
        
            
                
            
        

    















Blazing morning sunlight poured through the pie-slice sections of old, drooping glass that made up the four massive semi-circular windows ranged along the front wall of that yawning secret space on the top floor of the building I was said to own. Tara stepped in front of one of them so that her hair, brunette, shimmering, and straight as rain, lit up from behind like the switched-on halo of an angel. Leaning against the aged and raw red brick walls to either side of her were the stacks of paintings I’d made. Scattered around the grooved and dented brightly-reflecting floor between us was my cart, bristling with bottles of brushes, water cans, paint tubes and rags, and around it, makeshift saw-horse tables holding stacks of pre-cut stretchers, rolls of canvas, cutting tools and staplers and measuring tapes and mallets.
She was dressed like maybe she had been interrupted in her daily jog — white trainers, loose white jogging paints with wide, stretchy ankle collars, a thick white hoody zipped all the way up her neck to her chin, the hood half pushed back from her head and bunched in thick folds around her ears and cheekbones. One knee fell forward buckled and her hip sat crookedly, her other foot forward and pointed at me. Her arms hung loosely from her high, round shoulders, hands half-forward, utterly defenseless.  Her face dropped halfway and crooked down to the floor with her deep brown eyes turned up through their tops and burning at me through loose strands of hair fallen over her face. She locked her gaze on mine and I swallowed.
She took the big tab of her hoody’s zipper between her finger and thumb, painted matte sky-blue, and she pulled it — slowly so that I could hear each tooth pass through the slider — half way down the front of her body, but there she stopped, holding tension in her hoody pulled out from her torso. In the shadows behind her open hoody, I could see the white strip that stretched between the cups of her bra, below it, her toned and taut skin as far down as the indentation of her belly button, and above it, the bulging flesh of her breasts, spilling up over the hugging cups of her bra. I swallowed again with an even more constricted throat.
Was she asking my permission to continue revealing her body to me? I hesitated in the dark double doors that she discovered when she came up the stairs looking for me, looking for her phone, the doors I stood in as she passed by me, unknowingly entering a secret sacrosanct space nobody knew existed. Of course she had peered through the gap between the doors before knocking — she was innocent of malicious snooping: she needed her phone, that was all, and it was left behind in the bar the night before, my bar that she couldn’t get into, so she needed to find me. She had no way of knowing the building contained a floor above the empty suites, that it was a private floor, and that it had become my secret painting studio, that I painted in the mornings before the nights came when I sat in the bar pretending to be the eyes and ears for my career criminal father and his two thug sons.
There is always risk in revealing yourself. There is an even greater risk in creating yourself through the deceptive act of apparent self-revelation, like a non-player character in a video game who only comes into existence by the act of a real player looking at him. Which was I? Someone who let a staff member enter his mind as it was embodied in a hidden floor of a building, revealing himself to her in ways nobody knew about? Or was I that person who secretly shifted around in the attic of a vacant building, passing through lanes of acutely slanted morning streams of sunlight as I turned my mind inside using oil, pigment, wood, and cotton, someone who didn’t even exist in the world, not even to himself, until she passed through the double doors to look at me in there?
Tara resumed the slow drag of the zipper tab down the wavy front of her white hoody until it caught at the bottom, tugged the front of the hoody down taut over the mounds of her breasts, and popped free, allowing the two sides to part like a gallery-painting reveal. She arched her back, pushed her chest up and out, and pulled her hips back and down. She closed her knees together and bent them and she hooked her thumbs in the waist of her baggy white fleece jogging pants. She pulled them halfway down over her ass and paused in the same way, with the same half-squinting hold of her eyes on mine, the way she paused with her hoody zipper half way down the front of her body, before she pushed them down her thighs, stood up straight, let them collapse like plummeting clouds to fold around her ankles below her. She lifted one foot and then the other to catch the heel of her shoes in the toes of her opposing foot, and she peeled them off and stepped gingerly — on her toes — out of the mass of white folded cotton that formed around her feet.
Nothing was said. She turned around to face the semi-circular window against which, I couldn’t help noting, she was as perfectly proportioned as Da Vinci’s Vitruvius Man. She arched her back, she pushed her shoulders back and down, and she extended her arms down to the ass of her gleaming white panties, and she let her hoody fall down from her shoulders, down from her back, and over her hands, so that it fell like her pants in a tuft of indeterminate white cotton clouded around her ankles.
I stared at her mass and form and lines, framed between the raw red brick walls, reflected in the hardwood floor between us, and lit all around the edge of her silhouette by the blasting light of the mid-morning sun that poured through the glass like a cathedral choir holding a long A. Was she the one created by me looking at her, or was I the one created by her finding me up there? Yearning is begotten of denial.
She pushed her ass up, pushed her thumbs down through the waist of her crystalline white panties, and she dragged them tantalizingly slowly down to her mid-thighs where they stretched between her long, straight legs. She wiggled her knees one at a time until her panties fell to her feet. She bent at her waist, she hung her head down low so that her hair formed a curtain between her face and the window panes in front of her, and in only her pure white bra, she looked over her bare shoulder at me where I stood, still rooted to the floor down the three wide steps just inside the double doors. I shut them behind me with the sole of my foot without looking.
Tara stretched her arms straight out, locked her elbows, and flattened the palms of her hands into the cool, flat glass. She walked her feet, heels and toes pivoting, wider across the floor and she bent further over so that all that was left for me to see was the inverted “V” shape of her stretched legs and bare ass, and she pressed the balls of her feet down and lifted her heels up from the floor. As if to assure me I was reading her right, she reached one hand down between her legs, and her two fingers formed a “peace sign” to spread the lips of her pussy. They glinted at me, so flush with dew had they become once she stripped. She slowly, sensually, rotated her hips in a small circle and she curled her spine in and out, making her pussy dance and beckon me.
I stepped up the first, and then the second, and then the third wide step and onto the level of the reflecting hardwood floor that carried me toward the semi-circular window in front of which Tara, turned to the window, surged and swelled at me with her hips. I came up behind her and seized the sides of her warm waist in both my hands. My intention was to stop her from moving like that, from provoking me, from enticing me. But the heat of her skin, its smoothness, its tightness — feeling her body, her hips, her ass, move like that, watching her like that in front of me — she defeated my resistance.
I opened my pants and they dropped to my knees. I pushed my shorts down so they stretched across my thighs. I could hear Tara breathe — her inhalations were jagged and deep and rapid. I squeezed her waist tighter and pushed my hips into the pillows of her ass. My cock arched up into her cleavage. Reaching through her thighs, she slid her long, straight fingers down over the head and shaft of my cock and caressed me with her fingertips where it nuzzled between her legs. I squeezed her hips harder. She pressed the underside of my cock up against the camel toe of her pussy lips and she rocked forward and back on the balls of her toes, dragging her swelling pussy over and back along the upper side of my stiff, yearning cock, coating me with her dew.
“No Tara,” I groaned.
She shivered violently, once, throughout her body. I pulled my hips back from her ass, but she curled her fingers and cut her nails into the underside of my shaft and prevented me from pulling further away. When I relaxed, she resumed sliding her full, hot, and teary lips up and down the length of my cock. She pressed harder on the underside of the head and arched in her back deeper, pushing the head of my cock between her lips.
I entered her.
She grunted like someone cut. I curled my fingers — it was my turn to cut her flesh with my nails. She rocked back on the balls of her toes and I gasped and filled my lungs and stretched my eyebrows up high over my forehead. The head of my cock popped between the lips of her pussy. I felt her contract her muscles inside herself, and she closed her pussy tightly around the base of the head of my cock. I pulled back, but she pressed harder with her fingertips into the underside of my shaft, and this time, when she rocked back, the pillows of her ass mashed into the front of my hips, and her pussy, as slippery as warmed olive oil, slid inexorably over the length of my cock, engulfing me wholly within her, swallowing me completely, consuming me utterly. I felt hugged throughout my body.
I wrapped my hands around the sides of her hips and she came forward and nearly off my cock entirely, but I pulled on her and I thrusted my hips forward and to jolt her body and poke at the end of her with my cock deep inside. She chirped with her face lifted to the glass and her hair parting around her cheeks. Her mouth hung widely open and her eyes clamped tightly shut. I pulled back, she rocked forward, I tugged, and she pushed, and we slammed our bodies together again, harder this time, and the slushy, suction sound of my cock plunging through her draining pussy echoed throughout that vast, empty wood-lined space high over the busy mid-morning street below.
Her fingers curled under her hands where they re-adjusted as fists against the glass, and she began to cry out loud rhythmically and in high pitches as we increased the tempo of our bodies’ movements and rammed each other with heightened force. The slap of my thighs against the upturned flesh of her ass filled my ears and mixed with the wet suction, her high cries, and my own low grunts. Her back, level with the floor she was bent over so far, ebbed and flowed in front of me, while her hair hung in a waving curtain in front of her face, shimmering in the light. The flesh of her ass jiggled with the shock waves I sent deep into her frame. The ripe scent of her flush pussy filled my nose. I thrusted my head back and scrunched my eyes shut. I was already past the point of no return before I reminded myself of the need to stop — had I not just the night before done the same thing to her friend? Emptying myself deeply into her?
Her body tightened and, inside, her pussy clenched. She had stopped breathing and I felt through her hips the waves of shudders that began spreading over her writhing body. She inhaled sharply like someone caught by surprise, and her pussy clamped around my cock so tightly, I lost control. I spurted deep inside her and she contorted like an electrocuted snake and she screamed, she cried so loud.
I bumped her body violently and nearly, it seemed, shoved her headfirst through the window. My cum filled her pussy and gushed back out, flowing in a rivulet down both insides of her thighs. Her body shook and contracted and her knees gave out under her. We both came down onto our knees and I fell out of her when I subsided, and we rolled, sprawled and without form, over the wooden floor, huffing and puffing and laughing like raggedy dolls with no bones left inside us.
I continued to sprawl over the floor with no strength, energy, or consciousness to rouse myself and I watched, my cheek pressed sideways into the wood, my eyes dim and unable to focus, as Tara dressed and grinned down at me and she waved at me over her shoulder as she went down the three wide stairs and out the double doors. I closed my eyes. If there is no “here” here, then there is no time either, and so nothing really happened, maybe. At least that’s what I told myself before I fell into a sleep sprawled on the hardwood of the floor I wasn’t sure anymore existed.
I sat in my customary stool at the end of the bar and stared around the pillar and across the space to the stage and the house-band banging away on their song, and while I appeared to be like everyone else, watching them perform, in my mind, I was organizing the lines and masses and colors that would underly the painting already affixed to the easel four floors up. Anything to keep my mind off what I had done. Twice.
“Take me up there for break?” Ariel said.
I was startled out of my alternate reality and half spun to stare terrified at her. She snorted and grinned and loaded her tray with the drinks the bartend finished making for her table, and she swooped by me on her way back out of the well, sliding over the floor as though on wheels, not feet.
“Your secret is safe with me, don’t worry so much,” she said.
My pocket vibrated and I leaned over to work my phone up and out of my pocket. “That time already,” I said to myself, and I tapped the edge of my tumbler on the bar as though to loosen its contents, and I drained what remained of its golden liquid into my mouth. I swished it around like mouthwash and shivered once down the length of my back as the coolness tingled my mouth like peppermint.
I went through the well, ducked through the kitchen, slapped the stainless steel counter to make the cook look up at me, and we nodded. I went out the back door and up the rickety stairs to my place above. A few moments later, I heard Ariel come up the steps and into my apartment. She took the tall narrow glass of water from my hands and sipped it before she slipped her hand around my wrist, slid it down over my hand, and entwined her fingers in my fingers.
“Show me?” she said.
“Show you what?” I said.
She pulled me toward my front door where the hallway was, and the hidden door to those other stairs that went up to the double doors above.
“I made Tara tell me,” she said. “It’s not her fault.”
“Tell you what?” I said.
She snorted and pulled me through the narrow, nearly invisible door and up the dark stairs behind. When I came up behind her, I found her leaning back against the closed and locked double doors at the top. One knee was raised and one foot was set flat into the door behind her. She rocked side to side with her shoulders pressed into the wall and her hips jutting forward at me.
“How long have you been keeping this secret?” she said.
“There’s nothing up here,” I said. “Just equipment.”
She rolled her eyes and reached behind her hip to jiggle the locked door handle. She was wearing a short black cocktail dress that came up tight around her neck but left her shoulders exposed.
“We would never tell anyone, you know that,” she said.
“I think Tara just did,” I said.
“Outside of us,” she said.
I shook my head and put the key in the lock. She smirked at me and bit her lip and twisted the knob behind her without looking. The door she wasn’t leaning against swung open and she smiled at me. She rolled on her hips over the shut door and came down on her feet, spread, her knees, locked, standing in the landing gazing up and around herself at the vast space she found spread out in front of her up there.
It was night, so only the glow of city lights filled the four semi-circular floor-to-ceiling windows, and the stacks of paintings lurked along the interior brick walls facing away like huddling and cowering prisoners. She went up the three wide steps and walked slowly, tentatively, among the tables and carts and frames and canvases.
“I knew there was something about you,” she said, not turning around. As she walked, she hiked her short skirt up around her hips and drew down her black panties. She used the toe of her shoe to catch her panties as they slid down her calves, and she reached behind herself, not turning to look at them or me, to pick them off her raised foot behind her, and she scrunched them in her hand.
I entered the space, closed the door behind me, and stepped up the three steps.
She stopped at a wide and long worktable covered in brushes and cans and rags, bent at her waist, and swept it all aside with her outstretched arm. She turned around, she hoisted her ass up onto the edge of the table using the heels of her hands behind her, and she lifted her knees until the high heels of her pumps caught the edge of the table. She looked at me and smirked crookedly with her copper-toned hair falling over her face. She walked her fingers in place so the bottom of her dress crept up her body. She rocked on her ass side to side to pull it out from under her, and she slowly, smoothly, curled back until she reclined down onto her elbows with her hands flat on my work table at the sides of her hips.
Like Tara, she said nothing. She laid the rest of the way down on her back that she arched high up enough from the surface of the table under her to allow light from the window to pass under her back, and she turned her hands out, stretched her arms down, and wrapped her grips around the insides of her bare thighs. She writhed with her body over the surface of the table as she pushed her thighs more widely apart, and she pushed her chest up. Her first fingers on both sides nestled into the crease between her legs and abdomen, before they edged closer to each other, tentatively and in short, stubbing movements, squeezing the lips of her bared pussy up between them. The crease down the middle of her lips beckoned to me. They oozed. The suckled.
“Hurry,” she said, and she closed her eyes, she lifted her chin, and she rocked her head back almost to face the window behind her upside down, and she began to rub her soaking wet and exposed clitoris with the pad of her fingertip.
“What did Tara tell you, anyway?” I said. I stepped up the steps and crept closer to her writhing body, spread all over my worktable like spilled paint.
“She told me she fucked you and that it was wonderful,” she said. “She told me it was beautiful.”
“Aren’t you . . . “ I started, but I couldn’t find the words.
“We’re not like that,” she said, understanding what I was going to say. “All three of us. We’re okay with it,” she said. “We like it, in fact.”
I stood between her raised knees and bounced the front of my thighs into the edge of the table between them. My arms were crossed over my chest, but then I wrapped them around her ankles. I drew them up over her calves. She moaned and smiled and closed her eyes.
“Just do it,” she said. “No thinking, you.”
“I don’t know what’s going on anymore,” I said. “The three of you.”
“Shh,” she said, and she grinned, but her eyes remained closed. “It doesn’t even matter,” she said. She made a grasping movement with her hand, stretching it open and squeezing it into a fist. “Just put it in me,” she whispered.
I undid the button of my jeans and pulled my fly down. “But does Tara know?” I said. “Does Christina know?”
She opened her eyes and squirmed all over my table and bit her tongue and grinned at me. “Of course they do,” she said. “It doesn’t matter, I told you. We’re not like that.”
I laid my cock, already fully hard again, over her abdomen. She leapt in her body under it, and pushed her heels and shoulders down to push her hips up and off the table and up at me, and she moaned and grunted. Her hips rotated up and around in quavering circles. Both of her hands grasped and stretched at my cock. I ran my hands up her calves, over her knees, and down the tops of her raised thighs. She pulled on my cock, she pushed with her hips, and she immersed the head of my cock inside the tight and oozing crease between the lips of her pussy.
She was so hot, I instinctively recoiled.
She chuckled and bit her tongue where she stuck it out at me, and she coaxed and beckoned my cock back insider her, drawing her fingers up the underside of it and curling her spine to arch her back more and drive her pelvis down and toward me. The head of my cock entered through her lips and I gripped her thighs harder and pulled on her so that her ass slid over the edge of the table, and she lifted her legs to hang her ankles over my shoulders.
“Cum inside me baby,” she said in that sweet, soft, and light voice of hers that was more breath than voice, and she rolled the back of her head side to side over the table in front of me.
I wrapped my hands around her thighs hard and I thrusted my hips forward in a spasmodic jerk. My cock plunged into her fully and deeply, rocking her body and sending her head back.
She cried out loud through a wide smile and she reached with both arms as high over her head and toward the window as she could reach.
“Oh yeah!” she cried out loud. “Fuck me, Cole!” she groaned, and her body snaked over the table and her hips rocked and curled and my cock sank into her and suctioned back out of her without me moving at all. She danced with my cock inside her, and she stretched and squirmed and laughed and dropped her chin open and wagged her tongue out at me. “Fuck me good like you did Tara and Christina!” she said.
Her ankles slid off my shoulders and she wrapped her legs around my waist and locked her ankles together in my back. She drove her heels into me and made my body poke her deeper, and she reached with her fingers to dig her nails into my hips and pull me harder. Though I didn’t move at all, the sound of our bodies slapping rose up from the table, mixed with her moans and groans and laughter and gasps.
“Ariel,” I said, trying to warn her.
But she was thrashing over the table with a wild abandon and she gritted her teeth and clenched her eyes like someone on the verge. Her body tightened all over and the muscles in her neck bulged.
“Cum in me baby!” she cried out loud, and she caught her breath and stopped breathing. Her core muscles bulged and her fingernails dug into my flesh. I felt her shake like a motor vibrating inside her, and the inside of her pussy suddenly went 10 degrees hotter and poured with dew.
I exploded into her and snatched at her legs and instinctively pummeled her. I fucked her over my table so hard, it skidded over the floor. I came out accidentally and I tripped and fell backward. She whooped and hollered and started laughing uncontrollably. I pulled myself up onto my elbows planted into the floor behind me and I caught my breath. She rolled onto her side and then off the table, and, panting herself, she staggered over my body and tried to find my hand to grab it and help me up, swinging her hands over me as though she was blind.
When I finally got up, we walked like two wasted drunks with our arms over each other’s shoulders, and we staggered down the three steps and leaned against the wall beside the double doors. She held my shoulder with one hand to balance herself as she fit one foot, still in heels, and then the other through the leg holes of her panties, and she pulled them up and let the skirt of her dress fall down over her legs.
She dashed out the door and down the stairs. “Gotta go!” she said and she laughed.
I came down behind her, dragging my back along the wall and stepping woozily up the hallway back to my apartment. Inside, I found Christina already there, sunk into my couch, heels on my coffee table, arms fallen loose and widely at her sides.
“Did you just do Ariel?” she said. She dropped her mouth open and covered her spreading grin with her cupped hand. Her eyebrows raised up high over her forehead and she chirped with a chuckle.
“What is it with you guys?” I said. “This isn’t normal.” I pressed the heels of my hands down hard into the edge of the kitchen counter, hard enough to nearly lift my feet completely off the floor, and I hung my body to stretch my back.
Christina came into the kitchen behind me and she ran her warm hand up and down over my back. She kissed my cheek and chuckled. “I don’t think you’re in a position to lecture anyone about normal,” she said. “Have you seen your family?” she said, emphasizing “seen” with bulging eyes.
“Oh shit!” I said, and I pulled my phone from my pocket and pulled up the clock. I ran out the back door, flew down the rickety narrow wooden stairs, and through the back door, through the kitchen, and out into the well of the bar.
Don and Joe startled when they saw me and they both turned the same way, into each other, and bumped each other around the jamb of the front door like two of the three stooges.
“Aw fuck,” I said looking directly at the bartend. He grimaced at me. I went around the end of the bar and swam through the people and out the front door. I put my head down and walked like a speed walker, like someone walking as fast as possible while trying to make it look like I wasn’t trying to walk fast at all, and I got to the cafe down the street.
I rapped on the counter. The barrista knew what I had — it was the same order all the time. I gripped the edge of the cafe counter and bent at my waist and pushed my arms out straight to stretch my back, and I looked at the floor under me. I thought about what Christina had said. She was right about one thing: I couldn’t tell if I was meant to be protected by Joe and Don, or if I was the one protecting them, by never being seen in the same place at the same time. When I stood back up, I watched the barrista with my steaming cup stop with her arm halfway over the counter to the saucer, her eyes like two more saucers, looking up over my shoulder and behind me.
I turned to look over my shoulder. Out the window and stopped at the curb was a big old beige-and-lighter beige two-toned Cadillac Seville, circa 1985 — one of those with the trunk looking like it was stepped on and sliced off. This one had the spoked spare tire feature rising out of the sloped lid like some malignant growth. Of course my dad would find the single most ugliest car possible.
“To go?” I said to the barrista when I turned back to her.
She drained the mug into a paper cup and looked at me with terrified eyes like she was staring into those of a man walking Spanish. I chuckled. She thought my dad was some high-powered, deeply connected, untouchable goon. He had everybody believing that. Nobody knew it was all a game of dress-up.
I fit the lid to my cup and I went out the door of the cafe, across the sidewalk and through the cluster of old men who had all stopped talking, and I climbed into the passenger seat of his monstrosity of a car. He remained staring straight ahead with what he thought was an intimidating expression of fearsomeness, but which always looked to me like the doltish stare of someone not getting a joke, ever, in the middle of a crowd of people laughing their heads off. He looked like a donkey waiting to be kicked in the direction to slouch off in. I think that’s why he was so violent. He was unable to understand basic humor and was always confused about what was going on around him.
“What is your one job?” he finally said. He draped his wrist over the top of the steering wheel and narrowed his eyes over the hood of his Caddy and he pulled the stick shift down to drive and we rolled out into the street with no acceleration. Wouldn’t want to draw attention.
I sipped my coffee and thought about his question.  I chose to take him literally instead of figuratively or rhetorically, but it was hard to judge which mode he was in. “To watch the bar, to watch the building,” I finally stated.
“No, dummy!” he shouted back at me abruptly. He looked over his shoulder at me. Steam billowed out his two ears — or wait, was that just the tufts of his white untrimmed ear hair? “It’s to leave so Joey and Donny can put it into the cash register, put it in there, put the . . . “ he stammered.
“The money?” I said, trying to help him.
“Jesus!” he shouted at the ceiling of his car. “You don’t call it that!” He swiveled his head around both ways like he was checking to see who might have heard me say the forbidden word. “If they go in there and you’re in there, what do you think the feds are gonna think?” he shouted.
“The feds?” I said. “You mean the police?”
“The feds!” he shouted. “Who have only been trailing me since ever! You think they’re just gonna decide to leave me and my two boys alone?!”
His two boys. He had three of them, but who’s counting? I closed my eyes and nodded. I showed him that I remembered about “the feds,” but in truth, how could anyone forget?
Back in ’96, he was picked up by FBI agents — and not very senior ones — and “taken downtown,” as he liked to say. I was five at the time, and sometimes I think I can remember it, but it’s probably just images put in my head by the constant retelling of the events of that day.
The story had been embellished over the years. But the way he liked to frame it was, it was the greatest injustice ever visited upon a man in the history of law enforcement. What I figured out that it really was, over the years of discreet inquiries, was that he was questioned about a distant associate, the address of a cousin of the real criminal they were after, and genuinely not knowing anything, they let him go 30 minutes later. That was it. That was the sum total of his lifetime of interaction with law enforcement.
I got the feeling that they didn’t even know that my dad was himself something of a criminal, though whether he was at a level that they’d care to bother with was an open question. I once told Joe my thoughts on the subject, and he laid into me with a beating I required an overnight hospital visit for. It was his one and only encounter with any sort of law enforcement, but he justified his inflated sense of having at the time, finally, graduated into the realm of real and true criminals because of it. Ever since, he’s behaved like he was a wanted man, a followed criminal, a tracked and traced “Most Wanted,” but a mastermind who proved too slippery and devious for the paws of the state to ever get a good enough grip on him.
As for the criminal side of things, to cover his tracks and launder his money, he set up a series of “legit” businesses — all of them run on cash. What I couldn’t tell was, whether these “legit” businesses swamped in scope the illegitimate businesses they were meant to obscure. I wasn’t even sure there was any illegitimate business left, or even if there had ever been, beyond strictly petty stuff. At most, he might be guilty of tax evasion, but even there, I knew he filed for taxes — this he said, wiggling his eyebrows and grinning — was more subterfuge to throw “them” off his trail.
It was entirely possible, I often thought, that if he hired a real accountant to look at all his revenues and all his expenses and deductions, that he might be paying too much in taxes, and that he might not have any actual criminal element to his activities anymore, not even tax evasion. Everything was just a show. It was all pretend. And the only audience was himself and my two brothers, who between them amounted to negative IQ.
“I’m sorry,” I said. “I lost track of the time.”
“You lose track of time, and my boys lose track of their lives!” he shouted.
I rolled my eyes. “Won’t happen again,” I said.
“Maybe it’s time I put Joey in the bar,” he mused out loud for my benefit. “Joey likes them girls,” he said and he nodded at his front window.
I let it pass. I didn’t want to let on that I cared. A lot. “Whatever you need to do,” I said.
“Yeah,” he said, as though not hearing me. “Maybe put Joey in the apartment up there, let him look after the building.”
I knew he was trying to provoke a reaction in me. “If you think,” I said. “Then maybe Joey can put his signature on the paperwork and run the bag up to the night deposit after closing the bar, too,” I said.
His hands squeezed the steering wheel like a butcher strangling a chicken to death. Joe was once trusted with a true-to-life butcher business further down the street. Tired of walking the bag of cash up to the bank at the end of the day, and with a girl waiting for him, he left the money overnight in the waste freezer. Only he left the door open to it, the scraps and blood thawed, the bag was saturated, and the next day, ten thousand bucks in small denominations were pulled out of it, soaked and dripping with animal blood. It was grisly scene, like something out of a Scorsese movie or the Bible.
“What is your one job?” my dad started again.
“Protect Joey and Donny by not letting them be seen near me?” I said, trying again.
“That,” he said, pointing hard at me over the front of his big ugly car, “is it.” We drove on another block. “Do you think you can do that one thing for me?” he said.
“Hey dad,” I said, not answering him right away. “Why have you got my name on all the ownership documents, why is it me signing everything?” I said.
“That . . . ” he said, turning to nod at me. “ . . . is so there is continuity.” He raised his eyebrows at me looking for recognition, I suppose, for using a five-syllable word.
“In the case of Joey and Donny getting picked up?” I said.
“Yeah, that’s right,” he said, turning his face away from me.
“What if I get picked up?” I said.
He stopped the car. I noticed we were in front of the bar again. “One job,” he said with a firm nod at me over the front of the car.
I got out and shut the door and watched him drift away in his land yacht back out into the lanes of traffic with barely any acceleration at all. He didn’t answer my question.
At the end of the night, I walked Ariel, Tara, and Christina down the street on our route home, and finishing again at Christina’s, she lingered at her front door that she leaned against, holding it open. I still had the bag of money under my arm. I didn’t make it to the bank earlier. Nobody said anything about what happened for break that night at the bar, up on the secret floor. Nor did I say anything about the little ride my dad gave me after.
“My turn?” Christina said, and she gestured with her head into her building.
I looked around behind me, jutted my jaw crookedly, and followed her inside and up the broad, carpeted stairs to her own top floor. Like last time, she parked me on her couch, went to undress and shower, and came back to the couch in her luxuriously thick white robe, this time with the hood up over her head.
She straddled my lap and sat down on me, leaning her head down  between her raised shoulders and, gripping the top of the back of the couch behind and above me, she nuzzled her face into mine until I turned it up for her, and she sank her warm, moist, shower-steamed lips over mine, and penetrated my mouth with her tongue.
“What did your dad say?” she said, pulling back from my mouth and curling her lips between her teeth.
“You saw that?” I said.
She nodded silently and kissed me all over my cheek and neck. She tugged and pushed at my t-shirt until I gave in and lifted my arms to allow her to pull it up and off me. She nipped at my nipples.
“So?” she said.
“He said to be on time, next time,” I said.
“Bullshit,” she said immediately, and she squirmed back on my lap and began pulling and tugging on my pants to undo the button and draw down the fly. She pushed herself back from my lap and tugged on the bottom of my jeans until I lifted my hips and allowed her to pull them off. She took my shorts down my legs the same way — casually, without teasing or taunting. When she climbed onto my now-bare lap again, the knot in the thick sash around her waist had slipped loose and the sides of her robe fell open. I felt the heat of her ass and thighs on my thighs where she sat on me. The scent of her freshly cleaned body filled my nostrils and the moist heat from her bare breasts enveloped my face.
She laughed and pulled the sides of her robe out and around the back of my head and shoulders, enclosing me inside it with her naked body. Her breast mashed into my face and her nipple poked at my lips and dragged across my mouth. I sucked on her and reached inside her robe and squeezed and massaged her breasts. She gripped the back of the couch over my head and arched deeply in her back and rolled her head up to the ceiling. Her robe slipped off her shoulders and fell half-way down her back. The cool air filled the space between us.
“Cole,” she moaned. “They’re going to screw up, and you’re going to be the one holding the bag,” she moaned.
“I am literally holding the bag right now,” I said, and I picked up the bank bag where it laid on the couch beside me and I waved it at her.
“You need to extricate yourself,” she said. She curled her hand around my cock where it strained up between us and poked at her abdomen. She folded her thumb around the head and rubbed it back and forth before she lifted herself off my lap and up onto her knees.
“Not possible,” I said. “We are assigned our roles in life from even before we’re born.” I ran my hands down the sides of her ribs, over her waist, and down over her hips.
She pressed my cock against her skin and rose and fell on her knees, rubbing the head of my cock through her pussy lips, and making it poke and bump against her enlarging clit.
“More bullshit your asshole father and dumb-as-rocks brothers tell you,” she said. She inhaled sharply through her teeth and grimaced with her mouth.
Her pussy closed around the head of my cock and it popped inside her. I felt the extraordinary heat of her pussy envelope my soul, it felt like, and I dropped my chin down to my chest and rolled my head back, struggling to find the will to pull out, to push her off, to stop it from happening again.
“I can’t get away from him,” I said.
She spread her knees over the cushions of the couch and her hips came down into my lap. She groaned like someone speared and silently she cried out over my shoulder at her wall. Her pussy slid slippery and hot down the length of my cock and our bodies met and joined at our pelvises.
“You don’t even try,” she groaned gutturally over my shoulder. She locked her entwined fingers together around the back of my neck and she began to rise and fall and slide forward and back in my lap, snapping her hips and curling her spine. She began fucking me hard enough in her couch to bounce me under her and back up into her.
“I’m trying not to fuck my three bar staff,” I groaned back at her as though wracked with pain.
She laughed so hard she had to stop moving on me. “Cole, I am trying to be intimate with you!” she said between squeals. Her body jiggled, she was struggling so hard to keep from laughing.
“Just like Ariel and Tara earlier tonight up in my studio,” I said.
She stopped laughing and began riding me in my lap again. “Of course,” she groaned. “Is there something so wrong with that?”
“I don’t understand how you all know,” I said.
She leaned back from my body and slowed her hips on my hips, rotating them and curling them to fuck me deeper but slower, and she hung back from her outstretched arms. She poked the tip of her tongue around the circle of my lips and grunted sexually at me. “Something about it,” she said. “It’s so fucking hot!” She hung her face over my shoulder and slammed her body into mine harder and faster again.
I pushed her up and off me and she rolled under me and onto her back and she pushed her legs up around my waist and I fell back into her between her legs, and I heaved my body forward and penetrated her under me hard into the couch.
“How can it be hot with me fucking your two friends?” I said.
We started to sweat and pant, we were bouncing our bodies together so heavily.
“How can you be fine holding the bag for your two brothers?” she said right back at me between heaving, labored breaths.
“That’s hardly the same thing,” I said.
She started laughing uncontrollably again, her body jiggling under mine. I started laughing too, she was laughing so hard. I rolled off her and fell on the floor. That made her squeal and shriek even more, and she curled over, holding her gut in pain. She fell off the couch, too, and together we rolled like beetles stuck on our backs, incapacitated and unable to stop laughing.
I stayed at her place overnight, in her bed, with her, curled up together and spent from repeatedly exhausting ourselves in each other’s bodies. In the morning, I made my way home before the world was awake, went up the back stairs to my door, and went into to my apartment.
At first it was subtle. I don’t have anything like a photographic memory, and I don’t leave tabs of tape on doors or dustings of powder on the floor to detect intruders like my dad does, every night in his house. But someone had been in my place in my absence. I couldn’t say exactly how I knew, but I could tell.
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