back door for him — whatever might earn an extra buck or two in tips, right?

“You don’t want ‘em?” another cab driver shouted at me. He had darted in behind me and stretched his long lizard neck out his passenger window, his tongue coiled and ready to snatch.

“Huh?” I said, and I squinted at the grizzled veteran smirking at me from inside his car.

“The flag, kid! The flag!” he shouted at me through his window, and he gestured with his bulbous and scarred chin at a suit who was shrugging with emphasis at me and standing at my back door.

“I’ve  got  a  booking,”  I  said  to  the  guy.  “A  booking!”  I  shouted  at  the lizard. 

“Your death, kid!” the lifer said to me, and he waved the flag over to his own  car.  “Never  going  to  make  it  in  this  racket,”  he  shouted  at  me  as  he rolled  slowly  past.  “They  ain’t  down  and  ready  to  rock  ’n’  roll,”  he  said, “fuck ‘em! Seriously, just fuck them suits!” he repeated with a nod, even as the suit that flagged him was staring out from the back seat of his car.

“Word of advice?” he said, still leaning over his front seat to push his red and  veiny  face  up  and  out  his  open  passenger  window  at  me.  He  blindly rolled  his  car  back  out  into  the  lanes  of  traffic  that  instantly  honked  long and angrily at him. He didn’t care, he didn’t even flinch.

I looked over my shoulder and over the trunk of my car and back to him trying to glaze my eyes over with the best dead inside look I could muster for him. “What?” I finally said. He appeared to be unwilling to take off until I gave him his unasked-for soapbox opportunity.

“Fuck unto others as they would fuck unto you!” he shouted at me, and he stabbed his pointing finger at the air between us and laughed maniacally as he punched the accelerator down so that his car shuddered and shot off with his tires on the edge of slipping and squawking over the pavement. I saw his fare fly back into his seatback and his eyes bulge out. Not from the city, I suspected.

The still city heat beating down on my neck and still no sign of my pick-up, I turned around, shoved my hands in my pockets, leaned my hips into the blistering hot fender of my car, and faced the road, crawling with heat-waving traffic, thinking maybe the old-timer had a point. What is the right thing to do when the pick-up isn’t down yet? Right for whom, the driver or the customer? Or for the company? Right for when? In the moment, or in the  long  term?  If  one  believes  the  world  is  inherently  unfair,  then  those words  would  correctly  be  the  ones  to  live  by,  wouldn’t  they:  Fuck  them before they inevitably fuck you. So the old timer may be right.

“Against most evidence I personally know of, though,” I said to Eddy in my  head,  “and  in  contradiction  to  you  and  just  about  everyone  else  out there, I choose to believe the world is essentially fair,” I said. “However, it is  misunderstood,”  I  said.  I  stared  at  the  screen  showing  the  predator consuming its prey in mostly one gulp.

“Tell that to that field mouse’s children,” Eddy said. “See what kind of expression crosses his face.”

We had been watching a hawk hunched over the bow of a tree, his steely, unblinking eyes bulging at the mouse in the grass below. The mouse knows he’s  up  there,  but  he  needs  to  bringfood  home  for  his  little  ones,  too, squirming  hungrily  in  his  nest.  The  hawk  knows  he’s  going  to  show himself. He has to.

“It comes down to knowing one’s role in the world,” I said to Eddy. The mouse  died  before  our  eyes,  caught  in  the  claws  and  beak  of  the  hawk. Bring dinner or be dinner, those are the two options.

I gazed across the eight lanes of slow-motion traffic sliding like ripples over  a  lake,  and  raised  my  eyes  to  the  high-rises  behind  them  and  the angular-cut  shards  of  sky  left  over  between  them  like  some  design oversight.  Was  I  right  about  that?  Did  I  make  sense?  Because  here  I  was killing my day waiting for a pick-up who wasn’t going to come down, and there that old-timer went, probably already done with one fare and picking up another by then.

I pointed at the ceiling in our living room with my finger extending out from my grip around my sweating can. “If an outcome to an effort seems unfair  .  .  .  ”  I  said  to  Eddy,  who  didn’t  ask,  “  .  .  .  there  are  only  two possibilities to account for it,” I said.

He  swung  his  head  around  to  me  and  hung  his  eyes  and  drooped  them wide at me. He had heard it all before. But fair’s fair: I had by then heard all his bullshit before, too, at least twice around.

“There is what the world was supposed to do,” I said and I nodded. “And there is what oneself is supposed to do.” I drank my can to punctuate my half-drunk lecture with a pause for emphasis. “But the world being so big and so old,” I started up again with Eddy, himself half-drunk, listening with eyes struggling to stay on mine, “it doesn’t have the luxury of choice — it can’t  change  its  behavior  in  response  to  the  actions  of  any  one  person.”  I winked and nodded like I’d made a profound statement.

“It is big and it is old,” Eddy said, and he winked and nodded back to me. “Give you that.”

“But  that  one  person,”  I  said,  “acting  in  the  world,  can  and  does  have nothing  but  choices.”  We  both  stared  at  each  other.  There  was  that  about Eddy. He did listen. He was a good audience. “If,” I started up again, “it’s between a world acting unfairly versus a self who might have acted without sufficient  knowledge  to  create  an  outcome  to  their  own  best  interest,  it’s more than likely the self that is in error, and not the world.”

Eddy stared at me like he didn’t hear a word I’d said. His eyes struggled to  find  mine.  Finally  he  said,  “I’ll  allow  that,  prima  facie.”  He  closed  his eyes to roll what I had said around his head a few more times.

Charged up by his ascent, I continued at even greater volume. “The world isn’t unfair — it can’t be!” I shouted. “It has no intention! But can the self be lacking in knowledge about its role in the world?” I said, and I stabbed my finger at him, having nailed my point. We both laughed, like we always did. We were experts at fooling ourselves, Eddy and me.

My phone buzzed in my pocket, disturbing my drifting mind and pulling me back downtown and heavy on the hard sidewalk in the hot, noisy street. It was Eddy, speaking of the devil.

“I  need  a  ride!”  he  shouted  at  me  when  I  answered.  “My  piece  of  shit won’t start!”

“I can’t right now, Eddy,” I said to him, sizzling like a slice of bacon on the downtown sidewalk. “Got a fare to the airport coming out any second.”

“Aw fuck, Nate!” he shouted at me. He worked at a repo re-sale car lot, something  to  do  with  all  the  paperwork  they  need  to  fill  out  all  the  time. “It’s like I’m in jail here!”

Our  apartment  —  a  ground  floor  former  convenience  store-front  next door to a liquor outlet — really did feel like a jail cell. “You’re the one who put the bars up over the windows,” I reminded him.

“Fucking animals around here’ll come in and steal the fucking boots off your feet!” he said.

“Can’t help you, buddy,” I said.

“You’re  not  even  driving,”  he  said.  “I  can  hear  you,  you’re  standing outside.”

“Guy’s coming down,” I said, “I think,” I murmured.

“I need a way to get outta this fucking life,” Eddy said. “It’s so fucked, Nate,” he said, and he ended the call.

I  shrugged  and  twirled  my  phone  between  my  finger  and  thumb  and looked up at the looming front of the building. I phoned and even texted the number dispatch gave me, but there was no reply. Another and another flag came to the curb and jumped in the back of other cabs, their drivers jutting their  chins  at  me  and  shrugging  at  the  loser  I  saw  their  eyes  see  in  me. Nobody  goes  inside  to  see  if  a  fare  is  coming  out  —  you  give  them  ten seconds and you “fuck off,” as the common wisdom in the trade had it. The other nugget of eternal truth in the trade was, like all work, this work was so fucked,  shitty,  degrading,  and  demoralizing  that  no  animal,  even,  should have to do it. Eddy was one of them — work was fucked, not working was fucked, food is fucked, not having food is fucked. Everything was fucked.

I liked work, though — I liked the whole idea of it. I stared off through the heat waves making the building waver before me like maybe it wasn’t even there, in real reality. Sure, doing the right thing never seemed to pay off.  Looking  after  yourself  first  seemed,  on  the  surface  at  least,  like  the better  play.  But  I  couldn’t  live  like  that  —    like  Eddy,  for  example,  who spends more time and energy figuring out petty ways to get away with not doing his job in his paperwork maelstrom at the repo lot than he would if he simply  put  in  an  honest  day’s  work  fulfilling  his  job  description. All  his scheming, all the scheming in the world around me, it was always tainted with a whiff of the self-defeating, or at least that’s how it smelled to me. If everyone  was  fucking  unto  others  as  they  would  fuck  unto  them  — whatever that means — then nothing would have ever got built and nobody would  ever  have  eaten  more  than  they  themselves  caught.  I  crossed  the sidewalk and entered the shimmering glass facade of the building. I refused to accept that everything was fucked. Fuck that, I thought. Fuck Eddy.

I  stepped  up  to  the  security  guard  behind  the  massive  block  of  marble placed in front of the two hallways behind him that went down to the bank of elevator shafts, but he waved me past him, busy on the phone. He must have seen me out front beside my cab. The dispatch gave me the floor of the office,  so  I  went  to  the  elevators  thinking,  why  not?  I’d  already  missed  a dozen perfectly good substitute trips waiting for this guy, would it hurt me more to go up and see if he’s actually existing? At the worst, I get to see how other people make their living, all those faceless drones hidden behind the tall glass and steel facades I moused around and between down there on the ground all day, an ant to them, winding myself up with fear and loathing between their giant footprints.

I stepped out onto the 17th floor and onto carpet so thick and absorbing, it felt like I was walking on clouds. The silence was so enveloping, it felt like someone  put  noise  cancellers  over  my  ears. There  were  two  frosted  glass doors, one to the left, blank, and one to the right, which had the unit number I was looking for printed on it: 1700.

Still  no  one  to  stop  me,  I  pulled  the  heavy  steel-framed  sheet  of  glass open, but I nearly yanked it off its hinge as it opened for me once I touched the  gleaming  aluminum  handle. The  effect  caused  me  to  stumble  forward and I twisted my arm behind my back hanging onto the door handle to keep from falling. It caused me to spin around, yanking my arm out of the handle of  the  door  I  fell  further  into,  but  to  stumble  now  backward,  waving  my hand around like I touched an element, I so nearly broke my wrist in it.

I  staggered  around  forward  again  and  straightened  up  to  find  myself facing a massive semi-circular teak-paneled reception desk looking like the huge trunk of an old-growth tree. Behind it, as though rising up out of the centre of it, was the apparition of an angel.

But that’s what most downtown office girls looked like to me, standing at red lights as they scurried around for lunches or coffees in the city streets I crept around in. They were the red dress ladies in Neo’s first walk through the Matrix. And they were just as dangerous.

I  approached  the  receptionist  behind  that  massive  desk  even  though  I would  have  preferred  to  recede  away  and  float  back  down  to  the  ground where I belonged, and simply drive away. I did not belong up there, and I knew that. Eddy was right: it’s all fucked. We both needed out.

The  girl  was  covering  her  lips  with  a  finger,  keeping  herself  from chuckling  at  my  less-than-elegant  entrance  into  her  posh  and  polished office.  She  wore  smoothly  flowing  waves  of  toned  blonde  hair  that cascaded over her shoulders and down to her mid back. She showed me her infinite pools of aqua-marine eyes that beamed out from between the parted strands of blonde hair, and a mouth below them that remained closed, but didn’t hide, entirely, its amusement, all soft and frosted and grinning. The word that filled my mind when I brought my eyes back up to her face was “perfection,”  and  I  wondered  how  such  a  thing  could  exist  in  the  same world that also had in it the street down below and the street Eddy and me lived on.

Her  eyes  were  so  clear,  so  deep,  so  without  bottoms,  they  made  me stumble  forward  again,  and  I  grasped  the  front  edge  of  her  desk  and  told myself to breathe. She was so clean, so fresh, so unblemished. I wondered if she was real. I swallowed hard and my throat got stuck half way through, it was so dry.

“Here to pick up . . . “ I said, but she interrupted me.

“Oh my god!” she said. “I am so sorry!”

“I was just wondering . . . . “ I started again, unable to compute.

“Were you waiting this whole time?” she said.

I pulled my mouth sideways up the side of my face and rolled my eyes up though  the  top  of  my  head,  and  I  shrugged.  “That’s  okay,”  I  said,  and  I grinned  like  I  was  the  one  who  messed  up.  I  was  about  to  add,  “You happened to get the one loser who actually would wait this long.”

“They get me to order a car, and it happens so much!” she said, shaking her head with a look of horror crossing her face. “They always change plans at the last second!”

I  heaved  my  shoulders  up  again  and  sighed  through  my  puffed-out cheeks  and  held  onto  the  front  edge  of  the  high  reception  desk  to  steady myself and tense my thighs to stop my knees from shaking. “It’s no worries, really, I was just checking,” I said, and I turned around and shambled back to the frosted glass door like a guy walking down the side of a heaving ship in the high seas, and I set my uncertain sights on the elevators beyond them. I wanted out of there as quickly as possible.

“Actually,” she said, stopping me where I gripped the aluminum handle of the door. “Do you know someone who offers a service that can handle last-second cancellations like that?” she said. “Even if there’s a cancel fee?”

I turned around and squinted at her, holding the door open in front of me. She was forcing me into more excruciating eye-time with her apparition of pure beauty than I could take. It hurt like staring into the sun hurts.

“The cost isn’t the issue,” she said.

I swallowed like I had a wad of dry peanut butter in my mouth.

“It’s  just  the  ability  to  change  plans  without  it  ruining  someone  else’s day,” she said and she shrugged. She tilted her head sideways and pouted with  sympathy  for  me.  “Like  yours,”  she  added,  and  she  pulled  her shoulders up and scrunched her face down with what appeared for all the world to be genuine remorse.

“I’ll see what I can find for you,” I said.

She quickly wrote a phone number on the back of an office business card and waved it at me to come take it from her porcelain hand. “You’d save my life!” she said. “I hate dishonesty so much!”

I took the card from her and tapped its edge twice on her desktop. “Funny that,”  I  said.  “I  was  just  thinking  the  same  thing.”  I  turned,  but  then  I turned again. “Um,” I said, as though wavering over the edge of a cliff.

She raised her eyes at me with her face full of expectation. She had risen to stand behind her desk, and I glanced down to see that she was wearing one of those downtown office girl get ups, all tight and short and perfect.

There was no way in hell, and I knew it. “Is there a bathroom, actually, I can quickly use?” I said.

She shrugged one shoulder and curled her finger at me to follow her, and she grinned. She came out from behind her desk and lead me, in pink high heel shoes and a pencil-cut skirt, down a hallway to a heavy wooden door she held open for me.

I passed by her and momentarily wavered on my feet again, the scent of her body nearly lulling me into an instant magic carpet ride of pleasure. She snickered lightly as though she noticed, too.

The bathroom was more exquisite than the best restaurant I’d ever been in. The towels were softer and more absorbent than anything I touched. The mirror was cleaner than nothing at all. When I felt ready, I came back out and nodded at her where she was once again safely ensconced behind her desk.

“Oh wait!” she said. “The plan is now for a ride to the airport in about one hour,” she said. “Can you find a person by then?”

“For sure,” I said, lying.

“That’s great!” she said. And then she waved with just her fingers at the side  of  her  head  like  it  was  a  secret  arrangement  between  us,  and  she mouthed the word “bye!” silently to me with a smile that made me ready to die then and there, done with life.

I phoned Eddy on the elevator down. “You still at home?” I said.

“Fuck my life,” he said. “My skateboard is busted, too!”

“Wait there, I can get you in fifteen,” I said,

“Thank  you  god!”  he  shouted.  “I’ll  never  do  wrong  or  drink  too  much again!”

I laughed. He’d made that promise to the almighty so many times, it had lost all meaning.

“What am I going to do?” I said to Eddy when he climbed into my car back at home.

I pulled into the industrial street at the end of which was his repo yard and  turned  into  the  driveway  and  through  the  high,  double-barbed  fence gate and around to get him to his office front door.

“Fucked if I know, do you really need to show up for this though?” he said.

“I promised her,” I said.

He rolled his eyes and flipped his hand at me. “If promises were horses,” he said.

I screwed up my face. I knew he got the phrase wrong, but I couldn’t put my finger on how it was supposed to go.

He  climbed  out  but  leaned  back  in  through  his  open  door.  “Look,”  he said, “there’s a car that came in yesterday, Escalade SUV,” he said. “It’s not even processed yet,” he said, and he pulled up and out of the car and looked around behind him in case anyone was listening. “How soon would you get it back?” he said. “I can maybe tell the boss I sent it out for detailing. We do that sometimes on nice ones that come in.”

“Like an hour or so?” I said, and I shrugged.

“Got to be an hour,” he said to me sternly. “I’m like on my last chance here.”

“What, you borrowed cars before?” I said.

He  snickered.  “Sometimes  nobody  notices,”  he  said.  “Go  put  your  car behind the office,” he said. “And wait there, I’ll get the fob.”

I parked and he came out the back emergency exit. “That one,” he said, pointing at a black shadow of a car. “Anyone asks, you’re the detailer, got it?”

I hated lying. But I hated more making a promise and not delivering.

I  jumped  into  the  Escalade  and  started  it  up.  It  roared  like  barely constrained power. I looked over my shoulder into the back. It was outfitted like  a  luxury  office.  “Perfect,”  I  said  to  myself.  Inside  the  console  was  a black jacket and a cap like an official driver might wear. I laughed and put them on.

I parked out front of the big building downtown again and nodded at the security guard who frowned at my new get-up, wondering if he knew me or not, and I went past him and up to the 17th floor. I came through the frosted glass door with more coordination this time, and it took that girl behind the tree trunk reception desk a moment to recognize me. But when she did, she covered her mouth and staunched a laugh.

“Perfect,”  she  said  in  a  quiet  voice,  and  she  put  on  her  headset.  “Your driver  has  arrived,  Mr.  Cole,”  she  said  in  that  smooth-as-honey  voice  of hers,  and  she  looked  at  me  with  a  wide  grin  and  dancing  eyebrows.  She seemed pleased. I did good. I helped her.

Just  as  I  neared  the  airport  with  that  Mr.  Cole  in  the  back,  my  phone buzzed. It was the reception girl again. “It’s Camile,” she said in a hushed tone.

“Oh,” I said. “Hi Camille! This is Nate.”

“Oh yeah!” she said. “Hi there Nate!” she said and she laughed.

“What’s  up  Camille?”  I  said,  keeping  the  joke  of  instant  familiarity rolling.

“So I told my friend Josie — she’s two floors above me on the 19th, she does the same thing I do, but its another firm,” she said.

“Uh-huh?” I said.

“And  anyway,  she’s  got  the  same  problem  I  have.  She  has  a  client coming  through  the  airport  in  about  15  minutes,”  she  said.  “So  I  told  her about  you  and  she  wanted  to  know  if  you  could  get  her  person  and  bring him back here, to the 19th?”

“Don’t see why not,” I said.

She told me the name and the flight number. I found in the glove box a whiteboard and a marker. “Why not indeed,” I murmured to myself, and I wrote the name on the board.

I brought the other client back downtown, let him go inside the building, and then came in myself a few minutes later to go see Camille and let her know everything went off without a hitch.

“Oh  my  god,”  she  said  in  a  hushed  tone,  “you  made  me  look  so  good today! And Josie too!” she said. “But you’re going to need one of these if we keep doing this,” she said, and she waved at me her tag hanging from a lanyard  around  her  neck.  “Follow  me!”  she  said,  and  she  snorted  and widened  her  clear  eyes  at  me  over  her  shoulder  as  we  went  down  the hallway again and past the washroom door.

She lead me into a storage room full of metal shelves with boxes of paper and other supplies, and she stood leaning over a computer on a small table. “Nate . . . ?” she said, and she looked back over her shoulder at me where I stood behind her.

It took me a moment to tear my gaze off her body bent over in front of me. “MacDonald,” I said, finally.

She  snickered  and  she  wiggled  her  ass  at  me  like  she  knew  I  was mesmerized  by  it.  She  printed  out  a  card  and  found  a  plastic  sleeve  for  it and clipped a lanyard to it. “I knight you . . . “ she said, and she laughed facing me, holding the lanyard out for me to duck down in front of so she could hang it around my neck like a real winner.

When I straightened back up, our noses accidentally bumped each other, and she laughed. And then she smiled. And then her eyes dropped down to my mouth.

I had no business thinking it, much less doing it. There was zero reason to imagine I ever could do it — to imagine I’d be allowed to do it. It was impossible to think she’d let me or want me to do it. It wasn’t something I thought to do, or planned to do. It certainly wasn’t something I would have considered, if I stopped to consider it, the right thing to do.

But  she  was  so  close.  Her  scent  was  so  intoxicating.  She  was  so beautiful. And she didn’t step back.

I  was  either  going  to  do  it,  or  I  was  going  to  collapse  on  the  floor  on rubbery legs, or stagger backward with a shaking body, or pass out from a blood-drained head. And so I kissed her.

And  then  we  both  paused,  we  both  smirked,  and  we  both  kissed  again. She touched my face with her cool fingertips and I wavered on my hips like a kid who climbed to the too-high diving board — and now was committed. So we kissed again, and this time, it was a real kiss, long, deep, and wild with wrestling tongues.

I instantly experienced an out-of-body episode and had no more control over  myself  than  one  does  a  character  one  is  watching  in  a  movie.  My hands  wrapped  around  her  taut  waist  and  dropped  down  around  her  hips. Her  fingers  plowed  through  my  hair  and  her  palms  caressed  my  jaw,  and then the sides of my neck.

“I  don’t  do  this,  though,”  she  said  in  a  whisper.  But  then  she  added, “Nobody ever comes in here but me.”

I shook violently and my head grew light. I wavered but steadied myself, and my vision grew dark around the edges of my eyeballs. I drew my hands down and over her hips and felt the heat of the skin of her bare thighs below the edge of her skirt. I pulled my hands up not meaning to draw her skirt up, but  up  it  came,  and  I  realized  I  was  massaging  her  ass  through  her  lace-textured panties. It was so wrong. It felt so good. It was the middle of the day and it was up in one of those glass and steel towers. It felt like a dream.

“What do you think you’re doing, Nate?” she said in a moaning tone, but she snorted, too, and grinned. She also dropped a hand down the side of my body  and  over  my  hip.  It  shook  as  violently  as  my  hands  did  holding  her body. She cupped her palm and drew it over the front of my pants.

“I feel like I’m dreaming right now,” I said.

“Me too!” she said, her eyes darting from my eyes to my lips and back to my eyes again, her breath as short and rapid as mine. “It’s so wrong!” she whispered, and she scrunched her hand on me down below.

My  head  spun.  I  collapsed  forward  and  into  her,  even  falling  over  her, and she staggered backward under me on her pink high heels until she fell into  a  sitting  position  over  the  top  of  a  stack  of  boxes  of  newly-shipped supplies, the boxes still wrapped in shrink wrap and unopened. I meant to catch her to keep her from falling over, so clumsy was I to fall into her like that, but I ended up holding her by the sides of her panties, and when she fell back, they came down her legs.

She  hung  herself  from  my  waist  on  the  end  of  her  outstretched  hands with her fingers curled around the belt loops of my pants, before she let go and  fell  the  rest  of  the  way  down  on  her  back  over  the  shrink-wrapped boxes. She pulled her knees up and set the spikes of her high heels on the edge of the leading box.

“I didn’t mean to,” I said, still holding her panties where they stretched between her exposed thighs.

“I don’t mean to do what I’m about to do, either, okay?” she said, and she popped  open  the  button  in  the  waist  of  my  pants  and  yanked  them  down, along with my shorts beneath. My cock, instantly hard, sprang up.

Her  back  arched  up  from  the  boxes  below  her,  sharp  and  high.  She writhed  before  me  like  some  trapped  snake.  “Kiss  me  again,  hurry!”  she said in a hushed voice.

I  leaned  over  her  twisting  body  and  she  wrapped  both  of  her  palms around my cock. When I bent down to kiss her mouth, as she had requested, I felt the tip of my cock touch something extraordinarily hot and I glanced down between our bodies.

“Shit, Nate,” she said full of exhaling breath, her eyebrows shooting up all over her forehead. She pulled harder on me and my knees shook so hard, I fell forward into the side of the boxes she sprawled over. She stretched her arms  up  over  her  head  and  flailed  them  out  over  the  tops  of  the  boxes behind her and exhaled with a crying grasp.

My cock sank into her pussy without friction, she was so wet. I inhaled deep enough to float up to the ceiling.

“It’s so wrong!” she groaned, but through a grin with her eyes closed and her  body  writhing  serpentine-like  all  over  the  pallet  of  supply  boxes.  A fluorescent tube flickered overhead.

I straitened up and looked down at her contorting body that I held by the hips in front of me. I retracted my hips back and watched, dumbfounded, as my  cock,  hard,  long,  and  throbbing,  emerged  from  her  grasping  and suckling pink pussy lips, coated and glistening. I looked up at her twisting, turning body and saw her fingers grasp at me, her head roll back, and her eyes clench shut. I entered her again and she curled up in her core and cried out  too  loud  for  a  professional  office  girl  in  a  supply  room  of  a  posh downtown firm. I covered her mouth with my hand and she drove her stiff tongue between my fingers and moaned gutturally against my palm.

I  felt  like  what  seemed  to  me  to  be  other  hands  and  fingers  inside  her pussy, until I realized, too late, that she was holding her breath and turning as hard as a plank throughout her core. The tension in her body was peaking into a climax.

“I thought I was the one . . . “ I began to say, still out of my body, still not fully registering what was happening, before I felt my entire body cramp up hard, just like hers, my neck muscles bulging, and my thighs quaking. The contractions inside her pussy were too much, and I was triggered too fast to stop, and just as she inhaled like someone dying, I exploded inside her.

I slammed my hips into the underside of her legs and she shot her feet up to the ceiling and clamped my head between her high heel shoes. We both climaxed  so  hard  together,  we  had  reason  to  both  stop,  a  moment, frightened  that  the  building  was  shaking,  not  us.  I  finally  subsided  and pulled  myself  back  from  her,  cupping  my  hand  around  the  head  of  my dripping cock to keep from spilling myself on her, and she cupped her hand around her leaking pussy and started laughing uncontrollably.

She found paper towels and we cleaned ourselves up. “I thought it was an earthquake!” she shouted in a whisper to me.

“I did too!” I shouted back, amazed we both thought the same thing.

She pulled her panties back up and I did up my pants, too. She laughed and shushed me with her finger held to her lips, and she whispered in my ear, “I’m not like this, ordinarily. Just so you know.”

I stopped her just as she wrapped her hand around the door handle. “That makes two of us,” I said.

“So no telling anyone!” she said. “Especially Josie!”

She  snickered  and  kissed  me  lightly  on  the  lips  and  opened  the  door. Suddenly she used her loud and assertive voice all over again. “So if you want to wait a moment in reception, I’ll just pay you out — is digital fine then?” she said.

“I’ll give you my email,” I said, also taking on a regular inside voice.

“Do,” she said, full of officiousness all over again, and she resumed her place behind the big round reception desk.

“You  can  go  up  to  the  19th,  the  receptionist  there  will  pay  out  out  as well,” she said. “It’s Josie,” she said, nodding at me.

“Got it,” I said. “And thank you.”

“Thank  you,  Nate,”  she  said  with  a  polite  nod.  I  smirked,  but  she remained utterly straight-faced and already re-engaged with other work on her screen. “Bye then,” she sang to me without looking up at me.

I  went  back  to  the  elevator  and  went  up  to  the  19th.  On  the  way,  my phone buzzed with an email. It was Camille’s office — I’d been sent two hundred dollars. “Holy fuck,” I murmured to myself, staring at it.

The 19th floor looked exactly the same as the 17th, but for the number on the door. I pulled the frosted glass door open without whacking myself with it this time, having learned, and I peered inside.

“Nate!” said a girl behind a low, square desk inside.

“Josie?” I said.

“Hurry,  come!”  she  said,  and  she  got  up  and  waved  at  me  to  follow behind her as she strode quickly down the hallway in front of me. She was darker than Camille, with tight curls of glossy black hair falling down her back,  and  dark  brown  eyes  as  clear  as  Camille’s.  She  rushed  me  with  her curling  arm  and  brought  me  inside  a  boardroom  surrounded  by  glass  and windows and she kicked out the doorstop to let the door hiss closed on us.

Like Camille, she was dressed like those downtown office girls dress — just like candy. Josie was in all-black, including her excessively tall spiked high-heel shoes. Her dress was excessively tight, as well, and her smile was excessively warm.

“Sign this,” she said to me.

“What’s this?” I said, turning the paper around to sign it.

“Non-disclosure, in case you hear or see anything in your car,” she said. “And  put  this  one  on  when  you’re  doing  one  for  us,”  she  said,  and  she handed  me  a  tag  in  a  clear  plastic  sleeve  on  a  lanyard,  just  like  the  one Camille gave me. It already had my whole name on it.

“You two talk, I see,” I said, taking Camille’s tag off and letting Josie put hers on me instead.

I  closed  my  eyes  when  she  reached  over  my  head.  Her  scent,  like Camille’s, invaded me.

“Of course,” she said, “we tell each other everything. We live together!” she said.

“You and Camille?”

“Uh-huh,” she said, and she suddenly leaned forward in her high-backed leather executive chair and placed her puckered lips against my nose.

I died, also in my high-backed leather executive chair.

She  chuckled.  “Don’t  worry,  Camille  told  me,”  she  said,  and  she squealed. “She’s such a bad girl!”

“She told you what?” I said.

Josie  got  up  and  brushed  her  body  behind  me,  dragging  her  fingertips through my hair. “I already told you,” she said, “her and I have no secrets.”

She  bent  over  at  a  computer  on  a  small  desk  along  the  wall.  I  spun around in the chair and slumped back to watch her body, the way she bent at her waist with her legs straight, her chest sticking out forward, her back arched, her face turned to me, strands of glossy black curls obscuring her grin. “Going to tell me?”

I cleared my throat. “Tell you what?” I said.

“Your email, silly, so I can pay you for the job,” he said.

“Camille already did,” I said.

“For her job, not for mine, silly!” she said.

I told her my email. Instantly, I received a notification and I pulled out my phone and stared at it. She had also sent me two hundred dollars, just like Camille.

“It’s too much,” I said.

“Don’t be silly,” she said. “You’re making both of us look good.” She got up and stepped toward me in those high spike heels of hers. She leaned over in front of me and stretched her arms out to plant her hands on the arms of my chair, spinning me in it until I was facing straight toward her. “And both of us like looking good,” she murmured, lifting her bare knee onto the edge of my chair between my knees.

“Josie!” I said.

She snickered and sank her back in and pushed her chest out at my face. “Everybody’s over in this big board meeting on the other side of the office,” she  said.  “We’ll  hear  a  buzzer  at  the  door  if  anyone  comes  back  across.” She dropped her head down between her high-poking shoulders and kissed, me  again,  on  the  tip  of  my  nose.  “Camille  said  you  were  fun,”  she  said. “Just like you’re one of us, not one of them.”

I  reached  out  for  her  body  with  the  intention  of  pushing  her  back  from me,  but  my  hands  wrapped  around  her  waist  instead  and  she  instantly moaned and squirmed under my touch. “Just so you know,” she murmured, “neither do I.”

“Neither do you what?” I said.

“Do  this,”  she  whispered,  and  she  covered  my  lips  with  her  lips  and invaded my mouth with her tongue.

I sank back in the chair and exhaled until my lungs were empty. “Are you sure you don’t?” I said.

She chuckled and came down onto her knees between my legs. “Camille says I think about the other person too much,” she said. “That I do too much for  other  people  and  not  myself.”  She  watched  her  hands  like  they  were someone else’s, as she opened my pants and spread out the sides. She pulled my shorts down and found my cock inside and stood it up in front of her exquisite face. “She dared me to do something I would never, ever do in a million years,” she said, and she closed her eyes, pushed her face forward, and closed her thick, soft, and warm red lips around the head of my cock.

I gasped and clenched in my core. My eyes popped open wide and my chin  dropped  down  to  my  chest.  “And  this  is  what  you  came  up  with?”  I said in voice that shook.

“We  vowed  to  each  other,”  she  said,  pulling  her  mouth  up  and  off  me. “Because it’s true,” she said, and she ducked her face down again and took me  between  her  lips  and  up  into  her  mouth  all  the  way  until  her  nose pressed into my pelvis. I felt her tongue inside wrap around my shaft and slide up and down the underside of it. I looked left and right and gripped the arms of my chair hard enough to rip them off.

She came up and off me and I panted like a dog who’d just swum a lake. “She used the code word, so I had to,” she said, and she rolled her eyes and snorted.  She  went  back  down  on  me  and  pumped  me  with  her  hand  and mouth in time, moaning and groaning on me, killing me.

I rolled my head over the back of the chair and looked out the window and  at  the  tops  of  the  buildings  towering  around  us,  and  the  sky  and  the clouds behind them. “What is it?” I said.

Josie  didn’t  hear  me,  though.  She  was  crying,  muffled,  with  my  cock pumping deeply in her mouth, and her body was clenching and releasing all over.  She  stuffed  her  hands  down  around  my  hips  and  dug  her  purple-painted nails into the flesh of my ass. I tried to tap her shoulder, but it only made  her  suck  harder  and  drive  her  mouth  up  and  down  my  shaft  deeper and faster. I could hear the phone in reception warble. She moaned deeply and her back arched out and in and her shoulders pushed higher up.

I threw my head back into the chair and tried to close my knees. My hips rose up and out of the chair and my thighs shook.

She only clamped onto me harder. Her own body seemed as gripped with ripples of spasms as much as mine. I couldn’t breathe or talk or move. She held me in her mouth with her tongue whipping around me inside, and my whole body went as stiff as a plank. Still she wouldn’t relent, and I finally exploded up and into her mouth. She moaned deeply, her whole body shook violently, and she swallowed me frantically.

When I finally subsided, she sank down with me, and she finally pulled her mouth off the end of my cock. She wiped the back of her hand over her mouth and sat back on her calves in front of me. “Oh my god!” she said. “I had  a  fucking  orgasm  doing  that!”  she  said  in  a  hushed  voice.  Her  eyes popped wide open at me.

“Me too,” I said.

She  laughed  with  a  squeal  and  struggled  to  pull  herself  up  to  standing again, using my knees for balance.

“I’ve never had that before,” she said.

“An orgasm?” I said.

She laughed again and shook her head at me again. “Of course I’ve had one  before!”  she  said.  “But  not  while  doing  that.  No  telling  Camille, okay?!”

“Okay,” I said. “Your secret is safe.”

“She’s all about everybody having to say what they mean, total honesty, all truth all the time,” she said.

“And you?” I said.

She walked over to the floor-to-ceiling windows looking down over the city. “Me?”she said. “I’m all about trying to forget.”

We heard a buzzing sound.

“You better go,” she said, and she left me there and quickly went back to her reception desk. I followed her out as soon as I could. The gaggle of men in suits who came in filed past her and past me too, without noticing either of us.

“I’ll  call  you  when  we  need  you,”  Josie  said  to  me  with  the  same officious  and  professional  voice  that  Camille  used  when  I  left  her  in  her reception office two floors down. She didn’t even look up at me as I left and went back to the elevators.

On  the  way  down,  I  felt  my  phone  buzz.  I  remembered  just  then  that  I turned off the ringer when I was driving Camille’s guy to the airport. It was Eddy. And there were about a million missed calls from him, too.

“Oh fuck,” I said, as I answered the phone.

“Nice work, Nate,” Eddy said, sounding shaky, he was so pissed.

“I totally forgot all about it,” I said.

“I  covered  for  you,”  he  said.  “But  now  I  might  have  created  a  bigger problem.”

“What do you mean?” I said.

“I explained to the boss that you were a private company and you took the car for a pre-lease inspection,” he said.

“I can’t lease this thing,” I said. “Of course.”

“You already did, though,” Eddy said. “I forged your signature.”

“You what?!” I said.

“I had to!” he whisper-shouted back down his phone. “It’s the only way we’d ever let someone take a car off the lot! It’s the only way it could be insured!”

“There’s no way I can lease it!” I said.

“You have to!” he said. “Or it’s fraud — on me!” he said. “I already put insurance on it — in your name!”

“How much is the lease?” I said.

“The down payment can be as little as four hundred,” he said. “If we can somehow pull that together from somewhere by end of day.”

I stared out sideways as I rumbled down the road to his repo lot. “I might actually have that,” I finally said with resignation.

“Is that you on the road?” he suddenly shouted. “Fuck, if that’s you, do not turn in here!” he said.

I drove on past. “Why not?” I said. “I need my cab back.”

“I’ll drive your cab home!” he said. “At lunch break.”

“You don’t have keys,” I said.

“I’ll hot wire it,” he said.

“You can do that?” I said.

“Dude,” he said. “I work in a repo car lot.”

“Lunch break then,” I said, and I turned around, drove past his lot again, and went home.

Eddy came home an hour later. I’d already made peanut butter and jam sandwiches for him. We both sat at the table and hunched over our plates.

“How did you forget to bring the car back?” he said finally.

“I had two jobs,” I said.

“Paying jobs?” he said.

I looked across the table at the top of his downcast head and waited for him  to  look  back  up.  “Two  hundred  each  —  four  hundred,  for  just  this morning.”

“Fuck  me,”  Eddy  murmured,  his  eyes  popping  out.  “Four  hundred dollars?”

“Which is all gone now, too,” said. “So thanks for that.”

“The down payment,” he said, and he snapped his fingers.

“The down payment. Two steps forward, two steps back,” I said.

“Maybe you can get more jobs, though,” he said. “I mean, you own the car now for at least a month, before anyone comes to repo it on you.”

“What’s the lease amount for a month?” I said.

“I can probably wrangle it down to a thousand,” he said.

“So six hundred more,” I said.

“Six hundred more,” he said. “What’s that? Three more jobs?”

I widened my eyes at the table and nodded. “Yeah, just three more jobs, I guess.”

I drove him back to work in my cab and tried to make some money with the rest of the day. At night, Eddy and I flopped back into our EZ chairs and stared blankly at the silent screen. We both sipped our beers in unison.

“Who was it who hired you today?” he said. “In the Escalade?”

“Downtown  office  girl,”  I  said,  “after  her  guy  no-showed  me downstairs.”

“Twice?” he said.

“No, her friend hired me after that, to pick a guy up at the airport. She works two floors above Camille.”

“Camille is it, already?” he said.

I didn’t respond to him. I didn’t want to give him anything.

“Pretty friendly sounding,” he said, trying to provoke me into revealing something for him to bite down into.

I merely shrugged.

“And some other super hot downtown office girl in the same building?” he said.

I  looked  over  at  him  but  I  was  unable  to  stop  the  smirk  from  erupting over my face. “Josie,” I said.

“Josie and Camille,” he said, nodding. “You nasty little fuck.”

“It’s nothing,” I shrugged.

“So call her,” he said. “Tell her you need more jobs.”

“I’m not going to shake her down for more jobs,” I said.

“You need to, buddy,” Eddy said. “It’s your name on the lease.”

“That you forged with my fake signature!” I shouted at him.

“Because you kept the car out all morning!” he shouted back. “I told you, one hour!”

“Fine,” I said, “fuck it, I’ll text her.”

“Fine,” he said. “Text her then.”

So I did.

To my shock, she texted back quickly. I thought I was reaching a work phone, but it was apparently her own phone number she gave me.

“Can I see you? Need to talk,” I said. I didn’t want to talk on the phone in front of Eddy. He would have figured things out faster than a hound dog.

“Now’s good,” Camille wrote back right away. She even suggested a cafe I knew.

“Gotta go,” I said to Eddy.

“You’re  fucking  meeting  up  with  her?”  he  shouted,  stunned.  He  started pulling on his shoes, too.

“Not you, just me,” I said.

“Fuck that,” he said. “Downtown office girls?”

I stopped tying my shoes to make my point. “I’m not going if you insist on coming.”

“Why though?” he said, and he stopped tying his shoes.

“I barely know them myself, let me just manage this thing first, get it past first base, okay?” I said. I wished I had chosen different words.

“Them now, is it?” he said. “I thought it was just the one.”

“They live together,” I said. “They both want to come out.”

“Fucking go, then,” he said.

“They want to see the car,” I said.

“It’s  your  car  now,  buddy,  your  name  all  over  it,”  he  said,  waving  his hand at me and looking away, feigning disgust.

I  came  into  the  cafe  and  spotted  Camille  and  Josie  right  away.  They looked strikingly different, not being dressed professionally anymore, but in jeans and hoodies and sneakers.

They  both  got  up  right  away  and  met  me  inside  the  door.  “So  let’s  see this thing, anyway,” Camille said. “We’re paying you enough for it!” They both laughed and they both pushed their arms through my arms and walked with  me  down  the  sidewalk  to  where  I  parked.  I  hung  my  head  with embarrassment.

We got to the car. “Nice!” Camille said, nodding.

“And inside?” Josie said.

I opened the back door. They both instantly climbed inside and I looked up and down the sidewalk and climbed in behind them and shut the door.

Lighting  recessed  into  the  ceiling  lit  up  the  back  like  a  dim  classy restaurant. Between our four tall leather executive seats was a teak desk. It was in every way like an office on wheels, and a magnificently tasteful and luxurious office, too.

“So this is yours?” Josie said, and she covered her mouth with both her hands and raised her eyebrows.

I shrugged. “I didn’t know anybody,” I said to Camille. “But my friend, he had this car on his lot — he works at a repo,” I said.

I explained the whole lease deal and how it went down — the forgery and everything.  And I told them how I ended up on the hook for the rest of the lease — or risked being repo’d and all that that entailed for me.

“Do you know other offices that might need the service?” I said.

They looked at each other and together they both said, “Danica!”

I squinted.

“You drive,” Camille said. “We’ll call her!”

Josie told me the address and I went around and jumped into the driver’s seat. While Camille got this Danica on the phone, Josie leaned through the window joining the back to the front of the car. “Danica does the same job we do,” she said. “She’s down on the 14th floor.”

“Same bundling?” I said.

“Uh-huh!”  Josie  said.  “She’s  even  thinking  about  moving  in  with  us! Isn’t that fun?”

I shook my head. “How’d you all meet, anyway?” I said.

“Lunch breaks in the building lobby!” she said and she laughed.

“Park  here!”  Camille  shouted  at  me  when  we  got  to  Danica’s  building. “Get back here!” she said. “I told her to find us out front and just come into the back!”

I  got  out  and  went  into  the  back  with  Camille  and  Josie.  They  both laughed with nervous excitement.

“She’s going to shit!” Josie said.

The  back  door  swung  open  and  a  head  leaned  inside,  and  instantly squealed. It was Danica I presumed. Both Camille and Josie squealed back at her, and they grasped at her arms and laughed and dragged her into the back with us.

Danica got in and shut the door and looked around and marveled at the exquisite  office  space  in  the  back  of  the  SUV.  I  sat  back  and  marveled  at her. She was a fiery red-head with a page-boy cut, and marble-green eyes. I’d never seen anyone quite like her. It was hard not to stare.

Josie slapped my back.

“Eyes back in your head,” she said, and she laughed.

“And stop drooling!” Camille shouted from the other side of the desk.

“She’s  just  a  girl,  just  like  us,”  Josie  said  to  me  more  privately.  “Only she’s incredibly smart.”

“Stop it!” Danica said, and she blushed. She glanced at me. 

“So do you have jobs that Nate here can look after for you?” Camille said to Danica.

Danica  stared  at  her  silently  and  without  expression.  I  shot  my  gaze around  at  Camilla  and  Josie,  but  they  were  apparently  unsurprised  by  her blank, silent reaction, and they patiently waited for her.

“I  do,  in  fact,”  she  finally  said,  as  though  clicking  back  on.  “Later tonight, in fact.”

All three girls turned to me.

I looked at Danica, barely able to find my words. “Details?” I said.

She told me a name and a hotel he’d be going to. “Flight’s in at 10:10,” she said. “Can you do it?”

I shrugged. “I’m on it,” I said.

“I have to come with you, though,” she said. “We have paperwork to go over.  It  would  be  perfect  to  get  that  out  of  the  way  before  he  gets  to  his hotel.”

I  looked  at  my  phone.  “We  can  go  right  now,”  I  said.  “We  probably should. Traffic,” I said.

“Let me get a coffee,” Danica said.

“What do you want?” Camille said to me as her and Josie got out with Danica.  She  leaned  back  through  my  driver’s  side  window.  I  told  her  my coffee order and she kissed me on the lips. “Don’t fall in love with Danica,” she said. “Every guy always does.”

I sat back and rolled my head over the back seat and watched the three of them inside the cafe talking to each other with animation as they waited for the coffees. Danica was dressed in jeans and a t-shirt, with a short-cut black leather  motorcycle  jacket  on.  She  spotted  me  out  the  window  and  smiled and waved at me, and ducked her head down with embarrassment. Her red hair fell over her green eyes that she continued to look up through at me. I shivered in the car seat.

The way a day starts, I thought to myself, never gives an indication at all about how that day is going to end. I started the engine to get it warmer in the back for her. “Another job,” I texted Eddy.
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