
        
            
                
            
        

    















Weekend for my bar staff was Mondays and Tuesdays when we stayed closed. Monday nights at clubs downtown were “staff nights,” a night when bar servers from all over the city had their Saturday night. My staff loved “staff night” at Wagons especially because bouncers there typically dissuaded non-serving staff from coming in and ruining the chill vibe they needed.
I tried to get out of it when they wanted me to go with them, but Christina, Tara, and Ariel wouldn’t let me. “Nobody’s going to hit on you inside Wagons on staff night,” I said. “You don’t need me.”
“Nice try,” Christina said, and she hooked her arm through my arm and dragged me into the Uber they called. Ariel and Tara, already in the car, only laughed and egged her on. I was still uncertain how it could be, all three knowing about each other being with me in that way, the things that had been going on behind closed doors in their apartments at night and up in my secret top floor. But if anything, I’d noticed they’d only grown closer as friends, to the point where they appeared down-right conspiratorial with each other, all the whispers and nudges and chuckling.
I squeezed into the back seat between the three of them. They were all in super-short black dresses, all with their hair, blonde and wavy, brunette and straight, copper and short, freshly done, their scents intoxicating me, their make-up like a wedding party. That was their plan, they told me, laughing about it in the back seat with me. Dress in matching dresses, spend the day together getting nails and hair done at some salon, and “get all ready for you,” as Tara put it, pressing a long, soft kiss with her steaming-hot frosted pink lips onto my cheek. They made me nervous when they got into that kind of mood.
“It’s like a first date,” Ariel said, entwining her fingers in mine and pulling my hand down over the top of her bare lap beside me. Her skin was warm and smooth. I struggled to focus my mind on the road ahead.
“Only it’s a first date with all three of us at the same time,” Tara said, also entwining her fingers in mine on my other hand, and pulling my hand down over her lap on my other side. She was bare there, too, and just as warm and smooth, and I gritted my teeth and clenched my eyes. They both teased me, pulling my hand up to the edge of their dresses that barely concealed their panties below, and they snickered at my nervousness and discomfort. Their eyes were glowing, glancing at each other across my face, pushing each other further. I swallowed hard and they both chuckled. They were having fun with their sexuality, fun making me sweat with it.
Christina, sitting in the window seat on the far side, leaned so far over Tara’s lap, she laughed and fell over her with her head landing in my groin, her blonde waves falling loosely in a fan over my lap. She held her phone up and as far away as she could to get a shot of all of us in the back seat of the car. All three of Ariel, Tara, and Christina made peace signs and puckered their kissing lips at the camera, all of their faces pressed against my face so that I was squeezed in the middle of them. They all played at lashing my face with their long, curling, pink tongues, and they all laughed. There was a sense in the back of that car that night that things could get carried this time, even more than other recent times.
“Except, I can’t date all three of you at the same time, I’m pretty sure,” I said.
“Well you’re just going to have to,” Ariel said in a funny, officious tone, and she kissed me on the cheek just like Tara had. “There’s simply no other way.”
“We couldn’t decide who gets you, so we decided we all do,” Tara said, and she kissed my other cheek just as softly and for just as long, too, and she squealed and laughed.
“You can handle it, can’t you?” Christina said, big, wide innocent eyes flashing up at me. She remained flopped over Tara’s and my lap, looking up at me from below. She had slipped her hand under her head and cupped it secretly around my balls, through my pants. All three of them were behaving as though their touches were secret, but they were doing a lousy job of it. No one seemed to care anyway. I jutted my jaw crookedly and tried to rise above it all. But the more I struggled, the more they pulled on me. 
“I don’t know if I can handle it, to be honest,” I said. “It’s still pretty strange, this whole thing, you have to admit.”
“Well, I think if we can handle it,” Christina said, “it pretty much looks like you’re going to have to handle it as well.” She laughed after two beats and Tara and Ariel laughed with her. All three squirmed in their tight, short dresses against me and they all moaned sexually, just to push me further. “Just don’t think so much about things,” Christina said to me from my lap with her eyes closing. She heaved up in her chest and smiled as though to herself, her hand squeezing too hard around my balls under her head making me flinch and groan with the onset of pain.
“Just relax, baby,” Ariel said into my ear in a half-groan, half-whisper. She pulled my fist under the bottom of her tight dress so that I felt the texture of the lace fabric of her panties below, and she pressed my hand against herself there harder.
“Just let it go,” Tara said, and she poked the hard tip of her tongue into my ear. “If all three us girls are fine with it . . . “ she said, not needing to finish her sentence. She pulled my other hand under the bottom of her dress, too, and unentangled our fingers enough to press the pad of my middle finger into the middle of the tiny triangle of the front of her panties, satin and slippery, and she grunted light and full of breath into my ear. I touched the front of both panties at the same time. Both girls teased me with breathy sighs in my ears.
The car pulled up to the curb and they pulled me out by the wrists, laughing and squealing in their high pumps and short dresses, past the bouncers they knew with a nod and a laugh, and straight into Wagons, drawing all eyes from everyone inside there. They didn’t let me sit down, but pulled me onto the dance floor right away. It was already a pounding, undulating mass of barely dressed young humanity pressed together and rising and falling as one. At 32, I might have been the oldest in the room, and with my “premature morose and stoic demeanor,” as Christina once told me I “affected,”  I felt twice as old as anyone else in there. Ariel, Tara, and Christina pulled me and pushed me from the edge of the mass and into the beating and writhing centre of it.
There was no point in trying to keep any distance between our bodies. They kept me between them, forming a triangle around me, but we were so tightly packed together, they had to raise their arms up and out of the way between us. Ariel turned around and pressed her ass hard against my groin. Tara and Christina formed a sandwich against my sides, and they spread their high heel pumps on the floor and humped their groins into my hips, hard.
No one could see and no was trying to watch. But it went far past anything I’d ever done on a dance floor with any girl before. It was far past anything I’d ever seen anyone do on a dance floor before. And now there were three of them doing it, and they all ground their bodies against mine in ways that made my knees wobble. I knew they were only having fun teasing me with their bodies, but my body couldn’t tell the difference. Their groans and cries, however embellished, made my mind swirl and my eyes cloud over.
“Let yourself go,” Tara cooed against my ear, and she chuckled and nipped me on my neck.
Christina stuffed her hand down the front of my pants and under my shorts. I felt the cool skin of her fingers slide around my bare cock inside. “Don’t question it,” she cooed in my other ear, and she chuckled, too.
Ariel let the back of her dress ride up around her waist and she flung her head forward. She put her hands on her knees to push her bared ass harder back against my groin. She was wearing the slimmest of red thong panties. She rotated her hips and curled her spine in and out against me. It was exactly the way she did it when we made love on my tables up in the formerly-secret top floor of my building. I seized her hips in my hands to try to stop her or slow her down or at least to ease her body away from mine, but she only pressed back harder against me. She was insistent. She was demandful.
The rising and falling mass of humanity squeezed me on all sides and lifted and dropped me. The beat was deep, hard, and relentlessly rhythmic. I was overcome with the scent of my three dates, mixed with the musk and sweat inside the place. Lights raised and fell, sweeping over us, strobing and blinding us, disorienting us and spinning us. Tara hugged my body on one side and drove the tip of her tongue around my ear and moaned like a woman climaxing. Christina squeezed and stroked my cock inside my pants and pressed her pelvis into my hip, rubbing herself on me and moving against me like another woman climaxing.
I felt air on my cock a moment, but I couldn’t see down clearly, there was not enough light or space to. But then I felt a very hot, very wet, and very tight grip seize me around the head of my cock. I popped my eyes wide open and saw Ariel arch her back as deeply as some gymnast, and she stuck her ass out behind her and pressed it against my pelvis with her feet spread more widely across the floor. Her short, tight, black dress hiked up over her waist. Both her hands were on her knees. I realized what she was doing. It was her pussy the head of my cock was burning up inside of.
She suddenly came off me and spun around and flung her arms up and around my neck, and she draped her body all over mine. “Baby’s fucking me on the dance floor!” she groaned and she grinned. “Gonna make me cum doing that, baby!” she cried, before she buried her tongue deep into my mouth.
Christina tucked my cock, cool and wet from Airel’s pussy, back into my pants. They dragged me out of the place and into the back of another car. All the way home to our street, they kissed me in turns, kissed each other, and ran their hands freely all over each other’s lithe, flowing bodies, and mine, too. We got to Christina’s apartment and fell up the stairs like one glued-together mass of four bodies. We fell into her couch together and necked and stroked and probed and squeezed whosever body parts we touched.
They took off their tiny black dresses without me noticing. Time dilated and the light fell dim. Christina put on chill dub music, some arabic-like ethno-tech tunes, and I was reminded of an oasis and of a tent with pillows and rugs all over. The girls undressed me without me noticing that either, and all three remained in only panties and necklaces and earrings and belly piercings. Soon their panties were gone, too. I was delirious, I was swooning. There was no talking, only gasping and groaning and crying and chirping. They had wound each other up, and they were continuing to wind each other up higher all over me on the couch. Something was happening that night. They were as if possessed.
Christina and Tara pushed me down lengthwise on the couch and they kissed each other over my face. I felt Ariel straddle me and I felt her push her pussy down over the head of my cock. I closed my eyes and my head swirled. I was unable to move or get up because they were all holding me down under them. They were overpowering me, they were taking over me.
When I opened my eyes again, it was Tara who was riding me, the way she bounded in my lap, her back bent all the way back, her hands plunging through her hair where it hung behind her and draped down over my thighs. She stuck her chest up and out and Ariel and Christina kissed her nipples and each other in front of and above me.
I shut my eyes again, unable to remain long in reality. When I next looked up and around me, Tara and Ariel were squeezing against my sides buried in the couch with me, turning my face to each of them in turn to coo at me and kiss me, their hands gliding over my naked body. I raised my head and looked down my body’s length. Christina was riding me in reverse, her body deeply arched, her hands gripping my ankles hanging on to me, and her hips moving on my lap like waves rolling up a beach.
I pushed myself up and mounted Christina from behind, seizing her hips in my hands. Tara and Ariel squealed and kissed and licked all four bodies everywhere. Cushions and pillows fell to the floor.
And then something heavier thumped to the floor. We all stopped long enough to look. I widened my eyes and blinked them to focus, and I stopped fucking Christina from behind to steady myself on the couch.
“Oh shit,” I said. Tara rolled off the couch and reached for what fell and held it up with a quizzical look on her face. It was the money deposit bag — and it had been tucked in Christina’s couch since the last time I’d visited her.
We all sat up straight, four-abreast down the length of the couch, pulled a blanket up over our naked bodies, and stared at the black money bag on the coffee table in front of us.
“Nobody seems to have missed it, there’s that, at least,” Christina said.
“I’m not so sure nobody missed it,” I said. “I’m not positive, but it felt like someone had been inside my apartment back at the building,” I said.
“Broke in?” Tara said.
“That’s just it,” I said. “No sign of forced entry, as they say in the shows.”
“Because they had a key,” Ariel said.
“And who has a key?” Christina said.
“Either dad, Joe, or Don,” I said. “Nobody else. They must have thought I left the bag of money in my apartment. They were looking for it there.”
“So not your dad, because why would he sneak in looking for it instead of just coming at you for fucking up, again,” Christina said.
“Again,” I said, turning to her and rolling my eyes.
“I didn’t mean it that way,” she said, and she kissed my cheek and squeezed my hand in hers under the blanket.
“So Joe or Don,” Tara said.
“Don is too chicken shit to do anything like that on his own,” I said.
“So Joe,” Ariel finally stated out loud to make a point of our united conclusion.
“But why?” Christina said.
Christina was the cold, calculating one of the four of us, the one who would never take her eyes off the prize. By contrast, Tara was the hound-dog among us, the digger, the one who could find out connections, work out the numbers, sniff out the hidden things. But Ariel, she was the free-thinker, the one who floated around above it all taking in the big picture and seeing the whole map at once.
Me? I was the worker among the four of us. I did what needed to be done.
“I know why,” Ariel said, and we all turned to her. “Because he needs it,” she said.
“So why not just take it from me?” I said.
“Because, silly, he needs it to run through the bank first,” she said. “Don’t tell me — his name is on the account, too, right?” she said.
I nodded. “Him and me,” I said.
“He’s been skimming your dad the whole time —  he was looking for the bag to take it down to the bank deposit drawer himself,” she said.
“Why not tell me to take it down if he thought I forgot to?” I said.
“Because then, silly,” she said, and she chuckled and kissed my cheek, “he’d be admitting to you that he knows it wasn’t put in, and why would he know that?”
“Because he takes it right back out again?” I said.
“Bingo,” she said.
“So,” Christina said, “open a different account, and deposit the money into that one,” she said. “Then when Joe can’t take it anymore, tell him you know what he’s been doing, and that you cut him off.”
“He won’t admit it,” I said.
“And that’s perfect,” she said. “So then you can both tell your dad that someone has been into the account and into your apartment too, and that you started putting the money in a different secret account to protect it.”
“And then!” Tara suddenly piped up. “You tell him you’ve been compromised! You tell him the whole operation is at risk! You tell him someone — the Feds? — were in your apartment!” she leapt up and onto my lap under the blanket. I could feel the hot underside of her bare thighs on my bare legs. It was distracting. She didn’t seem to notice or mind that my erection was poking her in the stomach.
“So then the whole building and the bar in it is suddenly out of circulation for them,” Christina said. “And you too — you’re so radioactive, nobody can come near you!”
“The FBI,” Tara said, rolling her head back and squinting at the wall behind me, “have Cole in their sights, so they can’t run the money through the bar anymore, they can’t be seen with Cole or do anything with him or with the building or with the bar anymore. The FBI are all over him — they can’t even talk to him.”
“How is that good for me?” I said.
“You’re too dangerous to be anywhere near for them,” Christina said. “Don’t you see? They can’t even sell the building or do anything with it. They can’t talk to you or make you do anything, and they have to leave the building in your name, too.”
“It sounds dangerous,” I said.
Christina and Tara and Ariel all laughed at once. “It isn’t really the FBI, dummy,” Tara said. “That’s just to keep your paranoid dad far away from you, and to keep his two idiot sons away from you, too,” she said.
“He does live in a fantasy movie-land, I’ll give you that,” I said. “But Joe knows it isn’t the FBI,” I said.
“But what’s he going to do about that?” Tara said. “Is he going to tell your dad he knows it isn’t the FBI breaking into your apartment because he was the one breaking into it? Looking for the money? Because he knows it wasn’t deposited? Because its him who’s been taking it out?”
“Good point,” I said.
“In fact,” Christina said, tapping my leg. “You can get him to push your dad toward that line of thinking, or you’ll tell your dad the truth about him.”
“I can’t just take the building,” I said.
Tara knelt back on my lap and hung her body from her outstretched arms with her fingers locked together in the back of my neck, and she shook her head at me. “It already is your building,” she said. “Didn’t you say he put it all in your name?” She reached under the blanket and wrapped her hand around my cock casually, easily, absently. She stroked me slowly and lightly.
“It is in my name,” I said, nodding slowly.
“And didn’t you say he just loves imagining the Feds are watching him, that it lets him pretend he’s some big-time most-wanted mobster?” Ariel said.
“He does love imagining himself in that role,” I said, still nodding.
“The more he loves it,” Christina said, “the more he’ll want to believe it, and the more he believes it, the further away he’ll keep from you, from your bar, from your building — and he’ll keep his two beloved idiot sons away from you, too.”
“You’ll just need to, once in a while, let him think they’re still watching you, and the bar and the building,” Ariel said. “To remind him how dangerous it would be to come anywhere near you.”
“And that shouldn’t be too hard . . . ” Tara said, falling back against my body and burying her face in my neck. “. . .  with the three of us helping you.” She kissed my mouth, she moaned against my lips, and she pushed her groin against my groin under the blanket. I could feel her pussy lips, wet and warm, press against the underside of my cock where she pinned it up against my stomach. She raised and lowered herself on me slowly and slightly, stroking my cock with her lips, rubbing herself on me.
Christina moaned against my neck on one side and Ariel chuckled and kissed and nuzzled my neck on my other side. The blanket fell from Tara’s shoulders. She gripped the top of the couch behind me and slid her hips down my abdomen so that the head of my cock nestled into the crease of her pussy, and she gasped. She curled her spine back a little further, and the head of my cock popped inside her pussy, and she slid her hips forward and slowly, steadily, engulfed me inside her completely in one steady movement.
“Is that nice for you, baby?” Ariel said into my ear, and she poked her tongue into my neck and chuckled.
Tara began to cry out loud and she rolled her head back and grimaced with clenched teeth at the ceiling.
“Oh my god, Tara!” Christina said to her, and Tara came down at her and they engaged in a rough, sloppy and noisy kiss with their tongues wagging in each other’s mouths. “Gonna cum!” Tara groaned to her as though it was a complaint.
Ariel reached around behind and under Tara’s hips and I felt her finger and thumb squeeze hard around the base of my cock as Tara rode up and down on me with increasingly spasmodic movements.
“Nuh-uh, no cumming inside Tara!” Ariel said into my ear and she laughed.
Tara began to start and stop with uneven quivers rippling through her body and she groaned painfully with her mouth all over Christina’s face. Her pussy contracted with rapid undulations around my cock and I wrapped my arms around the bare backs of both Christina and Ariel and pulled them harder against my sides.
Tara cried out to the ceiling and her hips shook like an earthquake. Everything in me zeroed down to a singularity of tension and my body went stiff as a plank and I ceased to breathe. Those three milliseconds of timelessness elevated me through the sky and my body shook. Just then, Tara fell off me and Ariel dove down in my lap and consumed my cock in her mouth completely. With her tongue swirling and her suction hard, she released her tight, painful grip around the base of my cock, and I exploded hard enough up and into her mouth to pump my jism out the back of her head, it felt like.
She held me until I subsided, swallowing and moaning and squirming and crying, muffled in my pelvis. When I subsided and sank back into the couch, I saw her mouth and chin hung with the wriggling worms of my cum, and she laughed in a languid tone and kissed Tara and Christina together, smearing them all over their faces with me. I gave into the sweep of unconsciousness at that moment. It was too much.
I did as Christina said, opening another secret account and depositing the money into it instead of the one Joe had access to. As predicted, Joe and Don started following me on my nightly walk to the bank. It only took three nights before they grabbed me off the street and hustled me into the back of their absurd car and sped away to a disused wharf on the waterfront. They must have watched as many mob movies as dad did.
“I know you’re skimming dad’s money,” I said to Joe straight up. Don looked at him horrified, which wasn’t saying much, since he looked at almost everything in daily life with the same horrified look.
They looked at each other and I knew in that instant they were the last people anyone would ever be dumb enough to go into crime with. They had poker faces like a fish has wings. I rolled my eyes and wondered if they were possibly too stupid to be duped, if there was such a thing.
“So,” I said, doing my best to recall the script that Christina, Tara, and Ariel came up with for me, “first, you’re going to find a different way to get the money into the bank, not using me anymore,” I said. “And second, you’re not taking anything from the bar anymore,” I said. “In fact, you’re not stepping foot on the block where the building is, and you’re not coming anywhere near me, either.”
“Dad’s never going to allow that!” Don said.
I rolled my eyes. “Here is what you’re telling dad,” I said to him. “Cole’s apartment was broken into, the building is compromised, the Feds know about the bar, they’ve been watching Cole take the deposit down every night,” I said.
“For real!?” Don said, spinning around in the front seat, horror back on his face.
“No dummy,” Joe said to him, and he slapped his face. “It’s what we’re telling dad.”
I squinted at Joe. I doubted what Tara said about how easy it would be to persuade them to tell the big lie to dad, but she was right. He took to it immediately. 
“You tell dad,” I said to Joe, “that nobody can go near me, near the building, or near the bar, because the Feds are watching everything I do and they know all about me,” I said.
He nodded like he was trying his level best to memorize everything I was telling him to tell dad.
“You tell dad you can’t talk to me or ever be seen near me,” I said. “You tell him you are sure it’s top level brass at the Feds,” I said. That was a phrase dad loved to use, and it maybe came from some movie a way back, “top level brass at the Feds” being one his favorite phrases, whatever it meant.
I tossed the black money bag into the front seat between them. “You do it just like I said,” and I nodded for emphasis, “and you can go back to your skimming ways.” They both looked down and squinted. “You can go ahead and deposit that one yourselves and then find some other way going forward,” I said. “You’re not using me anymore.”
“What about the Feds?!” Don said.
“For fuck sakes,” I said to Don.
“There are no Feds, brother,” Joe said to him solemnly, and not without sympathy.
“You better convince yourself there are,” I said to Joe, “and convince this one too,” I said, gesturing with my chin to Don. “You guys can’t act worth shit.”
“Good idea,” Joe said, nodding dutifully.
The next night, I left the bar and walked down to the cafe. I took my time there, too. I didn’t see Joe and Don in their dumb flame-painted car and I didn’t see my dad in his dumb Caddy, either. When I got back to the bar, I gestured to the bartender, but he shook his head “No” — Joe and Don hadn’t been by. No money appeared through the mailslot of my apartment above the bar, either, money that I previously had to pretend was the non-existent tenants paying their rent.
The income at the bar took a serious hit, there being no more shady money running through it to launder, but the mood of the whole place, without those two idiot goons showing up most nights, felt lighter instantly.
We closed the bar and cleaned up and hung around for a couple of drinks ourselves, me, Christina, Tara, and Ariel.
“Didn’t you say you were doing a degree in business admin?” I said to Tara. “Sort of running into a cashflow squeeze here,” I said. “Now that all that dirty money isn’t coming through anymore,” I said, and I chuckled.
“Well you’re sitting in a building with empty units, a shitty store next door that always misses rent, and a bar that nobody has ever organized the budgets for,” she said.
“How many empty units did you say?” Ariel said.
“Three empty units,” I said. “Then the space above — and there’s another half up there I’ve never looked inside of,” I said.
“You’re secret space on top,” Christina said.
“My formerly secret space,” I said, rolling my eyes at her.
“You can’t rent the apartments out to other people without them seeing you go up there,” Tara said.
“Maybe don’t rent to other people, then,” Ariel said. She pulled a crooked grin up the side of her face. “There are three of us,” she said, and she shrugged.
“No way!” I said, and I hung my face down and swung it side to side and chuckled. “Not getting you guys involved in this thing any more than you already are,” I said.
“But what’s to be involved in anymore?” Tara said. “You said it yourself — your dad and brothers are not going to step foot anywhere near here anymore,” she said. “Not with the FBI top level brass breathing down your neck,” she said, and she snorted.
“And anyway,” Christina said, “now that there’s no more funny money being run through the place, you have a real and legit ongoing business concern on your hands here — and who better to get involved with you than a marketing whiz, a business admin genius, and a finance guru?”
“You three?” I said.
They all nodded, and they all leaned in closer over the table toward me.
“I mean, why not?” Ariel said. Her eyes widening with her grin.
“Say we move into the empty apartments,” Tara said. “And we kick that deadbeat store out of the ground floor, and we start to run the bar’s books properly,” Tara said.
“Who are we getting to move into that retail space when that shit store leaves?” I said.
“An art gallery,” Ariel suddenly said. “Which we run too — and we put some of your stuff in there. My minor is in art history, you know,” she said. “We can have shows, with wine even!”
I looked hard sideways. “I can’t do this,” I finally said. “This is too much. I want to go back to being the silent guy at the end of the bar every night, the guy with the secret floor up top, the guy with nobody and nothing and nowhere and no how.”
“Drink up!” Christina said, ignoring me. She tipped the bottom of my drink to make it spill down my chin. “Take us upstairs, let’s see those apartments.”
“And the other half of the space up top,” Tara said. “Maybe our business offices? Accounting, marketing, and finance departments?” she said and she laughed.
Ariel clapped and Christina whooped. There was no stopping them once the idea grabbed them. “A whole building, a bar, an art gallery, and who knows what else,” Christina said, taking my hand in hers. We moved together out the back door and up the stairs screwed to the back of the building.
“A lot easier taking your girlfriends home after the bar closes,” Tara said, “when we all live right above it.” She took my other hand in hers.
The three empty apartments were dusty, but they were nothing a little cleaning and refurnishing couldn’t look after. On top, the other half of the floor was reached through a door and steps opposite the door I used in the middle of the hallway. It looked exactly the same, but in reverse, with four large semi-circular windows along the back wall and a rustic hardwood floor stretching across the vast red-brick space. We discovered the wall between the two halves was actually a set of three double doors that turned it into one large space, if needed.
“Our business offices on t his side,” Christina said, “and your art studio on that side.”
The apartments came first, and within a week, all three of them were moved in. We met in the hallway joining the four units at the top of the interior stairs. “I’m all done unpacking,” Ariel said.
“I’m all set up, too,” Tara said.
Christina came out her door and joined us. “I’m finished,” she said. “We need to celebrate!”
I cleared my throat. I had stood in that hallway a lot of times before, pondering my life such as it was, full of pretending and hiding and not being myself. And now Christina, Tara, and Ariel were in that hallway with me, the echoing empty apartments I left alone for so long was filled with their stuff and with them, too, the secret floor above was not such a secret anymore, and the whole small-time but risky business with my brothers, my dad, with the stupid money bags and risky walks to the bank every night — all of it was in the past. I felt empty, somehow.
“How?” Christina said.
I thought about it. “I don’t have anything left to be morose and sardonic about anymore,” I finally said. “I was getting pretty good at being morose, wasn’t I,” I said.
We didn’t have time to talk about it — the bar needed opening. It was nine o’clock on a Saturday and the regular crowd shuffled in. I sat in my usual stool at the end of the bar and and made love to my tonic and gin. Nobody had any reason to suspect anything was different, of course, but inside my head, I knew everything was different, and I was giddy about it. It was an unfamiliar emotion for me.
I stepped outside and leaned over a parking meter and looked up at my building, at my narrow apartment balcony overhead, and down again, through the glass in the doors of my bar, over to the doors of the shitty store we told to move out by month’s end, and back to the bar again and to the three bodies sliding around inside like berezka dancers, serving people their drinks and food: my three dates, my three new girlfriends, Christina, Tara, and Ariel. I took a deep breath and let it out slowly, barely able to keep myself from grinning like a madman.
We closed and cleaned up and went outside. “Time to take us home,” Ariel said, and she chuckled. We stepped four steps over and went right back inside the front door sunk back between the bar and the shit store and up the stairs inside to the units up top, and we paused in the common space of the hallway off which all four of our doors lead.
“We were talking,” Christina said.
“You always seem to be talking,” I said.
“You have to choose,” she said.
“Choose what?”
“What do you think?” Tara said, and she flared her eyes widely at me and shook her head.
“Why do I have to choose?” I said.
“Because this is you being forced to win back control of your life,” Christina said.
“This is you taking a step out of some secret pretend world you used to live in, and into the real world — with us in it,” Ariel said.
“I can’t just choose like that!” I said. “What, and just reject the other two?”
Tara leaned in close to me. “What you have to understand,” she said, and she kissed my cheek. “To choose one thing is not the same as rejecting all other things.”
“It’s the difference . . . ” Ariel said, also stepping up close to me, also pressing her soft, warm lips to my cheek. “ . . . between moving toward what you want, and away from what you don’t want. They’re opposite movements even if they look the same.”
“This is your practice, starting tonight,” Christina said. “You’re not running away from reality anymore, you’re not hiding in the shadows, and you’re not pretending anything, not anymore,” she said. “Starting tonight, right now, you’re going into what’s real, and what’s real right now is me, Tara, and Ariel, each of us wanting you in our beds tonight, but all of us fine, as well, if you go to another’s.”
“How can that even be?” I said. “It makes no sense.”
“You’re only about ten years old than us,” Tara said. “But maybe it’s a whole generational thing between us. We ‘re all friends, you know, we like it  when you pick any of us.”
“I can’t,” I said, after pausing a moment, after imagining it a moment — imagining reaching out, taking the one I felt like having, and going with her.
“You have to,” Christina said. “It’s the way it’s going to be now. You need to practice.”
They lined up shoulder to shoulder in a row in front of me and they all put their hands behind their backs and settled themselves down as though they could wait all night for me to choose.
I looked at Ariel, her olive-green eyes, her short-cut copper hair, her shorter body and her bright expression, all eternal happiness and bubbling joy. I looked at Tara, her deep brown eyes, her long shimmering brunette hair, and her demure thoughtfulness, her intellectual air, her calm and ever-present reticence. And then I looked at Christina, her blue eyes, her cascading waves of blonde hair falling down around her face and over her shoulders, her taller, slimmer body, and her calculating grin, her eyes flaring with mischief, her eager competitiveness oozing out of her pores.
I sucked a deep, noisy breath through my narrow teeth and I squinted with fear. Who even does this, I thought. I reached out for Ariel’s hand. Ariel whooped and hollered and high-fived both Tara and Christina, who both laughed and squealed, too. “I win!” Ariel shrieked, and she yanked me to her door.
I turned and shrugged sheepishly at Christina and Tara.
“Enjoy!” Christina said.
“Don’t break her!” Tara said. And they both turned and went through their doors and away.
Ariel pulled me into her apartment and pressed me back against the back of her closed door. She lifted herself on her toes and kissed me more gently than I expected. “I’m going to shower first,” she said, “and you can join me if you like. Or not — up to you,” she said, and she snorted and grinned.
I watched her turn away from me, unzip the hip of her skirt and let it fall, pull her satin top up and over her head, letting it fall on the floor ahead of her skirt, reach behind her and unclasp her bra and curl her shoulders around her chest to let the slack straps slide down her arms — and to let her bra fall to the floor, too, as she rounded the hallway into her bathroom. She teased me, standing in the doorway of her bathroom as she bent at her knees and waist with her feet together, and she pulled her thong panties down over her ass and let it fall where she stepped out of them. She left the bathroom door open for me to see.
I heard the water come on. I undressed, laying my clothes over her couch, and came to her bathroom door. The building was old, a classic. The bathroom tubs in the apartments were the old claw-foot types, deep and long. A chrome pipe hung from the ceiling from which the semi-transparent shower curtain hung, obscuring Ariel’s form behind it, but not completely. I could see the silhouette of her body as she arched deeply in her back, lifted her elbows, and plunged her hands into her hair, letting the hot water from the big rain-head splash her chest and run down her stomach and drip from her abdomen.
I climbed over top of the edge and stepped into the tub behind her and I slid down her body onto my knees.
“Oh fuck, Cole,” she groaned, leaning her head back. “That’s so fucking hot.”
I nudged her legs wider and took the cheeks of her ass in my hands and I opened her legs to my face.
She hung her hands from the chrome pipes overhead and lifted one foot onto the rounded edge of her tub to give me greater access to her down there.
I spread her cheeks and pushed my face into her crease. I laid my tongue out and poked it at her pussy lips. They were already hot and moist, and not just with water. Her body quivered and I flicked my tongue over her parts, and she sucked a short, sharp breath through her clenched teeth.
“What are you doing?” I heard her voice cry out, but to herself, not to me.
I stayed silent and I flicked my tongue over her pussy lips and circled her clitoris with the hardened tip of my tongue.
She leaned forward and pressed her spread hands on the wall below the shower head. “Cole!” she said in a cry. “Fuck!” she groaned.
I felt her thighs stiffen and her hips spasm with ripples. I sucked on her pussy lips and took her clitoris between my lips and pulled on it, letting it snap back.
She gasped at the wall and hung her head down. Her fingers curled into her palms and she pressed her arms straight out with her hands now tight as fists as though she was punching them through the wall. I lapped at her pussy, and violent quakes ripped through her hips.
“You’re gonna make me . . . “ she started to say, but she didn’t finish her sentence before she inhaled sharply as though frightened, and she held her breath. Her molten sap ran over my tongue and she lost her grip on the wall, her knees collapsed, and she fell onto the floor of the tub and leaned back, splayed and lifeless over my body behind and under her as the spray of the hot, strong shower rained down on her from the ceiling above.
She began to laugh and she rolled over in place on top of me and began to kiss me all over my mouth and face and neck with the shower spray on her back. I sat up in the tub as though I was bathing, my arms resting down the curved tops of the sides, my legs straight out. She kissed me down my chest and arms and stomach, and poked her tongue at me and licked me all over my abdomen, and into my pubic hair. She crouched between my legs and cupped her hand gently around my balls and lifted my half-hard cock with her tongue and kissed the head before slipping her lips around it.
The shower rained heat down on my body and face from high above and I closed my eyes. Water filled the tub with my foot over the drain and steam filled the room. Ariel sank her warm, suckling mouth down over the head of my cock, and she took me in her mouth slowly and deeply until I felt the back of her throat with the tip of the head. She pulled back up and wrapped her fist around the shaft and began to slowly pump me hand and mouth together.
She wouldn’t slow down, she wouldn’t speed up, and when my breath grew short and sharp, still she changed nothing. I gripped the sides of the tub and curled my fingers around and under it. Still she sucked on me altering not her timing or her pressure. My thighs went hard as steel and the soles of my feet twitched. She moaned with my cock deep in her mouth, and the vibrations rattled me throughout my body. I combed my fingers through her wet hair. She caressed and encouraged my balls. I held her around the back of her neck and she bobbed on me without relent.
She continued with exactly the same timing and pressure even as I erupted powerfully inside her mouth and even as my cum ran out from her lips and down her chin. She swallowed and pumped and swallowed and pumped, and when I finally relaxed and subsided and sank back down from under her, she finally came off me, wiped the back of her hand over her mouth, and she laughed lightly and to herself.
She helped me up, eventually, and made me stand with my hands splayed into the wall with the shower pouring down over my head as she soaped me up all over with some new kind of loofa sponge and she cleaned me and rinsed me and, when she turned the water off, she patted me with thick towels and took me, still in a daze, to her bed.
We laid in it and kissed and hugged and fell asleep. Sometime in the middle of the night — I had no idea what time it was — I woke up to find Ariel sucking me. She laughed when I startled awake, and then she climbed up over my body and pressed the heels of her hands down into my shoulders. She moved her hips until she caught the head of my cock with her pussy lips, and she sank down on me and gasped to the wall behind me.
I had barely woken up before I was cumming inside her, and I had barely noticed that she was cumming at the same time as me. We didn’t talk. We only collapsed, kissed briefly, and fell back asleep.
“I hardly even remember it,” she said in the morning. “It felt like a dream, fucking you!” she said.
I had to remind her it even happened.
She had classes and I had my morning studio time upstairs — another thing all three of them were forcing me to take more seriously. While she got ready for school, I ran up to the cafe to get us two coffees so she could at least wake up on the bus. I caught sight of the back of Joe and Don peeling out the back door of the cafe and I realized they must have seen me coming down the sidewalk. I smirked and tapped the counter and nodded at the barista, and said “two this time” to her, “to go.” Then I thought a second and corrected myself. “Make it four, would you?”
She smirked back at me and widened her eyes to herself. It had, of course, always only ever been one with me.
I turned around to lean against the counter behind me. The old men all turned away as though they’d been staring at the back of my head. I moved toward the window as though I wanted to look out. Everyone cleared way for me. When I came out with coffees for Ariel and me and the two others, the men outside on the sidewalk nodded, looked down, and in every ape-like way possible, deferred to me. I saw my dad’s caddy a few spots up peel away from the curb and into the street and away — the opposite way that would have taken him past my building.
It made me wonder what everyone thought. With the two idiot goons and my dad, even, taking off at the sight of me, did they think I was the new silverback who took over the clan? I strutted up the street and couldn’t stop grinning to myself. I had no inclination to correct anyone’s misapprehension about what was going on between me and my ridiculous family. I’d spent so many years pretending to be constrained by them, what could it hurt, getting some time in pretending to be their new overlord instead?
I came up the stairs in my building, knocked on Tara’s and Christina’s doors, and put their fresh steaming coffees on the floor in front of them, and I slipped back into Ariel’s place and found her in her mirror doing her hair, and I put her coffee on her bathroom counter.
She kissed me, took the coffee, and marveled at how I knew exactly how she took it. We stepped out and ran directly into Tara and Christina in the hallway.
“What are the chances,” I said.
“We were texting all morning, dummy,” Tara said, and she waved her phone in front of my face. “Bye darling!” she said and she laughed. Christina and Ariel laughed too, and all three waved at me, smiled at me, and blew kisses at me, too, and they smirked at me as they rounded the corner and went down the stairs together and off to school.
I went through the small secret door, up the dark stairs to the double doors, and stepped up the three wide steps onto the wide, deep hardwood floor on top. And I stopped breathing.
All my paintings were slashed — each of them had been cut diagonally with a box-cutter, and left to bleed out all over the floor. There wasn’t one that wasn’t cut to shreds. I fell down on my knees unable to take another step into my studio. I could barely breathe.
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