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~Cyrus~

Truth

I know who I am. I’m Cyrus Steel, son,
brother, uncle, friend to people I choose to bring into my
life.

Truth

I could fuck up anyone I want.

Truth

I know the devastation I can and have
caused.

Truth

I can’t change the past, but I have chosen
how to live now.

Truth

I like to fuck, and I will do a chick better
than she’s ever been done. Hard and wild. No more than three hook
ups. No expectations, no one gets hurt. As long as she agrees …it’s
on.

One of my favorite tattoo’s bridges the V,
and it says Truth.

A constant reminder of who I was and who I am
now.

 


~Tara~

I wasn’t sure I knew how or even if I should
tell him there was no one who loved me. Tony was the last person to
say those words to me and he hadn’t meant it. He just wanted to use
me.

That’s what this beautiful man underneath me,
showed me today. He hadn’t used me, he didn’t even know me. But he
thought I was beautiful, and he was nice to me. Tony was wrong
about him, and even though I never want to see him again, I wish I
could tell him just how wrong he was.

 


 


Can truth be altered? Can truth be seen when
walls are built for protection, for self preservation? Will self
doubt and years of pain cloud two hearts from finding their
truth?
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 ~Twisted
Steel~

 


I never liked it when the tourist
season slowed down on the shore. It meant less business at the shop
and more free time on my hands. “Idol
minds are the devils play yard”… that’s
what Momma Joe always says. I suppose that’s why we started Forever
Steel to begin with. Sure, it brought in more money than the
restaurant did, especially this time of year. I buy that-- but with
four boys I'm pretty damn sure it also had a hell of a lot more to
do with our idol hands than our minds. Pretty sure the idea came
about when she caught Zandor with our neighbor’s wife. Funny as
shit watching her chase them both out of the garage with that
broom.

Zandor's pants were around his
ankles as he ran out and Miss Betty’s tits were flying in the air.
She still had her pants on, so I was confused... nah-- more like
curious at first to what REALLY went on in our garage
that night. That was until Jase and I overheard her going off about
how wrong it was to have sex with a married woman. She was
sputtering in half Italian and half English her hands flying
everywhere. I remember it like yesterday.

 “Momma, I didn’t have sex with her. She was
performing fellatio.”

“Where do you learn words like that,
Aleszandor?!”

“In your books, Momma. It’s beautiful-- adoring
one’s body, and your body being adored. Miss Betty was showing me
the art work she had just gotten done, and ...”

“ZANDOR STEEL! Miss Betty has the leprechaun from
that cereal tattooed on her fake breasts! It’s not art! Now is
there something on your penis that she needed to adore?”

“Momma, not to brag but my penis IS a work of
art….”

Jase and I were rolling when she pushed through the
door and grabbed our ears, mind you we were a bit old for that shit
but when your Momma is Josephina Steel-- that don’t matter at all.
She dragged us out to the table and sat us down for one of those
‘chats’. Xavier was due home anytime, he was actually late but we
convinced her that he had said after nine, not nine.

I rocked back in my chair and looked out the
window as Xavier was running through the back yard zipping up his
pants saying goodbye to Miss Betty’s oldest daughter. I laughed out
loud and Momma tossed me a nasty look. Jase saw him too and he was
dying. No doubt he was high, back then then… Jase was a fucking
wreck with losing Charlee and then Little Bell. Xavier winked when
he came and Zandor gave him a high five.

I knew right away that those fuckers planned
it. He diverted the mom while Xavier finally tapped that ass next
door. Betty’s daughter Sally, yeah Sally, was the neighborhood
tease. You know the type, hot as fuck, but too good for anyone
around here. Xavier sat down and Momma walked around the kitchen
yelling, pleading…. she even cried. Well, fake tears but she gave
it her all. Not quite Oscar worthy--maybe a daytime Emmy.

Zandor gave him a look that asked how it
went and Xavier winked. Momma’s back was turned when Xavier
reached across and swiped his finger under Zandor’s nose. Fucking
pig! Zandor gave him the attaboy look and Xavier continued the game
of sexual charades telling us what had happened. He sucked his
fingers and Zandor mouthed ‘Good?’ He shook his head yes and
sat back. Zandor made a circle with one hand and pointed one finger
and mimicked intercourse. Xavier mouthed ‘Tomorrow’. Jase
smirked and made a gesture mimicking a blow job and he shook his
head no. Jase whispered, ‘She gave me one.’

Both Zandor and Xavier gasped and Momma
turned around and continued her rant.

By the end of it, they all placed bets on
who would get it first and I threw my chips all on the table. I was
going to have them both…at the same time.

Momma was at the restaurant the next night
helping Dad close up. I had one day left of leave before I deployed
again so I took over a bottle of scotch, along with an apology to
Miss Betty for my mother’s behavior. Sally came home and we did a
few shots. One thing led to another and well let’s just say I won
that fucking bet.

Later that night I shared the information
with my brothers. Sally wasn’t as pure as she would have you
believe. Betty wasn’t either. Xavier was pissed at me, honest to
God I didn’t see that coming, or I swear I wouldn’t have bothered.
I had plenty of two on one action. I got my heart broke too,
once, and never fucking again so that was it. Why the fuck
would I want a relationship that I had to worry about feelings, and
dates, and hearts, and flower shit so that I could make love to a
chick? Fuck the pleasantries! New rule for me since then, three
times that’s it. I don’t miss guide anyone-- they know the drill.
I’ll fuck you hard and wild, probably ruin you for anyone else but
that’s all you get. You wanna ride this train? You bring the
condoms and it’s on, if not, get to step-in. Let’s be honest here--
sweaty, dirty talk, ball slapping that ass, sloppy wet blow jobs
ending in my cum all fucking over your face fucking, was better
than hearts and flower’s bullshit… any day.

Momma really had a knack for overhearing
conversations that she really shouldn’t. Me explaining that to
Xavier was most definitely one of those she should never have
heard. She couldn’t even look at me.

“This, your father will handle,” she went
into her room and shut the door.

That conversation with my father is one I
will never forget. He tried to be pissed, he really did but in the
end he told me that his wife, my mother, shouldn’t have to hear
that shit. That I was a man now, going back to the middle east for
my second tour and he couldn’t tell me not to act like that but he
forbid me to let her hear it ever again. He was no different until
he met her, his forever and when I found that-- I would
understand.

I agreed to always be on the lookout for
Momma Joe before running my mouth but that forever shit would be
for family. I never wanted that type of forever, I just wanna
fuck.

While in the Mediterranean, my parents sold
the house. Lawyers fee’s were killing them but family is family and
for one more attempt to get some sort of visitation with Bella I
would have done it too.

Two years later and I was home on leave
getting ready to sign my life away for four more years when Sandy
devastated our family and the community we lived in. I will never
forgive myself for needing to play fucking hero again: if Dad
hadn’t come after me he wouldn’t have died. I didn’t re-up, our
family restaurant was a fucking wreck, and I needed to get shit
fixed. I wouldn’t leave them, not after taking everything from
them.

The week after Sandy was its own hurricane.
Jase was in his own world, that boy was focused on fixing shit,
helping the owners of the store fronts surrounding ours when he
wasn’t tearing shit out of ours with us. The insurance company was
not at all quick about it and FEMA, well let’s just say that shit
was a joke too. Without Chris Christie our governor, we’d have been
fucked for even longer. He was a fucking rock, damn good man. The
physical wreckage that storm caused was insurmountable. The
emotional damage was life changing.

I had a collection of ink on my left arm,
from my shoulder to just above my elbow, all black, all a reminder
of the place I had fought for our country. Momma had a fit when she
saw it, and I explained that each meant something to me. Memories
that I carried in my heart… and although I wasn’t one to share all
my photos or stories of the places I’d been, I would share a
glimpse of this. The ink embedded on my arm was my story, for me, a
visual reminder of what life was and what life is. I wouldn’t tell
anyone what hell, devastation, or pain I had seen or caused. But I
could let them see this. It may make me seem like a pussy, but it’s
my coat of arms. Like it or not-- I don’t give a fuck, it’s mine,
part of me always.

I stood on the shore looking out into the
water. I used to love this place. No other body of water smelled
the same. The Atlantic had a briny smell, sea plants, salt, and
maybe a bit of iodine. Doesn’t sound all that intoxicating but it
was, it’s familiar scent was home. It was fourth of July fireworks
and ocean side bon fires, it was friends surfing and hanging out,
it was Lucky Leo’s and Gillian’s Wonderworld pier, it was family
picnics, beach volleyball games, parasailing with my Dad and
brothers. It was home. Having traveled the world I can honestly
say, there was no place like it. But the shit hurt now.

I don’t know how long I stood there but when
Jase elbowed me, I was brought back to reality, “You alright?”

“I’m fine man,” I looked over at him and
laughed, “Leave it to you to get married out here.”

“Yeah, I know. Good memories from here on
out. Which is why I interrupted. Do me a favor?”

“Anything man-- you know that,” and he did,
just like I knew he would always have my back..

“Get everyone out of here, I wanna fuck my
wife on a surf board in the water, without an audience.”

I had to laugh, “Your wife.”

“Mrs. Jase Steel man, and Mrs. Steel and I
need to go christen that board. I’ve been wanting to bang her on it
forever now.”

“On your wedding night.”

“Hell yes, shit… when you get married I’ll
fuck her on it then too.”

“Not gonna happen…”

“I know three ride max and all that shit but
right now, I need to get inside my wife. Help a brother out?”

“Your fucking whipped, you know,” I wasn’t
joking: Jase was like a little crack whore with Carly.

“Don’t care, get them out.”

I loved pissing him off and well… it was a
gift so why stop right, “Fireworks come out of that little pussy.”
His face was getting red, why stop now, “You sure you don’t want
me…”

Jase pushed me and I laughed, “Are you gonna
do as I asked or do I need to beat your ass down?”

“You and I know better bro,” but right now,
he was on edge and I really wasn’t a hundred percent sure of
myself. “Of course, go get Mrs. Steel.”

~

Everyone was leaving and Carly was taking
her time thanking everyone. She was pretty cool—for a girl. She
loved my brother, no doubt and now…well I had a sister, which
wasn’t cool because now there was one more female to add to the
list, right behind Momma Joe and Little Bell that I needed to check
myself for. Why? Because I made a promise to my father, I wasn’t
about to break it.

Abe and I headed down to the club to have a
few drinks. I toyed with the idea of throwing a party at the beach
house but Nickey D. was entertaining this month’s piece of
ass and I wouldn’t want to ruin it for him. Miss September was
smokin’ hot. Nickey’s deal was different than mine. It was a longer
train ride, not a three stop bullet but a month long love fest. He
liked being with the same chick for a little longer than I did…
something about anal he told me one drunken night. Took longer to
build the trust of his partner so that he could fill her
front and back. I didn’t need to hear that shit: Nickey was my boy
and all, but sometimes I wondered about him. So right now I was
hanging at a bar while my boy Nickey was fucking Miss September.
She was sitting in the place of honor (between my legs), two nights
ago when Carly and Jase showed up with that five foot nothing
little dark haired, green-eyed Birdie.

I sat back and took a drink of my Jack and
ginger. I was taking a cab tonight so why the fuck not tie one on?
Tip back a few in honor of my fallen comrade, who was now fucking
his wife in the damn Atlantic. Wonder if Abe knows that’s
what’s going on.

“How are you doing with all this marriage
shit?” I asked him just as he was watching two girls grind on each
other on the dance floor.

“It’s great. Marriage is a great institution
...”

“If you wanna be institutionalized.”

“Your parents were married for years Cyrus,
I don’t get why you’re so against it.”

I had to laugh, “Look around man. Can you
imagine eating fucking cheerios everyday when you could have a
little steak and eggs one day, sausage gravy the next? Gotta keep
those options open.”

“How do you think Jase will do with Cheerios
everyday?” Abe was getting pissed, he loved Carly and I’m sure he
was worried about her marrying my brother.

“He made a commitment, he’ll stick with it,”
and he would-- I was damn sure of it.

“So you think he’s settling? You think
there’s someone better out there for Jase than Carly?” Okay so he
was beyond pissed, that vein in his neck was bulging a bit.

“They’ll be fine, Abe. Don’t get me wrong… I
think Carly’s cool. She and Jase are like oil and vinegar they’ll
keep each other in check, or kill each other trying. Just not for
me.”

I sat back and looked around. Trying to
figure out what I wanted tonight, a little steak, a little
pasta…fuck it I want both, “You interested in those two right
there, man?”

Abe smiled and shook his head no, “Not my
thing.”

“Cool,” I stood and made my way to the bar
and grabbed three jack and gingers.

I stopped and handed the two brunettes who
were rubbing on each other a drink. They looked at me and smiled.
We all clinked glasses and slammed them down. The taller one handed
her glass to her friend and then took mine and did the same. She
took my hand and turned pressing her back against my chest she
placed my hand real low on her waist. Her hand reached behind us
and she grabbed my ass nice and hard.

I looked towards her friend who was walking
towards us, feeling no pain I whispered in her ear, “You both up
for something hard and wild?”

She didn’t answer but turned around and
stroked me through my pants as he friend stood to my side and
wrapped my arm around her placing my hand on her ass.

“You think you can handle both of us?” she
rubbed me harder and as I kneaded the hot ass in my hand.

“You two a thing?” she shook her head no,
“I’m not looking for anything but a good time… do you understand
that?”

We danced, well… rubbed against each other
for a while. My cock was throbbing and the four tits surrounding me
were real fucking excited. The music slowed down and I pulled them
each into an arm. I bent to kiss one and as she moved closer, I
pulled my head back and I teased the other the same way. I lifted
my head and wet my lips and looked towards Abe ready to let him
know I was out.

He was talking to someone and laughing. Then
I saw that fucking pill pushing fuck, walk up and grab the girls
elbow, aw-- fuck no! I handed the girls a wad of cash,
“Grabs us another round?”

I turned to walk away as one of them grabbed
me firmly, “Don’t go too far.”

I smiled at her and bent to whisper in her
ear, “I won’t.”

I looked up and saw those fucking green eyes
looking at me as she was being dragged away towards the bar.

I watched her look back briefly at me before
she sat at the bar. The girls returned with drinks and started
grinding again. I was not into it right now, not one fucking bit.
Every time I looked up, she was looking away and it was fucking
with me.

I slammed my drink and theirs, “Sorry
ladies, seems I’m parched. Do continue-- I’ll be back.”

As luck would have it the shit bag took off
into the back of the bar and the stool next to her was free. I sat
down and she glanced out of the corner of her eye nervously.

“Well hello there, Birdie,” I stared, she
was fucking gorgeous and I would absolutely give up the two for
this one.

“You’re…”

“Yeah, and you’re still hanging out with
that shitbag. Why is a little bird like you hanging with shit?” I
know there was a bite to my tone but I couldn’t help it. I’m no
saint, and some may think it’s hypocritical that I don’t have a
problem with people smoking a little weed now and then but am
vehemently against drugs, but I really don’t give a fuck.

“You should go,” she looked nervously
towards the back.

“Birdie-- I’m not afraid of your boy.”

“You don’t know him…he likes to fight.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. I grabbed her
chin and turned her face to mine. God her skin was fucking soft, so
yeah I was drunk so I ran my thumb across her chin and under it and
I definitely wanted to rub lower but I was kind of digging the
chase, “Look at me Birdie, and tell me if you see a man who would
walk away from a fight.”

She jerked her face away from my hand like I
was some fucking disease. I could have pointed out that reaction
would have had a better effect if she hadn’t let me hold her face
for at least fifteen seconds before pulling away, but I won’t—not
yet anyway.

“Please leave.”

“Say it like you mean it Birdie, and look at
me when you do,” I didn’t want to leave, I wanted her tonight
almost as much as I wanted her to leave the shitbag.

“I mean it,” her head snapped towards me and
she looked into my eyes, “Please.”

I could’ve sworn I saw fear in her eyes this
time, “Birdie if you’re…”

“Please just leave me alone!”

“It’s a public place Birdie, I’m not going
anywhere.”

I ordered two drinks and turned towards the
dance floor as I leaned on the bar closer to this little creature
who was holding my attention a bit longer than I would’ve normally
allowed without knowing where we were heading.

“He’s gonna be back.”

“Again Birdie I’m not afraid of the
little…”

“Where did you go?” the taller brunette
asked.

“Pretty stupid question seems how I’m right
in front of you, don’t you think?”

Birdie giggled and I couldn’t help but smile
at her.

“You said you were bringing back drinks and
well…we’d like to get out of here soon.”

I looked again to Birdie and she was trying
not to smile, and she had the sweetest little dimple. I leaned over
to give it one last try, “Birdie…”

“My name is Tara,” she smiled.

“Birdie,” I started again, “Let’s you and I,
get the fuck out of here.”

“You’re drunk,” she smiled and looked
away.

“Well it’s your lucky night, when I’m
whiskie’d up I last even longer.”

“Well then those two should have an
interesting night.” She wasn’t pissy anymore, she was smiling and
damn if that didn’t make me want her even more. “I have a
boyfriend…”

“Well why don’t he and I trade, he can have
these two and I’ll take you. I promise to get you home before…”

“Everything alright, Tara?”

“The shitbag …” She gave me a look and I
stopped talking, “Nah, no problem here. I was just gonna tell
Bir…Tara that her friend and Carly got married a few hours
ago.”

Tara smiled, “They did?”

“Stupid right, that’s what I tried to tell
them but…” she smacked me and laughed. I smiled back. I knew it was
a sloppy smile just as much as I knew I wasn’t getting into that
skirt tonight. I was in the friend zone to the exotic little Bird
now. I even played the Carly card-- what the fuck was that
about?

The bartender set the drinks on the bar and
I grabbed them and handed them to the two luckiest girls in this
joint and handed another to Birdie.

“She’s kind of new here.” I grabbed her
phone off the bar and entered Carly’s number, “She would love to
hear from you.”

Shitbag was eye fucking this evening’s
entertainment as they waited for me.

I leaned in and whispered, “When you’re
ready to take me up on my offer Birdie, Carly can give you my
digits. Say the word and I’ll kick his ass and show you what it’s
like to be properly fucked.”

Apparently I said it too loud because
shitbag felt he could put his hands on me, “You’re gonna lose those
hands fucker.”

The pussy let go, “Watch yourself.”

“Can’t hate a man for trying,” I nodded to
the girls and they each took an arm.


 


 Tony and I

 


Three people, that’s how many people were
nice without reason in my life right now. Four if you count Tony,
but he loved me so he had to be nice. It was quiet in the car as he
drove me back to my apartment. I wanted to go back to his place but
he said it was too much of a temptation, and would ruin
everything we had been working at for the past year.

I met Tony a year ago when I aged out of the
system. I liked the family I was living with back then, the first
since my parent’s death. They would have kept me, but because of my
age there would be no social services received on my behalf. There
was no way to attach a label to a girl like me. I even tried to
fail a few of the tests but really… when I had nothing else but one
suitcase, two pair of socks, three pair of pajamas, four outfits,
and luckily five pairs of underwear the only thing I had that I
would never lose was what I learned in school and the after school
program at the YMCA. I no longer had a problem leaving behind
Christmas and birthday gifts, like I did when I left my first
placement. The Maitline’s had tried, and I appreciated it. I knew
they needed the room for the new kid that was coming. I wanted to
mention that I was perfectly willing to stay on the couch, like I
had been for the past six months… but I knew Johnny would be placed
there soon enough. He was going to be eighteen in a year and they
would have to replace him soon, too.

I still respected them even though Tony said
they were scum for doing that to me. What he didn’t understand then
was that their home was the first home that I lived at since I was
five that I actually slept at night without fear that someone would
hurt me.

He knew that now. That’s why I think he
loves me, because I’m special. I’m his and lucky to be. When
we met I was living in a basement of a rundown building in Harlem.
He and a bunch of guys were trying to find a place to sleep as
well. He told me later that they weren’t really his friends and
that the cops were looking for them for selling drugs. He was the
cutest, strongest, and nicest one. He was protective over me. He
held me that first night. He asked me questions about me and
listened. I told him what I could that night. The next day when I
woke up they were all gone and I thought he was either a dream or
an angel. When I walked out of the building with my bag, I had left
my suitcase for Johnny, he was outside leaning on a car holding a
McDonalds bag.

He fed me that morning and that night, and I
told him everything else: about my parents, all about the homes I
had been in, and everything that had happened to me. We slept in
the car that night. When we woke up, he drove me to the Y and told
me he would be back when he could. He was going to try to find work
and a place for us. For us.

He and a few friends showed up a week later
at the place in Harlem. He had a bag full of food and I ate until I
threw up. His friends laughed at me and he told them to get the
fuck out. Tony had found a motel that rented by the week and
had enough to pay for a month’s rent, he took care of me. It only
took a few days before I could eat without throwing up and felt
well again.

I went to the Y while he worked and I
actually got my first paying job. I worked twelve hours cleaning
the shower rooms. I was given access to use the facilities so I
watched the gymnastics classes and a few dance classes. When the
gym was open I practiced, just like I did in the after school
programs.

Tony was happy when I showed him my first
paycheck. . I made enough money to pay for us to have cable and
food, even a few extra dollars for a new outfit. Tony was so happy
when I gave him a new shirt. That was the first time he kissed
me.

I don’t know how to explain how it made me
feel, because I’m still not sure. But I know when his hands went up
my tee shirt and he caressed my breast it felt very good. I trusted
him. He laid on the bed and patted the spot next to me and asked me
to lay down. He flipped on the TV and pulled me into his arms he
took my hand and set it on him.

“Feel what you do to me Tara?” I was
nervous, “You make me feel real good.” He held my hand in his and
slid it inside his pants. “I know you don’t know how to do this
yet, so let me teach you.”

He wrapped my hand around him, it was a
strange feeling… hard as a rock and soft like velvet and the tip
was moist. He pulled his pants down with his other hand and asked
me to kiss it and I did. He pulled my shirt over my head and pulled
me on top of him and he took my breast in his mouth and licked and
sucked. It felt good, really nice.

“What’s the matter Tara you don’t like it?”
he asked as he pushed me to my side.

“I like it,” I remember feeling my face
burning with embarrassment.

“Relax Tara let me make you feel good,” his
mouth was all over my breasts sucking and tugging at my nipples
until they started to get sore.

He sat up and turned on the light and looked
at me. He looked a little angry but more confused. “Tara, what’s
wrong with you?”

I didn’t know how to answer him and I felt
tears fill my eyes.

“No don’t fucking cry, just tell me are they
always like this, flat like this?”

He was talking about my nipples, and yes
they were but… I didn’t know why that was wrong.

He used my bus money to buy a porno so he
could show me. I had never seen anything like it. He was
erect and his eyes looked heavy, “See Tara, look at her boobs,
that’s what I’m used to.”

He took my hand and placed it on him, “You
would look just as hot as her if you could do that Tara. Do you
think you could try?”

I did. I used my mouth just like she was and
he was loud, just like the guy was. That was the first time he came
in my mouth and his praise made me so happy, “You did so good Tara.
So good.”

We watched that movie every night for the
next week. He had me say the same things to him and he instructed
me. “We’re so much better at this than they are Tara,” he cried out
as he filled my mouth.

The next night he wanted to try something.
He brought KY jelly home and had me rub it all over him. He had me
undress and lay on the bed. He spread my legs wide and kissed me,
“To much hair, it needs to go. You’re okay with that right, you
want to be just as beautiful as that girl in the movie right?”

I didn’t argue, it actually felt good having
him finally touch me between my legs. He was extra careful when he
shaved me and when he was finished he rubbed his finger around the
spot that was so tender it made me moan.

“You like that?”

“I do, I really do,” he took my hand and
brought me back to the bed and told me to lay down. He sat at my
head and asked me to suck his dick. He laid above me and as
he pushed deep into my mouth his tongue lapped at that spot and I
felt fire between my legs. As he continued to push into my mouth he
kept licking me until he came.

Tony liked that movie a lot and the next
week with my extra money he bought another.

One night after he filled my mouth I asked
him if we could do it, the intercourse part and he said not yet. He
said I was too special. And he made me feel that way. When he
kissed my body and licked me I felt even more beautiful than the
women on the movie. He told me I was. He used his cell phone that
night to video me sucking him. He came on my face and showed me
telling me “That’s how good you make me feel Tara.”

He was working at a Strip club and got me a
job there too. I didn’t want to dance but I could serve drinks. He
promised he would watch over me. One day the owner called me in and
Tony was there already. Apparently Tony had showed him the video on
his phone and he wanted me to know how talented I was. I was
embarrassed at first but he assured me it was a very professional
opinion. Then Tony asked me to do it in front of him. I said no and
Tony got mad, “Are you ashamed of what we do, Tara?”

“No, it’s just…”

“Do you love me Tara?”

I shook my head yes, “Then show me. Don’t
hide it from anyone anymore Tara, Show Larry how much you love
me.”

They had me do a couple shots to loosen me
up. Apparently that’s what the women in the movies did and it
worked. “It’s just you and me Tara, suck my dick girl.”

When we finished Larry showed me the video
he took without me knowing and then he used his computer to change
a few things, making it look more like the movie Tony and I
watched. I looked just like her, Tony told me--- even better. That
was the first night he told me he loved me and would always.

It was also the night he told me he wanted
us to make a real movie. To show the world he loved me. He was so
happy, so proud of me. I wasn’t sure but I was sure I wanted to see
him happy like that, see the love in his eyes just like I saw then,
forever.

I moved into the apartment with some of the
girls I worked with because he wanted to save money for production
costs. He wanted to make it beautiful just like our love. He moved
in with some friends and I moved into the small two bedroom
apartment with seven other girls. The rent was cheap, only a
hundred dollars a week for each of us. Tony told me it was a really
good deal because Larry owned the building. It was a perk of being
one of his special girls.

I have lived here for three months now and
although it was safe, it was not my favorite place to be.

“Why you so quiet?” Tony was agitated, I
knew this because he was tapping the steering wheel with his thumb
for the past ten minutes.

“I was just thinking.”

“About that guy?”

“No actually I was…”

“Don’t fucking lie to me Tara! Is that what
you want, some fucking muscle head fucking you?”

“No Tony, I was thinking…”

“Well don’t fucking think Tara,” he grabbed
my hand and squeezed it hard, “You’re fucking thinking about him.”
I tried to pull my hand away and he held tighter, “Do you want
him!”

“NO! Tony… you’re hurting me,” Again I tried
to pull away and he held tighter.

Tony slammed on his brakes and pulled over
and threw the car into park, “Is he the fucking guy from the other
night?!”

“Yes but…”

“Did you fuck him?!”

“Of course not…” he reached across the car
and opened my door and pushed me out. “Fucking walk!”

What the hell just happened? I had no idea
what had gotten into Tony. But I couldn’t stand here or I’d end up
getting mugged or raped or killed. I started walking, and then
running. Scared I was so scared. When I turned the corner he was
standing outside the car leaning on it his chest was pumping and he
didn’t look at me.

“Do you still want us?”

“Tony of course…”

“Prove it to me Tara, prove to me that you
are mine!”

His eyes were wild and I had never seen him
like this before, “Anything Tony, you know that.”

He opened the door and I got in. He turned
the car around and drove back to the shore. We pulled up in front
of the place I had gotten my piercing. He jumped out of the car and
opened my door.

“They’re opened for another hour Tara. I
want to be yours. I want my name on your body when those cameras
are rolling so men like that fucker don’t think they can have
you.”

“Okay,” I swallowed hard.

We sat in a room and Tony I looked at the
floor while Tony told the man what he wanted the Celtic symbol for
purity a circle with what looked like a plus sign in the middle of
it. I laid down covered by a sheet as the man drew on my stomach
below my belly button. Tony was smiling at me, he was happy. I was
afraid, so afraid.

When the outline began it felt like I was
being scratched by a cat, but slowly. It hurt so bad I felt my eyes
burning and looked at Tony. He held my hand as he watched. It
wasn’t that big so it didn’t take that long and towards the end I
was growing accustom to the feeling. The artist talked about all
the time it may take to do the shading and thought I may need a
break. Tony pulled out a wad of cash. More than I had ever seen
before.

“She’ll be fine won’t you Tara?”

I wanted to stop… I really did-- but I laid
there and tried to concentrate on the vibration. When it was done I
wanted to sit up.

“Wait, one more thing,” Tony ran his finger
across my pelvic bone. “Right Here it needs to say Tony’s September
28.”

“Why?” I was confused.

“That’s the date Tara, I can’t wait any
longer than that. I wanted to tell you earlier but well, you know.
You okay with that Tara? To be mine for real?”

“She’s pretty tender man, we should wait a
couple…”

“No. Do it now!” Tony threw two hundred more
dollars at him.

“Tony it really is sore, please just a
couple days?”

His eyes turned to ice and he grabbed the
money and shoved it in his pocket, “Let’s go.”

The artist gave me instructions and Tony
paced. After paying we left.

I had to walk fast to keep up. He was
already putting the car in drive when I opened the door and got in.
He peeled out and said nothing.

Finally I was brave enough to say something,
“It feels like a sunburn.”

Tony didn’t respond.

“Tony please don’t be mad at me.”

“Why didn’t you want my name on you
Tara?!”

“I just…I …it hurts Tony. I’ll do it in a
couple days okay?”

“What if I don’t have the fucking money in a
couple days Tara!”

“Looks like you have enough, we will
be…”

“What’s that supposed to mean? I work!”

“Tony I know that you work, we both…” He
slammed on the brakes and went to open my door again, “Please
don’t…please.”

“You scared Tara? Who keeps you safe? Who
takes care of you? Before you start thinking about that fucking
guy, think about that. He’s not going to want you for more than one
night, he’s not going to throw away a year of his life to make you
into something.”

I wanted to calm him down, I had never seen
him like this, “We’re good Tony, you and I are good. I don’t want
anyone else I just need to know that you’re okay.”

“And there you go! You think I’m selling
drugs, well they weren’t mine Tara,” he spat when he screamed.

I didn’t know what to say: I kind of froze,
and I knew immediately why Tony was acting the way he was.


 


 Smashing
Panties

 


I woke up with a knot in my chest and a
mouth full of cotton. My head hurt so bad I didn’t want to move.
For a minute I thought I was late for work but then I remembered it
was Saturday. I relaxed deeper into my bed until I heard someone
moan, awe shit. I opened my eyes and saw two naked bodies
sprawled on my bed, not fucking bad at all.

I pushed an arm off my chest and rolled to
my side and crawled over what’s her name. I was directly
over her and my morning wood dragged across her tits and she smiled
and opened her eyes, “Need someone to take care of that?”

As much as a morning blow job would have
felt great I declined, “Nah, I gotta take a piss.”

I walked down the hall as Miss September was
sneaking out of Nickey’s room, “Morning.” I walked by her fully
aware that I was naked and she got a glimpse of the goods standing
at attention. I stopped and watched her gawk, making sure she had
enough time to take it all in, and let’s be honest, there’s
a lot to take in. When her jaw snapped shut, I smirked and thought
about covering myself. Instead I took hold of it and stroked my
hand down my cock once and then walked into the bathroom. Bet she
wishes she sat tight for a while before jumping ship now.

I pissed and it felt good. Morning drainage
always did. I grabbed a cup of water hoping to drown down the
cotton before calling a cab for the girls. They weren’t sticking
around-- it was fun and all but not enough to have them hang out
for the entire day.

After my shower I walked in my room and
grabbed their clothes, “Cab will be here soon, ladies.”

One smiled, “Kicking us out so soon?”

“Nah, gotta go to work,” I lied but the
truth would have pissed them off, and I was pretty sure I hadn’t
used all three trips on the train with either of these girls. Next
time one at a time unless they are into each other. Too much work
making sure they both got off, twice.

When I walked them out of my room, Nickey
was about to make breakfast for Miss September and I gave him a
look hoping he didn’t invite them to stay to eat, “Cab’s here
ladies, thanks for last night.” I opened the door and before they
turned to say goodbye, I shut it.

I felt like shit and I wanted to go back to
bed. I had three days off from Steel Enterprises and I planned on
playing at the shop for all three days.

~

My phone rang waking me up from a really hot
dream about a certain little bird. I reached over and grabbed it.
The ID said it was the shop. I looked at the time, I wasn’t due in
until after noon and it was only ten, the shop had just opened.

“What’s up?” I answered.

“Someone fucked up the store front,” it was
Kat.

“What do you mean, Kat?”

“Vandalized, spray paint… you know, that
kind of stuff.”

“I’ll be right down,” this shit had never
happened before.

I threw my clothes on and grabbed a hat.
When I walked out Nickey and Miss September were sitting on the
couch all snuggled up, cozy like.

“Your Dad on today?” Nickey’s Dad was a cop,
real cool guy.

“Yeah I think. Why what’s up?”

“Kat just called, apparently someone
vandalized the shop. Give him a call and have him meet me.” I
grabbed a hat and shoved on my shoes.

“I’ll go with you man,” Nickey started to
stand.

“Nah, I got this,” I was out the door and on
my bike within seconds. Someone fucked with the shop and it burned
me.

I expected broken glass, maybe some paint
but that’s not what I got. The entire front window was painted up.
Symbols and signs that I didn’t recognize.

Nicholas DeAngelo pulled up in his unmarked
car and got out, Nickey’s dad looked just like him, but lighter.
Nickey was half black and half DeAngelo. “Thanks for stopping by
Nick.”

“You have bad blood with the Latinos in the
area?”

“No, none.”

“Gang signs,” Nick pointed, “This shit’s
South American gang stuff though. Barrio 18.”

“They paint shit up like this a lot, Nick?’
I was trying to keep my ass calm, Nick was a “by the book,” guy and
I was a “take care of shit now,” guy.

“No, this is a first.” I followed him around
as he took pictures. He stopped at a sign and studied it for a
minute, “This is Celtic.”

“So we got the Latinos and the Irish pissed
off at us, huh?” I needed to make light of the situation or I was
gonna blow the fuck up.

We spent the next thirty minutes walking
around taking pictures, “They didn’t break or steal anything,
Cyrus. I’ll file a report and beef up the street uniforms around
here but that’s about all we can do.”

He brushed for prints and looked around
before Kat and I unlocked the door and went in the shop. Nothing
had been touched.

I booted up the computer in the back and
downloaded the photos. I spent the next three hours in the back. I
was gonna call Jase and let him know… but he was probably nailing
his wife.

“Do you know what time it is?” Zandor
answered the phone.

“Nine o’clock on a Saturday night in Italy,
Z. Did you sleep all day?”

“No, hold up,” Zandor covered the phone but
I heard him, “You stay right where you are. Consider this a
warning do you understand, not one inch!”

“What’s up?”

“Am I interrupting anything?” I had to laugh
because I knew damn well I was.

“Yes.”

He was being pretty damn short and I was
pretty fucking annoyed, “Tough shit, open up your e-mail, tell me
if you recognize any of these symbols.”

“I will call you back in about an hour…”

“The shop got vandalized last night. I’d
call Jase, but he’s probably still celebrating his marriage
and…”

“His what! We what?! Cyrus if you’re fucking
with me I swear to God above…”

“Well shit, there you are. What the fuck is
going on with you… you sound like a …”

“Jase got fucking married?!”

“Yeah… last minute thing just them and a
beach,” I kind of lied didn’t want him to feel bad. “They plan on
doing it up big over in Italy, after Charlotte kicks it.”

Zandor chuckled, “Waiting for your ex’s
mother to die before…”

“Yeah I know, open up your fucken
e-mail.”

“It’s loading dick!”

“The first picture is a Latino gang sign,
the next is some sort of Celtic…”

Rico popped his head in, “Gotta minute?”

“Yeah man sure. Have a seat I’ll be off the
phone in a minute. Zandor--- you still there?”

Zandor laughed, “The Celtic sign is one used
in the B & D world.”

“Z get your head out of the fucking gutter,
it’s a sign of purity.”

Rico looked over my shoulder and stared at
the screen.

“Trust me Cyrus, it’s a symbol of a very
willing submissive,” he chuckled and then I heard static on the
phone.

“You there Z?”

“Yep, just sent you some proof.”

I waited for his message and sure as shit it
was on the ass of a girl tied up in a very uncomfortable looking
position.

“I don’t even want to know man,” Zandor was
a fucking freak.

“Well that’s what you’re interrupting,” he
whispered.

“No fucking way!”

“Hey Cyrus,” Rico looked like he saw a
ghost.

“What’s up?”

“I did a tat last night. Some couple came in
an hour before lock up. That’s what she had done.”

“You sure about that?”

“Positive, she was pretty fucking quiet, and
he was a dick. I tried talk her out of it but she seemed cool.
They’re supposed to come in to have his name and a date put on her.
September 28 was the date.”

“He use a card to pay?”

“No-- cash.”

“You get a name?”

“Tony, that’s what it was supposed to be on
her. Tammy, Tonya…”

“Tara?” I swear to God I felt my heart
skip.

“Yeah…”

“Brown hair, tiny little thing, fuck me
green eyes, a dimple when she smiles?”

“Damn Cyrus-- you sound like a fucking
bitch,” Zandor laughed.

I’d forgotten he was there to be honest--
but I didn’t give a shit, “Fuck off, talk to you…”

“Cyrus, don’t you fucking go after…”

“He fucked with the shop Zandor,” I was
livid my entire body was tense and I REALLY needed to break
shit.

“Tara what, Cyrus?” Zandor asked.

“What! I don’t fucking know but…”

“Tony and Tara, Google that shit now
man.”

I did and what I saw I didn’t expect it out
of Birdie. Amateur videos of her sucking off Tony, “Can’t be
her.”

“Brown hair, tiny little thing, fuck me
green eyes, a dimple when she smiles,” Zandor was fucking pissing
me off.

“Shut up Z, or I’ll kick your ass,” I
snapped at him.

“Cum shot to the face is kind of hot,” he
kept it going, “Oh wow, some sort of countdown clock to a live show
online. How do you know this girl, says here she’s a virgin.”

“That’s shit, she’s a nipple pierced
stripper, Z,” I turned the shit off. I couldn’t watch it. That
video pissed me off more than the fucking shop being painted
up.

Zandor asked Rico what damage was done and
Rico told him it was all cleaned up, “Easy too.”

“Cyrus, you hit on this girl?”

“Z-- she showed up at my place when Jase and
Carly stopped by for a party a couple nights ago after they went to
Sorority Sister. She was with them. Apparently Carly likes
her.”

“Hold up, did you just say Jase and Carly
went to a strip club…together?” Zandor’s voice was an octave higher
and it made me laugh.

“Yeah—her idea,” I waited for his
response.

“Un fucking real,” he sounded truly in awe,
“I think I love Carly, like really love her. I bet she’s a …”

“Dude you’re talking about your sister, my
sister… shut the fuck up.”

“I’m gonna come home next week. Missing too
much. Jase is married to a kinky little book worm and you’re
getting turned down by strippers. One of us needs to fix shit
around there. Hold tight, don’t do anything stupid until I’m there
to do it with you, promise man?”

“Sure, fine.” Birdie was someone I needed to
stop thinking about. She certainly wasn’t what I expected, the
fantasy was ruined. Damn it!

The shop looked fine, all cleaned up and we
were busy, lots of walk-ins. I was happy that a leggy blond from
the party showed up for her first tat. Even happier that she
requested me to put a sweet little music note right above her
nipple. And happier yet that when I was outlining it she was
playing with the other.

“How’s that feel?” I asked while she tugged
at her left nipple.

“You wanna taste?”

Fuck yeah I did, “Not while I work, I
wouldn’t want the first time I fuck you up to be in here.”

She moaned a little.

I started the tat and she bit her lip, nice
little lips to, “Listen, here’s my deal…”

“I know your deal. Three ride limit, hard
and wild, and I’m up for it as long as you are.”

“No sweeter words ever spoken. Just too bad
I’m not going to pay this one any attention,” I continued to work
and she continued to lay there. I swear I could smell her wetness.
FUCK!

When I finished, I excused myself while she
put her shirt back on. Momma was out back and upset about the shop.
I told her that Nicholas was gonna increase the uniforms around
here and that it wasn’t a big deal. I really didn’t want to talk
about it anymore, made me think of her, and that shit wasn’t
happening anymore not after sucking off that dirt ball. Tony, he
wasn’t gonna get away with this shit. Don’t fuck with what’s mine,
ever. I would wait, cause if I found him now I’d kill him. Fucking
kill him.

~

I was starving I hadn’t eaten at all today
so we swung by the bar and grabbed a drink and some bar food. I
didn’t do dates and this shit was pretty close but it was cool,
apparently Savannah thought she could out drink me, so we went shot
for shot for a while. About half an hour later she was licking salt
of my neck in the back corner and I was licking salt off her little
taunt nipple. After way to many shots my finger was deep in her in
the corner of the bar. She squeezed her knees around my hand and
whimpered. Gotta love dark cornered booth seating, long
tablecloths, and short skirts. I pulled her knees apart and shoved
another finger into her hot wet pussy and she lost her shit.
Savannah was holding my hand tight against her and thrusting her
narrow hips against my hand fucking my fingers like a damn bunny.
Whiskey drunk I pulled her onto me .

“Wait just…”

“I’m gonna smash your panties right here,
hang on…because it’s gonna be a wild ride,” I smashed those panties
to hell and she screamed into my neck as I continued bouncing her
up and down on my cock until I was ready to cum.

“Holy shit,” she panted against me.

That’s right Holy shit I smiled and sat
back, “Climb off, wouldn’t wanna get caught now that we’re
done.”

She laughed and climbed off. I pulled off
the condom and wrapped it in a napkin and placed it on the empty
plate and she laughed.

We took off as I was hailing a cab my phone
rang, “Awe, fuck. Savannah thanks for tonight, I’ve got shit to
do,” the cab pulled over and she got in.

“What’s up Jase?”

I was walking towards the shop as he was
reaming me out for not letting him know about the shop and for
telling Zandor he got married.

“Save it bro, you’re wasting your shit on me
right now. I’m fucked up, and really don’t give two…”

The blow to the back of my head knocked me
to the ground. There were three of them and I staggered as one
swung. I was not in a place to be doing this shit right now but I
got him, knocked his ass down when the other two dove on me. By the
grace of God I was able to get them off and then I heard sirens.
FYI… never liked that sound before, until this very moment. They
scattered like the roaches they were, and I pulled myself up
against the brick wall and assumed the position.

“You alright, Cyrus?” It was Nicholas
DeAngelo.

“Yeah man, I’m good,” but I wasn’t, I was
fucked up, my head hurt, and I wanted a fucking do over, like
now.

Nicholas gave me a ride home and I
crashed.

~

It was afternoon before I woke up with a
pounding headache. Jase was pacing at the end of my bed and each
step he took felt like a kick in the head, “Could you quiet the
fuck down, Jase?”

“You wanna tell me just what the fuck is
going on?!”

“You wanna quiet down for fuck sake bro?” I
pulled the pillow over my head hoping his ass would disappear.

He stopped pacing and I slowly sat up,
“Jase, I’m only going to say this once, cause the shit has only
happened once and it will never fucking happen again.” Jase was
standing with his hands on his hips like Mamma Joe and I wanted to
laugh but I didn’t, “I think some really bad shit is going on
that,” I paused for dramatic effect and looked up at him, “I’m
pretty sure I have a gang of Latino Leprechauns after me, man.”

Jase turned red, “This shit’s not funny, the
shop was vandalized and you got jumped, Cyrus! You wanna tell me
what the hell is going on?”

“Birdie.”

“What the fuck is Birdie?”

“Carly’s stripper friend, so don’t act all
fucking high and mighty with me!”

“Tara?”

“Yeah, you pierced her tits, Carly went to a
strip club, I throw out a fucking dirt bag pusher, Rico gave her a
tattoo and the shop and my head got the shit end of the deal. So
don’t come in here all fucking…”

“Did you fuck her?”

“No I didn’t fuck her, damn Jase.”

“Let me rephrase that, have you seen her
since?”

“Once, briefly.” He looked at me so I just
let it out told him the whole damn story, I was a perfect
gentleman.

“Get dressed, we’re going to find out what
his deal is.”

“No man we are not. Zandor and I will
go, when he gets back,” he glared at me, “Don’t fucking play badass
with me, you’re Little Bells Dad.” He looked away, “Besides your
fucking pussy whipped, and I need someone who actually has their
own set of balls standing next to me.”

“Eat shit-- I’m going.”

“Then we go together, the three of us Jase.
You cool with that?”

“Yeah, just fucking hang low until then. You
scared the fuck out of me last night.”

“See what I mean? You’re going soft,
Jase.”


 


 All Better Now

 


After two days: I was hungry, tired, and
broke. My phone’s battery was dead and I had no more options so I
walked ten miles back to the apartment. It was dark, and I knew my
roommates would all be at work or at a party celebrating Labor
Day.

The first thing I did was take a shower, and
it hurt. I washed everywhere except the very tender area that Tony
had pulled the piercing out of when he brought one of the things I
feared the most in life. Pulling antibiotic ointment out of the
medicine cabinet I wondered if it was too late to try to stop an
infection. I wrapped myself in a towel and brushed my teeth as I
looked at my eye that was still bruised.

After I dressed, I looked in the
refrigerator for something to eat. I knew not to stuff myself after
eating just two small meals since that night. I drank a glass of
milk and made some toast: it tasted so good.

I went into my room and looked at my bed,
someone had slept here, but I didn’t care. I still had one blanket,
two sheets, three pillows, four books under my bed, five pairs of
underwear, six bras, seven dresses, eight pairs of shorts, nine
shirts, and ten pairs of socks, which was more than I had ever had
in my entire life.

I put on my pajamas and flipped the pillows,
laid my head down and promised myself that I wouldn’t hide, I would
be safe here, I will be safe.

I woke when I heard someone crying. I turned
slowly over in the bed and saw Tony sitting on his knees beside me,
he looked like hell. His eyes were red and puffy and when he looked
up at me he whispered, “Please forgive me, Tara.”

I didn’t say anything partially because I
was frightened, and partially because seeing him like that made me
sad.

“Let me fix this, let me show you how much I
love you. I would…”

Cassidy burst through the door and saw him,
“Are you fucking kidding me?!”

“Get out now,” he growled at her.

Now I was scared, really scared.

“You gonna tell her that we’ve been fucking
in her bed for two days Tony, or sit there like a little…”

“GET OUT!” He stood up and walked towards
her, I couldn’t see his face, but I saw hers and I could have sworn
she trembled, “Unless you want to find yourself a new job, and a
new place to live… you better turn your ass around and walk out of
here right now, Cassidy.”

“But I thought…”

He turned towards me, “Tara, I fucked
Cassidy in your bed. Now Cassidy-- she knows. I was drunk and I
missed her. I came to her bed needing to be close to her. I
pretended you were her, so it’s not like I cheated. I was fucking
you, pretending it was the girl I love. Now hopefully she can
forgive that and hopefully you can get over it because she and I
are a team, and if she wants you out of here you know damn well I
can make that happen, so walk on egg shells, bitch. She runs the
show here now, and you can get the fuck out!”

When Cassidy slithered away he turned to me
and knelt by my bed again. He very cautiously took my hand and
pleaded for forgiveness. He promised over and over again to be
better for me. “I’m very tired.”

“Where were you Tara? I looked everywhere
for you, I even went back to Harlem. I stayed at that building, the
one I got you out of… remember that one? Well I stayed there for a
whole day.”

“I slept on the beach.”

“Alone?”

“Of course alone.”

“Thank God, I knew you’d be back. What we
have is like nothing else in this world…”

When he tried to touch me, I pulled
back.

“Tara, I won’t hurt you ever again. I’ll
give you a couple days to forgive me. I’ve forgiven you Tara, it
only took two days.”

He laid on my bed next to me and held my
hand gently, “Sleep Tara, I won’t let anyone hurt you. I will keep
you safe like I always have.”

I was still awake when and he walked out of
the room. I heard the shower run, which was a good thing, I was
pretty sure he hadn’t showered in at least two days either.

His phone was beside my bed, well the
mattress where I slept on the floor. The message was from Larry
.

-Just had a visitor asking about you. You
better not fuck this up or you’ll be in deep shit. Get Tara here
tonight, it’s gonna be busy and you have an errand to run…

I set the phone back down just as the shower
turned off. I rolled over and pretended to be asleep.

He hissed when he read the message and paced
a bit before laying down beside me and wrapping his arm around
me.

“Tara, you awake?”

“Yes.”

“You up for work tonight? Larry needs us
there. I have to go in-- I owe him some money. I kind of borrowed
against our cut of the video. I got us a place, a real nice place--
and we can move in, in a couple of weeks. Tara it has a big kitchen
and a huge bedroom. Two bathrooms both with tubs. The one in the
master bedroom is big enough for both of us.” I didn’t reply, I
didn’t know what to say. I’d never had a place of my own, I’d never
had a bathtub that I could soak in. “Tara did you hear me?”

I shook my head yes and started to cry. He
leaned over and wiped away my tears, “We’re a team Tara. We’re
gonna be so good together. We’ll never be hungry. You won’t have to
dance, unless you want to.”

“Do you sell drugs?” I hadn’t meant to say
it out loud but if I was going to forgive him I needed to know.

“Sometimes I drive them, never sell though,”
he looked down at me, “I don’t want to Tara, but we need the money
so that we don’t have to do that stuff anymore. Please tell me we
can get through a couple more weeks and then we’re going to be done
with it all.”

~

We walked into the club and Cassidy walked
away quickly, “If she so much as looks at you the wrong way Tara,
you tell me. Let’s get you a drink and loosen you up a bit. I can’t
wait to watch you tonight, Tara.”

He grabbed me a drink and brought me back
into Larry s office.

“Glad you’re back,” Larry smiled, “I want
you to see the video we have, and just so you know Tara, you’re a
fucking star.”

I watched the video of me giving Tony head,
it looked better than it did the first time. Tony was looking at
me, and he was so happy.

“Look at us,” he kissed me, “Me and
you.”

I still felt a little shy about all of it
and dirty but they both assured me no one would ever know. I didn’t
have family so I wasn’t disappointing anyone.

“I love you, now let’s get you out there,”
Tony stood up.

“One more thing Tara,” Larry walked to the
small room behind his office and walked back out with the a garment
bag, “This is for you. No other girl here gets this kind of
treatment but you’re not just one of the girls, you’re a star.”

Tony and I walked in the back and he opened
the bag. Tony watched me, “You’ll look great Tara.”

I pulled my shirt over my head and then took
off my bra, he cringed when he saw what he had done, “Does it
hurt?” I shook my head yes, “I won’t do it again. I won’t hut you
again.”

His eyes were pained and I believed him. He
grabbed some pasties from the drawer, “We have to cover that. And
tomorrow we go get medicine.”

When I was dressed he turned me so I was
facing the full length mirror, “You look so beautiful Tara.”

For the first time in my life, I’d have to
agree.


 


 Cracked My
Badass

 


I showered and hung out all day, nursing a
hangover and a real bad fucking headache. Momma had stopped by with
enough food to feed me for a week and Motrin because of course…
Jase had told her what happened. She was here for hours: I knew she
needed to see that I was alright. I also knew she wasn’t cleaning
and doing laundry, I’m talking washing curtains and shit, because
my place isn’t dirty. She was here making sure I was staying
put.

Nickey and Miss September came back and
Momma left. I watched some very loud TV to drown out the noises
coming from his bedroom and to try to keep my mind off kicking the
shit out of that fucking punk ass bitch and his two boys.

When Miss September left, Nickey sat back
all fucking smiling and shit. I had to laugh at the smug bastard.
He knew my quota hadn’t been filled for the day.

“Nickey, let’s go out.”

“It’s eleven and your grounded man.”

“Grounded?”

“Not supposed to go out. You know, forbidden
by the family…”

“Forbidden by the family huh?”

“Momma Joe called me. You got drunk and got
your ass kicked, which by the way I find fucking hysterical.”

“I need to get laid, lets’ go.”

I wore a hat pulled over my eyes and a hoody
over my tee shirt.

“What the fuck are you wearing?” Nicky
laughed as I walked out to his car.

“Momma Joe won’t recognize me,” I
laughed.

“Where to?”

“Strip club, there a sure thing right?”

“Cyrus look at us man, we are a sure
thing.”

~

My blood was boiling when we parked at the
Sorority Sisters, I had stopped in earlier asking for that bitch
Tony, yeah right after Jase left and made it home before Momma
showed up. I was not into sitting in, waiting for my brothers. I
knew the importance of a team, I was a fucking Seal for four years.
Having watched people die I also knew the importance of keeping
people safe, especially people I loved. This was my cross to bear.
I wasn’t going to pull any shit tonight… I just wanted to see if he
would show. Apparently he and the Birdie were off for the
weekend.

We sat in the far back, on the opposite side
of the club as the bar and then I decided to let Nickey in on what
was up. I expected him to be a little pissed at me but when I told
him I wasn’t gonna start any shit I just wanted to gather as much
intel as I could. He insisted I talk to his father and I promised I
would as soon as I had some answers.

I wasn’t drinking just in case some fuckers
wanted to jump me again, I wouldn’t play bitch to scum like that
again. I saw Tony walk out of the bathroom just as the music
changed and I saw her all decked out in emerald sequins. Tiny
little sequined triangles covered up her nipples but even from back
here I could see how fucking round her tits were. I really wanted
to fuck this girl. A sheer skirt split wide in the middle revealed
another tiny patch of green sequins attached to the smallest little
strings. The way she danced fucking got me way too riled up. Not
bumping and grinding, she fucking swayed and floated. The other two
times I had seen her she was timid unless she was dancing. Like her
wings were finally free. The way she climbed the pole made me hard.
I would love her to climb me like that, real fucking bad.

We were too far back to see her eyes, and
she wasn’t smiling so the dimple was non- existent. The tattoo
caught my eye and immediately I was snapped back into the here and
now. “When she’s done, I wanna private dance Nickey, could you go
see the goon over there and set it up?” I threw a few bills at him,
“Get yourself one, too.”

Nicky returned, “Hope she’s worth it C, I
got the hot blonde for thirty minutes for half of what you just
paid for her.”

We waited for the nod and were shown into
the rooms beside the bar. I made sure the piece of shit didn’t see
me.

When she walked into the darkened room, she
immediately spoke, “I’m nervous, I’ve never done this before.”

“Don’t be,” my voice was low I didn’t want
her to know who I was. For now I just wanted to watch her.

“What would you prefer, me to just dance or
a lap dance?”

“Both.”

“Lights or …”

“It’s fine how it is.” The sconce lighting
was low enough to see her from here and once she was close enough,
I could see those eyes.

She was floating closer and my heart was
beating like a big bass drum. I was hard as stone when she backed
up and looked over her shoulder, “This alright?”

“Birdie, it’s perfect.”

I had to grab her by the waist to stop her
from running out of the room.

“Are you crazy?!” she whispered.

“Nope, this is almost as good as I imagine
fucking you would be.”

She gasped, “You’re a stripper Birdie, any
man out there with working eyes wants to fuck you after that show,
maybe even, before.”

“Do you know what he’ll do if…”

“Birdie what the hell happened to your eye?
Turn around and look at me!”

“If you be quiet I will,” she snapped and
turned on my lap, lifting that little leg over my head and I swear
to God if I wasn’t concerned with the light bruising on her eye and
cheek bone I would’ve cum right in my pants.

She was inches from my face and straddling
my lap when I saw the marks. I had to close my eyes and try to calm
myself down before I spoke or I would flip my shit.

“He hit you?” I swallowed real hard.

“No.”

“Birdie we don’t lie to each other, got it.
If we’re going to be friends we don’t lie to each other.”

She looked at me curiously, “We’re not
friends.”

She was right but we would be damn it,
“Carly is my sister in law, she considers you a friend so by
default we’re friends.” She shook her head in agreement.

“We got in a fight about you.”

“Me?”

She shook her head, “Yes.”

“You’re coming with me, do you
understand?”

“No I’m not.”

“I won’t leave then, I won’t leave you to be
beat up by a drug dealing little fuck, Birdie. Friends don’t do
that.”

“He’s better now. He promised he
wouldn’t.”

“You like being treated like that? You like
that shit?!” I knew I was getting loud but I couldn’t help it.

“Please,” she covered my mouth with her hand
and fuck if I didn’t want to lick it, to taste her skin.

“You know this sign on your belly isn’t just
a sign of purity, it’s symbol of ownership. Saying you submit to
him, Birdie. So you’re saying all of that is okay with you?”

“Isn’t that what people do who love each
other?”

The way she said it was so damn cute, “I
suppose but…”

“Isn’t that what Jase and Carly did?”

“No one should own anyone else, Birdie.”

“People get married every day.”

“He hit you…”

“Everything going alright in here?” It was
him.

“Yep,” she stood and walked to him,
“Everything’s fine.”

“If you need anything…”

“Do lap dances usually get interrupted?” I
was pissed.

“Just checking, it won’t happen again.”

That’s right little fuck, “It better
not.”

I stood up and walked towards her, “You
better dance Birdie.” I motioned to the camera and she saw it.

She pushed me onto the chair and her hips
began to sway, “You can’t come back here again.”

“You gonna leave him?”

“No, he loves me,” she scowled and turned
away from me.

“That’s not love, Birdie,” not the kind I
had seen.

She was on my lap now and she arced her back
and I saw something covering her nipple, “Why is this covered?” I
took the opportunity to rub my finger across the pasty and her eyes
widened, and not in the way they should have. “You sore still?” She
shook her head no, “Bullshit Birdie, these things can get infected,
let me see.”

She shook her head quickly no and I pulled
her onto me again and fuck if it didn’t feel good having her crash
against me.

“I paid for half an hour with you, I don’t
expect shit from you, but I do expect you to tell me if something
my shop did is hurting you. If it’s infected Birdie you need
someone to check it out.”

She was reluctant but allowed it. It wasn’t
infected, it was torn, “Did you get this caught on something?”

She shook her head yes as she looked
away,

“Did he fucking do this to you when he was
fucking hitting you?!”

I was going to kill him, I didn’t give a
shit what I had to lose.

I tried standing and she grabbed the back of
the chair with her arms over my shoulder, “He didn’t mean it, he’s
sorry. But if you….”

“That’s not love, that’s sick… what would
your family say? They wouldn’t let this shit happen to you would
they?!”

She shrugged her shoulders and glared at me,
“I love him and this isn’t your business. I want you to walk out of
here when this is over and leave me alone.”

“You like that shit, sucking cock and
getting fucked on the internet? Getting beat up by some drugged up
fuck. You like that shit? ‘Cause you looked smarter than that,
better than that.” She was pissed and I didn’t give a fuck, “You
don’t look like a whore to me.”

That hurt and I knew it and the way her
pouty bottom lip quivered made me want to eat my words, take them
back. Carly was gonna be pissed if she ever found out what I had
just said to this girl. What’s said is said, no matter what--- I
couldn’t take it back so I owned that shit. I made sure I stared
right back at her.

“You got camera’s watching you Birdie,
you’re a caged little animal here, owned by a man who hurts your
body, who shares you with the world. Who has you fucking believing
he loves you. I can promise you he doesn’t, not when he can do shit
like this to you.”

“It’s none of your business. I want you to
leave.”

“I’m not ready to.” And I wasn’t, “I paid
for a dance paid real good too, twice as much as my buddy did for
the blonde. How much do you make of that three hundred bucks?” She
looked away, “That’s what I thought. He sells a video online of you
sucking him off for two bucks a pop and there’s a pre-purchase of
the day he’s gonna fuck you live for twenty bucks. How much do you
get from that?” she looked at me and her lips moved but she said
nothing and there was no expression on her face. “Maybe next time
he sells you online he’ll be beating the shit out of you …”

“He wouldn’t do that!” she yelled at me and
I saw her tearing up.

I wasn’t gonna stop here, I couldn’t, “You
like to be hit?”

“NO!”

“But I’m supposed to leave you knowing some
fucking drug dealing pimp is gonna beat your ass, Birdie!”

“It’s none of your business!” She screamed
and the door swung open.

I stood up and smirked at the little fuck
and his friends, “You’re leaving.”

“Tony, I didn’t…”

“I don’t want to fucking hear it Tara,” the
contempt in his tone for her would have scared the shit out of a
normal man, but I wasn’t normal.

“Shit bag, women beating, drug pushing, pimp
daddy wanna be, you fucking bring your bitches to jump me this
time?”

“Get the fuck out of this club, now.”

“Not until she comes with me.” I stood tall
and proud, and I wasn’t leaving until she was with me.

Two guys came in and grabbed my arms and I
fucking let them, “Let’s go Birdie.”

“No!”

“He’s gonna hit you again,” I yelled over my
shoulder and then stopped and swung around, “You don’t deserve to
be hit!”

“He didn’t mean it!”

The snug bastard smirked as he pulled her
against his chest, “That’s right Tara we’re a team.”

“You’re fucking scum!”

Tony let go of Tara as the two goons held my
arms and he backhanded me across the face. I spit in his and
laughed. All hell broke loose and I stood there and let them hit
me, “This okay with you Tara? Is it?!”

She looked horrified and she closed her
eyes, again she was saying something but no sound. I felt nothing,
I was numb. I wanted her to see, “Look at me damn you!”

Her eyes popped open as I continued taking
blows and she began to shake, “Hurts to watch, doesn’t it Birdie!
I’m supposed to…” fuck that one hurt and I wanted to swat these
little bitches off me but I knew I was getting through to her.

“Stop! Please Stop!” she cried.

They didn’t, “I’m supposed to leave you here
knowing this is gonna happen…” another sharp jab dropped me to my
knees and she screamed again for them to stop and covered her face.
“Come with me.”

A kick to my gut was the last thing I felt
before she cried out “OK.”

I forced myself up and threw them both to
the ground. I grabbed Tony by the throat and held him against the
wall, “You ever touch her again, I’ll kill you.”

I dropped him and he fell to the floor
gasping for air.

I grabbed her hand and walked out into the
club. Nickey was standing there just a shaking his head, “Call your
Dad.”

“Already did,” he said as we walked out the
door.

We pulled out of the driveway as cops
surrounded the place.

~

We pulled in the driveway and I opened the
door and held my hand out for her. She was shaking like a little
leaf but followed me in.

I lead her straight to the bathroom and sat
her on the counter. “Take it off.” She shook and I knew she was
scared, “I wanna clean it up Birdie.”

She sat while I cleaned her and damn if the
other side wasn’t hardening up. I smiled when I saw it and she
noticed and looked down and turned the prettiest shade of red.

“We’re gonna keep heat on it tonight and
help draw out the infection. You’ll heal nice.” Real fucking nice.
I clenched my jaw because I really wanted to suck that little
pebble out the rest of the way.

She grabbed the washcloth and started
cleaning the blood off the side of my mouth and I looked down into
her eyes as she continued, “Sorry he hit you.”

“I’m sorry he hit you.”

She set the cloth down and then rubbed her
thumb across my bottom lip, “Does it hurt?”

“Not at this moment, no. You gonna let this
one close up?” I pointed to her nipple.

“Should I?” she looked down at her breast,
“Does it look really bad if I just have one?”

“No Birdie,” my mouth went dry and I
swallowed hard, “You wanna drink?”

I needed distance so I turned to get the
hell out of there.

“I need…I mean… do you have clothes or
something I can wear? I’ll get them back to you when I can.”

I grabbed a bottle of Jack and a bottle of
Ginger ale and walked past Nickie he was on the phone with his Dad.
He winked as I walked by.

I opened the bathroom door and she was
looking at herself in the mirror, “Come on Birdie .”

She looked up and smiled and I walked to my
room.

I grabbed the bottle and took a swig, “You
want some?”

“Yes please.”

After she took several drinks, “Could I get
something to a wear?”

“I’m really not sure I want you in something
else right now,” I took the bottle and took another shot.

“You like this?”

“It’s fucking hot.”

She tried not to smile and her little hips
swayed back and forth as she watched the skirt flow.

“I really wanna fuck you, Birdie.” My cock
was so hard a cat couldn’t scratch it.

“Would you let me leave after?”

“When we know you’re safe, yeah. I don’t own
you, you don’t own me.”

I grabbed her by the hips and lifted her
onto my bed and sat her in the middle. “I have rules though. I’ll
fuck you better than you’ve been fucked before, hard and wild,
Birdie. No more than three hook ups. Do you understand that? That
way no one gets hurt. No expectations, alright. If I were a better
man I’d wait till you were back on your feet but I’m not a better
man. As long as we both follow that rule we can be friends still.
Fuck…. Carly is gonna be pissed at me Birdie, but I need to fuck
you.”

She nodded her head up and down and her
chest rose and fell quickly. Her head bobbing gave me some pretty
fucking hot thoughts, her sucking my cock was going to be fucking
hot as hell.

“I smell your need too and I wanna taste
you. You’re going to cum in my mouth and then I’m gonna come all
over yours.”

She swallowed hard and I knew she was with
me, and I was gonna fuck her good for a real long time.

“I’m gonna fix this too Birdie,” I licked
across her belly, “This isn’t you.”

She whimpered when I snapped those little
strings and licked her hot, bare, swollen little lips. “You taste
so good.” And she did: she was sweet like candy and I lapped at her
hot little pussy like a kitten to milk. My tongue slipped just
inside her slit, and I licked a little harder… slowly up her until
I was almost at her clit and then down. She was getting wetter, and
much more responsive verbally. One more time up and I circled her
and then sucked on her clit. She moaned and grabbed my hair. “Tell
me how it feels Birdie,” I shoved my tongue deeper lapping at her
wet lips and I’ll be damned, it tasted even better.

“Oh good, real good…I think… oh…. I think…”
she yelled out as her knees crushed against my ears.

Hungry --I was so fucking hungry for her
sweet milk I dragged her to the bottom of the bed and threw her
knees over my shoulders. She sat up and grabbed my hair, pushing
her hot wet snatch harder against my face.

She was shaking all over which was kind of
hot. Not this time, this shit was mine. I wrapped my arms around
her legs supporting that little peach of an ass, and stood. She
held on tight as I pushed her back against the wall and fucked her
with my tongue and sucked her little nub until she screamed and dug
into my back. Her body trembled as I continued and she began to
plead for mercy. I slid that hot drenched little cunt down my face
rubbing my stubble against her thighs and slowly down to the
floor.

“Oh my God,” she panted.

“Birdie that was just a taste,” and I’d
never tasted anything so fucking sweet in my life.

I pulled my shirt off, and her eyes looked
over me. For a moment I’d forgotten she’d never seen me shirtless.
Hell yeah, my body was hard but she was checking out the art. Her
little fingers traced the piece on my rib and she looked up at me,
“It hurts.”

I couldn’t think or speak or have any desire
to explain just how bad, not now, not ever.

“A little, but you wanna know what will make
it feel all better?” I picked her little ass up and laid her down
and shed my pants.

Her eyes widened when she caught a glimpse
of my hard cock, yeah that’s right, fucking hung. And hell no
that’s not arrogance--- that’s truth. Just like it said across the
V. She fingered that as well tracing the letters in awe and
wonder.

“Birdie, you gonna play with my ink, or give
me a little somethin’?”

A smile crept across her face as she looked
up at me. I wasn’t use to this shit, this curiosity and when they
say it kills the cat they’re fucking wrong, it kills the cock.

“It’s real big,” she grabbed right under the
head and I groaned as the electricity of her touch pulsed
throughout me.

“You wanna say hello?”

“I wanna kiss it.”

“If you’re waiting for permission, you’ve
already got it, do with it what you want.”

She was killing me with the little pecks up
and then back down my shaft. She looked up at me and her tongue
darted out and licked from my balls to just beneath my head and
then back down. I was no bitch but I am pretty fucking sure I was
going to cry if she didn’t suck my tip.

She looked up at me again and smiled, “You
taste good.”

And now I was gonna blow it all over her
face, one more word and I was a fucking goner.

“Suck my cock Birdie,” and she did.

Her tongue circled around the tip and I
knelt on the bed in front of her. Those green eyes never left mine
she watched me as she went up and down my length slowly then fast
and then slow again. When she sucked hollowing her cheeks and
moaned on the way up I pulled back because I wasn’t about to blow
my wad yet. I wanted in.

I pushed her back and sucked on her left
titty and I worked it as I rubbed her drenched little pussy. She
pushed against my hand slowly and I eased a finger inside her tight
little twat. I was gonna have to work at this, fuck she was tight.
I shoved another finger in and she cried out, “Yes.”

And her hips began to meet my hand, “Kiss
me, please kiss me.”

“Fuck yeah,” I started at her tits and made
my way slowly up her collar bone. And across her jaw as my fingers
continued working her hard. She was softening, stretching and
soaking my fucking hand. I couldn’t wait for her to put a choke
hold around my cock.

She turned her head towards me and nudged my
face with her nose I looked up and she grabbed my lip with her
teeth. I opened and her tongue rubbed my lips, hot and sweet. I
pulled back and wrapped mine around hers slowly licking her lips
and then tasting her. Damn, damn, damn. She tasted as sweet here. I
was licking inside her mouth: tasting her as she tasted me.

When she reached down and stroked me, asking
for me, I almost wasn’t ready. Kissing her was hot as hell and I
didn’t want to stop. I rolled over taking her with me, on top of
me. I held one hand behind her head as I continued tasting her and
I fumbled in the nightstand for a condom. I put it in without
breaking the seal of our lips.

I rolled back over careful not to crush her
and reluctantly pulled my mouth from hers. I wanted to hear her
screaming my name when I crashed into her. Holding my body above
her I rubbed my cock against the warmth of her opening and pushed
slowly. I had to work real hard. But as hard as I was working to
get inside her, she was working her little hips, too. Her eyes were
sealed tight and her lip was between her teeth.

I bent down and kissed her, rolling my hips
as I stretched her. Her hands held tight to the sides of my head as
she whimpered against my mouth. I wasn’t sure how much longer I
could take it before I just nailed her. She winced a bit and I
pulled back but not too far-- I was sure as hell not going to
retreat now. I reached between us and felt that little ball of
nerves and slowly, lightly rubbed it. She pushed against me and I
swear to God I was bottoming out but when she thrust again it was
so fucking hot. She moaned and whispered in my ear, “Roll
over.”

I wasn’t much of a bottom guy but seeing her
little ass perched on me was something I couldn’t resist.

She was on top of me and I was so deep in
her it was fucking amazing. Watching her rub on me and move up and
down with her eyes closed was beautiful. She was dancing on my
cock, swaying her hips to the beat she was lost in. Her hand held
the base of my cock and her feet planted flat on the bed, she
raised herself and lowered herself swaying dancing and squeezing
the life out of me. Her hand left me and traveled up her body it
was hot as hell I pushed into her and she bit her lip and opened
her eyes and smiled at me as I held her hips in my hands. She
leaned down and kissed me softly. I rolled her onto her back and
slowly accepted her kisses as I thrusted hard and slow, deeper into
her. When her pussy clenched as she hissed and whimpered against my
cheek holding my body against hers: I couldn’t hold back anymore so
I didn’t and neither did she. I fucked her hard and wild, just like
I promised. I came so hard I felt like I would never come again,
drained-- empty .

I rolled over and brought her with me. I
rubbed her back as be both panted. When I finally opened my eyes
she was laying on my chest tracing the outlines of my ink without
touching me.

She smiled up, “They’re beautiful.”

“You’re beautiful,” and there you have it I
was losing my touch.

“You think so?”

“Birdie yeah, I do. Besides… I wouldn’t have
an ugly girl at my house,” I smiled trying to pull my balls back
out of the hole they seemed to be sinking in and she laughed.

She sat up on me and looked at me, really
looked at me, “I’m not afraid of you anymore.”

“Birdie, you just cracked my badass. I swear
to you I will make you real afraid next time I’m buried in
you.”

She smiled, “Two more times, right?”

“Well how about we call them visits. When we
fall asleep and you wake up and I’m busting into you, that’s still
the same ride got it?”

Her smile widened, “So if I’m still here in
the morning, that will still be the first.”

“We’re gonna be busy,” and yeah I would
rather be busy all over her but this shit couldn’t happen, “We
gotta make sure you’re safe. Then we gotta get you back to the
people you love.”


 


 I Got To
Choose

 


I wasn’t sure I knew how or even if I should
tell him there was no one who loved me. Tony was the last person to
say those words to me and he hadn’t meant it. He just wanted to use
me. That’s what this beautiful man underneath me, showed me today.
He hadn’t used me, he didn’t even know me. But he thought I was
beautiful, and he was nice to me. Tony was wrong about him, and
even though I never want to see him again, I wish I could tell him
he was wrong. My stomached growled and I remembered I hadn’t eaten
in a while.

“You hungry, Birdie?” I really wanted to
know why he called me that and I decided I would ask him sometime
just not now.

“A little.” I admitted.

“How about you stay in here and I go grab us
something?” his voice was deep and rough and I loved it, I really
did. It was odd, but it made me feel safer. He was strong and
fearless: two things that I wished I could someday become.

I sat up, “I need to use the bathroom.”

“Remember where it is?”

“Um yes, but I need clothes.”

He sat up and grabbed my ripped thong and
dragged it under his nose, “These work.” I smiled and shook my head
no, “Yeah, Nickey doesn’t need to see what I just got.” He threw me
his hoody and I put it on, the sleeves nearly hit the floor and the
waist band fell well below my waist and he laughed. “Damn Birdie I
almost can’t see you under all that. Go use the facilities and I’ll
try to find you something else.”

“Can I take a bath?”

He looked at me funny, “Of course.”

~

I can’t believe I asked that, how crass of
me, but I hadn’t had a real bath since…the motel.

I stepped in and it felt so good. I’m sure
it had a lot to do with the fact that I still felt tingly all over,
I mean I was a bit sore but the way he made me feel was worth a
hundred times this slight burn. I felt like I did after dancing,
not at the club, but for me.

I was in there for a long time soaking and
scrubbing, it felt really, really good. I remember as a child
taking baths. We played with these crayons that I could write on
the walls, math-- always math.

I heard him outside in the hall. He was
arguing and I was sure I recognized the other voice.

“Are you fucking stupid Cyrus!” he was
angry, really angry.

Cyrus, I felt really bad but I think
that was the first time I had heard his name. It suited him well--
dark and overpowering.

“I don’t need this shit right now,
Jase!”

“You need a fucking wake-up call man, you’ve
got …three fucking rides, well you just fucked that all to hell,
now didn’t you?!”

“She fucking gets it!”

“Look at your God damn bed, Cyrus!”

“Get out!”

“You’re smarter than this!”

“I’m done with this shit. You wanna talk
about something else I’m all ears, but this isn’t your fucking
problem it’s mine! I got this: go home.”

I covered my ears, I didn’t like the
fighting and I didn’t like that it was about me. I have gotten
through the past fifteen years without it, blending.

I sank lower in the tub so the water covered
everything except my nose and lips. I could hear myself think like
this. “One blanket, two sheets, three pillows, four pants? Oh damn
it.”

I was breathing, feeling the anxiety
building up, scared, a little not a lot. I felt a vibration and
opened my eyes and sat up.

He was looking at me different, he was going
to tell me I had to leave, which I know is going to happen, expect
it to happen.

“Cyrus,” it came out in a whisper, it was
the first time I had said his name.

He didn’t say a word he just dropped his
boxers . I closed my eyes and felt him step into the tub.

“Birdie you got your period?”

“No,” I opened my eyes and he was sitting
with his knees bent, resting his elbows on them looking at me.

“You’re bleeding,” he looked a little
upset.

“I didn’t know.”

“You wanna tell me this crazy shit going
through my head is wrong Birdie or are you gonna sit there and make
me fucking wonder if I just …Fuck!”

I looked down and tried not to get
upset.

“So that shit in the internet was real?
You’ve never…”

I shook my head no.

“Can I ask why you didn’t bother to mention
that shit?”

“You didn’t ask.”

“I just assumed, that a stripper who gave
fucking blow jobs on the mother fucking internet…”

I stood up, “I’m going to take your shirt
and find some shorts and I’m going to leave now. I’m sorry for any
problems I’ve…”

He pulled me down hard and water splashed
everywhere.

“Tell me why God damn it!”

“Why what?” I was a little afraid now, maybe
more embarrassed.

“Tara!”

“He can’t have it,” I had to whisper because
I know it sounded really bad, “and he won’t come after me.”

His jaw dropped, “So you used me?”

His voice actually squeaked and I looked up
at him and tried not to smile and shook my head yes.

“And you think it’s funny Tara? I don’t fuck
virgins! I don’t fucking do shit like that!”

“I want to warn you again that you don’t
scare me. I also know you won’t hurt me, so I may actually argue
with you.” This was the first time I felt I could say what I
wanted, “Besides, it had to happen sooner than later, right?”

“How old are you?”

“How old do you think I am?”

“No games Tara…”

“Fifteen.”

After the shock wore off he started to stand
and I grabbed him just like he had me but I sat on his lap.

“You need to …I’m so sorry Tara, Christ I’m
going to burn in hell…please get off of me.” I hugged him,
“Fuck!”

I couldn’t do that to him anymore because as
comfortable as I was with him, I really didn’t know if I should
feel this comfortable.

I grabbed his face and made him look at me,
“I was teasing you.” It didn’t seem to make him any less
comfortable, “I’m almost twenty one.”

“You’re almost twenty one? So now I
fuck virgins AND serve minors,” I tried to smile, “It’s not funny
Tara.”

“I’m not trying to upset you. But honestly,
you were a perfect gentleman. I got to choose.”

“I’m not a gentleman,” he growled.

“You were more so than anyone else I’ve ever
met,” I leaned forward to kiss him and he leaned away and shook his
head slowly no.

“I can’t,” he closed his eyes.

“Okay,” I got out of the bath and dried
off.

“This doesn’t mean you’re leaving, we still
have a tattoo to fix and we need to make sure you’re safe.”

He covered himself when he got out of the
bath and my face burned, I was so ashamed of myself. “Cyrus,” I
whispered him name and he looked at me.

His face didn’t carry the confident strong
alluring look anymore, it was full of raw emotions. Hurt, anger,
pain… and I did that to him.

“What is it Tara?” he wrapped a towel around
his powerful body and looked at me.

I was having a hard time seeing that I’d
hurt someone, I never hurt people, never.

“I want to leave,” I tightened up the towel
around me suddenly feeling ugly, wanting to hide, just
disappear.

“That’s not gonna happen right now,” he
closed his eyes and turned around, “I’ll go grab you some
clothes.”

When he returned he knocked on the door and
then handed me clothes through the crack in the door.

I walked out and he was standing in the
kitchen with his back to me, “Have a seat, I made you something to
eat, it’ll be ready in a couple minutes.”

He had on black sweats and a white t-shirt.
The black ink down his left arm stopped right above his elbow.

I walked around and stood next to him, “I
can help.”

He glanced down at me and quickly away, “I
can handle toasted cheese and soup, Tara.”

I let out a deep breath and he looked at me
again.

“You like tomato soup and toasted cheese,
right?”

“Yep,” I felt my emotions swell up in my
throat, “But I’m really not hungry.”

“Gotta eat, Tara.”

“I’m tired,” I walked over and sat on the
couch. I didn’t want to be here.

He walked over a few minutes later and
handed me a cup of soup and sandwich, “I already cooked it…”

“I’m not hungry,” I felt tears coming and
then felt anxious. I tried to stand and he stood in front of
me.

“You’re going to at least drink the soup
Tara,” he was angry.

“Please move, I want to leave now,” I
couldn’t cry in front of him.

“Sit! Eat the sandwich. It’s three o’clock
in the damn morning, it’s been one fucked up night…”

“One pillow, two blankets, three shirts,
four….”

“What are you talking about?” Cyrus looked
at me like I had three heads and I realized I was doing it out
loud.

I shook my head no.

“Christ Bir…Tara, please just eat,” he
looked exhausted and frustrated.

I took half the sandwich and ate it.

“I want to go to sleep now,” I stood and he
stepped back.

“Go ahead,” he waved his hands in the
direction of the bedroom.

“I wanna sleep here. I just have to use the
bathroom,” I was crampy, exhausted, and on the verge of tears.

He looked at me and for about two seconds I
thought he looked hurt again, “You sleep in the bed, I’ll take the
couch.”

“It’s your bed.”

He groaned loudly and I looked up and walked
around him. “I’m taking the damn couch!”

I hid in the bathroom for as long as I
could. He was pacing outside the door. When I walked out he
stopped.

“Get in bed Tara,” he pointed to the bedroom
and I walked quickly to it.

I closed my eyes when I walked in, “The
bedding…changed.”

“There was blood,” Cyrus grabbed a pillow
and then walked to the closet and grabbed a blanket. “If you need
anything I’ll be out there, goodnight Tara.”

“Cyrus…” I had to swallow back tears, I
couldn’t cry, “I’m sorry…I’m sorry I upset you.”

He shook his head and walked out.

I looked at the bed, there was one blanket,
two sheets, four pillows. I took one and put it on the floor beside
the bed. Three pillows, four…I needed four of something. I looked
around the room and saw a picture on his dresser, there were five
boys, one man and one women. I picked it up and noticed he was one
of the boys, and Jay. Cyrus had four brothers. Five is my least
favorite number, five minutes to cry.

I sat on the bed holding the picture I had
to make this work. There was one sun, two parents, three…three
siblings I didn’t know, four boys, five boats, six people total in
Cyrus’s family, seven...

I felt the anxiety rising inside of me as I
looked around the room. Seven pictures, black and white’s on the
walls. Eight, I yawned and looked at the picture again. Eight boats
in the background. Nine were the number of birds flying in the sky
in the photo. Ten, with his family and the four others on the beach
in the photo.

“One sun, two parents, three siblings, four
brothers, five minutes to cry, six people total in his family,
seven photo’s on the wall, eight boats in the background, nine
birds, and ten people total. Okay you can do this, now go to sleep
Tara Gardner, go to sleep.”


 


 Finding
You

 


I was fucking done for. How do you recover
from this shit? You go out one night needing to set some shit
straight and needing to get laid and you end up fucking a stripper
who happens to be a virgin and twenty years old.
Un-fucking-believable. Add to that the fact that she’s probably
fucking crazy, I’ve caught her talking to herself more than once.
Not just thinking out loud, but counting shit.

I walked away from the room when she stopped
talking because I had to-- if I didn’t, one of two things was gonna
happen. One, I would walk in there and ask her if she had lost her
damn mind or two, I was gonna be all over her. Crazy or not, she
was a tasty little treat and I needed to get the fuck over it, no
three rides for the crazy little bird in my bed.

When I woke up it was quiet, I sent Jase a
text letting him know I wouldn’t be in today, I had shit to do. The
bedroom door was still shut and I was glad. I had no clue what I
was gonna say to her after what had happened.

I showered and threw my sweats back on and
took a deep breath before walking back in that room. I grabbed a
shirt and threw it, she was real curious about my ink last night
and for some reason, that did shit to me too. I couldn’t go through
that again.

“Tara, I’m gonna make breakfast and then we
have a lot to do,” she didn’t answer so I reached over to pat her
head. “Awe--- fuck no!”

Nickey ran in the room, “What’s wrong?”

“She’s fucking gone!”

Nickey laughed at me until he saw my face,
this shit wasn’t funny, “Nickey, that shit bag is gonna look for
her. I need to find her.”

“She couldn’t have gone too far man, relax.
She’s got no money, no clothes….”

I looked at the dresser and noticed my
wallet laying open. Next to it a note.

 


Cyrus,

I borrowed some money. I’m not a thief, I’ll
pay it back.

I know the address, I’ll mail back the one
hundred and twenty three dollars as soon as I’m settled.

I’m sorry I upset you.

Tara

 


 


I read it out loud and probably shouldn’t
have, Nickey was trying real hard not to laugh, “Not funny,
Nickey.”

“Nah man it’s funny, Cyrus Steel got robbed
by a stripper, that’s real funny,” Nickey was about to get his ass
beat. He bent over and grabbed something off the floor, “Bro, she
took the picture out of this,” and he busted up.

“I may think this shit was funny at a
different time, but right now I need to find her. Call your Dad,
tell him too…Nickey, now is not the time! Call your father…”

“What’s her name?”

“Tara.” I grabbed my leather jacket and keys
to my bike.

“Last name, age, birthday? Cyrus do you even
know any of that shit?”

It took me a minute, “I think she said Tara
Gardner last night when she was talking to herself…” Nickey stifled
a chuckle. “Tara Gardner she’s twenty. That’s all I got Nickey, but
this shits not funny. That guy is bad fucking news.”

“Go. I’ll call when I know something, and
Cyrus, I’m calling Jase.”

There was no sense in arguing, I was in
pretty fucking deep with the Latino Leprechauns right now and I
knew it. “Tell him I’m gonna go to the shop.”

~

I drove up and down so many fucking roads
looking for her, waiting for something from Nick, waiting to fight
Jase about this shit, and I had no fucking clue what to do, where
to look, all I knew was she was out there alone.

I pulled up to the shop and Jase was already
inside pacing. I took off my helmet and walked in.

“The club opens at noon. We go
together.”

“Yeah, alright. Jase I don’t wanna hear any
shit from you right now.”

“I get it, but I swear to God Cyrus,
whatever you’re doing here better be for a good fucking
reason.”

“Well, what the fuck is that supposed to
mean!”

“You like this girl.”

“No man, I wanted to fuck her, nothing more
nothing less. Then all this shit and she’s a fucking…”

“You tell yourself whatever you want Cyrus
but answer this, what are you gonna do when you find her?”

“I’m gonna kick her ass!” And I wasn’t
joking. I really wanted to.

Jase laughed and shook his head, “Like I
said.”

“Shut the hell up, Jase.”

We were interrupted by my phone, it was
Nicholas DeAngelo, “What’s up….I know it hasn’t been twenty four
hours, I just wanted it documented so when it is…Well if you can’t
report her as missing go in under something else, she took some
money out of my wallet...Yeah press charges if it can get you
looking into this quicker, but I don’t want the charges to
stick.... I can’t promise that. I can tell you I won’t go
alone…Fine. Yeah e-mail me whatever you got.”

I hung up the phone and Jase smiled, “She
took money.”

“She borrowed some cash, left a note saying
she would mail it back when she was settled,” he chuckled, “She
also took a picture, the one on the beach when we were kids. I’m
supposed to get an e-mail, DeAngelo assured me they would go to her
address, and work and check it out. So you can head back. If they
find her, I’m gonna see her, set shit straight.”

“Alright, but don’t you even think about
going there alone Cyrus.”

“I promise.”

I have never felt more shitty in my life,
well maybe once, but only once. That’s why I don’t do this shit. I
fuck people up, break them and hurt them. I couldn’t go back there
either, no trip down memory lane, I needed to find her, make sure
she was alright until I got her back to her family.

I waited for the computer to boot up and
wondered if she was a runaway, or missing. I wondered how the hell
her family would treat her after they found out about the internet
videos and what kind of people they were.

I logged into my email and opened the one
from Nicholas. It was a compressed file so I knew I was in for a
long read, which freaked me out.

The first document fucking floored me. Tara
Sippora Gardner, was orphaned fifteen years ago. Her parents died
in an automobile accident while she slept in the back seat. Both
Amy and Theodore Gardner’s parents had declined legal guardianship
and she was placed into the New York foster care system.

I sat back needing a breath-- something to
calm me down because I could not imagine Little Bell losing Jase
and no one stepping up to take care of her, but instead allowed her
to become a ward of the state.

Tara was bounced between homes for fifteen
years and when she graduated at nineteen, she became legally
responsible for herself. Her longest placement was the last one,
three years. It seemed as if one year was the average, but the
first two placements were each a little over two years.

I printed out fifteen years of placement
information and shoved it in a large envelope. She had no arrest
record, and her school reports were nearly perfect.

I called Jase and asked that he have the
club watched, I was pretty sure Tara was smart enough to not go
back there but it didn’t mean he wouldn’t find her and drag her
back. I called George in IT and had him figure out how to look into
the videos online, “I want them shut down.”

I promised her I would help her stay safe,
and I was going to.

I jotted down a few of the addresses, hoping
she would be somewhere familiar, somewhere safe. I grabbed the keys
to my bike and headed out.

I shut the door behind me and locked it, the
shop didn’t open for another couple hours.

“Where the fuck is she?!” I turned to see
Tony standing there all sorts of strung out.

“That’s none of your fucking business. Now
take your cracked out ass away from my building,” I was pissed but
real happy he didn’t know, and I wasn’t gonna tell him either.

“People are gonna be looking for her. She
signed a contract, we got money upfront for the video she needs to
get a hold of me.”

“She doesn’t owe you shit. I’m pretty sure
she didn’t see a fucking dime. Again-- turn your ass around and get
the hell out of my face.”

As luck would have it the pussy did, and he
got behind the wheel of the car and drove, the piece of shit drove.
I called Nicholas’s cell phone and gave him the plate number. He
was gonna take care of it.

I was Bronx bound to try to find her. She
was out there, probably scared, probably angry and hurt by me, and
she didn’t have anyone. No parents, siblings, grandparents--- no
one except the families who she had been shuffled through for
fifteen years.

Tom and Rosie White lived in a ground floor
large apartment in the Bronx. When she answered the door she looked
at me like she was trying to place me, “I’m a friend of Tara
Gardner’s, I was wondering if she was here?”

She smiled, “No, actually we haven’t heard
from Tara since she left over a year ago, how is she?”

I scanned the living room that had a
mishmash of furniture and four kids under the age of four playing
with building blocks and two kids in a pen. It was like a kid farm,
“I’m sure she’s fine, just wanted to catch up with her. Do you have
any idea where she might be, anyone she might visit, places she
likes to hang out?”

“I’m sorry but…” she looked behind her when
one of the penned kids started to cry. “I didn’t catch your
name.”

She was uncomfortable and I could tell, “My
name is Cyrus ma’am. Tara is a friend who may be in trouble. She
seemed to have gotten mixed up with some bad people and I just
wanted to gather any information…”

“Tara? Tara Gardner, she isn’t trouble. She
never was here. She was a very sweet girl, smart too.”

“Then why…” I stopped myself.

“She was here until she graduated, it’s what
happens in the system. We do all we can. When you find her, will
you please let us know she’s alright.”

~

Nicholas DeAngelo called and told me they
were holding Tony for driving under the influence, they could keep
him for twenty four hours, that’s it. I had George working on
figuring out who the hell owned the video and fix that shit for
her. George also had a man lined up to follow that fuck Tony if I
hadn’t found her yet.

I rolled in at past midnight, I couldn’t
bang on doors anymore I’d already hit four places around the city.
Each the same, homes full of kids, none seemed shady, or any shit
like that but I just didn’t get it. I threw my shit on the counter
and grabbed a beer out of the fridge.

When I walked into the living room, I saw my
sister in law asleep on the couch. She jumped up startled and
hugged me real tight.

“Carly what are you doing here?” after a
minute I patted her back. “Okay you can let go now.”

“Nope,” I think she was crying, “If I do I’m
gonna smack you.”

“Jase know where you are?”

She finally stepped back and shook her head
yes and wiped her eyes, “Did you find her?”

“Not yet.”

I sat and drank my beer, Carly was staring
at me, “You need a ride home, C?”

“No Jase is sleeping in the spare room. We
thought …I thought you’d find her.”

“I will.”

“So, you like her?”

“She’s cool.”

“What do you mean she’s cool? Cyrus… you had
sex with her!”

“I’ve had sex with a lot of chicks Carly,
that….”

“But you like Tara, and not just because
she’s cool.”

“Hey--- hold up there. I have rules Carly. I
don’t DO relationships.”

“Why Cyrus?”

I really didn’t want to have this
conversation with her, “I’m tired C, I have a long day ahead of me.
I promise I’ll bring your friend home.” I started to stand.

“George told me about her Cyrus, everything.
Females are emotional to begin with, you saved her from him,
she…”

“She fucking left! I was trying to help her
out, I didn’t know any of that shit, Carly.”

“Did you ask you idiot?! Before you fucked
her, did you even bother to ask?!”

“I told her the drill Carly, she was more
than fucking willing! When I confronted her on it she was real
fucking happy that she got to choose, that that sick fucker who
…”

“What the fuck is going on in here?” Jase
walked out rubbing his eyes.

“Your brother…”

“Your wife…”

Carly and I started talking at the same
time. We looked at each other and stopped.

“Let me explain something to you both, I
don’t go out looking to fuck innocent young ladies. She’s a
stripper for fuck sake, so this shit you’ve both pulled on me is
not okay! I’m trying to find her, I told her I would keep her safe,
take care of the fucking brand he put on her body, and make sure
the wound from that animal pulling out one of her rings was tended
to! I didn’t ask for this shit, but I will fucking take care of
it!”

“You asked for it Cyrus, you went there
looking for her. After you told us you’d stay put….”

“I went there after he fucked with our shop
Jase! He came in there with her and fucking marked her, rubbing the
shit in my face….”

“Because you came onto her at the bar,” it
was like nails on a chalkboard when Carly made that statement. “You
put her in this situation…”

“No shit C! And I’m gonna fix it, I tried to
fix it. She took off!”

“Well now look what you’ve done! Do you have
any idea what someone like her, someone who has lived her life…you
care about her, you seeked her out Cyrus!”

“I wanted to fuck her Carly! And I did…”

“Why can’t you just admit it!”

“Okay Baby that’s enough for …”

“No Jase! No!”

I watched Jase pull his new wife against his
chest as she cried. He looked at me and closed his eyes as he held
her, comforting her.

That shit hurt to watch, “You both know your
way out. I need a couple hours of sleep before I go looking for her
again. I’m a man of my word, Carly! I’ll find her and help her, but
I don’t do relationships, and this is why, I will not fucking break
someone ever again.”

I walked into the bathroom and hopped in the
shower, I didn’t wanna be in this bathtub, or this fucking house.
But what the hell could I do right now, fuck!

When I walked out Jase was standing outside
the door, “You’ll find her and whatever I can do to help I
will.”

I looked towards the door and Carly stood
waiting for Jase, she looked at me a little differently and it
pissed me off, “You better not have said a word bro, that’s my
shit.”

“What happened back then was not…”

“I’m serious Jase, my past-- my shit. If you
told her you better make sure she keeps her mouth shut.” I slammed
my bedroom door and set my alarm. In three hours I needed to get up
and plan out what to do next.

~

The next two days I avoided Jase and Momma.
I visited at least a dozen places, all the same. Tara Gardner was a
good girl, never caused trouble, kept to herself. So many fucking
times I wanted to ask why the fuck then did they not make her part
of their family. I was growing real tired of looking at the little
hopeful eyes in the homes I visited, knowing that more than half of
them would be lost and alone someday just like I knew she was.

When I finally came home it’d been three
days since I’d felt any sort of peace, three days since I knew she
was safe. Three days since I’d been able to look in the mirror and
see the man I wanted to be, the man I promised my father I would
be. Now the reflection shone hollow, angry, and self-loathing.

I showered and thought about what George had
said, “Tony didn’t have her, maybe she just needed to be
alone.”

She had been alone for fifteen fucking years
and I knew damn well I couldn’t offer much more than friendship,
but I would also make sure she was safe. I dried off and went into
my room. Nickey wasn’t around much, I assumed he was staying at
Miss Septembers giving me space, he knew I wasn’t in a good place
and I was real thankful for that shit. I didn’t need to hear the
two of them and be reminded of the last time I got laid. ‘Cause I’m
pretty sure after this, I’d be doing background checks on every
piece of ass I even looked at twice.

Birdie where the fuck are you? Was a
question I found myself thinking of a lot, at least five times in a
minute. I needed to know she was alright, and I swear after I found
her I was gonna more than make up for the three sexless days I’d
spent since she took off. It wouldn’t be her, but you bet your ass
I would be thinking about those green eyes rolling back as she was
perched on top of my cock. Fuck!

I flopped back on my bed and stared at the
ceiling I reached down and adjusted myself and it felt pretty damn
good. I bent my knees and flattened my feet on my bed and grabbed a
hold of my cock and slowly stroked myself up and down turning my
hand. I used my other hand to rub my tip and that felt real nice. I
reached down and gave my balls a tug and rolled them in my hand,
Birdie you’re fucking with me hard. I moved faster and my
grip tightened picturing her tight little cunt strangling my cock
like it had just three nights ago. My hips moved, and I let my
knees fall apart as I thought if Birdie perched on me fucking me.
Bouncing up and down on my cock.

I needed moisture. I was gonna rub myself
raw but I didn’t want to stop, not when I could see her in my head
so clearly. I spit in my hand and continued stroking myself. I
changed hands when my wrist got sore and I continued pumping myself
in one hand and rolling my balls and giving them an occasional tug
in the other.

My body tightened, the muscles in my legs
and ass tensed as I hammered my cock up and down faster, harder,
tightening my grip. I could see those green eyes, hear her moans in
my head and I swear white hot lightening shot through my body.
Sweat formed above my brow and I had to grind my teeth to stop from
calling out her fucking name. I sat up quickly, pumping harder,
faster, until I came so fucking hard my jizz shot all over my
chest. I slowed down savoring each stroke and then laid back down
trying to catch my breath.

When I had calmed down I grabbed tissues and
cleaned up the mess, fucking Birdie!

I started to get back up to toss the damn
tissues when there was a knock at the door.

“Yeah?”

Other than your mother whose voice do you
not want to hear with a handful of tissues covered in cum and a
sticky fucking chest? That’s right…your sister in law.

“Cyrus, did you find…” the door swung open
and I had just enough time to cover myself and hide the evidence
that I had just jerked off.

“Carly, give me a minute, would ya?”

She scampered out of the room and if I
wasn’t naked covering myself with a damn pillow I would’ve chased
her ass out the front door.

I threw on some clothes and stormed out
Carly was standing with her hands on her hips, “You’re having sex
with her!”

Awe fuck, “No Carly I was…”

“So Tara is missing and you’re in there
having sex with some bimbo! Do you even care that…”

“I’m gonna say this one fucking time Carly,
I wasn’t having sex with anyone, no one is here…”

“Do I look stupid to you! You’re naked,
all…you know…covering….it…”

“I was fucking jerking off!” Carly’s hand
covered her mouth and she looked as embarrassed as I was, “We done
here Carly?”

Carly tried to compose herself, “You like
her….”

“We’re not doing this again Carly,” I
warned.

“You know it wasn’t your fault, what
happened to…”

I didn’t wanna hear that my brother betrayed
my trust, “You need to stop there because if he ran his mouth to
you, he’s not my …”

“He loves you Cyrus, we want you to be
happy.”

“Enough!”

She jumped when I yelled, which made me feel
like shit but I was still pissed.

“Cyrus, I’ve known you for…”

“You don’t know me Carly, you don’t know
shit. I’ve had it, I’m getting little to no sleep, stressed out,
and no fucking clue where I’m going tomorrow. I’ve been everywhere
Tara has lived in fifteen years. …”

“Where do you go Cyrus? When you’re looking
for answers to questions you can’t even comprehend, where do you
go?”

I must have looked at her like she had three
heads because she looked away, “Look Carly, call Jase, get home.
This is my mess…”

“You care about her Cyrus…”

“No, I’m a man of my word. I told her I’d
help her, nothing more nothing less.”

“No, you actively seeked her out, you went
there looking for her. You….”

“God damn it Carly! I wanted to fuck her
alright! I don’t do relationships, so get whatever romantic notion
you have going on in your head, right the fuck out.”

“You deserve to have love, Cyrus. What
happened wasn’t your fault, you deserve love.”

She fucking hugged me when I was irate,
ballsy as hell but it pissed me off. Then she walked out the
door.

I couldn’t love someone after what I had
done to my girl all those years ago. I didn’t wanna feel that way
ever again.

I woke up wondering if I’d really slept at
all, but it didn’t matter I had shit to do. I showered, dressed and
looked out the window. I walked out the bedroom door onto the deck
and leaned against the railing looking at the ocean.

Fucking Carly! Like a smack in the
head I realized where to look next.


 


 Saint
Johns

 


I don’t know how long I stood in front of
the house I barely remember in Red Hook, New York. My memories were
not in a pink baby book, or a pretty little picture album like the
ones all of the biological children of the homes in which I had
lived. I wasn’t sure if the things that were familiar were memories
of mine… or something I’d read in my file.

What I know for sure is: I’ll always
remember the bright lights and the deafening sound of metal
colliding and breaking glass. I’ll always remember waking up sore
and scared at the hospital emergency room with a woman sitting
beside me. I read she responded to the emergency call on a very
cold winter’s night, over fifteen years ago. She wore a uniform of
some sort but I wasn’t sure she if she was a policewoman or a
fireperson, I just know she stayed. She was a black woman, probably
in her early twenties. She was very pretty, but had a sad smile,
sad eyes, and a very warm comforting hug.

She stayed with me in that hospital. She
explained to me that I was in an accident and that I had a broken
arm and had a few stitches. I remember her telling me that my
parents loved me. I often wondered how a stranger could know that.
How anyone could know what love truly was.

The house was smaller than I remember and
looked like it had been empty for a very long time. If I went in
I’m sure no on would notice, but it was wrong. After probably an
hour of standing there without a car passing on this back country
road it started to rain. Id taken Cyrus’s sweatshirt that had been
used as a blanket for the past two nights while I slept in the
small park just outside of the village. I pulled it over my head to
keep dry. I hadn’t gone in fearing I would be caught or upset
someone but now the source of my warmth was getting wet.

I walked around back and sat on the old
broken boards that was a porch long ago. It wasn’t really shelter
but it was better than getting rained on. The days were fine, but
the nights were getting cold. I sat curled up trying to stay
warm.

If I had stayed in New Jersey, I would’ve
probably gone back to the city and stayed in an abandoned home so I
wasn’t sure why this felt wrong to me but it did. Tony would’ve
probably found me. I was now frightened of him, ashamed of myself
for what I had let him convince me was alright, and embarrassed to
ever show my face to the man who had shown me a way out. A man who
wanted to return me to the people who loved me.

Cyrus was a good man, even though he was
angry at me… I understood why. He didn’t trust me and if I am
honest with myself, I didn’t trust me either, not around him. It
was too comfortable and I felt too safe. It was hard enough to stay
away from Tony, even though he hurt me, he showed me more love than
anyone else had—that I could remember anyway. He wanted me to
succeed, and until a few days ago I thought it was because he loved
me.

The wind started to pick up, and the rain
did too. I was cold and tired and wet. I turned the door knob: it
wasn’t locked. I grabbed my bag and pushed the door open, it
creaked loudly. I walked into the kitchen, and immediately realized
no one lived here. I felt certain no one would be here anytime
soon. I tried the light switch and of course, it didn’t work. There
was a small table covered in years of dust. I looked around the
room and closed my eyes really tight. I imagined that nothing had
changed. I imagined that I was five years old, and they were here
with me.

I walked into the next room and the next. I
knew I was playing a five year old girl game of pretend, but it
felt good here, like home. The first place that had felt like home
in many, many years. I looked at the stairs and caution took hold
of me. If I fell through them, no one would ever find me. But the
tightness in my chest paired with the overwhelming emotions of
being here, my only real home, made me not care one bit. If I fell
and laid bloody and dying, the pain would wash away and I would
sleep eventually. The lady in the hospital said they loved me, my
parents loved me, I would be with them, or asleep so it wouldn’t
matter.

I walked up the stairs admonishing any fear.
I was prepared to face the end, unafraid. When I reached the top
without issue, I looked at the three closed doors ahead of me and
walked on. I didn’t look down at the floor, because I didn’t care
if it gave way beneath me.

The first door was a large bedroom it felt
familiar, but again-- I knew that’s what I wanted. The next room
was a bathroom and it had a large bathtub. I closed my eyes
picturing myself laughing and writing on the shower walls that were
once bright white and cheerful, now darkened by years of abandon
and neglect. This was a memory, without a doubt.

The next room would be the hardest, the room
where I am sure I had slept for five years. The room that I had
envisioned in my head every day. Yellow, pale yellow with
butterflies and clouds painted on the ceiling. The room where I
still went to when counting didn’t help. I was five, and in warm
pajama’s covered up with a thick quilt made by my mother. She and
my father would tuck me in, kiss me, and read me a story each
night. They would then say prayers and give me one last kiss and
say one last ‘I love you,’ before I fell asleep, happy, warm, and
feeling loved.

I stood in front of that closed door
fighting the urge to open it. If I was wrong, if the room in my
thoughts or memories wasn’t behind the closed door than I knew I
would be unable to go there in my mind. I knew that if I was wrong,
the times counting didn’t help would be mean no sleep, no peace or
serenity. Fifteen years of figuring out how to calm and comfort
myself would have been just a wish, and not a memory and I wasn’t
sure there would be anything left to hold onto.

I returned to the bathroom and placed the
bag I had bought at the dollar store in the bathtub to use as
pillow. I pulled off the sweatshirt and hung it over the wooden
dowel towel bar in hopes it would dry enough for me to wear
tomorrow. I got in and sat as I opened the bag and pulled out the
bag of cashews, a treat that I knew would be enough to get me
through until I made my way back into town.

I ate half the bag. I emptied the contents
of the bag. I had bought one bag, two t shirts, three pair of
underwear and four pair of socks. I lined them up the best I could.
I had five…bags of snack food, six—oh no!

I felt my face heat and I swear I could hear
my heart banging against my chest. I grabbed the picture I had
taken, that I had to return someday.

I took a deep breath, “One sun, two parents,
three siblings, four brothers, five minutes to cry, six people
total in his family, seven….my families in heaven, eight boats in
the background, nine birds, and ten people total. Now go to sleep
Tara Gardner, go to sleep.”

~

It was one point two three miles from the
house to the center of town. It took me thirty four minutes to walk
it because I was so tired. There was no gym that I could us to
shower, like a YMCA.

I went into a little diner and used the
bathroom to wash up as best I could. I bought a brush, a
toothbrush, toothpaste, baby wipes, and deodorant. I brushed my
hair, my teeth, washed up, and used deodorant.

I sat at a table in the corner and ordered a
glass of milk, two eggs, three sausage links, and two pieces of
toast: they would be cut so there would be four pieces total. I
took my time eating, afraid that I may throw up. I took one napkin
and wrapped two pieces of sausage and three pieces of toast in it
for later.

I went into the small library and googled
Theodore and Amy Gardner. It took a while, but I found them and
then I sat back and looked at the newspaper clippings, one about
the accident and one about the memorial service. When I saw the
picture of them, I started shaking. I hadn’t seen a picture of them
in fifteen years, no pictures had ever been given to me. No locket
with my parents photos, no pink album all about me, no family photo
albums. I had to get out of here, I was going to fall apart. No
amount of counting could take away the overwhelming pain I felt
right now. It hurt so bad, I missed them so much.

I walked to the park and sat down and forced
myself to eat the rest of the cashews. I took out the town’s map I
had gotten for free off of the diner’s counter. When I finished the
cashews I found a garbage and threw away the bag.

I told myself I needed to do this.

~

I walked through the paths of Saint John’s
Cemetery. It was old, but very well maintained. I stopped and
looked at all the head stones making my way slowly down the lines
and even slower to the back.


 


 Fester

 


I drove my bike to Carly’s. Jase left his
Jeep there even though they had all moved to his place after the
wedding. I pulled out the key and opened the door. The place was
empty except the furniture. Nothing personal, which was good.

I rummaged through the drawers and found the
keys. I didn’t know if she would be coming back to Jersey but I
knew I couldn’t expect her to ride all the way on the back of my
bike--- I wasn’t even a hundred percent sure I would find her.

I was only half an hour outside if the city
when Jase called.

“You got the Jeep?”

“Yeah, didn’t wanna wake you.”

“Well next time go ahead, security called me
and said someone had entered. You find her?”

“Not yet, but I will.”

“Carly wants to know if you’re going
to…”

“Red Creek, apparently that’s where she was
raised. I just thought maybe…”

I heard him cover the phone and talk to
Carly.

“Hey Jase, I need to get my head into this,
anything else…”

“Carly thinks she should stay at the
apartment. If she comes back and you’re not going to form a
relation…”

“Tell her thanks, that’s a good idea. I’ll
call when I find her.”

~

I drove to the last known address of
Theodore and Amy Gardner and found a house in shambles. It was
obviously abandoned, but I needed to see if the little Birdie might
be here. I would never admit it but when I’m wrecked, I drive to
our old place. I never get out, but I’ve spent time sitting in
front of the house we lived in when things were good.

I walked up the front steps and tried the
door. It was locked, so I decided to go around to the back. I
noticed two sets of prints in the dirt, thankful it had rained. I
squatted down and took a closer look. Little feet, one set in and
one out same size, I was sure she was here.

I followed the ones leading to the back and
found an unlocked door. I walked in and slowly moved around. There
was nothing downstairs. I walked carefully up the stairs: pretty
sure they had good bones, but I carefully stepped on the sides when
I walked up just to be safe.

There was a door open and I walked into a
bathroom. I looked at the walls and saw finger marks on them. I
looked closer and saw the numbers one through ten written over and
over again.

Birdie, where the hell are you?

I walked down the hall and opened a door to
what was a decent sized room. Nothing remarkable and I went to the
next. This room was obviously a child’s room. It still had a bed, a
dresser, and a chest in it. It was cleaner than the others and as I
looked around I noticed the walls were painted with murals. I’m
sure that they were once beautiful but now were faded. I looked up
at the ceiling and it was the same, but the scene on it gnawed at
me enough that I couldn’t stay in that room for any longer without
over thinking this whole fucking thing.

As I started walking out, curiosity grabbed
hold and I opened the chest. Inside were keepsakes, you know shit
girls keep. A couple dolls, some blankets, all sealed in bags, like
someone was preserving them.

I walked out and shut the door behind me and
made my way down the stairs. I must have sat there for hours
because I noticed the sun going down. The sky was bright orange and
had to have been one of the prettiest sunsets I had taken the time
to notice in for a very long time.

I walked out into the now chilly air and it
started to sprinkle. I sat in the Jeep and looked over the folder
that contained everything documented about Tara Gardner since she
was five years old.

I grabbed the phone and dialed information
to find out information on the house, I needed to know who owned
it. First thing tomorrow morning I would be finding out. I drove
down the hill into town.

I stopped at a gas station and grabbed a cup
of coffee and some sort of shit food that sat next to the cash
register. It was supposed to be a burrito but it taste not much
better than MRE’s I used to eat in the field.

I sat in the Jeep trying to figure out where
to go next. It was too long of a drive to head home for the night,
and there was no way in hell I’d be doing that anyway, not when I
knew she was close.

I looked across the road and saw a funeral
home, this day just keeps getting weirder and weirder.

There was a buzzer next to the door so I
pushed it and waited. I swear to God above, Uncle Fester himself
answered the door. I explained to him that I was looking into
something for a friend and needed some help.

He lead me into an office and I sat as he
took his time walking around the big desk and sat. He typed on his
keyboard, one slow click at a time. I’m not real good at the whole
typing thing but I swear to you I was going to die of old age
before Fester finished typing in whatever the hell he was typing
and then I decided it may just be his plan. Fester was gonna kill
me to drum up some business.

He sat back and smiled, strumming his
fingers together as he waited for his computer to work. By the
looks of it, the computer was not much younger than Fester. He just
sat there and stared at me. I didn’t look away, not because I was
having a contest to see who would look away first without blinking
but because I was pretty damn sure he was a prop and this was some
fucked up weird-ass haunted house. So yeah, there are only a couple
things in my life that freak me out. I would never admit it to
anyone but horror movies freaked me the fuck out. Send me into a
war zone and I’m fearless, send me into a hostage situation and I
remain calm, throw me to the wolves and I’ll be the one walking
away. But don’t you ever expect me to watch those movies with
demonic little dolls, kids, or killer clowns—they’re just fucking
wrong. Fester here was starting to make me wonder if the rest of
the Addams family wasn’t hiding in the next room, waiting for him
to bore me to death.

I jumped a bit when the printer started up
behind me and I could have sworn Festers lips curled up a bit.

“Behind you is what I have on the
Gardner’s.”

“Thanks so much for your time,” as soon as
the printer stopped I was out of that chair and out the door. I
wasn’t looking back either.

~

I parked in front of Saint John’s Cemetery
and didn’t get out. It was getting darker and I knew I needed to
just go see if this was in fact the place the parents of Tara laid
to rest. I hated cemeteries, and no not because I was afraid of
them, the people in there are dead, what the hell is there to be
afraid of. I hadn’t stepped foot in one since Dad died and I really
wasn’t planning on it—until now.

I grabbed the poncho I had from the glove
box. You know… one of those yellow drug store throw always, yeah
Jase had them in the glove box. Or should I say Carly did, I bet
she was a girl scout back I in the day. Every vehicle had a first
aid kit and anything you might need in any damn situation. She was
a fucking treat.

It was raining pretty good out now and I was
burning daylight.

I stepped out and pulled the poncho over my
head, the rain, the fucking rain. The ocean absconding.

The soft sound of the rain drummed against
the headstones as I walked around searching and avoiding at the
same damn time. The soft drumming gave verve to this place of
decease. I closed my eyes and thought about all the places I’d
missed, the places that allowed me to lean into life again. I
missed taking pictures and traveling. But with our new life at
Steel Enterprises, travel hasn’t been something I could do for
pleasure anymore.

How fucked up was it that I felt more alive
here than I had in a long time? I needed to find Birdie and take a
break before I completely lost my mind.

I walked up and down the rows and rows or
the section on Fester’s print out. I suddenly heard a sound above
the drumming, it was soft sobs. I followed it past the tall family
monuments to the back row and I saw her leaning over a stone from
behind. My heart stopped momentarily as I watched her hands rubbing
the stone as heaven’s tears, danced with hers, and rained down the
contours of her face.

I froze, and I had never froze before. I
needed to give her a moment: a fucking moment to grieve. I watched
as her fingers lovingly traced their names and she cried harder.
She covered her face and her tiny little shoulders shuddered
violently and she stood and reached into the air and screamed.

The sound of her cry crushed me and I
couldn’t take it anymore. Her hands were still in the air and her
eyes were closed, she opened her mouth and cried out again.

“Birdie,” I didn’t say her name loud because
I didn’t want to scare her. She didn’t hear me and I said it a
little louder as I walked towards her unable to restrain my need to
comfort her.

She looked up in shock and wiped her face
desperately, “No—Cyrus NO!” I grabbed her and held her tightly and
she started to shake, “Please, I’m sorry. Just—I need to stop…
crying, please!”

I couldn’t let go, I wouldn’t, “No Birdie,
you cry damn it. Just fucking cry.”

She grabbed the poncho, clenching it tightly
as she silently shook. I loosened her grip and pulled the poncho
over her head ripping it so that her head would fit through the
hole and she grabbed my shirt. I felt her shake and pulled her head
against my chest.

I don’t know how long we stood in the rain
but it was almost completely dark when she pulled back. She looked
up at me and her eyes looked like Christmas, green and red. She
covered her face and rubbed her eyes.

“Tired?” she shook her head yes, “Let me get
you outta here.

“I can’t.”

“Tara, you’re soaked—we’re soaked. I’ll
bring you back, I promise.” When she didn’t move, I lifted her up
and she grabbed tightly around my neck and I walked through the
darkness to the Jeep.

I ripped the rest of the poncho open and
unlocked the door and sat her in the seat. I walked around and got
in. She was shaking like a leaf as I turned on the Jeep. I reached
in the back and grabbed a sweatshirt, “Put this on Birdie. Take
those off, and put this on.”

I faced the window to give her some privacy
and could hear her teeth chatter.

“I left my bag…oh no, your photo…”

“Sit still and lock the door, I’ll be right
back.”

It wasn’t easy to find the bag but I did,
when I got closer to the Jeep I noticed she wasn’t there. I grabbed
the door and it was locked I looked in the window and she was down
on the floor. I taped the window and she opened the door.

“I saw Tony and Larry in Larry’s car. They
drove by twice. I shouldn’t hide, I shouldn’t…”

“You did great. Buckle up,” I grabbed my
phone out of the glove box and had several missed calls and
messages.

“George, what’s up?”

He told me that his guy had followed them
into Red Hook I let him go on and on as I made my way back onto the
main road. When I hung up I looked over at her and she looked
scared and exhausted.

“Sleep, I’m gonna take you somewhere safe
Tara.”

“I wanna go home,” she was shaking and
fidgeting and I heard her whispers.

I drove to a hotel I had driven by on my way
in and parked. Tara was still whispering. I had no clue what the
hell she was talking about but she was a fucking mess. I opened her
door and unbuckled her seat belt, “Let’s go.”

She scowled at me and didn’t move so I
reached in to pick her up and as soon as I touched her she clung to
me and started crying. It was pouring out and I was getting soaked.
I was also a little nervous about getting her inside for more than
one reason. Tony and Larry being one, I needed to keep her safe.
The second was how the hell to keep her calm while I checked
in.

“We need to get you inside,” she shook her
head no, “It’s warm in there Birdie, come on, please I told you I’d
help you and I will. But you can’t fucking take off again and we
need to get in there—now.”

I didn’t wait for permission-- I picked her
up and carried her to the entry. I set her down on her feet and
lifted her chin and wiped her face. “Keep it together for just a
few minutes more. Then you can take a bath, okay? You like bath’s
right?”

Her eyes fluttered as she let out little
breaths. I knew she was fucking wrecked and I knew I wasn’t what
she needed right now. She needed someone who was capable of taking
care of her.

I put my arm around her shoulder and she
sunk right into me. I got a room and we headed quickly to the
elevator. She didn’t move from my side and to be honest-- I didn’t
want her to. The ride up wasn’t long enough, I knew as soon as we
were in that room I had to let go. This had to be kept friendly,
God help me.


 


 Found

 


I wanted to run, I didn’t want him to be any
more disappointed than I already knew he must be in me. I was
disappointed in me, I stole from him. I had every intention of
making sure he got back everything I had taken, but I wasn’t ready
or able to do it this soon.

I didn’t want to be here… I wished I could
have spent the night in the cemetery. It felt good to cry, it felt
good to be close to them, and I wanted that again, I needed
that.

“Come on,” he pulled me from the elevator
and walked me to the door of the room. I don’t remember ever being
in a place like this.

He opened the door and pulled me inside. He
was holding onto me tightly, almost painfully, but if he let go I
was sure I would crumble, break into a million pieces.

When his grip loosened I held tighter,
afraid. Afraid to look at him, afraid to see the anger or hurt I
may have caused him, afraid he would see me…. the me that was held
so tightly together by years of fear, that I would disappoint or be
a burden, or be seen, or…

“Come on Tara,” Cyrus took me into the
bathroom and started the bath and then leaned against the counter
holding me.

“Okay you need to get in there. I’m gonna
run down to the Jeep to grab my bag and yours, then right back. I
can’t believe I fucking forgot them,” he let out an uneasy breath,
“Don’t you leave Tara, I will fucking find you again. I promised to
help you, now you have to let me.”

I shook my head yes afraid if I spoke I
would cry again and if I cried…I couldn’t cry. He grabbed me and
held me again before he left.

Now I could cry, now I could for a couple
minutes anyway.

I was in the tub when he burst through the
door. He closed his eyes tightly and his hands fisted at his
side.

With his eyes still closed he breathed out,
“Thank you.”

I washed my face hoping he wouldn’t see the
tears.

“I’m not gonna look at you Birdie okay? But
I’m not gonna leave you either .”

I still couldn’t answer him, I still
couldn’t talk. I finished my bath and started to stand. Cyrus
turned around his eyes still closed and handed me a towel.

I was wrapped and finally cleared my throat,
“Can I have my bag?”

“Yes, yes of course you can,” he walked out
the door leaving it open and grabbed my bag.

“Thank you,” I said as I opened the bag
searching I grabbed the money, “Um, Cyrus I’m sorry about this but
here is what’s left, I will ..I spent forty three dollars. I
promise…”

“It’s all good Birdie, do you have clothes,
do you need…”

“No, I have one sweatshirt, two…oh, oh God…
I’m sorry…” I was doing it in front of him and now I was going to
cry in front of him.

He emptied my bag on the counter and grabbed
underwear and socks and a t- shirt. “Step in,” he was squatting in
front of me holding my panties, and I did what he asked. Next he
pulled the shirt over my head and grabbed another towel and my
hand. He dragged me behind him and walked into the bedroom.

“Sit,” he pointed to the bed. He handed me a
brush and grabbed the menu off of the night stand, and pulled down
the covers to the bed, “Come on up here, you’ll be warm.”

I sat against the headboard and pulled the
blankets up around me his phone rang and he set the menu on my lap,
“I gotta take this, you pick something.”

He answered the phone and walked out the
door into the other room.

“Yeah I found her…no she’s alright, I
think…Jase I haven’t even talked to her yet…She just took a bath
and … Oh, for Fuck’s sake NO!” I heard him hiss, “She’s pretty
fucking upset alright, I’m not a fucking…fine. You tell her after I
get her to eat something. I’ll call…not now Jase…Yes call George
back, tell him to get on it, I want those slimy fucks dealt with
and believe me I will do the shit my way if we can’t come to a
fucking agreement….No Jase, tonight she’s gonna eat and sleep,
tomorrow I have a couple things to …Two days alright. I’ll be there
in two days.”

I watched out the door as Cyrus raised his
phone in the air as if he wanted to smash it against the wall. He
was pacing and sputtering under his breath, angry so angry--because
of me.

He stopped and squatted down and his hands
fisting his hair, I cleared my throat and he stood up and turned
around. He walked into the room trying to compose himself, “Did you
pick something to eat?”

“Um…” I shook my head no, “Are you
okay?”

His let out a deep breath and shook his head
yes, “Hungry, and you?”

I didn’t answer him right away, “Tired,
really tired.”

“Gotta eat first,” he leaned back against
the headboard and relaxed, “Toasted cheese and tomato soup? Oh no
that’s right… you don’t like that very much, do you?”

“Sorry.”

“It was a joke,” Cyrus turned towards be and
looked down, “Let me know.”

“Soup? Chicken broth, maybe a couple
crackers?”

He continued looking at me his tired brown
eyes dropped a bit, “You should have more than that, when’s the
last time you ate?”

“This morning, sorry I’m just so cold, and
really tired.”

He grabbed the phone and ordered. I sunk
down in the bed and he smiled. He looked content but only for a
moment and then he jumped up, “I’m gonna shower, rest. I’ll wake
you when it gets here.”

He started walking away, “Cyrus,” he turned
and looked at me, “You didn’t have to come, I’m sorry to…to be a
problem.”

“You certainly have been a pain in the ass,
little Birdie,” he smirked and walked away.

I laid back and was almost asleep when the
phone rang. I picked it up and saw Jase on the caller ID. Afraid it
was important, I crawled out of the bed and walked towards the
bathroom.

The door was cracked and the shower was
running. I walked in and froze at the sight of him.

Cyrus, the man who for some reason needed to
save me was truly beautiful. He was tall, very tall and broad. His
body type fit somewhere perfectly between a body builder and an
underwear model. His hands were against the shower wall and his
head was bowed down as the water poured over him. His already dark
hair looked jet black as the water dripped down it and ran in a
steady stream down his chiseled jaw. He tilted his chin up moving
his head slowly to the left and then to the right allowing the
water to flow over his face. I watched as the water flowed down
over his chest and it continued down his side over the black ink
that said Forever Steel. It kissed his narrow hips and
continuing down his beautiful muscular ass. He stood up and soaped
his hands and turned with his eyes still closed as he scrubbed his
hair, his face, and down his neck he grabbed a washcloth and
squirted more soap on it and rubbed his underarms and chest, down
his tight well defined torso and then lower. My eyes followed the
soapy path. Even in the few movies I had watched with Tony I’d
never seen such a magnificent penis. It hung thick down the front
of him. It was long, wide, and perfectly in proportion to this
strong body. He washed down it with the cloth and lifted it to
clean his sac and pulled it up as he massaged it gently. The sound
he made when he slowly washed himself called to something deep
inside of me. I felt myself body tighten, tingle, and clenched as
if it knew what it wanted.

He took his time each stroke made by body
heat, “Birdie” I heard him whisper as his stroke hastened. He felt
it too… the evidence in his hand.

I couldn’t move, I was mesmerized by him, I
felt myself begin to moisten and my breaths begin to become harder
to catch. I willed myself to take a step back, knowing it was wrong
to watch him, to want so badly to touch him and needing him to
touch me. Each step I took away from him was painful. I craved him
so badly, my body hungered for his.

I laid in bed trying to forget, trying to
focus on something other than Cyrus naked in the shower. But the
pulsing between my legs only become stronger and it’s need to be
filled and stretched by him cause my legs to fall to the sides. My
breasts became heavier and I arched my back: imagining his hands, I
cupped one. Losing control my other hand travelled down my body as
my mind travelled back to the man in the shower. I touched myself
lightly and it’s like lightning strikes me, I allowed my fingers to
dance with my clit as I thought of Cyrus stroking his stunning
broad cock. I felt my mouth fall open as the pleasure needs to
escape somehow. I rub myself harder, faster, my inhibitions, my
thoughts are gone consumed by the need and desire to be filled. I
slip a finger inside of myself trying to fill the emptiness that
craves him. Each thrust and his name escapes my lips, whispers,
pleas, desire.

It wasn’t enough.

I needed more.

I needed him.

I needed Cyrus to fill me.

Completely.


 


 Touched

 


I tipped the bell boy and carried the trays
in and sat them on the table by the couch. Hoping like hell she was
asleep when I walked in the bedroom to grab my bag wrapped in a
towel, and looked at the bed.

Awe fuck Birdie, I thought as I heard
her whimpers. Her face was flush and she held back sounds from
escaping as she bit her plump lips. I wished that blanket would
fall of the bed to reveal, what I was pretty sure was happening
under them. The blankets moved and I knew she was closing her legs.
Her body shuttered and her jaw dropped open and I heard my name
fall from her lips.

I felt my cock rising, hard and I knew right
then and there I was gonna fuck up.

“Birdie,” she opened her eyes looking
confused, lost, wound, “You can’t do that to me.”

She blushed furiously and covered her face,
“Sorry, oh God I’m so sorry…I saw you…in the shower and you are
beautiful, and good, and …”

I sat next to her on the bed, even thought I
knew better, “Well then I’m sorry.”

“Please don’t be, I’m so embarrassed,
I’m…”

I couldn’t hide my cock if I tried, so I
didn’t try real hard. The towel wasn’t covering much, “Don’t be,
you hungry?”

Her green eyes rolled back and her face
scrunched up, “For you—I’m sorry I just. Twice more right…”

“Birdie we shouldn’t. We can be friends,
you’ve just been through a lot,” I was impressed with my ability to
say something I certainly wasn’t feeling right now and more
impressed when she pulled the covers over me and grabbed me, taking
me in her hand as she began to stroke me.

Without realizing what I was doing, my hand
cupped her hot little pussy and my mouth took her tit. “Just twice,
promise me that this won’t hurt anything, friends Birdie it’s got
to be that way,” and I didn’t wanna hear the answer so I kissed her
hard on the mouth and rolled to my back, taking her with me. I
couldn’t get enough of her, “Birdie, your tits are so fucking
perfect.”

I sucked hard on the left, avoiding the
right Fucking Tony! He nipples peaked, really peaked and she
whimpered as I continued sucking and cupping her little tit. They
were perfect and I didn’t wanna stop.

I felt her hand stroking me against her wet
hot pussy and I wasn’t ready for that. I wasn’t a breast man per
say but hers, fuck. Birdie’s tits were beautiful.

I pulled back to look at them and ran my
tongue over her tight little peaks. “Inverted my ass, they
were just hiding from that fuck!”

She looked down at me arching her back
wanting more, and I wanted to give her more, more of
everything.

I rolled her off of me and onto her back, I
took her hand from my cock and held both above her head as I sucked
and licked and savored her. Her moans and whimpers were my
encouragement, they begged me to continue. I pulled my head back
and gripped her firmly in my hand and ran my tongue over the bar,
and then tugged gently she screamed out my name and her hips
swayed, I sucked harder and she cried out again and again. I made
Birdie cum as I sucked her tits.

She lay panting and couldn’t stop I released
her hands and I moved to her neck, kissing sucking, biting. “Fuck
Birdie, I smell your need, I’m gonna take my time with you. Show
you what it should’ve been like the first time.”

My mouth covered every inch of her upper
body with my mouth, my lips, my tongue. I may be a dick but right
now I was gonna show her what it was like to be valued as a sexual
being, not fucked like a whore or sold like a prostitute regardless
of my cocks need for release.

I made my way to her hips, that fucking
tattoo staring me in the face I dragged my teeth across it, in my
mind’s eye I was removing the mark that fuck made on her. It didn’t
matter, he wasn’t given the opportunity to touch her like this, she
chose to give herself to me, and I was gonna give it to her again.
I may not be a good man, but I was gonna show her what a girl like
her deserved, right now I was going to be a better man than she had
ever known.

I sucked on her inner thigh slowly making my
way to her wet little cunt, I kissed her lightly and moved to her
other thigh, sucking biting, fighting to take my time with her,
like she deserved. It was like fighting tigers with my bare hands
in the dark, forcing myself, restraining myself until she wrapped
her legs over my shoulders and urged my head to where she wanted
it. I ran my nose across her heat and she gasped. My tongue skimmed
her lips and she cried out her legs tightened around me and I
wrapped my arms around her legs and pulled them swiftly apart,
“Fucking beautiful, Birdie your tight little cunt is
beautiful.”

“Please,” she begged raising her hips to
meet my face.

“Easy Birdie, you gonna get it, let
me….”

“What happened to hard and wild,” she
growled and it shocked the hell out of me, “Cyrus, please,
I’m….”

“You deserve better, Birdie.”

“Cyrus plea….”

I couldn’t hold back I spread her wider and
licked harshly starting low and quickly up to the hard nub and I
sucked her wet little pussy, and licked and sucked more. She bucked
into my face and screamed out again and again.

I needed to be in her. I wanted to cum so
bad it fucking hurt--not yet. I pushed a finger into her and
her body clenched around it. I couldn’t wait till it was my cock
being strangled by her, I pushed further and harder and she covered
her face, “No I wanna watch you. I wanna see you cum, Birdie.”

She didn’t move her hands and I pushed
another finger in and she moaned as her hands left her face and
grasped the sheets beside her tightly. She was so tense and on
edge, her back arched and she held her breath and I felt her pulse.
He little body rippled around me.

I couldn’t hold back anymore. I was
teetering on losing it, restraint was diminishing and need grabbed
a hold of me. I held myself above her rubbing my cock against her
opening. Her mouth fell open and her eyes watered-- her eyes
fucking watered. I felt like I was ready to cum, “Birdie, hard
and wild?”

“Yes, oh please-- yes,” her plea floored me
and I pushed in hard, too fucking hard, but I no longer held
control.

She grabbed a hold of my neck and lifted her
body to mine, I couldn’t pull back or push forward she wrapped her
body around me so tight and she fucked me. I sat back on my knees
and she continued moving up and down me. Blown away, I was gone,
her mouth was against my neck and she was literally chewing me. I
had never had anyone top me like this, she was fucking untamed and
until me, untouched. I lifted her hips and slowly pulled them onto
me holding her still, taking back control.

“Your so fucking hot Birdie, so fucking
tight,” I felt my voice shake and she grabbed my face between hers
and looked into my eyes as she circled her hips on me.

She didn’t say a word, her eyes never
leaving mine. She was trying to show me something, show me
something I couldn’t accept. I lifted her, taking back the control:
she paused for a moment and I raised her as I stood, holding her
tightly against my cock, sweat trickled down both of our faces and
I walked with her into the bathroom. I pulled her shirt over her
head and turned on the shower and stepped in.

I set her down and turned her towards the
wall, “Hang on, Birdie,” I warned as I took her hard and fast from
behind. I held her around the waist as I savagely pumped into her,
over and over, and over again until I was about to cum. I pulled
out quickly and she moaned, panting, trying to catch her breath as
she turned and watched as I came harder than I ever have
before.

When I finished I opened my eyes and she
leaned against the shower wall searching my eyes as I did the same
without thinking I pulled her into my arms and held her, “You
okay?”

She looked up at me and smiled, “Yeah.” Her
eyes closed and her smile broadened and she sucked in her lips.

“This isn’t why I came…”

“I know, you already said why you came.
You’re a man of your word,” she started tracing the wave on my rib
bellow my heart. “Tell me about this?”

I grabbed a bar of soap soaped my hand and
then rubbed her tits and she smirked, “How about we get cleaned
up?”

“It’s a wave, and it looks like nails, is it
nails Cyrus?”

I was kind of floored, but I shrugged it
off, “Yeah, it’s nails.”

I grabbed a wash cloth and rubbed between
her legs, her mouth gapped and I wanted so badly to keep rubbing,
to make her cum again, “You hungry?”

She smiled, “Same ride?”

I laughed, “Nah Birdie, real food.”

She clenched her eyes together, “Maybe a
little.”

“Good girl,” and as soon as the words fell
from my lips I remembered she was a fucking girl, twenty years old
and I was way too fucking old for her.

I rinsed and quickly got out,
Fuck!

“Towels out here, I’ll grab your
clothes.”

When she came out she was looked around and
then took a deep breath and walked towards the couch.

“Sit and eat. I need to say a few things.”
She sat and I handed her toasted cheese she nibbled a little and I
forgot what I needed to say.

She looked up, “You like toasted
cheese?”

I shook my head yes, “I do.”

“It’s good, thank you.” She set the sandwich
down and picked up the cup of soup and slowly blew on it before
taking a sip. I sat and watched as she closed her eyes and
swallowed. She held the cup up, “It’s not tomato but it’s
good.”

“I don’t know, it looks like you’re enjoying
it too much,” what the fuck was wrong with me? I was like Carly
after a damn drink, shit just fell out of my mouth. No thinking
involved, “Look Tara…”

“Why do you call me Birdie?”

I started to talk and stopped trying to reel
it in. She tilted her head like a little puppy when you say their
name and they’re trying to figure out what you wanted.

“You dance, you know with Carly in at my
place, I guess you looked like a bird,” I looked away and grabbed a
knife and fork and began cutting the steak. I took a bite and
looked over and held a piece up to her. She leaned forward and
pulled her hair back and her mouth opened, and yeah, I fed her.

She smiled while she chewed, “It’s
good.”

“You want more,” I fucking did, more of her,
one more ride, fuck!

“No thanks, I might get sick. I’m full.”

She sat back and continued sipping the broth
as I ate, “Tired?”

“Yes,” she pulled her knees up to her chest,
“I’ll wait for you.”

“You go ahead, I need to make a phone call,”
and I didn’t need to sleep in bed next to her, although it would
certainly help me keep an eyes on her, “Listen, as good as that was
in there….”

“Amazing,” she said looking at the cup.

No shit right? I wanted to ask but I
couldn’t, “Tara, I don’t want shit to get weird with you and I, we
have a lot to get through.”

She shook her head yes and then set her cup
down, “It won’t Cyrus, goodnight.” I watched her walk quickly into
the bedroom.

I could see her from where I sat she climbed
into bed and covered herself up.

I sat and ate my meal and listened to her
talking. When I was finished I walked towards the door so that I
could hear what she was saying, she was counting things in the
room.

I walked in and she stopped, “You
alright?”

“You’re upset,” she pulled the covers up to
her chin and looked at me with heartbroken little eyes.

How do you reply to that, “I’m tired. I’m
pissed at myself, you deserve different, better…”

“I’m sorry….”

“Birdie, don’t you ever be sorry to me
alright. Just…you gotta…fuck !”

“One sun, two….”

“Stop, damn it,” I sat next to her, “Why do
you do that?”

I would have rather been cut than been on
the receiving end of the look she gave me, I wasn’t sure exactly
what it was, scared, hurt, angry… but it fucking sliced me
open.

“I want to go to sleep…”

“Look, I’m sorry Birdie, sorry that ….I told
you I’m not a good man. I shouldn’t have let this happen again. If
I’d known it wouldn’t have happened the first time, alright? If I
had known you were a …” I couldn’t even say it, “And if I had known
Birdie, if I had known everything, I would’ve been your friend but
not…”

“What do you know?” her hands began to
fidgeted and I hated that I was making her feel like this.

I grabbed her hands, “I have four brothers,
Birdie.”

“And a mom and dad and you go to the
beach…”

She was starting to shake a little, “I don’t
have …fuck—look I’m an ass alright. I live my life for me. I do
what I want when I want, I don’t bring people in that haven’t been
there all my life and then Carly…well she brought you to my
house…”

“Sorry…”

“NO!” she jumped, “Damn it, you were so
fucking unlike the rest of the women that hang in my crowd. You
didn’t—reciprocate. You told me no when I offered my lap. That shit
doesn’t happen. That’s not what I’m used to. It was a challenge
Tara. Then the shop, and I knew you were hanging with some bad
people. Carly likes you, she doesn’t have friends…what the hell.
And really? You hung out once! One fucking time and that’s my poor
ass excuse! I told you I wasn’t a good guy so…”

“I’m sorry…”

“God Damn it Birdie, it’s not your fault!” I
was drowning, I hated feeling shit. “I made a choice a long time
ago not to play this kind of game, hurt no one, involve no one,
live life with no fucking regrets and laugh every day because you
have no idea what’s going to happen next.”

“No responsibility,” she whispered.

“None,” I closed my eyes and felt her hold
my hand tightly, or as tight as she could, those tiny little
hands…

“Because someone hurt you?” she traced her
little fingers on my chest over one of my tats, “Broken
mirror.”

I had no clue how she knew that’s what it
was and I looked into her green eyes, full of question and concern,
ready to snap. I didn’t want her in my head, I didn’t want anyone
in my head. I opened my mouth to tell her just that, but I
couldn’t, I couldn’t hurt her.

“You don’t have to tell me,” she whispered
and looked down taking in my ink. Not a word was said, how do you
respond to that? “I know what it’s like to just want people to
think you’re normal.”

She glanced up and then down quickly, “I
don’t care what people think. I don’t care if they see me all inked
up or if they see me in a damn suit. I know who I was, who I am,
and who I need to be, too. I’m sorry I know things you don’t want
me too. It was never my intention to dig up your bones, Tara. I
just wanted you to be safe.”

She seemed more relaxed now, and I felt it
too. I sat against the headboard and looked at her, she was still
checking out the art.

“You said we can’t do that anymore,
but…after everything you know…you still want to be my friend?” her
voice squeaked and she looked up.

“I would really like that. I’m pretty sure
Carly would as well.”

“Okay,” she tried not to smile and failed
miserably she let go of my hand and covered her face.

I couldn’t help but smile, “Thank you.”

She uncovered her face and looked confused
briefly and then reeled it back in. “So if we’re friends and you
know….what do you know.”

“I know, life hasn’t been easy Tara Gardner.
I know your parents died when you were little…”

“Five,” she looked down and scowled and took
a deep breath and forced a smile, “I was five.”

“Yeah I know.”

“Okay, so now you tell me something.”

“Are we playing a game?”

“Well, if we’re friends, I think,” she
stopped and giggled, “I never really had friends, I mean Tony was,
or I thought he was. What do you and your friends talk about?”

“Well nothing I can talk to you about now,”
it was true, I’d been inside her, on her.

“So sex, that’s what you and your friends
talk about?”

“Yeah pretty much. Sad, isn’t it? See you
need a few Carly’s,” she laid down and rolled to her side towards
me.

“I kind of like Cyrus. So tell me about this
one,” she pointed to the outline of a ship.

I don’t know if it was out of exhaustion or
guilt but I told her I had been in the Navy and that was what it
represented.

“The mirror has six pieces,” she began.

“Please, not that one,” I couldn’t talk
about that not with her, not with my family, not with anyone.

“This one?” she pointed to the wave.

I held her hand against my rib stopping her
little exploration, “Not tonight. You got one, when you’ve figured
them all out you may not want to be my friend Birdie.”

She giggled, “I’m pretty sure that’s not
true.”

“You went to your old house?” She looked up
at me swiftly, “I was trying to find you, remember?” She shook her
head yes, “It was your’s, right?”

“A long time ago,” she put her head on my
chest and I wrapped my arm around her pulling her closer,
friends do that right?

“So the little yellow room, was that
yours?”

She swallowed hard, “I didn’t go in.”

“Birdie you gotta see it,” I rubbed her
arm.

“I’m afraid if I do and it’s not the same,
all my memories will be fantasies and then I would have nothing,”
she whispered.

“Then tell me why you came here?”

“I—I didn’t have anywhere else to go.” her
voice cracked and I didn’t wanna push.

“Alright so tonight you’re gonna sleep and
tomorrow we talk about keeping you safe and then we figure out
where you wanna go next Birdie, the sky’s the limit.”

“Okay,” she relaxed against me and I knew I
should be a better man and get up and leave, but I wasn’t.


 


 Burning
Up

 


I woke shaking, cold I was so cold. I got up
and walked into the bathroom and got a drink when I came out I saw
Cyrus on the couch with his phone, a notebook, and a pen on his
chest.

I walked closer and saw he had written

Rights to video, how much

House, who owns it why is it empty

Cemetery, flowers and shit

Get her back home,

Job ? School ?

Find out what it’ll take to keep that
bastard away and make it happen!

Fix that MOTHER FUCKING tattoo

Keep her safe and stay friends

Mission completed

He opened his eyes, “You okay, Birdie?”

“I’m cold, I was just going to figure out
how to turn up the heat,” he stood and walked over to the
thermostat.

“It’s seventy five in here, you sure you’re
aright?” he felt my head, “Birdie, you’re burning up. Come on,
let’s get you into bed.”

I laid down and cringed, “It’s cold.”

“Alright,” he laid down next to me and
pulled me against him, “Body heat.”

I couldn’t stop shaking, and he held me
tighter , “You gotta fever Birdie, don’t move I’ll be right
back.”

As soon as he moved I felt like I was in a
snow bank, naked.

I pulled the blankets tighter around me and
he was back, “Okay, I’m having some Tylenol sent up,” he pulled the
blanket to the side and I buried my face in the mattress, he laid
on top of me as I shook, “You’ll be fine, ten minutes tops. You got
this alright?”

My teeth chattered, “You’re gonna get sick
if you’re in here.”

He laughed, “Birdie, if I’m gonna get sick,
it’s gonna have nothing to do with this right here all right, I’m
pretty sure I’d caught it earlier. Try to sleep and tell me if I’m
crushing you.”

“You’re warm,” I managed to say.

“Yeah, you’re pretty warm too, Birdie.”

I woke to Cyrus rubbing my back, “Okay
little Bird, you gotta sit up for just a minute, your fever is one
hundred and two degree’s. Motrin will help.”

I didn’t want to move, but I didn’t want to
tell him no, he was being kind.

I sat and he held a cup with a straw, “Open
up and take a drink.” I did and then began to shake again,
“Alright, lay back down so I can warm you up.”

He woke me again another time and did the
same thing, “Every six hours okay? Sorry about this.”

“Thank you,” I laid back down and felt him
immediately on me, warm, comfortable, and feeling safe.

~

I sat up and the room was still dark.

“Yeah she’s pretty sick…I have no idea…nope,
I’m not gonna bring her back yet I’m gonna let her rest and make
her eat something…Carly, when she feels better alright?...I get
it…No but thanks for the advice…you’re a pain in the ass…I don’t
know, let me check…” I saw him grab my bag and go through it.

“Says fourteen on the undies…no-- Jesus you
saw her…I don’t know…fuck you C she’s twenty…How the hell am I
supposed to know, maybe it’s girls or European…Honest to God, I’ll
deal with it you just…fine, damn you fit right into the Momma role
don’t you?...Yeah I know…Small, the t-shirt says small…Carly she
didn’t have a bra…no those things are real perky and not little,
about the size of my hand…You fucking asked…shoes…hold up…five, it
says five… One more thing, could you please buy her adult clothes,
she’s not a kid…I swear to God C when I see you…Yeah, Yeah, Yeah,
I’ll be thanking you…She and I are gonna be friends, good friends
C, don’t fucking push…You don’t wanna know the answer to that…or
that…good God C, not that either…yeah talk to you soon.”

He hung up and sat back and ran his hands
through his hair. I could sit here and look at him all day, but I
had to pee.

I walked out and he jumped up, “You feeling
better?”

“I think so, I have to use the
bathroom.”

When I came out he had something in his
hand, “Come here Tara, I’m gonna take your temperature.”

He held the back of my hand still as he
pushed thermometer in my ear, “Ninety nine, better than it was. You
hungry?”

I couldn’t help but giggle, “You eat a
lot.”

He gave me a smirk, “Gotta maintain my
girlish figure. Now get your ass in bed. You an eggs and bacon
girl? Pancakes? What’s your fancy?”

“I’m really not…”

“Tough shit Birdie, tell me or I’ll pick,”
his browse raised challenging me.

“No toasted cheese or tomato soup,” I raised
mine back.

“Oatmeal?”

“If that’s what you want, that’s fine,” I
laid down and covered myself.

~

When I woke I looked at the clock, it was
nine thirty. He was sitting across the room in a chair with elbows
resting on his knees as he was looking at his phone, reading I
suppose.

I sat up and he looked up, “You’re lucky
there’s a microwave in here. Toast probably tastes like shit but
eggs, bacon, and oatmeal should warm up good. You wanna eat in
here?”

He left the room as I answered, “Sure.”

I sat back feeling content, happy even. I
closed my eyes and thought about a memory, or an imagined time I
felt like this. I don’t know if it was a book my parents read me or
it was because when I lived with the Todd’s their son watched the
movie The Lorax over and over again, but I knew I loved the story
and that it made me feel like everything would someday be alright,
that someday, I would have enough air to fill me.

I looked up and he was walking in with a
tray, I felt my eyes heat, and knew that this was a feeling that I
couldn’t get comfortable with. Every time I had in the past, it had
come to an end. The Todd’s divorce, the Greens move out of state,
the Steinberg’s health issues, the Shaw’s financial crisis when
they lost their home, the death of Solomon Goodwin followed by the
breakdown of his wife Helen, there were so many.

“Birdie, talk to me, were friends now right?
Tell me what’s eating you,” he was kind, he was a good man.

I tried to smile and shrugged, “Just
thinking I guess.”

He held the spoon up to my mouth, “Take a
bite and then tell me.”

“I don’t want to talk about it, and I really
am not that hungry,” I swallowed back tears, “Please not now.”

“You eat and I won’t ask you another thing,”
I took a bit, “Good, huh?”

I smiled even though I really wanted to just
curl up and cry. I don’t know what’s harder, knowing that it was
all going to fall apart, the false security-- expecting it to. Or,
waiting for it to happen and not wanting it to.

I ate a few more bites and he handed me
bacon, “I’ll throw up.”

“You a vegetarian?”

“No, I haven’t eaten much in the past few
days and I know it’ll all come up if I over indulge,” I smiled,
“When do we have to leave?”

The way he was looking at me I didn’t know
if he was angry, or disgusted but it made me completely
uncomfortable.

He took in a long deep breath, “You feel up
to traveling or you wanna chill till you feel better?”

I sat back and hugged my legs and started
taking deep breaths, “Why…where…I have no idea where I’m going. I
have no idea why you’re doing this for me. All I know is that I’m
thankful and I really would like you to tell me when you’re leaving
so I can try to figure…”

“Listen to me Tara, one last time. We’re
friends, and I don’t have a time frame here, it’s whenever you’re
safe and on your feet. Today I promised to take you back to the
cemetery, I want to swing back by the house you grew up in and then
if you’re feeling up to it we head back to Jersey. Carly and Jase
are living together now that they’re married, so her apartment is
available: that’s where you’ll be staying. It’s safe, it’s warm,
it’s furnished. When we get you back there, you decide what you
want, I’ll help you do it. That’s it, nice and easy, you wanna take
over her place, we figure it out.”

“I don’t have a job,” tears swelled in my
eyes, “I don’t want to cry.”

“If you want one, we’ll find one, and Tara,
from what I understand it’s perfectly natural for girls to cry. As
your friend, it’s my job to let you, so go ahead Birdie, cry. Just
don’t take off again, I need to know you’re okay.”

I started crying and he held me, “I’ll repay
you, someday.”

“I know, but right now Birdie let’s just get
you better.”

I knew he not only meant physically but
emotionally. I also knew I could trust him, real or imagined right
now, I didn’t care, “I’m done.” I wiped my eyes and stood off the
bed, “We can go.”

“Back here tonight?” he asked as he
stood.

“No, I need to move forward.”

~

Cyrus stopped at a corner store to grab
snacks, he said he was hungry, that man could eat, and that thought
made my face flush. I was lost in thought when he tapped on the
window, “You gonna let me in?”

I pushed the button unlocking the door and
he got in, “Sorry.”

He handed me a bouquet of flowers, “These
are for your parents grave, not last night.” I was sure my face
turned an even brighter shade of red, “Sorry, I mean, you get it
right?”

“Yeah, thank you that was very thoughtful,”
I looked over and he smirked.

“These are for last night,” he handed me
some sort of candy and laughed.

“Razzles?”

“Yeah, I used to smoke after sex, nasty
habit. So I decided I would take up a less dangerous one. Good
stuff,” I wasn’t sure why he bought three bags of them unless…
“Birdie, I’m joking.” He reached over and closed my gapping
mouth.

I just sat there and had no idea what to say
and I was thankful he started talking.

“Okay, so I make jokes when I’m nervous. And
I fucked up which makes me nervous. I’m not saying I didn’t
completely enjoy every bit of last night, because I did, I just
want to make sure we can be friends, be comfortable with each
other.”

“Okay.”

“Last night you asked me about the
tattoo.”

“You don’t have to.”

“Well since I know everything about you, I
thought maybe I could share. My Dad died a couple years ago.
Hurricane rescue shit I volunteered for and he insisted on going.
That’s what that one is about.”

I reached over and grabbed his hand, just
like he had mine when I was upset, “I’m sorry.”

“Me too Birdie, me too. So I know what
that’s like, losing someone you love. But the shit kicker is, if I
hadn’t gone, he wouldn’t have. So I have blamed myself for it…”

“It’s not your…”

“So I hear, still sucks though you
know?”

He was opening up to me, telling me his
secrets, “Death sucks.”

“Hey Birdie, we’re here.” He threw the Jeep
in park and turned facing me, “We go in, you say what you need to,
you cry if you wanna, and then we move on,” he didn’t wait for a
response, he reached over and felt my head, “Still warm, so we’re
gonna do this fast, you can come back after your settled, lets
go.”

Before I unbuckled, he was opening the door
and grabbed my hand. I followed his long strides to the back of the
cemetery, he stopped in front of the stone and waited for me. I
knelt down and put the flowers in front of the headstone, it wasn’t
a big monument, and it wasn’t overly fancy--- but it was
theirs.

I traced the letters in their names and the
date, November fifteenth.

I hadn’t noticed him kneel beside me until
he took my hand and traced Beloved Parents, “They loved you
Birdie.”

I tried to breath, I tried to count, and I
tried to be brave and not cry but I couldn’t and he held me, again,
“How can I know that?”

“From what I understand, they can see you.
I’ve known you for a little over a week and need to be your friend.
They knew you, they’ve known you always, so trust me, they love
you.”

He stood and pulled me up I felt his arms
wrap around me and he pulled me back against him and kissed the top
of my head, “They’re with you every day… wherever you are, this is
just a place they laid them, not their soul.”

He held me together again as I shook and
cried. His phone chimed and he pulled it out of his pocket still
holding me with the other arm, “Yeah…how long…okay…no, we’re headed
back just one more stop….thanks for the heads up.” He hung up, “We
gotta go.”

I wiped my eyes and turned around and hugged
him, “Thank you.”

I felt his lips touch my cheek and then he
lifted me off my feet, “We really gotta go.”

Before I knew it I was in the Jeep
again.

We drove quietly to my family’s home and
when he pulled up front I felt sick. I grabbed his hand as he
started to get out, “I can’t.”

“Birdie, you gotta face shit head on,” he
grabbed my head with both hands, “You can do this.”

“No, I really can’t,” I pulled back, “It’s
not my house, it was wrong to come here to begin with.”

He looked at me as if he expected me to
change my mind and I looked away, “Lock the door Birdie, I’ll be
right back.”

He was only gone a couple minutes when he
returned. He got in and plugged his phone in and pulled away.


 


 No
Control

 


She was quiet and I was grateful she wasn’t
crying because I sounded like a bitch when I was trying to help her
stop. I couldn’t take the crying, and not because I was an ass but
because it fucking crushed me. I swear my balls were pulled up so
tight I was gonna need a knitting needle to find them.

I looked over and she was asleep, I felt her
head again, just to see if she was spiking a fever. She reached up
and put her little hand over mine and she was still asleep. I could
totally see myself fucking this girl more than three times, but
then-- I wouldn’t be being true to myself. I had that shit tattooed
as a reminder of who I was then, and who I would be always, and
fuck yes I needed the reminder, I’m a guy. I get turned on by the
thought of tits and pussy’s. I eat a banana for breakfast and I
think about getting a blow job, I see Razzles, I swear I’m
immediately reminded of nipples, hard, round, tasty--her nipples,
and the way they reacted to my touch my mouth, to me. Then what do
I do? I talk about sex with a girl who’s crushed, sick as hell, and
who I fucked AGAIN, when I said I wouldn’t. I could do it one more
time and still be true to myself.

Her head rested on her shoulder and her hand
still held mine captive. Another hour and I would have her in a
safe place, her place. Now I just had to figure out the rest of the
shit. I needed to do it soon too, cause truth is-- I liked to fuck
this girl, didn’t even have to be hard and wild. Just being inside
her was enough to make me feel like I was gonna blow my shit.

She pulled her legs up on the seat and
leaned over closer to me. Her face was warm again but her hands
like ice. I cranked up the heat even though I was roasting, she
wasn’t, Birdie was cold. We only had thirty minutes tops before
getting to Carly’s place. I could keep her warm there.

Last night was a mind fuck, I find her, and
the world is better. I get her settled and take a shower and she
sees me. I didn’t even have to ask what she saw because it was
obvious she saw me thinking about her. Some guys may be embarrassed
about being caught in the act but I didn’t give a shit. After I saw
her touching herself, all bets were off. I had to get her off even
more than I had to get myself off. Truth is, she needed that
release and the feeling of relief that follows. I could have talked
her through it… damn there’s an idea, that wouldn’t be three
times and that shit would be fucking hot. I almost said a
prayer asking for that opportunity but that would be a wasted
prayer, not one I think would be top on the big guys list of ones
to answer, nor would I burden him with that.

I parked in front of Carly’s place, well
Tara’s place and she opened her eyes, “Home Sweet Home.”

I saw tears form in her eyes and she
shivered, “I’m cold, can’t I…will you take me back to your house? I
don’t want to be alone.”

I got out and opened the door, “I’ll hang
with you until you feel better, come on.” I grabbed the bags and
her hand, damn her little claws were ice cold.

We walked in and I watched her look around,
“I won’t be able to afford this.”

“Well first of all it was part of Carly’s
employment package, so it’s already paid for. Second of all you’ll
be fine. Tara if you don’t like it…”

“No it’s beautiful I just…”

“We’re gonna get you in bed. No more
discussion about it till you’re all better.”

I walked her upstairs and I watched her eyes
wanting to be sure she felt good here. I opened the door at the end
of the hall, and turned on the light.

It was a sweet looking room, light hard wood
floors and lavender walls. The bed was huge, a deep purple duvet
covered it, and pillows covered half of the bed. She looked around
and I knew she was overwhelmed.

“Bathroom’s in here,” I walked with her into
the bathroom, “Check out the tub, Birdie.”

“It’s beautiful,” she sounded miserable.

“Alright, take a bath. Soak, relax, and I’m
gonna go grab you some Motrin and see if Carly brought over
clothes.”

She stopped me before I walked out, “Thank
you.”

“No problem.”

~

Tara was in the bathtub when I came back in,
“Towels and washcloth?” I set them by the tub trying my damndest
not to look at her sweet little Razzles, but I looked and she
noticed, “You’re healing good.” She looked down and shook her head
yes, “Does it hurt still, Birdie?”

“No, but my whole body aches, I’m cold
Cyrus.”

I grabbed a towel, “Let’s get you out,
dried, and dressed. You can hang in here when you feel better.”

I wrapped up the little Birdie, and we
walked out into the bedroom, “Carly got you a few things, she’s
gonna stop over as soon as Little Bell is at dance.”

“Little Bell?”

I grabbed a sweatshirt and pulled it over
her head, “I think Carly like’s you in green,” she pulled her wet
hair out of the back of the shirt. “Step in.”

She looked down at me holding her panties
and her eyes widened I wasn’t sure why until I took a second glance
at the lacy panties I was holding out for her. I was gonna kill
Carly. She stepped into the lacey green boy shorts and I was trying
my damndest not to fucking pull them off and throw Birdie’s little
ass on the bed and attack what I was about to cover. I wasn’t
moving too fast when I heard her take a deep breath.

Get your shit together!! I screamed
at myself. I pulled them up, and she dropped the towel, she had the
prettiest little flower and everything inside of me fucking burned,
my fucking flower. I was face to face with those little lips
and I wanted to kiss them, lick them, suck the little bare petals
in front of my nose. I unknowingly took a deep breath and her
little legs shook.

My throat was thick with need and so was my
cock. I sat back on my heels and pulled them up quickly, “Get in
bed, Birdie.”

She climbed up in bed and I took a few deep
breaths and stood, trying to hide the very obvious. I handed her
the Motrin and a bottle of water, “Sorry.”

“Stop saying sorry, Birdie,” I closed my
eyes.

“We can do it again right-- one more
time?”

I closed my eyes, “Not sure that’s a good
idea.”

“But you said…”

“Birdie you’re sick, I want you to get
better, okay? Until then….”

“I can dress myself?”

I laughed and so did she, “Yeah I don’t
think this friend thing is gonna work if I keep seeing you naked
Birdie.”

“Why?” She laid down and I covered her
up.

I pulled those blankets up tight around her
body all the way up to her neck hoping like hell that if I didn’t
see her, I wouldn’t feel the need to fuck her. “My friends are guys
Birdie, not hot little women like you. Maybe you could like, I
don’t know…be ugly?”

She smirked and closed her eyes, “You think
I’m pretty,” she was singing it.

“I think you’re fucking gorgeous, so I’m
gonna work on not wanting to bang you, and you’re gonna work on
ugly alright?”

She laughed again and then shook, “You’re
funny, and I’m cold.”

“I’ll check for more blankets.”

I walked back in and she was asleep,
thank God! I climbed in next to her, exhausted and fell
asleep.

I woke to feeling her finger on my rib,
opening my eyes I saw her looking intently at it trying to figure
it all out and if anyone could she could, I was floored that she
had noticed that the waves were nails.

She looked up at me sadly, “This one?”

I looked down even though I knew damn well
what she was talking about, “Broken mirror.”

“Bad luck,” she whispered and her little
mittens rubbed my tat.

I didn’t reply, I was just really enjoying
her snuggling up tighter to me as she rubbed her now burning little
hands over my side.

“You’re good luck Cyrus, not bad luck,” she
yawned and her breath was even hot, “I’m tired.”

“Sleep then,” I didn’t want her to move, not
one inch away from me.

“You’ll be here when I wake up?”

“Yay, Carly remember, she’s gonna stop
over,” I pushed my head back into the pillow and closed my
eyes.

“Little Bell?”

“My niece, Jase’s daughter,” I answered.

“And Carly?”

“Now Carly is Momma to her, yeah. Go to
sleep Birdie you and Carly can chat about it soon.”

She did as I asked, you know what was really
fucked up? I liked her sleeping, and I like that it’s here right
next to me…I’m sure it’s because I know she’s safe.

I woke to her exploring again, this time it
was my sleeve. From my shoulder to just above my elbow was the
different places I had toured while in the Navy. Four tours in four
years, starting at eighteen years old.

“Will you tell me about these?”

“You feeling better?”I felt her head and she
closed her eyes.

“Yes actually I am,” she sat up and pulled
my arm onto her lap and traced the ink.

“You hungry?”

She shook her head no, “I count.”

“Excuse me?” We were both volleying this
conversation but she just lost me.

“To calm myself, I count. What’s this?”

I see what she was doing. She would tell me
something and expect I do the same, “What’s it look like?”

She looked up at me, I assume because she
thought I was being an ass, “I really want to know what you
think.”

“They look like coins but maybe metals? You
said you were in the Navy, did you get metals?”

“You sure you’re not hungry?”

“I cried once in fifteen years,” she looked
down and waited.

“I’m sorry Birdie, real sorry.”

Tears welled in her eyes and she forced a
cute little laugh as she wiped the one that escaped away and then
in barely a whisper, “Please tell me something, I feel like an
idiot.”

“You’re not an idiot, you’re beautiful.
Everything is going to be alright, I promise,” without thinking I
pushed a handful of that dark thick hair away from her creamy skin
as I swiped a tear away.

She looked up at me and sighed, “Do people
have quarter life crisis?”

I smirked and she smiled and then bit that
pouty lip to stop from laughing and I wanted to do the same. I felt
my smirk failing me and my face started to get warmer, and so did
the rest of me. I clenched my jaw and her she closed her eyes
tightly and let out the breath she was holding.

I noticed my hand still rested on her check
and my thumb rubbed it, her skin was so damn soft. She opened her
eyes and hypnotized me. I licked my lips quick and pulled her head
towards me. She grabbed my shoulders and her breath hastened. I was
trying to pull back, but I fucking couldn’t.


 


 In
Knots

 


I was sure he was going to kiss me again and
I wanted him to so badly. His mouth landed softly on my jaw bone.
Lips open, surrounding my jaw, barley touching, skimming. His
breath warmed me as his lips moved slowly up and down. The low
groan coming from him was warming me as well. My breasts felt
weighty and my nipples rigid. My hands slowly made their way from
his strong shoulders up his thick muscular neck and then against
his head.

His mouth traveled down my neck and I tilted
my head, giving him room to give me more, God I wanted more.
I let out a severe profound sigh as he rubbed his nose up my neck,
“Birdie, you-- fuck…”

I brought my head back up so I could look at
him. His eyes were so full of heat and restraint, I kissed him and
growled into my mouth. I turned my body towards him and took his
hands and wrapped them around me. I couldn’t get enough of his
touch, his kiss, or him.

Never in my life had I remembered feeling so
comfortable with someone or safe. Cyrus did that to me, and I knew
the rule, his rule.

He pulled back, “Birdie, I can’t… I can’t do
this to you.”

I nodded my head like I was agreeing but I
wasn’t sure why, “I’m sor…”

He grabbed my face, not hard but firm, “No
more I’m sorry, Birdie. You and I need to be friends, friends
aren’t sorry okay?. We have a lot to get through and if I keep
wanting to fuck you … We just can’t, alright?”

I nodded my head again and he stood. He was
hard and I wanted to lick him again, taste him, touch him.

“I’m going to make some food, you’re gonna
eat and then if you’re feeling up to it we come up with a
plan.”

I smiled, “Thank you.”

He left the room quickly and I fell against
the bed. I could smell him on me around me. I pulled the blankets,
surrounding me and hugged them tightly.

Tony…he didn’t smell like Cyrus. He didn’t
look at me the same way Cyrus did. He would never. I needed a job,
maybe one that helped pay for college. I had taken my SAT’s and did
really well. I could live in the dorms, an all-girl dorm,
preferably a private room, well a room would be nice private or
not.

I wished I’d gone in that room. I’m sure it
was my room. “One room, two parents, three people in my immediate
family, four…” oh God I wished I had that picture! I looked
around the room, “Four doors, the bedroom door, the bathroom door,
two other doors probably the closet doors, five oh I hate that
number! Five …pillows,” I tossed the sixth one on the floor, “Six
drawers in the dresser, seven…seven,” I got up and walked into the
bathroom and counted seven light bulbs above the vanity, “Seven
lights on the mirror, eight damn it damn it, damn it!” I opened the
bathroom closet, “Eight towels, nine oh God please…” I walked out
and opened the closet door, “Nine …nine…nine hangers. Ten…”

I felt tears fall down my face I was
crying—again, “Ten just ten that’s all I need.”

When I walked out of the closet he was
standing there with a plate in his hand, “Sor…”

“Sit, Birdie,” I did. God he must think I’m
crazy. I think I may be.

He sat next to me holding the plate, “It’s a
spinach and cheese omelet.”

I nodded and wiped my eyes and watched as he
cut it up.

“How many pieces, Birdie?”

I counted and closed my eyes, relieved and
embarrassed, “I know this may seem crazy, sometimes I think it is,
but I promise I’m not.”

“There are ten pieces okay, and you’re gonna
eat them all. Then if you can’t find ten again remember there
inside you. Open.” I did.

I didn’t know what to say, I was extremely
uncomfortable. He held up another and I ate it.

“You were right about the metals. Sort of,”
he held up the fork and I let out a breath, “You eat all ten Birdie
okay? And I’ll talk.” I nodded in agreement, “Last mission overseas
went bad-- seven of my team died. I didn’t, I got a stupid fucking
metal,” he held up another bite and I took it, “I did make sure
they all got a home, didn’t leave them behind.” He let out a sigh
and held out another bite and I really didn’t want it but I wanted
him to keep talking so I did, “When I got home I was pissed that I
made it and they didn’t. I threw the fucking metal in the ocean and
got seven tattoo’s, each represents something about each of them.
Another bite Birdie.”

He must have seen me hesitate and his lip
curled up, “You full?” I smiled a little, “Okay I’m gonna cut this
one up real small and it will still be ten alright?”

When I finished I was full and he seemed a
little more relaxed, “Thank you, Cyrus.”

“For telling you a secret?”

“Yes.”

“I trust you will keep it to yourself,” he
looked up at me.

“I promise.”

We sat looking at each other saying nothing,
his face was softer, gentler. His guard was down. After a full
minute, he shook his head back and forth and stood up.

He reached over and felt my head, “Still
warm,” he grabbed my hands, “Getting cold again. Do you know when
your hands are cold you seem to heat up and act like you’re
hurting? When they’re hot your head doesn’t feel as warm,” he
laughed at himself, “I think I figured it out,” he reached in his
pocket and pulled out a bottle of Motrin, “Take these cause I’m
pretty sure you’re spiking a fever. If you’re not better tomorrow
we see a doctor. Sleep it off, rest will help. Then we chat,
alright?”

“Thank you,” he started walking out,
“Cyrus.”

He turned, “Yeah Tara?”

“I’m glad you came home,” his head cocked a
little to the side and he looked confused, “I wouldn’t feel safe
right now if you didn’t. I’m very glad you came home.”

“Me too, Birdie.” He turned and walked
out.

“Ten bites in my belly.”

~

I woke up and decided to take a bath, I was
soaked which I suppose was good. I sweat it out.

I ran a bath hoping he didn’t come in until
I was cleaned up. Then well I secretly hoped he did come in. Maybe
dress me again, maybe touch me again. God he was amazing, and I
knew I could have him one more time. I was alright with it, well… I
had to be alright with it, didn’t I?

When he didn’t come in, I got out and felt
so much better. I dried off and walked out into the bedroom, there
were clothes laid out on the bed. Pajamas.

I dressed and went downstairs. I turned the
corner and Carly was walking towards me. She hugged me so tight,
and I heard her sniff. I stepped back and looked at her.

“Sorry, Tara. I was so worried about you,”
Carly hugged me again.

I suppose it should have felt odd since I’d
only met her once and we were both drunk but it didn’t. I liked
her, she was so nice.

“I’m okay, thank you.”

“Listen I hope we can be friends, I mean I
already think we are. Do you think we are? I mean if you don’t and
I’m freaking you out-- by all means let me know. Come on let’s have
some tea and talk about it,” she finally took a breath. “Sorry-- I
ramble when I’m nervous and sometimes even when I’m not.”

I couldn’t help but giggle and she looked at
me and did the same.

We sat at the table and she looked at me,
“I’m sorry about Tony being an ….asshole.”

“Me too,” I took a drink, “I hope we can be
friends.”

“Good. Tara do you read?”

“Well, I like to read but I guess I’m use to
watching movies. I would love to start reading again. Is there a
library?” I stopped because I didn’t even know what I was doing
with my life, the weird thing was it had never mattered before
anything I had ever planned didn’t pan out.

“Tara?” Carly interrupted my train of
thought.

I looked up and smiled, “Yes?”

“Everything is going to be fine.”

Oh please don’t cry, please don’t cry, I was
gonna cry.

I closed my eyes tight and Carly was hugging
me.

~

I was pretty sure I cried for at least an
hour before I fell asleep for another two hours, when I woke up
Carly was gone and another woman was sitting on the couch at my
feet.

“You feeling better?”

I had no idea who she was but I was sure
Carly wouldn’t leave me with someone who couldn’t be trusted but…,
“Where is Cyrus?”

She smiled at me, “My son had some things to
do. Tara I’m Joe Steel, and I’m going to stay with you for a
while.”

“Please don’t feel like you have to babysit
me.”

She laughed, “I don’t feel that way, however
my son seems to feel you should have someone here because you’re
not feeling well.”

“I really am better, you can…”

“Nope, I’m going to cook for you and you are
going to sleep. If you are not feeling better we head to the doctor
in the morning.”

“Okay, but I’m not hungry so please don’t
feel like you need to…”

“Nonsense, at least some soup.”

She stood and covered me up, then reached
down and felt my head and walked away. She had his eyes, light
brown with flecks of gold. She also had a way of making me feel
comfortable, which oddly made me uncomfortable.

I felt horrible laying around having
everyone cater to me. I didn’t like it at all. They were all kind,
but when they got tired of taking care of me…One blanket, two
pillows, three people who were being burdened by me, four photos
framed on the wall five…oh this is no good. I stood up and walked
to the window. It was dark now--- I’d slept all day. I needed
another way to calm myself.

“You want something to drink?” I turned and
she was standing in the doorway.

“No…please don’t feel like you have to take
care of me. I can honestly sleep this all off and tomorrow I’m
going to…. Tomorrow. Five days ago,” five I hated five, “I honestly
can take care of myself, please I’m sure you have….”

“Have a seat, Tara,” I did as she asked.

“Believe it or not this is a break for me as
well. You’re doing me a favor letting me stay here with you in your
home…”

“But it’s not my home…”

“Well yes it is. Tara, I know you don’t know
me but if my boys and my new daughter like you, you’re part of this
family. Now if you decide you need a break from us please let us
know. We can be a bit overprotective of those we let in. Now I have
to go finish the soup and you need to rest because tomorrow we help
find you a doctor if you’re sick and a job if you’re well.”

I couldn’t sleep, not now. I got up and
walked into the kitchen, “May I help you?”

She smiled and shook her head yes, “Wash
your hands first, please.”

“It smells so good,” I said as I washed my
hands.

“Then you are on the mend. Cyrus says you
eat like a bird,” she smiled as she needed the dough.

“He …I don’t understand how I,” I stopped
talking, “Your son looks like you. He is also very kind like
you.”

“Cyrus is kind?” Joe chuckled and I looked
at her waiting for her to continue, “My boys are boys. All are
wonderful, thank you.”

“Well you must have done a wonderful job
raising them.”

She laughed, “They raised me as well. I was
just about to turn nineteen when Cyrus, my first son was born. And
thank you Tara, there is no better compliment to a mother than you
just gave me.”

I smiled and watched her cut the dough in
strips. “You want to help form?” I looked at her curiously and she
smiled, “Like this.”

Joe showed me how to make her garlic knots,
“There’s a lot.”

“Ahh yes, I have four sons who all eat like
horses. Hard to cook smaller amounts but this will be good, we can
freeze some and you can heat them up when you’re hungry, Tara.”

“You don’t…”

“Shush…I want to. I love to cook, Tara. Life
sometimes gets too busy. Speaking of, Tara what is your dream
job?”

“Ummm, I don’t really know. But I can work.
I don’t know if…”

“Have you had a job before, I mean
besides…dancing?”

I felt my face turn red. I hated that she
knew, I don’t know why but… “That was not something I ever aspired
to become. It was just…that’s not who I am. I really don’t know who
I’m supposed to be. I have always…”

“Tara, I don’t want you to be uncomfortable.
We do what we need to do.”

I swallowed hard and I needed a minute,
“Would you excuse me please?”

I walked quickly into a bathroom and closed
the door. I was in there for a while when I heard her talking, I
heard her say his name. Immediately feeling like I would be
alright, I opened the door when I realized he wasn’t here. She was
on the phone.

“Cyrus she’s in the bathroom…I think she’s a
little upset…no Cyrus! You made choices with this girl and now you
need to step back…I’m your mother you will listen to me…You will do
what it is you said you would. See that she is safe and step away--
it’s what’s right for her…Friends? Cyrus Steel you’re not a stupid
man…No those feelings are not friends…No, you do as you’re
told…give her what?...Fine…no, I’ll do as you ask but you now stand
by what you say it is you want her. Goodnight, Cyrus.”

I waited a few minutes and was about to walk
out when I heard another voice.

“Bell asleep?”

“Yep and I’m here for a sleepover. Did Cyrus
call?”

“Yes, he’s a stubborn, stubborn man.”

Carly laughed, “So is Jase, he’ll get
there.”

“You’ve tamed Jase.”

“I wouldn’t say he’s tame.”

I heard Carly laugh and then Joe did, “Men
are funny creatures.”

I walked out and they both stopped and
looked at me. I cleared my throat and forced myself to smile, “I’m
tired.”

Joe and Carly both immediately walked up to
me and reached to feel my head and they laughed which somehow eased
my worry.

“You’ll eat first, Tara,” Joe laughed as she
walked away.

“You better listen to her, or you’ll be in
trouble,” Carly smiled and I followed her into the kitchen.

We sat at the table and Carly’s phone rang,
“Hello….yes…yes…fine. Tara it’s for you.”

Joe scowled at the table as I took the
phone.

“Hello,” as soon as I heard him I wanted to
cry and when for the second time he said my name .

“You there, Birdie?”

“Uh huh,” I managed.

“Cool, you feeling better?”

“I guess,” I answered quietly.

“You need anything, medicine…”

 

“No, I want to just go, just leave. I’m an
adult.”

“You’re a human being, you’ve been through
some shit Birdie…”

“We were supposed to talk about what’s next
and you left. I can’t. No…. I won’t be someone’s problem anymore.
I’m leaving I’m…”

“The fuck you are!”

“Thank you for everything…”

“You sit you’re little ass still Birdie! I’m
working on some shit here. Your fucking video is down, your fucking
piece of shit ex is next. I’m doing shit I said I would-- now you
sit your ass still damn it!”


 


 Sit Your Ass
Still

 


She didn’t say shit, but she didn’t hang up
either, “You still there, Birdie?”

“My name is Tara Gardner I’ll be twenty one
years old in a couple days. I’m an adult…”

“One more time Birdie, sit your ass still,
or I’ll hunt you down and lock your ass up so fucking tight…”

“You don’t own me!?” There was a question in
that statement and it fucking burned my ears.

“No Birdie…”

“Tara!”

Holy shit little Birdie was pissed, really
fucking pissed and you know the drill the shit made me chub up.
“Tara, fine, Tara sit your ass still.”

She didn’t say a word not one word.

“You can’t leave.”

“When then?” I swear I heard her
sniffle.

“Don’t cry Birdie.” Again she said nothing,
“Where are you?”

She swallowed loudly, I assume to hold back
tears, “Bathroom.”

“Downstairs?”

“Yes.”

Oh damn it Birdie, “How many windows
in there?”

“One.”

“You had a tour yet?”

“No,” her voice squeaked and I was gonna do
this shit.

“There is one kitchen Birdie and I should
have showed you the townhouse before I left but you were asleep so
I didn’t wake you. So again there is one kitchen. How many
bathrooms?”

“Two.”

“Nope three but there’s two spare
bedrooms.”

I heard her breath out a sigh.

“Work with me here Birdie, one kitchen,
three…”

“You have to go in order,” she sniffed
loudly.

What the fuck was I doing? “Okay one
kitchen, two guest bedrooms, three bathrooms, four…”

“Four doors in the master bedroom.”

“Great Birdie now help me out what’s
five?”

“I hate five,” she whispered.

“Okay, well there are five people that care
an awful lot about you that I know, okay? So five’s not too bad,
Birdie.”

“Who…”

“Nope let’s go here--- six…give me six.”

“Six…I don’t know Cyrus, I just don’t
know.”

“Do better, six what, look around,” she
didn’t say anything, “Okay in the upstairs hall there are six
doors. So seven…” I heard a drawer open.

“Seven washcloths.”

“Good and eight?”

“Eight…different scented soaps, that’s a lot
of soap…”

“You can’t stop Birdie,” she sounded better,
thank God.

“Nine…there are nine rooms in YOUR new
place,” I stressed your maybe she wouldn’t try to leave, “And ten
Birdie, do you remember what ten is?”

“Bites of eggs,” I could hear her a smile in
her voice.

“That’s right, I fed you ten bites of an
omelet today.”

“Breakfast in bed,” she said in the same
happier tone, “That’s the first time, I think anyway.”

“I bet there were times before, I bet your
Momma gave your breakfast in bed.”

“Yeah, maybe.”

We sat in silence for a few minutes, “You
good now?”

“Yes but…”

“No buts Birdie, just chill, get better and
remember your home,” oh man… I was a fucking bitch now, “Which
means if Carly and my Momma are bugging you, you can throw their
asses out.”

“I wouldn’t dare,” she giggled.

“Yeah, me either,” I laughed.

“Thank you.”

“See you soon?”

“When?”

“Not sure, you have plans tomorrow. Maybe
the next day.”

“Okay,” she whispered.

“Listen to me okay? When you get all worked
up like that remember, one kitchen, two guest rooms, three
bathrooms, four doors in your room, five people who are your
friends, six…”

“Who?”

“Oh Birdie you interrupted and I had it all
worked out, too.” She laughed and it made me smile, “Six doors in
the upstairs hall, seven towels…”

“Washcloths, eight different smelling
soaps…”

“Quiet down I got this, nine, rooms in your
new house and ten what Birdie?”

“Breakfast in bed egg bites.”

“That’s it. Hey--- your bag’s in the den and
so is mine. I gotta come back to grab it soon, my-- lucky comb is
in there. Now go out there and do some girl shit.”

“Goodnight Cyrus.”

Good her voice, fuck! “Sweet dreams,
Birdie.”

~

I looked around the room and everything was
boxed up. I needed to be real careful with how I went about all
this with her. Fuck this was crazy shit.

“You need a tissue?”

“Excuse me?”

“Well I thought you looked like you could
use a hug but then I saw you getting all lost in your thoughts so
it was either a tissue or a fucking pad for your vagina. What the
fuck happened to you? You’re a bitch now.”

“Fuck you Zandor-- grab that box and let’s
roll. I got shit to do.”

“Like what? Go to the salon, get a manicure,
go buy something pink and lacy to cover your pussy?”

“Keep your shit up and you’ll be walking
back to Jersey,” I grabbed the last box we left.

~

After Zandor fucked with me for a while
longer he fell asleep, thank God or I was gonna kill him.

It had been one hell of a day. After picking
Zandor up from the airport we headed over to Carly’s old apartment
and grabbed her shit. Zandor had to be contained a bit. My brother
in a tiny apartment with a bunch of strippers was interesting. He
really did hold his shit together more than he normally would have
but he eye fucked the one girl so hard, I thought she was about to
cum in her panties. But we got in and out with hopefully everything
she had there.

I found out who owned
her old place and got permission to get her stuff. Sweet old lady
and I couldn’t wait to share that fucking news with her. Yeah
Birdie, five people at least who give a shit.

Now we were heading back to that fucking
club so I could meet with Tony and his fucking bitch ass boss. I
was gonna have fun with his ass. Fuck him and fuck anyone else who
ever looked at a girl like Birdie and used them like he had her. I
was gonna kill the mother fucker if he didn’t just do as he was
told and then—well she would be better off with him dead and me
behind bars. At least that way I couldn’t fucking hurt her. I laugh
because as much as I know she digs me I know she would dig anyone
who had given her the time of day. Given her a little bit of human
compassion.

~

We walked in Sorority Sisters and Zandor
laughed, “This place is the nicest in the area and it’s shit. When
your dick grows back you need to come to Italy.”

“Anytime you want to compare dick sizes bro,
let me know. Now let’s get shit done.”

It didn’t take much to convince that little
fuck to sell the rights, apparently he owed some people and I shit
you not-- that fucker acted like he wanted to be my friend. The rat
bastard probably would’ve sucked my dick if I would let him. He was
a pathetic excuse for a human being.

Zandor and I sat at the bar waiting for
Larry to look over the paperwork with his lawyer. He had changed,
and it was cool. He saw me looking at him and pried his eyes off of
the red head dancing near him.

“Check this shit out,” he held up a twenty
and she smirked and walked up to him and started dancing.

Zandor showed no emotion when she ran her
fingers up his arm. When she tried to touch his face he pulled back
and shook his head No. She immediately looked nervous. His
eyes cast down and she looked anxiously around. He raised his
eyebrow and again looked down.

I about died watching her reaction to him.
She undid his pants and looked up at him, he shook his head no and
she looked down and was about to pull his dick out and he told her
no. And then Zandor fucking dismissed her. She looked confused, he
handed her a fifty and motioned for her to leave.

When she was out of sight he looked at me
and laughed, “Sweet huh?”

“Yeah it’s cool, Zandor.”

“You need to come hang out, learn some shit.
Unless of course your dick really is fucking shrinking.”

~

I’m not sure what the hell happened but
somehow we ended up with the rights to it all. Everyone was paid
off, that shit would never be seen again and before I walked out of
the club—drunk, I broke that fucker’s nose and told him if I saw
him again I would kill him. The little bitch cried like a baby and
promised he would leave.

Jase picked us up and told me there was no
way in hell we were going back to his place and I told him no way
in hell was I going to my place without telling Birdie she was safe
now. She was fucking safe.

Jase didn’t object which was really cool,
cause his ass always argued about shit like this.

Jase unlocked the door and we walked in, “I
want that key.”

He looked at me funny, “Excuse me?”

“He’s telling you-- you can’t come in and
play without permission Jase. He wants you to stay away from the
girl who has his balls and he…”

“Fuck you Z. I just don’t want her to feel
like this isn’t her place, ‘cause it is.”

“You’re afraid she’ll run away from home
again and he won’t…”

“Zandor you better shut the fuck up…”

Jase and Zandor laughed and I was
pissed.

“After I tell her, your asses can take me
home. It’s not like that-- so shut the fuck up.”


 


 Family
Matters

 


After I got off the phone with Cyrus I felt
better. I knew he was trying to help but I wasn’t used to all of
this. It made me feel like I now owed them, and I had nothing,
nothing of my own, not even underwear.

“So Carly,” Joe Steel sat on the couch next
to me, “How is it-- living with Jase? I mean, I know I live there
but is it what you expected?” Carly’s face turned red and Joe
laughed, “Those four boys were so much fun when they were growing
up.”

I watched as Joe poured a glass of wine. She
handed one to Carly and looked at me, “You feeling any better?” She
reached and felt my head.

“Yes, thank you.”

“I would offer you a glass as well, but
you’re sick,” she rubbed my head and sat back and took a drink. “So
my boys, shall I tell you some stories?”

Carly and I both nodded yes.

“You have to promise not to repeat a word,”
Carly leaned in towards her and I did the same.

“My husband and I met and were married in
less than a week….” I must have gasped because she looked at me and
smiled, “When you know, you know.”

“Sorry-- I didn’t mean to…”

“No, trust me it was shocking to my family,
as well. My parents disowned me and I left with my very tall,
extremely handsome soldier from my home in Italy. I never regretted
my decision to marry Jonathon Steel. I was pregnant immediately
with Cyrus. He was the most beautiful baby I’d ever seen in my
life. I was so afraid that I wouldn’t be able to give him the care
he deserved and Jonathon, oh my-- Jonathon was amazing. He cared
for both of us: he read the same books I had read, and when I was
struggling he was so strong. I remember as a child our whole family
came together when anyone in the family had a child. Each woman
helped the new mother, and I was sure because I didn’t have that
Cyrus would suffer. But I can tell you Jonathon was more than I
needed. Cyrus was such a content baby, no crying unless he needed
to be fed or changed. After three and a half months, Jonathon was
deployed. I wasn’t afraid anymore. Not until five months later I
found out I was two months pregnant. Jovanni or Jase was born a
week after Jonathon returned from sea. It was crazy and wonderful.
It seemed that every time he left I was pregnant but it was
alright. He always ended up home when I was delivering.”

“You miss him,” Carly held her hand.

“Every day,” she took a drink and cleared
her throat. “Jonathon loved our boys as much as he did me. They
were such a hand full and when I grew frustrated—like when Jase
taunted Cyrus cause he was bigger and it would end up in a backyard
brawl. Or when I caught Zandor masturbating over and over again...”
Carly and I both laughed out loud and so did Joe, “Don’t laugh,
boys are very into their penises. Apparently it’s natural. I broke
down one day when I got out of a very cold shower. The boys each at
one point took thirty minute showers each. Jonathon took my hand
and led me to the bedroom and explained it all to me. Apparently
boys have to release, or they wake up with wet nasty sheets. My
husband told me that even the thought of a beautiful woman at their
age would make them need to release. Then he told me every time he
looked at me he felt like he did when he was thirteen years old. He
even said it was a good thing that he left for months at a time or
I would be walking funny every day.”

Carly laughed, “My mom’s friends would say
that’s crude.”

Joe laughed, “But what would Carly say?”

“Well if my husband’s mother wasn’t sitting
here I would say it’s genetic. At least where Jase was
concerned.”

Both of them looked at me, and then away
quickly and I felt my entire face was about to burst.

Joe quickly changed the subject, “I miss my
husband every day.”

“I’m so sorry for your loss,” Carly said
sadly.

“We all lose someone, Carly. You lost your
mother,” Joe looked at her enduringly and then she looked at me,
“You lost both your parents.”

“I don’t remember them,” I said and forced
myself not to cry.

“Mine are gone as well. We weren’t on good
terms, and I regret that every day,” Joe teared up and Carly hugged
her, “Don’t tell my boys please, they don’t see me like this. They
haven’t seen me cry since the funeral for their father. I didn’t
understand why his loss was easier to deal with.” She took a drink
and smiled, “It took forever to understand but I do now. Jonathon’s
love was one without question or interruption. His death was the
same: had he not been there…that day--- I would’ve been. We take
care of those we love, no interruption. From the day I walked away
from my family, I didn’t look back. They gave me no reason to. Now
I understand. It’s been very hard to but I do. If not for Jonathon
I would have married who they had already determined and would have
never had my four beautiful boys.” She looked at Carly, “Twisted
Steel, made beautiful.”

Carly laughed, “Absolutely.”

They both looked at me as if they were
waiting for me to speak, “I don’t know what to say because I don’t
remember.”

“What you say my dear Tara is nothing. You
don’t look back, just forward,” Joe held my hand and smiled.

“I wish I had answers,” I felt like I was
going to cry.

“You decide to move forward but only when
you’re ready. Just let me remind you that we’re here. It’s fate,
just like Jonathon and I, and Carly and Jase meeting….”

“No, Cyrus is my friend we aren’t like that.
He doesn’t do…”

“Cyrus is on his own personal journey. I
have to tell you he is his father through and through. Strong, so
strong for everyone around him. He just has things to get through.”
She looked at Carly, “I’m sorry my dear, Jase is those things as
well but he also has my spirit.”

“I wouldn’t want him any other way,” Carly
laughed.

“Now Zandor, oh my Zandor he has been my
Achilles heel,” Joe laughed, “He’s a momma’s boy. He just fights it
so hard. He was the hardest to handle as a child. Hardest to
soothe, hardest to potty train, hardest to pull off my leg when I
dropped him off at Kindergarten the first day of school, and
definitely hardest to figure out.”

Carly laughed, “Please give us some Zandor
dirt.”

Joe laughed and looked at me, “Can I trust
you with these family secrets Tara?” I shook my head yes. “Good,
okay. One day when I had all four boys cleaned and corralled
getting them ready for church when Jonathon was at sea, I was
franticly trying to find my only white bra, all the others would
have shown through and back then that wasn’t good, especially at
church. Well, all three boys were looking at Zandor and he was
looking down. I was confused at first until this little grin formed
on his mouth and then he looked up at me, ‘Momma, if I tell you
where it is promise not to be angry at me?’ I agreed and he stood
and took my hand ‘I am not to blame Momma, women are beautiful,
soft delicate creatures’ he walked me into his room and pulled a
box out from under his bed. In it was my bra, a pair of panties
that I still to this day don’t know who they belong to, and
magazines. Lots of magazines.” Carly laughed and so did I. “I was
mortified and he could tell, ‘momma’ he said ‘my love of women is
undoubtedly because you are the most amazing beautiful woman in the
world.’ I remember yelling at him that it was sick and disgusting,
he interrupted, he was anxious, ‘Momma, I prefer Blondes. I
fantasize that this bra is theirs when I…, look at the magazine,
busty blondes, the bustier the better. Momma I love big full
beautiful...’ I couldn’t take anymore and then the other three boys
burst out laughing. I grabbed my bra and walked quickly the hell
out of that room.” We all laughed, “I probably would have laughed
but it would have encouraged them further. I was out numbered and
damn it I had to be the Mom and Dad at that time because my big
beautiful twisted Steel man was protecting not only our country but
many others.”

Carly laughed, “I remember when I first met
him.”

“I remember when you first saw Cyrus,” Joe
giggled.

“I hit him in the back of the head,” Carly
laughed.

“And he threw you in the ocean.”

“He did?” I couldn’t see Cyrus doing
that.

“Oh yes he did,” Joe laughed.

“Another time I was pissed at Jase and
trying to walk away from him, Cyrus threw me over his shoulder and
threw me in the SUV and told me I better not get out or something…
I don’t really remember and I smacked him again. He growled and
looked at me, ‘Do it again—harder.”

I laughed and so did Joe, “I can see
that.”

Joe grabbed my hand, “He’s a good man who
has been through a lot. But he is so strong, brave, and full of
love.”

I smiled and nodded in agreement.

There was a knock at the door and I jumped.
Joe patted my knee, “I’ll get it.”

I sat nervously and then I heard Joe
laughing.

Carly smiled, “Zandor is home, and she
didn’t know.”

“The bra boy?” I whispered.

“The what?” I looked up at a very attractive
man and immediately knew who it was, “Zandor.”

“That’s right you must be Tara,” he walked
up and took my hand and pulled me up quickly kissing my hand.

I quickly looked around the room until Cyrus
walked in. I closed my eyes and swallowed hard. Zandor smiled and
let go of my hand, “I feel like I already know you, you beautiful,
exotic Bird.”

Cyrus looked at me, his eyes were softer, he
looked tired. He had on light loose fitting jeans, a black belt and
a black t-shirt, I felt my checks flush and my body felt calm and
warm immediately.

Carly cleared her throat, “So Zandor it’s
nice to see you,” he picked her up and kissed her on the lips and
twirled her around.

“Back off Z,” Jase warned.

“What, I’m extremely happy to see my new
sister. Carly, welcome to the family and Jase, she’s my sister, she
doesn’t even have tits or a vagina anymore. Which is a shame…”

“Zandor,” Joe warned.

“Momma Joe did you miss me? Mmm wine,”
Zandor picked up Joe’s glass and drank it.

“By the looks of two of you, you’ve had
plenty tonight,” Joe laughed and everyone sat.

Cyrus looked at me still standing against
the wall, “Hi Tara.”

Just him saying my name made me smile which
made him smile, “Hi Cyrus.”

“Come sit down next to me, Tara,” I looked
at Zandor and he winked.

“I need to um…a drink,” I walked into the
kitchen quickly and looked through the cupboards trying to find a
glass.

“You don’t know where your stuff is yet?”
Cyrus leaned over me and opened the cupboard and I instinctively
leaned back against him. I looked up over my shoulder and his soft
eyes glazed, “You okay?”

He felt my cheek and I held his hand against
my face, “I am now.”

He didn’t move his hand and his eyes closed,
“I’m a little fucked up Birdie.”

“I can tell,” I turned and hugged him, God
he felt so good, so comfortable.

“We’re friends right?” his hot breath hit my
neck and his breaths became labored.

“Yes,” I pulled back, “Sorry you’re
just—comfortable.”

The corner of his mouth curled up, “You too,
Birdie.”

I turned and reached for a glass and
couldn’t get it. I felt his hands grip my waist and he let out a
deep throaty sound as his fingers slipped up the hem of my shirt.
His finger ran back and forth over my side and I giggled and
squirmed a bit.

He chuckled, “You’re ticklish.” And then my
feet left the ground, “Grab two, Birdie.”

As soon as I turned I smiled at him, “How
was your day?”

“It was a long day but very fruitful,” he
took the glasses and opened the fridge, “What’s your flavor?”

You.

You’re my flavor. I wanted to answer,
“Water is fine.”

“How about some milk Birdie?”

“No, too much…”

“Did you eat today?” He turned and looked at
me with a frown.

“Cyrus, your mother is here.”

He chuckled, “Yeah, my bad.”

“You hungry?” he looked up at me and I
wasn’t sure what the look was he was giving me and then he tried
not to smirk.

My eyes widened and he laughed, “Yeah, what
do you got?”

He walked up to me, he was incredibly close
and I could feel my nipples tingle, I looked down to make sure they
weren’t visible and he groaned and then cleared his throat.

“You still sore?”

I wanted to say yes, I wanted him to touch
me, “No, I just don’t understand…”

“They like me,” he smirked and handed me a
glass.

He opened the fridge, and grabbed some
rolls, “I’m gonna warm these up, you’re going to eat one with
me.”

There was no question, just a directive and
I wasn’t going to fight. I was sitting and watching him. He turned
on the oven, “There’s a microwave.”

He smiled, “Not the same trust me.”

He bent down and opened the cupboard and I
leaned over to watch him. Naked he was fun to look at. Clothed,
just as fun.

I looked away when Jase and Zandor walked in
the room both smirking. I closed my eyes tightly shut and they
chuckled.

“We want some, too,” Zandor chuckled.

“You better be talking about garlic knots
fucktard,” Cyrus stood and turned around.

“Cyrus, your mouth,” I looked up to see Joe
and Carly walking in.

Jase’s phone chimed and he grabbed it and I
watched as his face dropped. Carly was at his side within seconds.
He showed her the text and she rubbed his back, “Momma, we need to
leave now.”

“What-- no sleepover? I was…” Joe began.

“It’s Charlotte, and it’s not good.”

Carly looked at me, “Sorry, another
time.”

I nodded and looked to Cyrus who was staring
at me, he looked towards Jase, “Do you need me?”

“No, I’m sure Little Bell is asleep, but
that means…fuck!”

“Jase, we need to go, this has happened
before it may be nothing,” Carly came over and hugged me.

Joe hugged Zandor and then came over and
squatted in front of me, “I will be back when I can. Get my number
from Cyrus, call me with anything Tara, I was serious when I said
when we let someone in it’s hard for us to let go, impossible
actually.”

She hugged Cyrus and whispered into his ear
and then they were gone.

Zandor looked at Cyrus, “She finally
checking out?”

“Jesus Zandor!” Cyrus looked at him
shocked.

“Well honestly-- she’s fucking old and she’s
been dying for a couple years now and...”

I don’t know what came over me but I started
laughing. Both Cyrus and Zandor looked at me and Zandor smiled and
Cyrus was shocked.

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to...sorry,” I covered
my mouth and Zandor laughed. Again, I have no idea what came over
me but I grabbed his hand and laughed with him.

I heard a slam and looked over at Cyrus
slamming the cookie tray on the stove. Zandor and I both stopped
laughing and he rolled his eyes.

I stood and walked over to Cyrus and rubbed
his back and he stiffened up, “I’m sorry I don’t know what
happened. I really am sorry.”

“Nah don’t be. But Little Bell, fuck!” Cyrus
left the room.

Zandor got up and patted my head, “He’s not
that good at shit like this.”

“I’m normally not either,” I said taking the
knots off the cookie sheet so they didn’t burn.

“I would never admit it to anyone else Tara
but me either, but people die, you can’t bring them back and you
just gotta suck it up and move on,” Zandor flung his arm over my
shoulder and picked up a garlic knot, “Bite?” I nodded and took it
from him, “That’s a very good girl.”

I heard a door slam and jumped. Zandor took
off out the door.

I watched out the window and Cyrus was at
the Jeep. He was pacing and Zandor looked like he was laughing at
him and it also looked like Cyrus was getting very angry.

I saw him talking on the phone and hanging
up. His hands ran through his hair and then he kicked the tire
hard. Zandor laughed at him again and Cyrus pushed him hard and
then looked at the window, I was sure he saw me.


 


 Loaded

 


“Call a cab-- I can stay here tonight,”
Zandor was pissing me off, intentionally.

“She’s off limits to you,” he laughed at me
again and I pushed him, “I’m not fucking kidding, Z.”

“You fucked her already, she’s off the
table. We already established that years ago. Stop being a little
bitch and get inside,” Zandor pushed me back.

I laughed and so did he, “This is so fucked
up. I’m fucking loaded and now I gotta go in there and eat fucking
bread with her? What the hell was I thinking?”

“I already gave her something to eat, isn’t
that why you threw your little tantrum?”

“Fuck you,” I was tired, worn out and really
all I could think about was taking a hot shower and curling up into
bed and sleeping for the next eight hours, with her.

I walked in the house and was met by two
terrified green eyes. She looked at Zandor the same way, “Can I
…I’m going to bed—if that’s alright.”

“Yeah, we kind of need to crash here too,
you good with that?”

She looked afraid and relieved at the same
time as she nodded. “I put the food in the microwave and cleaned up
the dishes, “I’m going to bed. Goodnight.”

She scampered upstairs and I heard the door
shut.

I grabbed both of our bags and headed
upstairs and showed Zandor the spare room, “And where will you
be?”

I shook my head from side to side, “I have
no idea-- see you in the morning.”

I walked into the master bedroom and she was
curled up in a ball setting on the bed, “Mind if I shower in
here?”

She shook her head no and looked at me, “Are
you angry at me?”

“No Birdie, I’m drunk and exhausted and I
…if I were a better man I wouldn’t be in here right now, but I’m
not. I’m gonna take a quick shower and then I’m gonna come out here
and dress. Then I’m gonna lay down and hold you and tell you about
today. Then I’m gonna keep holding you until you fall asleep.”

I didn’t wait for an answer or comment, I
was fucked up and right now I didn’t give a shit about anything
except holding her, and yeah that was wrong but as I said before
I’m not a good man.

When I walked out she was still sitting in
the same spot, “You okay?”

“Yes,” she took a deep breath and looked up
at me, “Are you mad at me? Did I do something to upset you?”

Awe damn Birdie, “No.” I looked at
her – hungry, I was so fucking hungry for her, “I want to be in
this bed again with you. I wanna kiss you, a lot. Hold your body
against mine, smell you, I want you so fucking bad, too much
Birdie, but I won’t take you again. Not now, and not while I’m
fucked up. Are you okay with that?”

She bit her lip and closed her eyes as she
nodded her head.

I laid down and pulled her against my chest
and took a deep breath, inhaling her scent. I want to know exactly
what it is, the smell that makes me want her so fucking badly. If I
knew I would bottle it up and keep it.

I pushed my mouth to hers, but only for a
moment, “You make me so fucking hard, Tara. Every time I think
about you I want to touch you.”

She moaned and I let go of her face and
grabbed her and pulled her onto me. Still holding her hips I pulled
her down and then up again, “Feel how hard you make me Birdie? Feel
my cock against you?” Her moan is answer enough and I fight with
everything I have to not rip her bottoms off, but I know I
can’t.

Instead I hold her ass firmly against me and
push into her, “Birdie I’m not used to wanting something so bad.
But I need you more, I need you to be my friend after all this shit
is done. You need to tell me to stop if this isn’t okay cause right
now, nothing feels more okay.”

I grazed her cheek with my teeth and she
whimpered as I sucked on her throat. She raised her head, her eyes
still closed and I sucked on her neck like I wanted to suck her
clit. I ran my tongue up it, tasting her skin like I wanted to
taste her hot little pussy. I felt her hips start to move against
me, “Awe fuck Birdie that feels good.”

“Yes,” she whimpers and I can’t take
anymore.

My hands run down and I feel her tight
little nipples peaked and hard. I’m completely naked and she’s in
her night clothes and that’s the way it has to stay.

I flip her on her back and my mouth finds
her neck again and I can’t stop myself from sucking --licking her.
I move to her hot waiting mouth and pull her closer to me. Her leg
rests over my hip and my cock is throbbing as I push against her.
She moans and I take the opportunity to slide my tongue inside it.
I brush my tongue up and down hers and then stroke her lips and
take them between my teeth. I want to eat her, so I chew slowly
softly, resisting the urge to bite down on them. I suck and lick
and kiss her hoping this will be enough to get little Birdie out of
my system. But it’s not.

I move back to her neck giving her time to
breathe and then I move to her collar bone. My mouth touches every
inch of it and I have to force myself not to pull her shirt off and
take her tits in my mouth.

Need to slow down. My head races as I
rub her ass, squeezing it tight and she pushes into me. I’m burning
up, every part of me is on fire and I’m fighting—fighting so
fucking hard not to tear off her clothes.

I can’t think, I can’t slow down, “I want
you Birdie-- more than I ever wanted anything in my fucking
life.”

I suck harder on her lips, her neck, her
face. She’s pulling at my hair, grinding against me telling me the
same things not just in action but in words and it’s crazy,
magnificent and I swear I’m in love with this girl.

~

I woke on fire in an empty bed, naked and
shaking like a leaf. I looked at the clock and it was four in the
morning. There was a towel next to me and a washcloth over my head.
I grabbed it and wiped my face. The covers dropped and I swear fire
turned to ice. I needed clothes. I started to get up.

“Hey lay back down,” Birdie was walking into
the room with a sweatshirt and sweatpants. “You’re sick, my fault I
assume. Lift your arms.”

“I can do that,” my teeth chattered, and she
shook her head no.

I wasn’t fighting, I didn’t have it in me so
she knelt beside me and pulled the shirt over my head and it felt
so damn warm, “Nice huh?”

“Yeah, thanks Birdie.”

“I washed it, that’s the one I took from you
that first night so now you get it back,” she smiled sadly, “Okay
now lay back.”

I did as she asked and she lifted the
comforter up off my feet and pulled socks on them. And then grabbed
the sweatpants next to me, “I think I can…”

“Nope, lay down and just push your feet in
and lift your bottom when I get them up.”

She called my ass a bottom and it made me
laugh and she looked up at me and smiled, “What?”

“Nothing.”

She pulled them up and I lifted my
bottom, I swear I felt like I was shoving my dick in her
face and I swear she did her best to try and ignore it.

She handed me a couple Motrin and a glass of
water, “Take these and go to sleep.”

I was still cold, “The heat on?”

“Yes, it’ll feel better in about twenty
minutes. I promise. Try to get some sleep.”

She sat up and reached over me and grabbed
the washcloth and wiped my head causing me to shiver, “Shit’s cold
Birdie.”

“Sorry.”

I took the cloth and tossed it on the
nightstand and pulled her on top of me, “That’s better.” She let
out a deep breath, “This okay?”

“Of course,” her little paws rubbed my
cheeks, “Sorry I got you sick Cyrus.”

“I’m sure it wasn’t intentional.”

~

I woke again and rolled over and felt for
her keeping my eyes closed. My head hurt and I could tell it was
light out. I rubbed her back and damn she had a lot of clothes on.
“You sick again Birdie?”

“No tiger, but if you keep rubbing me like
that I’m gonna expect a blow job.”

I pulled my hand back, “Zandor--- what the
hell are you doing in bed with me?”

“Well the little Bird flew away with Carly a
few hours ago and made me promise to not leave your side. She
wanted to make sure you had someone to look after you.”

I opened my eyes, “Where the hell did they
go?”

“Apparently to a few places to put in
resumes.”

“I said I would help her out.”

“You also said you weren’t fucking her again
and that you weren’t interested in a relationship.”

I looked at him and scowled, “I was fucked
up last night and I told her …fuck I told her we weren’t doing
that.”

“So you didn’t fuck her?”

“No—I don’t think so. Shit Z, I don’t
remember.”

“Well the way her neck looked this morning I
am pretty sure…”

“What’re you talking about Z?”

“Well let’s put it this way, it’s fucking
September and she’s sporting a scarf, which Carly says is fine
because it’s very in style and it matched her eyes and the very
short skirt she was wearing when she left.”

“I gave her fucking hickeys!?”

“Cyrus, you gave her the whole damn
necklace.”

Zandor was laughing and I was feeling like
shit.

“I’m gonna sleep after you tell me what’s up
with Charlotte.”

“She’s in the hospital. Not looking good,
Jase and Momma Joe are there. Carly picked your girlfriend up…”

“She’s my friend,” I corrected him.

“Whatever, anyway Carly picked up
Birdie after she dropped Bell off at school. I’m supposed to
give you these pills and you’re supposed to shut the fuck up and go
to sleep.”

I didn’t fight, I didn’t have it in me. But
I also wondered about last night, too many missing pieces. I
remember kissing, lots of kissing and grinding. I seriously
wondered if I had rug or pant burn on my cock but right now, I was
fucking tired, I didn’t have the energy to check.

~

I woke up to piss. I was sweating like
crazy. I took the quickest, hottest shower I had ever taken in my
life. And no I wasn’t rubbed raw --yeah I checked.

This shit sucked. I was never sick, well not
since I was a teenager and got mono. I dried off and wrapped a
towel around me and went out and tried to find my bag. I threw on
the sweat pants and ran down the stairs. To my surprise, Momma,
Bell, Zandor and Tara were all sitting in the living room.

“Uncle Cyrus do you feel better?” Bell
smiled her big goofy toothless smile and I laughed.

“When are you gonna grow some teeth
Bell?”

She laughed, “When are you gonna learn to
cover up?”

She ran towards me and hugged me tight, well
as tight as an almost ten year old little thing could. I hugged her
quick and then told her, “I think you should stay away, I’ve got
the bug. I don’t want you catching it.”

“That’s a good idea,” Momma said, “Come here
Bell.”

“Just one thing,” I knew what she wanted so
I bent down and she found her bell in the mix of ink that
represented each one of the people I love. She touched my arm,
“Still there.”

“Never goes away,” I winked and she
laughed.

I looked up at Tara and she smiled and
looked down.

“Alright, let me put them to bed,” I looked
up and have no idea why but I looked at Tara for a few seconds too
long because she blushed, “Gotta find a shirt.”

Tara stood up, “I washed the clothes in your
bag. You sit, I’ll get them for you.” And she disappeared down the
hall.

“You sit in the kitchen, I have soup.”

“Thanks Momma.”

We were all in the kitchen when she brought
out my once white long sleeved tee shirt, “Um, I don’t know how
this happened…”

Bell laughed her little ass silly at the
pink shirt Tara held in her hands and Tara’s green eyes
widened.

“Was there anything red in the mix Tara?”
Momma started to laugh.

“Well I didn’t think so but…”

“Real men wear pink, don’t they Bell,”
Zandor laughed.

“Not any that I know.”

Tara’s little lips moved, I knew she was
embarrassed and probably gonna start counting.

“Well now you do, let me see that shirt
Tara.”

She handed it to me and I winked and put it
on, “I bet I make pink look good, don’t I, Bell?”

She laughed at me and so did Tara. She
excused herself and I was sure she was gonna lose it.

I sat and ate a bowl of soup and Bell filled
me in on her Grandmother being in the hospital and the fact that
she was gonna stay the night with Zandor either here or my place
cause Momma Joe was going back to the hospital.

I made up the lame ‘I need to use the
bathroom’ excuse after she had said everything she needed to. I
went upstairs and opened the bedroom door and Tara jumped and
quickly held her hands over something.

“You okay?”

She nodded quickly and shook her head as she
rolled her eyes.

“You hiding something?”

She let out an exasperated breath and I sat
on the end of the bed.

“I found something else that helps when I
get…”

“Anxious?”

She nodded and laughed, “I know they’re good
people, it’s just weird.”

“They’re alright,” I smiled at her and the
way she looked at me demanded further explanation, “I know you had
it different Tara. I know I’m grateful for them, love them, even
when I want to strangle them. They get involved in every aspect of
your life, sometimes you just want to breathe.”

“And sometimes there isn’t enough oxygen in
the world.”

I didn’t know how to take that so I just
stared at her. I was beginning to feel cold again.

She looked down and took a deep breath,
“Sorting.” She smiled when she saw the confusion on my face and
lifted her hand, “By color.”

“Razzles,” I smirked.

“One red, two green…”

“Good,” I reached down to grab and she
covered them up.

“No way,” she smiled.

“Just one,” at first I meant Razzles and
then God I wanted her, a- fucking- gain! She closed her eyes.

“You make me feel so…Cyrus,” I leaned over
and took her hand.

“Tell me what happened last night. Birdie
show me your neck,” I reached up and pulled the scarf away. I saw
the marks, “Please tell me I didn’t hurt you.”

I looked up and she had a scowl on her face,
“You don’t remember,” she whispered.

“Birdie I remember some stuff, but…”

“We kissed a lot.”

“No boundaries crossed?”

“No Cyrus, nothing –we’re friends.”

She started sorting and I could think of
nothing else but helping her so I did.

When we had everything sorted she smiled, “I
got a job today.”

“Really,” okay back it down, that’s what you
wanted Cyrus, Fuck!

“At a gym. I guess it’s near where Carly
works, she’s a member there. It’s nice.”

I watched her talk, watched her lips, God I
loved those lips.

“You’re cold.”

I looked at her eyes and then at my arms. I
had goose bumps, chills.

“Cyrus,” Momma Joe barged in and she looked
upset.

“Everything okay?”

“No, it’s Charlotte,” tears welled in her
eyes and I got up and hugged her.

“She gone?”

“Not yet, but I need to go. Are you sure
you’re feeling okay? I don’t want to leave you. You get, well, out
of it when you’re sick.”

“I was fifteen, Mom.”

“You hallucinated.”

I smiled, “Yeah that was crazy. But I’ll be
fine, go.”

I walked down with her and Zandor was at the
door, “I can drive myself.”

“Yeah you can Momma, but so can I.”

“Bell?” she was a lot like me when it came
to taking care of herself.

“I got it Mom,” I hugged her.

“You’re sick.”

“I can hang out with her,” Tara was behind
us holding Bell’s hand.

“Is Grandma Charlotte finally gonna go to
heaven?”

“Oh Bell, we don’t know anything yet.”

“She’ll see my Momma,” Bell smiled, “She’ll
be all better there.”

I glanced at Tara who was looking down at
Bell in awe. Love pouring from those green eyes. Ripped at my
heart. Bell and her.

“Mom, we got this,” and she nodded and they
left.

“Uncle Cyrus, you should be in bed. Tara do
you like movies?”

“Hey, I like movies. I love movies,” I
smiled at Bell and grabbed her up.

“You better not give me your germs, pal.”
She laughed as I tickled her.

“Fine,” I set her down, “I’ll take the
recliner, you two take the couch.”

The Lorax? So yeah I liked movies, but this
shit. I smiled and sat my ass down. Bell and Tara got drinks and I
heard something popping. Microwave popcorn, so not cool. I have no
clue where my disdain came from for microwave food but I guess I
would have to reel it in tonight.

They pulled the couch apart and made a fort.
Tara was so gentle and calm with her.

“It’s not fair,” I grumbled and Bell poked
her head out.

“What’s not fair?”

“You two are having all sorts of fun and I’m
banished to the recliner.”

Tara scooted out and went to use the
bathroom.

“Is she gonna die?”

I was not sure how to answer that, “Little
Bell, I don’t really know.”

“Sometimes she doesn’t remember me,” damn
what the hell do you say to that?

“She remembers you Bell, you’re pretty
unforgettable. I pushed the foot rest down and leaned forward,
“What you said to Momma Joe out there, that she’ll see your Momma,
she’ll see Charlie. I think that’s how you should always think. You
know that will make three angels in heaven watching over you,
that’s pretty cool, you know.”

“Four, Grandpa Jonathon too.” She held up
four and it made me smile.

I was including him, not the fuck of a
father Charlie had. Lee had kept Bella from Jase, caused my family
to go through hell, so heaven? Well I’m not his judge.

“Four is a great number, perfect
actually.”

“Does it hurt to die? I mean when she goes
to the hospital, she always seems like she leaves in pain. I don’t
want her to hurt.”

I shook my head no and looked up to see Tara
looking sadly at Bell, “You lost your Mom?”

“Yep, she died right after she had me. I
don’t remember her.”

Tara sat down, “My parents died when I was
five, I don’t remember them either. But I know sometimes I think I
remember them sounding like they were in pain. But I think it’s a
different pain than we think it is. Like it just hurts really bad
because they’re leaving us. They need us to be strong for them. So
they can go to…to heaven.” Tara squeezed her hand, “But your uncle
has nasty germs that hurt him so lets you and I get him a drink and
some medicine. Then when he falls asleep, we watch this movie
again?”

They left the room and I closed my eyes. I
was feeling chilled again and I was real happy Tara was here to
deal with that because I know what death sounds like. I got nothing
good to say about it. No PG version of the shit I’ve seen.


 


 Birdies

 


She looked like she was trying to be so
strong. But I imagine she wasn’t. I’d seen lots of kids who had
lost their parents and it was never alright. I’d seen lots of
adults lose theirs and it was equally as hard on them: death wasn’t
alright. It took a part of us, a part we treasure, a part we
love.

She pulled out a coloring book and crayons
and she climbed back into the couch cushion fort and opened her
book, it was fairies, a whole book full of them.

“Wanna color?”

“I would love to,” I watched as she turned
through the pages of already colored pictures trying to find the
right one.

“I make my uncles color with me, Cyrus did
this one,” she pointed to a green fairy, “He tells me they’re
birds, not fairies and I told him they were angels. What do you
think they are?”

I smiled and peeked over at him covering his
face and shaking his head from side to side, “I’m sure it says
fairies on the front of the book, and honestly they kind of look
like angels more than birds.”

She smiled and stuck her tongue out at him
and he did it back to her.

“You should color yours to look like your
mom. That’s what I do usually. Do you still miss her?”

“Of course, her and my Dad. It’s just really
hard to remember them after fifteen years.”

“You should look at pictures,” she smiled,
“That’s what I do. Then I imagine visiting her. Jumping on clouds,
riding on her back. I know it sounds childish, but it helps.”

It was kind of cute that she said it sounds
childish when in fact she was a child, “I will do the imagining
thing, I just don’t have pictures.”

She looked over at Cyrus and then back at
me, “Aren’t the ones in the Jeep yours? Momma Carly said they
belonged to you.”

Cyrus sat up quickly, “Hey Bell…” he was
struggling with what to say but he looked like he saw a ghost. “You
wanna go grab me a bowl of that popcorn?”

“You don’t like microwave things,” she
laughed and got up.

“Yeah, but I’m a little hungry.” His eyes
never left mine.

“Okay.”

The front door opened and Zandor walked in
and he got up and walked to him and whispered something and Zandor
closed his eyes quickly and shook his head before walking into the
kitchen.

“Hey Tara, we need to chat,” he grabbed my
hand and pulled me up and pulled me behind him down the hall to the
other room, a room that looked like an office or library. Once
inside he shut the door behind him and motioned for me to sit.

“I was gonna tell you this last night
but…”

“Just tell me now,” I felt kind of sick to
my stomach.

“I went back to your old apartment and got
your belongings. Then I headed up to Red Hook. The lady who owns
the house was a friend of your parents, she actually tried to gain
custody of you, well that’s what her son said. I guess they were
your neighbors when you were younger.”

He stopped and looked at me, “She was behind
on taxes when she passed away. Her son Mitch was trying to figure
out how to save it and pay the medical bills and well, she passed
away a month ago.”

“How do you know all this?” I know I sounded
angry but I didn’t mean too.

“Lucky I guess, we went into the town office
and asked about it.”

“Why?”

“The bedroom Tara, your bedroom.”

He gave me a few minutes to digest it all
and then continued.

“Real long story short-- Mrs. McGregor
wanted to keep it for you. Apparently you and Mitch were friends
and you spent time at each other’s houses. She and your mom were
close. Tara your bedroom was pretty damn clean compared to the rest
of the place. There was a chest of some sort that held photos, lots
of photos and a few other things. That’s what Bella is talking
about. I brought them back, I thought maybe you’d like to see them,
see your memories.”

I didn’t want to, “I appreciate it Cyrus,
but I don’t want to.”

“Not now, no-- and I understand. But someday
maybe,” he was holding my hand, rubbing my hand. I was angry with
him but I knew it was stupid, I knew it was my own insecurities,
“Talk to me Birdie.”

I swallowed back pending tears, “What if the
memories I see are not what I have held onto, dreamt of for fifteen
years? When I have those dreams it makes the next day better. I
don’t want to give that up.”

“Okay, I get that you’re not ready, I really
do. I do have something else to tell you though.”

I nodded, I couldn’t talk.

“As I said the house was behind on taxes.
Mitch has a family and couldn’t afford to keep it so you Tara, are
the proud owner of your family home. Paper work should have been
filed today.”

“How is that possible? I don’t have
money—Cyrus what did you do?”

“Look it was real cheap, and twenty acres of
land, wooded land comes with it. You can log it, probably pay for
college or to fix up the house, it has strong bones, Birdie. It can
be your home if that’s something you want. If not-- sell it. But it
wasn’t like I had time to talk this over with anyone. He was gonna
sell to a developer, meeting scheduled for the next day. I just
threw him a bone, a little more than what the developer was asking
and he took it. He was pretty damn relieved that you would be the
one to have it. Said it was his Mom’s wish.”

I sat for a minute without talking. I was
grateful for everything he had done. I truly was, but I had all my
life felt that I owed people, I owed so many people for taking care
of me. It wasn’t a good feeling either. But right now he was sick
because of me, and his family was in crisis and I wanted to be
alone but I couldn’t because I owed each and every one of them.

“Tara, look it was cheap…”

“How much?”

“Don’t worry about it, no big…”

“Cyrus, to me it’s a real big deal alright.
For all my life I have been someone’s problem. I can excuse away
the foster families who put up with me…”

“Listen-- I met every one of those families
less than a week ago.”

“What? Why?”

“I made you a promise Birdie, I don’t break
a promise. You don’t owe them shit, okay? They all said how
wonderful you were. They said you had never given them an ounce of
trouble and did more than your share around the homes of the people
who were paid to take care of you Tara. You don’t owe them shit do
you understand?”

Cyrus was masking his anger and I was doing
the same.

“They were good to me.”

“How could they not be Tara?”

I wanted to be alone, just for five minutes
but how do you ask for that from a man like him. A man who risked
so much to take care of you. A man I knew I was falling for. A man
who in the heat of last night told me he was falling in love with
me. A man who didn’t remember he had said those words to a girl
like me, who desperately wanted them to be real.

“I will never be angry at any of them. They
all had reasons for the choices they made Cyrus. Your mother said
the same things to me yesterday. We all do what we have to do. So
please don’t be angry at them.”

“I was real fucking angry at them. For a few
days I was angry at them. But yeah I get it. They kept you safe so
no Tara I can’t stay angry. What made me angry, what fucking tears
at me is that when you were in trouble-- you had nowhere to go. No
one to fall back into. Not angry Tara, fucking crushed for
you…”

“Don’t pity me Cyrus, I won’t have
that.”

“It’s not pity, Birdie.” He stopped himself
from continuing and we stared at each other for a long
uncomfortable moment.

“How much?”

He raised his eyebrow giving me that look
that probably intimidated most people, but not me. Not after
everything I had been through with him, “I’m not afraid of
you.”

His expression softened and he smirked,
“Cracking the inner badass.”

I couldn’t help my hands from grabbing his
face and I tried my best to give him back a threatening look, “And
I’m finding my own inner bitch, so again, how much.”

“Twenty seven grand was the asking, I gave
him forty.”

“Push over,” I smiled and he pulled me
against him.

“You tell anyone, and I’ll kick your little
ass.”

“I’m going to pay you back for
everything.”

“Nah, pay it forward Birdie.”

“It’s a lot of money. How do you have that
kind of money lying around? You must do a lot of tattoos.”

“That’s just for fun Birdie, I have a real
job too.”

“Are you going to be in trouble for missing
so much time?”

“Nope, I’m good.”

“Yes you are.”

He grabbed my shoulders and held me away
from him and looked at me in mock shock, “You flirting with me
Birdie?”

I shook my head no and smiled.

“Friends don’t do that shit, girl,” Cyrus
kissed the top of my head and then looked at the scarf and let out
a sigh, “Or that. You gotta keep me in check now that you’re a bad
ass Birdie.”

“Sure, I’ll try.”

The door opened and Bell popped her head in,
she giggled, “Oops… sorry-- but I gotta pee.”

She was so cute, so sweet. It was so strange
to me that after all the loss she had suffered she looked
completely at ease, “You’re a beautiful little girl.”

She smiled and then laughed, “I’m gonna pee
my pants.”

Cyrus laughed and finally let go of me, “We
wouldn’t want that now would we? Alright Birdie—Tara and I will
give you some privacy.”

I was putting the couch back together when
Cyrus’s phone rang. He looked at it and took in a deep breath,
“What’s up Jase?”

He left the room and Bella came out, “You
gonna look at the pictures and stuff?”

She seemed excited and I didn’t want to tell
her no but I couldn’t do it, not yet, “I’m not brave enough to do
it yet, Bella. It’s been fifteen years.”

She looked at me thoughtfully and then Cyrus
came back in the room, “Hey Little Bell, your Dad wants to talk to
you.”

He looked at me and I saw pain. I sat down
and she plopped down next to me.

“Hey Daddy…okay…can you please tell her I
love her,” her eyes, my God-- her eyes were so full of hurt. “No
Daddy I’m not brave enough to do that…Please don’t make me…I’ll
consider it…okay…no, I want you and Momma Carly and Momma Joe to
stay with her…I don’t want her to be afraid and if you’re all there
she won’t be…okay Daddy…I’ll try…I love you too.”

She handed Cyrus back the phone and wrapped
her little arms around me and her body shook. I held her tightly as
Cyrus watched and listened to Jase on the other end.

“Nah, she’s good… We’re good… We’ll take
care of it… Sorry about all this Jase… Love you bro…see you
then.”

Cyrus hung up the phone and squatted down in
front of Bella and I, “You know, I can take you.” She shook her
head no and closed her eyes, “Look at me Little Bell. You are the
bravest girl I know. You can do this. I will be there, Dad will be
there, Zandor can be there too, we’re family…”

“I’m a girl, I don’t always have to be
brave, right Tara?”

Right then and there I knew what I had done.
I had told her I wasn’t brave and that made her fear something she
had not before.

“Sure, but is it because I said I wasn’t
brave?” she shrugged. “You know, there has never been a night when
I didn’t wish, right before I fell asleep that I could say
goodnight to my parents one more time.”

Her eyes saddened and she leaned further
into me, “I don’t wanna say goodbye.”

“No, I’m sure you don’t,” God this hurt.
“There’s lots of things people don’t want to do every day and many
times it’s out of fear Bella, and it holds us back. I’m sure you’re
one of the bravest girls in the whole world and I’m sure whatever
you decide will be just fine. But maybe you could try, just try to
think about what would be good about seeing her again.”

“If I try, will you?”

“Sure Bella.” I held her close and rubbed
her back.

I looked up and Cyrus smiled. He looked
tired, so tired. I reached out to feel his head.

“I’m good Tara, you good?”

“Yes,” I looked down at the little angel in
my arms.

“You good Bella?”

“I’m good. Can we look at your stuff in the
Jeep?”

“Little Bell, when she’s ready okay, we
don’t push.”

I let out a deep breath and Zandor walked
out, “How about you and I go get some sleep Little Bell?”

“I want to be brave for Tara.”

I looked down at her smiling face and there
was no way I could tell her no. I couldn’t expect something from a
child that I couldn’t do for myself, “Okay. But promise if I do
this you’ll at least try tomorrow okay?”

She smiled and shook her head yes. She
looked at Cyrus, “Go, get on it.”

Cyrus and Zandor both walked outside and I
snuggled that little girl tight. I couldn’t tell her how scared I
was. I couldn’t tell her that I was so afraid that my memories
where what kept me going and I couldn’t tell her that if I was
wrong. If they were all imagined I was going to fall apart. And I
couldn’t do that, not in front of her or anyone else.


 


Gloves Off

 


“This is a bad fucking idea,” I looked at
Zandor and he shrugged, “No bro, you don’t get it. She might wig
out and then what.”

“She’s doing this for Bella, a kid, I’m sure
she can keep it in check.”

“No Z-- I don’t know if she’ll be able to,
and then what?”

“Look, you keep looking at her like she’s
some weak needy pile. She’s not, that girl is fucking tough,
Cyrus.”

Okay now that pissed me off, “You don’t know
her!”

“I know women C, she’s strong.”

“I know women too Z, and she isn’t,” I
snapped at him, the cocky fuck!

“You wear blinders with that one…”

“What’s that supposed to mean!?”

“Listen, you feel like shit today, you’re
moody as fuck and you’re taking it out on me. She’ll be fine. When
she’s done and Bella is ready to go to bed then you pick her up and
get her through it, that’s what you want to be for her, so fucking
be it.”

“What the fuck is that supposed to
mean?!”

“Listen, this isn’t my deal it’s yours-- but
from the outside it kind of looks like you love the girl.”

I sure as hell wasn’t gonna confirm his
suspicions, fuck I wasn’t going to deny them either but
truth is, none of it mattered. “Not gonna happen Bro.”

When we walked in she was trying to mask the
anxiety I could see all over her, I never intended to put her
through this shit.

“Tara, give me a minute,” I set the box down
and walked into the kitchen.

She walked out and looked at me, her green
eyes were all fucking glassy, “It’s gonna hurt. But there’s nothing
but love in there Birdie, okay.” She shook her head yes, “I should
lie and say I didn’t look through everything, cause saying it out
loud makes me should like a nosey bitch but I did. Your childhood
was a dream Tara Gardner. They loved you and if you believe half
the shit Bell and I do about angels you’ve got two sittin’ up there
who have been watching you for years.”

She closed her eyes tight and shook her head
no. One little tears fell and it was like a flood over my heart.
“Look, you have friends Tara, friends who want what’s best for you.
Not fake little fucks like Tony, but the real deal. As annoying as
Carly can be to me, that girl liked you from the get go,” I wiped
her tear. “Even when she thought Jase had played with your titties
Tara, she could see the good in you. She could tell you were worth
taking a chance on letting into her little circle of people. None
of us will let you fall. We got your back now, and trust me some
days you’re gonna wake up and be pissed off that they smother you
but today, right now, while you thumb through those memories,
Little Bell present or not-- you let us hold you up, you fall into
us.” I really meant me but again I couldn’t do that to
her—ever.

She took a deep breath and pursed her lips
as she blew it out slow, “Okay, let’s do this.”

She smiled and rolled her neck like a
fighter would as the bell rang and I laughed, “You ready to fight
the unknown, Birdie?”

She smiled, “I am.”

I put my fists up and she laughed and did
the same touching hers to mine, “That’s the way you do it
girl.”

I hung my arm over her shoulder and we
walked in, Zandor gave me a look and I really hope he felt the
daggers I was shooting at him.

“I’m gonna head to the store and grab some
breakfast food. What do you feel like cooking for me in the morning
Tara?” And he was back, cocky fuck. Thank God cause this deep shit
was for the birds—or for the Birdie.

“Whatever you want is fine,” she said eyeing
the boxes.

I looked at Zandor knowing where his head
was at and a smirk crept up his lip and he turned and left. Good
thing too cause if he ever thought about her that way again I was
gonna fucking choke him.

“Come on,” Bell took her hand and pulled her
down in front of the three boxes I had brought.

“Start here alright?” I pulled the biggest
one in front of her, “In order.” I pulled out the pile of photo
albums.

Bella climbed on her lap, thank God she was
small for her age cause Birdie was certainly little.

Bella took the book out of my hand, “Bella,
maybe she wants to…”

“She’s fine Cyrus, really.” She looked over
Bella’s shoulder as she opened the page to her pink baby book.

“You were only five pounds and ten OZ’s.
What on earth are OZ’s?”

Tara laughed, “Ounces.”

“You were little. Oh and your birthday is in
like three days! We have to have a party!”

Bella was so excited.

Tara smiled as she watched over her
shoulder, it was almost like she was hiding behind her. I couldn’t
help myself from moving over closer to her. She leaned against me
and damn if it didn’t feel good. Not like raging hard on good
either, just good. Man I was a dick even thinking about raging hard
on's!

We went through the first book in record
speed. I wasn’t sure she had a chance to digest it all, but I
wasn’t really sure it’s what she wanted to do right now, and I
couldn’t fucking ask her either, not in front of Bella, see damn
it, women were trouble!

Bella started grabbing for another book,
“Look at the covers Bell, they have numbers. Let’s do this in
order.”

The next book was full of pictures of her
and family, tons with her Dad which wasn’t unusual, “Mom’s barely
make appearances in these kinds of things, they’re always holding
the camera.”

She smiled and quickly looked back. Lots of
firsts, no different than the books on our shelves at home. First
holidays and Birthdays and vacations. Tara’s family seemed to be at
a beach, but it was a lake.

When we got to book four, there were photos
of her at Disney, “You went to Disney!”

Tara got a little teary eyed, “I guess I
did.”

We spent a little over an hour going through
the books and then when Bella was yawning and about to pounce on
the box of letters and other photos I found I stepped in. Tara must
have been exhausted and I was, too.

“Hey Bella it’s a lifetime of stuff in here.
Let’s get some sleep and after we go to the hospital tomorrow to
see your Grandma Charlotte and if Tara feels up to it, and if she
wants to share she can okay?”

“You trying to trick me into going?”

“A deals a deal, Little Bell,” Zandor walked
in and pulled her up, “Let’s get some sleep. Tara I hope you don’t
mind but I borrowed a night shirt for Bella to wear.”

Bella laughed when Zandor held up the silky
emerald green pajama top.

Tara did too, “That would be fine.”

Zandor glanced at me trying to hold back a
smile, knowing damn well that shit pissed me off.

Bella hugged Tara, “You did a good job.
See-- you’re brave.”

Tara hugged her back, “So are you, Miss
Bell.”

Bella jumped on me and kissed me on the lips
and laughed.

“Bell what the hell…I mean, what was that
for?”

“If I get sick, I don’t have to go. If it
takes a couple days for the germs to invade, I get to miss a few
days of school and hang out with you guys,” Tara laughed at her and
she ran up the stairs.

“She is such a sweet kid,” Tara started to
stand up and I pulled her back down, a little more forcefully than
I planned and she fell on my lap.

“Sorry that wasn’t planned, but well—you
wanna talk?”

“No I really would like to go upstairs take
a bath and sleep. I have two days before I start my new job and I
would…oh God that was a lot,” she covered her face and her
shoulders shook.

I sat behind her and pulled her back against
me, “Good though Birdie. They loved you.”

“I love them, I remember them,” she pulled
forward and stood up wiping her eyes and started to walk away. She
stopped and turned as I was standing, “Are you feeling
alright?”

She walked up and felt my head, “I’m fine
Birdie.”

“You’re warm,” she pulled her hand away.

“I’ll be fine, why don’t you go take your
bath. I’m gonna warm up some soup and…”

“No sit,” she pushed me towards the
recliner, “I’m going to get you some.”

“Birdie you take care of you…”

“I want to take care of you, first,” she
didn’t wait for a response, she turned and walked away.

I was pretty sure she needed some time and I
was real sure I was feeling like nine day old unwashed desert ass
right now so I sat.

~

I must have fallen asleep for a moment
because I woke to her feeling my head again.

“I’m good Birdie.’

“Okay here’s your soup, I didn’t warm it in
the microwave.”

“Thank you,” I knew I was staring and I knew
she was feeling uncomfortable. “Go take a bath Birdie, I swear to
you I can figure out the spoon.”

She reached down and rubbed my head, “I
don’t know what I did to deserve you in my life. I don’t know if my
parents begged God to save me, or if it was just dumb luck. But
Cyrus I know that if they’ve been watching, they’ve seen a lot of
things that they wouldn’t be proud of me for and I know that from
now on I am going to make them proud. Thank you so much for all you
have done—for me.”

She cupped her little hands under my chin
and kissed me. Her lips felt as soft as I imagined angel wings
would. She didn’t pull away, she held her lips to mine and let out
the sweetest little breath before turning to walk away.

Fucking Vagina, vagina, vagina! I was
seriously concerned that my balls were leaving me and you know
what, I sometimes need to make sure they’re still there, so yeah I
checked and guess what, they were still there. Thank. God.

~

I ate and put my bowl in the sink, I grabbed
a glass of water and filled it up and slammed it. Hydration,
that’ll help me feel better. When I felt better maybe I could step
back and look at this like I should be looking at it. Clear headed,
not fucking birds chirping and shit.

I opened the door and Bella was all curled
up sound asleep. I opened the next door and Zandor was doing the
same. I felt like fucking Goldilocks trying to find a bed that was
just right, and Truth is, I knew where I wanted to be.

I opened the door and she wasn’t in bed. I
heard the shower running and immediately worried she had slipped,
it had been twenty minutes since she came upstairs. I knew this
because I watched the damn clock, every minute that ticked past to
be sure I gave her some breathing room.

I walked in and she was crouched down in the
shower with a wet towel wrapped around her crying. I turned off the
freezing cold shower and grabbed her hand, “Birdie, I thought you
were relaxing in a bath.”

“I’m not ready yet.”

I grabbed a fresh towel and wrapped it
around her, “Talk to me.”

“I’m confused,” she shook her head from side
to side, “I’m happy and sad, relieved and worried. It’s crazy, so
crazy.”

I walked her shivering into the master
bedroom and fuck if I wasn’t cold too, “You’re shaking, Cyrus.”

“You are too, come on get in bed,” She
climbed in and I lost the shirt, opting for her body’s heat
instead.

It was instant, as soon as I laid down she
was wrapped around me, making these little noises as she scooted in
closer, tighter against me.

“Talk to me,” I rubbed her back and she
started tracing the mirror.

“You talk, I’ve talked more tonight than I
have in years,” I looked down and she was all over that tattoo.

She was rubbing it back and forth, “Birdie
what are you doing?” I held my hand over hers.

“Erasing it,” she looked up at me, “I wish I
could you know, take this away.”

“That’ll never go away. It stares at me
every day.”

“Well I wish I could. Maybe if you face it
head on, like I did down there it’ll feel better.”

“Birdie it’s not just there, alright.”

“It’s what you see in you, and it’s not
true,” she rubbed lower across the V.

“Hey Birdie, you probably shouldn’t do
that,” I meant it too, it felt good, too good.

She pulled her hand up, “Truth should be
here Cyrus, your heart tells the truth.”

Now her little paws were rubbing across my
heart, and my nipples. Now Jase has nipple issues, loves his played
with enough to pierce them. I on the other hand, never dug that
until right this second, and with everything I had I was not gonna
do shit with her tonight, just hold her. Take care of my friend. My
naked as a jay bird friend who was wrapped around me rubbing on
me.

She was sensing my frustration and I pulled
her leg up further, honestly so I didn’t hump her leg like the damn
dog I was. Fuck-- she did shit to me!

“Tell me please.”

“Broken mirror, six pieces. Momma Joe, Dad,
Jase, Zandor, Xavier, and…” I cannot believe I am gonna tell her
this shit, “Julie.”

“Oh,” most girls would retreat when they
heard another chick’s name but not her, she rubbed it again.

I was fucking cold again and she was warming
me so I let her continue.

I looked down wanting to see her expression
and she looked up at me. She kissed me, She. Kissed. Me. I didn’t
start it this time. And thank God she pulled away, and then kissed
my cheek and my nose? What the hell was that about?

“I’m sorry, so sorry.”

~

I woke and felt better. I opened my eyes and
it was only six thirty. Immediately I thought the whole Julie thing
pushed her to the edge. I ran down the stairs and she was at the
stove.

Her hair was up on top of her head in a
ponytail. Cute as shit, but even better was that tight ass tank top
and my fucking boxers hanging off her ass cinched at the side with
something. Yeah I was hard as fuck, insta-stiff. What happens
next…?

“Uncle Cyrus!” Bella dove on my back and I
crashed into the back of her.

I quickly braced my hands on either side of
the stove so I didn’t push her any more than I already had. She
turned around quickly and I swear I was dying here. She looked down
to see what the hell was going on and her jaw dropped and then
snapped shut and she closed her eyes really tight which made me
laugh a little. She looked up at me and then her eyes widened.

“Hey Bella, good morning,” I looked over my
shoulder and she was laughing.

“What are you making?”

As if on cue, Zandor walked in and started
singing, “Hanging round. In the kitchen by myself and I had not
enough time to eat it all up by myself and there she was like
double cherry pie, yeah there she was like disco super fly, I smell
socks and pancakes.”

“Socks and pancakes?!” Bella laughed and
dove onto Zandor.

“Oh maybe not socks, maybe it’s your breath
let’s go brush those teeth,” Zandor winked and whisked her out the
door.

I didn’t move and she looked down again and
then looked up at the ceiling and let out a slow steady breath,
“You feel better?”

I chuckled, “Do I?”

She smirked and bit her lip.

“We making pancakes or burning them?”

“I was doing just fine until you
--interrupted,” she giggled and turned around.

“I was doing just fine until I saw you in my
underwear.”

“I got up at five and did laundry, I threw
everything in and I had no clean underwear.”

“Oh I see. So all those ones Carly picked up
are dirty already. Tara, you don’t have to make up excuses I
totally get why you’d want back in. But this friend thing isn’t
gonna work if you keep coming on so strong.”

She giggled, “I’m coming on strong? You
nearly speared me from behind.”

I smiled, “Don’t say shit like that.”

She cut a pancake and lifted the fork to my
mouth, “Then don’t do shit like that.” She smiled and I opened my
mouth, “Now eat.”

Holy shit the look she was giving me was
fucking hot. I took in a deep breath and nearly choked.

“You’re supposed to chew first,” she laughed
and grabbed her glass of water, “Now drink. They’re not clean until
they’re washed.” She turned around and I leaned against the counter
and watched her flip the pancakes.

I had no idea what she was talking about,
all I knew was those little Razzles were real fucking alert.

When I looked up she was shaking her head
from side to side, she saw me checking out her tits,
busted.

“They like me.”

“Of course they do.”

Bell and Zandor came back in and Zandor
looked down at me and mumbled under his breath, “Put that shit
away.”

“I’m gonna go shower,” I made it out safe
and undetected by little eyes.

I’m really hoping this is quick, I fucking
needed to fucking cum.


 


 Driving
Stick

 


I was washing the dishes when he finally
came down, “Where is everyone?”

“You want some coffee?”

“Sure, any food left?” He sat down and
smiled at me.

I pulled the plate out of the oven, “Still
warm, and no microwave. So you were gone awhile. Um, Zandor got a
call and was asked to bring Bella immediately. She was nervous and
I let her go through a box, she found a little pink blanket which
she said made her feel brave.”

“I should go…”

“Nope I talked to Carly, she said you should
stay and get better. Sleep another day because apparently you’re
gonna be needed. She is going to swing by in a few hours and teach
me to drive. Which I told her I really didn’t need to…”

His eyebrows shot up, “She’s going to teach
you? Hell no, I’ll teach you.”

“Well, I think she needs a break and
well…”

“No, not gonna happen. I’m gonna teach you
and you’re gonna learn on stick.”

He shoved the food in his mouth and threw
back the coffee, hot coffee I might add, and he immediately went to
the faucet and stuck his mouth under it. He had to bend down pretty
far. He was tall, he was built and his ass was so damn nice, almost
as nice in those jeans as in the buff. I don’t know what my problem
is but he was like a hot fudge sundae on the hottest July
night.

He turned around, “Go get dressed, I’m going
to teach you how to drive.”

“Carly and I are going to….”

“Not gonna happen,” he called over his
shoulder and walked out of the room.

~

“Alright, make sure it’s out of gear. Push
in the clutch, hold the brake and turn the key. Simple you got
this.”

He was eerily very calm, and I wasn’t. I
wiped my sweaty palms on my jeans and then did as he said.

“Push it up to first gear, now ease off the
clutch and push the gas, gently. Slow and easy Tara, take your
time, get the feel of it. No need to rush it. You’ll feel the
engine talk to you alright?”

Oh, my God. I’m not going to be able to do
this with him. I was not feeling the engine I was feeling his voice
and his command. But I would be damned if I wouldn’t try.

“That’s it Tara, you’re doing great. Okay
pull on out towards the street…”

“WHAT!?” The Jeep jerked back and forth and
then stopped.

He laughed, “Keep calm Birdie, you got
this.”

“No I don’t. We were going to drive to a
parking lot and practice Cyrus, I don’t even have my permit.”

“You’re not playing with the girls now
Birdie, come on lose the shirt and let’s do this.”

He reached over and put the Jeep in neutral
and pressed my legs down, “Ease into it, no harsh moves. Nice and
easy.”

“I don’t want to,” when he chuckled I
realized I was pouting and then I decided not to.

I didn’t listen, I drove around the parking
lot getting the feel of things. He was right, apparently he wasn’t
trying to get me all hot and bothered.

“You like Carly?”

“I trust her.”

“I’m glad,” he sat back.

“Do you trust her?”

He looked at me oddly, “Sure with some shit,
of course.”

I was going to ease into this, nice and slow
just like I was driving this Jeep, “Did you trust Julie?”

He shifted and I looked over, “Eyes in front
of you, on the road. A vehicle can be a weapon. Big responsibility,
head in this Birdie.”

He was dodging and I didn’t want to push,
but I wanted to know, “Did you love Julie?”

“Tara, not gonna happen.”

“Why is it okay that you know everything and
I know so little?”

“It’s in the past alright?”

“Carly said she was an ex-girlfriend.”

“Did she now?”

“Yes.”

“What else did she say?”

“That she was …that you blame yourself for
her being on drugs.”

“Tara, not something I care to discuss.”

“But it still hurts you.”

“No it really doesn’t.”

He laughed and I knew better. I knew because
as hard as life had been, there are moments. Little things in some
people’s eyes, be it a movie, a song, a talk with a child. Moments
that change us forever.

I wasn’t going to push him, but I knew as
soon as he could see what I could see, what everyone around him
could see he would have that moment. But it had to be when he was
ready.

“Alright Tara, let’s get out there.”

I did, I drove onto the road and there were
other cars, it wasn’t overwhelming, I didn’t have to count.

We were at a red light and I looked over and
watched his hands. He was rubbing them up and down his legs
slowly.

“Birdie it’s green.”

I hadn’t noticed. I was watching him, his
hands.

I laughed at myself and he chuckled, “Let’s
go.”

I must have put it in the wrong gear,
because the Jeep started jumping and he was pushing my legs down on
the pedals. We stalled and I couldn’t stop laughing and neither
could he. He leaned over and kissed me. Possessively he held my
head against his. His mouth covered mine and I held his face in my
hands. I tilted my head back needing a breath, needing everything
to stop spinning.

My hands rubbed his knees, just like he was
doing before. I wanted him so badly. My hands rubbed up his leg and
I didn’t stop there, I felt him. Hard, so hard and I could feel the
heat coming off of his body.

One hand was behind my head, the other up my
shirt. Pinching, pulling, rubbing my breast. He pulled back and
looked angry, frustrated, absolutory positively beautiful. He was
the sexiest man I had ever laid eyes on. His looks alone could
ignite a desire so deep inside me that I felt like liquid heat. I
pulled his hand between my legs and rubbed against it. He bared his
teeth and I swear I was soaked, wet, drenched.

“Cyrus,” I didn’t care where I was, my
inhibitions melted away. I didn’t care that he was watching me. I
wanted him to see, to see what he did to me.

“Fuck Birdie! We need to get back. You’re
gonna cum right here and I want to be on you, in you, I wanna hear
you scream my name. I want to feel your wet little pussy sliding
around me. I wanna…”

He stopped and tried to pull his hand away,
“No, don’t please.”

“Birdie we got the police coming up to your
window. Don’t say shit and agree with everything alright?” I nodded
and sat back, “Roll down your window.”

He leaned across me and planted his big
strong hand between my legs and his finger stroked me.

“You have a broken down vehicle-- you should
put your hazard lights on,” he looked in and I smiled.

“Sorry officer,” I tried not to move or
breathe after that because I’m pretty sure I moaned.

“Can I see your license and registration
please ma’am?”

“Yeah we were just talking about that, she
left her purse home. Is it possible you run her name. Carly Smythe
Steel. I’m her husband Jase Steel,” Cyrus stuck out his free hand
and shook the officers.

“Nice to meet you Mr. Steel. You own Steel
industries?”

“Well my entire family does, but now I’m the
egomaniac in charge. Right Baby?”

I smiled and shook my head. He continued
rubbing me and still I didn’t dare speak but when I could I was
going to yell at him for lying to an officer of the law.

“Let me check this name against the plates
Mr. Steel…”

“Jase Steel,” Cyrus corrected him.

“Alright, sit tight.”

Cyrus sat back and laughed to himself.

“That’s wrong!” I hissed at him.

“Nope, not yet it’s not.”

I had no idea what he had planned but he
looked like he was intent on doing something.

Cyrus jumped out of the Jeep and I watched
as he walked around the back. The office got out of his vehicle and
I watched in the mirror as they chatted. Cyrus laughed and then the
officer laughed and I was pretty sure we had not just gotten Carly
in trouble. Thank. God.

Cyrus opened the door, “Carly, unfortunately
your license has your maiden name on it still. I asked you to
change that Baby.” I opened my mouth and he covered it, “He
understands, no big deal. We just gotta get that done. Climb on
over.” He reached out and shook the officer’s hand and got in.

“That did not just happen. Is she getting a
ticket?”

“Yeah she is,” he was trying not to smile
and failing miserable.

“Why? Why would you do that to her?”

He stopped laughing and started the Jeep,
“She had it coming.”

“Because she told me about Julie?”

“That shit’s in the past, not going to
revisit it.”

He was quiet for a while and then he looked
at me, “You wanna fix that today?”

“Fix?”

“The ink.”

“Oh, are you sure you feel up to it?” I
reached over and felt his head.

“Pretty sure it was a forty eight hour
thing, same as it was for you.”

“Okay then, sure. But shouldn’t we…you check
in and see if your family needs you?”

“Jase and Zandor will call if they need
something. Can’t sit around all day again.”

“Sure, I’m just not sure what I would do to
cover it.”

He chuckled, “That’s easy.” I looked at him,
“You trust me?”

“More than anyone else I’ve ever met.”


 


 Uncaged

 


The shop was closed for another hour so we
had plenty of time to do what I had planned. She seemed a bit
nervous, “You alright?”

“I am. Kind of excited to get rid of this,
but I really don’t like the pain,” she smiled up at me, “But it’ll
be worth it, to be done with that part of my life completely.”

“Cool, so anything specifically you’d
like?”

I flipped on the light to my room and she
looked around at all the black and white photos on the walls, “Are
these yours?”

“Sure are, places I’ve been. Okay Birdie
lose the pants,” I really liked saying that to her, too much, I
liked it too much.

She looked up at me and then quickly down as
she unbuttoned her pants and then she did this little thing with
her hips as she wiggled them off. And yes, I wanted her on my cock
when she did that little wiggle and no this wasn’t the time or the
place to be thinking about that.

“You need some help?”

She laughed as she hopped around on one foot
trying to pull her leg free, “No I think I can do this.”

I wanted to do that, real fucking bad. Those
little blue lace panties were so hot, just like the green ones,
just like anything that covered the hottest little pussy I had ever
touched. It was that right? I was whipped by that sweet little
cunt, not the girl… and I could deal with that.

“Cyrus?”

My eyes swept up slowly, I wasn’t even going
to try to hide that I had been looking at her, what was the
point?

“Yeah Birdie let’s do this. Hop that fine,
fine little ass up on the table.”

She smirked, “If we’re gonna be friends do
you think you should talk to me like that?”

“You were supposed to work on being ugly. I
can’t hold up my end of the deal if you’re not gonna.”

“Yeah.” She grinned and looked away.

“Lay back now Birdie. I wanna show you what
I’m gonna do to you.”

She laid back and I grabbed a blanket out of
the cupboard and covered her, and no-- I didn’t want to.

I grabbed a little white board and a marker,
I drew a circle and the plus. “This is what we’re working with. I
want to do a bird cage, small dainty like you. But the pisser is
the circle should be filled in. I was thinking not completely but,
swirls like this, thicker over the plus sign and smaller off of it.
The door of the bird cage has to be open and at some page in the
future, probably not today, a bird taking flight away from its
cage. What do you think?”

She swallowed and smiled, “I think it’s
perfect.”

“I am gonna go fast, get this done before
Kat and the others get here. What music do you like?”

“Um anything, everything. It really doesn’t
matter.”

“It matters, Metal, Rock, Pop, come on girl
you have to have an opinion on something Birdie. What do you like?
What gets to you?”

I know I was a little on edge, okay a lot on
edge but I was nearing completion on what I promised her. She had a
place, a job, a life where she got to take charge and control of
her destiny. She was safe, she didn’t even realize how safe yet.
Tony was long gone, last I checked George said he was in the
mid-west, Missouri. That’s where he was from before he ran away
from home at sixteen. Fucked up story, as much as I hated that
bastard and would rip his throat out if he ever came back here, I
really hoped he could get his shit together. I despised weak fucks
who let drugs take over their whole lives. And now, Birdie’s tattoo
was getting fixed. Promise fulfilled, job well done soldier.

“Hey, did you hear me?” Birdie sat up and
looked at me.

“No, sorry I was just thinking.”

She smiled, “Thinking is good right? Why be
sorry about it?”

“Music Birdie, choose now.”

“Rock.”

“That’s perfect.”

I turned on the tunes and grabbed my
tools.

“Let’s get this shit done,” I clapped my
hands together and rubbed them fast and hard heating them up, “You
cold?”

“Nope, let’s get this over.”

She was nervous, cute as shit but I wanted
her strong, tough, I didn’t want anything to ever cage her
again.

I started when Alice in Chains Voices
did, love this tune. Definitely something to focus on cause the
damn voices in my head were perverted, unruly teenage boys lately.
I was jerking off these days!? What the fuck was that about.

The song ended and I looked up at Birdie,
“How we doing?”

“Good, you like that song?”

“Yeah I do.”

Stone Sour Tired was rocking in my
head until Birdie giggled.

I sat up and looked at her, “Tickle?”

“No, did they just sing pulling down my
little penis?”

“What?!” she was laughing and now I was.

“I am almost positive he sang pulling down
my little penis.”

“Nah Birdie, Pulling down a little piece,”
which was just as bad, all I could think is little penis and her
little piece that my forearm was resting on, “Can you keep it
together so I don’t fuck this up?”

“Sure, I’ll try,” she smiled as she laid
back down.

It was quiet for a few minutes and she let
out a slow deep breath.

“You alright?”

“Am I allowed to talk?”

“Talk not laugh. What’s up?”

“The beginning of this song said your
name.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yep.”

“Sirens Birdie, It’s called Sirens.”

“Nope they said Cyrus.”

“Alright Birdie, so far you’ve talked about
a song that said pull my little penis down and now this one has my
name?”

“Yes but by noooooo way are the two
connected,” she started giggling and I stopped. She propped herself
up on her elbows and looked at me, “No way connected.”

“Would you lay your ass down and let me do
this? Damn you’re full of it today.”

“No, I’m just happy.”

“Oh yeah?”

“Yep, my good friend Sirens,” she stopped
and laughed, “Well Cyrus did the sweetest thing for me.”

“He’s not sweet,” I reminded her because
obviously she wasn’t getting it. I was a dick.

“Well anyway, I feel free. Your niece played
a big part in that too. If she can smile, and laugh, and be happy…
so can I. Someone loved me once, two people loved me.”

“Of course they did Birdie, they do,” I had
to look away from those eyes right now or I might actually say shit
I regretted or cry like a little bitch. My fucking chest actually
burned. I wanted to leave the room, I needed a fucking minute, but
I couldn’t leave her.

“There’s regret, deep regret that I didn’t
trust my feelings about Tony. That I felt I needed him to …well it
doesn’t matter that’s the past. All of it’s in the past, thanks to
you. After you fell asleep last night I went through the boxes, all
of them and I remembered,” tears welled in her eyes. “The dreams
that I had at night Cyrus, were real, they weren’t imagined. I know
my Dad used to take me fishing. He worked at a training facility
for the division for youth, I remember going there when he played
basketball on Sunday’s. My Mom danced, well on Saturdays she taught
dance and she danced with me all the time. She did give me
breakfast in bed, did you know that?”

“Yeah Birdie I saw the picture, both of you
had crowns on.”

“It was mother’s day, I remember it because
I wanted to make her breakfast in bed and give her the card I had
made in kindergarten and she made me breakfast instead. ‘It’s both
our days Tara, I’m a Mom because of you,’ I remember that.”

I reached up and wiped her tears and she
laughed, I must have looked nervous because she told me they were
not tears of pain but of joy.

The ocean’s release, I
understood.

The song Wait for Me played when I
was cleaning up. She was looking in the wall mirror swaying those
little hips, she was happy.

“I love it,” I looked over at her, “You
can’t even see the other.”

“I’m glad you’re happy with it,” and then
she hugged me and kissed my nose.

What the hell was it with her kissing my
nose? Why the hell did it make me feel like a child?

“Let’s go get something to eat,” I took her
hand and walked out the door as Kat was walking in.

“You are alive?” Kat gave her best effort to
smile.

“Yeah, but Charlotte isn’t well so do me a
favor and see who we can get to cover Momma’s, Jase, and my shifts
for a week,” I let go of Birdie’s hand and started the computer up,
“Kat this is Tara, Tara Kat.”

“Pleasure,” Kat nodded.

“Pain,” Tara nodded.

“Excuse me?” Kat snapped a little and I
looked up from the desk and saw Tara smirk, she was coming out of
her shell.

“I just got a tattoo fixed. You said
pleasure and all I could think was pain,” Tara smiled at her.

“Oh, you’re the girl they’ve been looking
for.”

“Kat watch it,” I snapped.

“What’s that supposed to mean!” she snapped
back.

I looked past her, “Tara, I wouldn’t say she
doesn’t mean to be a bitch but obviously she does. She pulled the
same shit on Carly the first time she met her. If you ignore her
she’ll go away.”

“So we keeping this one too?”

“She’s a family friend Kat, if that’s what
your insinuating,” I motioned her over, “Only about twenty hours to
fill, can you figure it out?”

“We need more people, my artistic visions
are going to shit lately. We’re tired Cyrus.”

“Fine, Zandor’s home for a while…. I’m sure
he’ll want to play a little in here. After I talk to them, I’ll get
back to you.”

“Why do you guys even bother with this place
anymore? You’re fucking rich and own a dozen companies. It’s not
like you need this place-- why not sell it?”

“This is our place Kat, always will be. As
far as tired goes, I put in sixty hours plus at Steel and then my
weekends and a few nights a week I’m a hundred percent here, so
don’t ever complain about tired to me. I get it may drain you
artistically, but if you don’t want this anymore that’s your
choice. Just say the word.”

“Listen Cyrus….”

“No, you should be feeling just fine today,
you had Friday and Saturday off. If you’re talking shit because you
played too hard this weekend fine, but you don’t make those choices
here. Look at the fucking sign out there ‘Forever Steel’ Kat. Again
do what you can to fill hours. Email me and let me know what we
need to fill. I’ll talk it over with Momma and be back at
close.”

~

She fucking pissed me off, I grabbed
Birdie’s hand and walked towards the door and she stopped me, “Are
these yours?”

I looked up at Mommas little room dedicated
to her children’s art, “Most Moms put shit on refrigerators, Joe
Steel builds a mini museum. Let’s get the hell out of here before I
do something I regret.”

I opened the door for her, yeah I did, not
even thinking and she curtsied, “Thank you kind sir.” Before
jumping in.

I started the Jeep and the song Wait for
Me by Kings of Leon started. She reached over and turned it up
and reclined the seat back and propped her feet on the dash. She
lifted her shirt and unbuttoned her pants and rubbed around the
gauze.

“Does it itch?”

“A little,” she looked up and smiled, “Thank
you, I really like this.”

“You sure?”

“Yes, very sure. It’s beautiful.”

“Kings of Leon,” I had to say something to
switch the subject.

She laughed and finally covered herself and
sat up, “What?”

“Their new song, haven’t heard it yet. I
love the band.”

She just smiled and nodded, beautiful
fucking Birdie.

I knew what I needed to do for her, and it
was gonna be real fucking hard.
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He was oddly quiet on our way back and his
phone rang. He tapped the button, “It’s Cyrus you’re on
speaker.”

“She’s gone man,” I knew it was Jase.

“What do you need from me?”

“Not sure, just wanted to let you know. You
gonna be able to work tomorrow? You feeling better?”

“Like a champ Jase. Strong and here, I’ll be
at Steel in the morning, take all the time you need. Listen I don’t
want to lay this all on you now but Kat is getting burnt and I’m
sure the others are as well. I wanna do some hiring, you okay with
that?”

“Hell yes! Life’s too damn busy. I just
thought you would freak if I mentioned it. Set shit up, do what you
need to do. Zandor’s home he can help interview. Get the ball
rolling. Just keep in mind we will have calling hours and a funeral
in a couple days.”

“I’ll be there.”

“I know you will. When did you talk to
Kat?”

“Just left a few minutes ago, she was a rag
to Tara. SO I may have been a bit harsh. Either way she needs to
reel it in, crazy fucking talented, but damn.”

“You fix the tattoo?”

Jase sounded a little off when he asked.

“Yeah man I did,” Cyrus’ tone mimicked
his.

“Alright man, think it through…”

“Jase! I will talk to you soon,” Cyrus
snapped at him.

Jase laughed, “Sure, talk to you soon.”

“Hey,” I felt weird about interrupting but I
couldn’t help it, “How is Bella?”

Jase laughed, “She’s great Tara, and
apparently she has a magic blanket…”

“She does,” I was happy it helped, “And
Carly and Joe, how are they?”

“They’re girls Tara, they’re crying…a lot. I
had to get out of there. But I left them in good hands, my Little
Bell and Zandor have got it covered for a few minutes.”

Cyrus laughed, “They’re taking care of Momma
and Carly?”

“They are,” Jase let out a long harsh
breath, “Get shit done Cyrus, and Tara good luck tomorrow. Shorts
and a tank top is really the uniform?”

“Sure is, tight stuff too. I wonder who was
in charge of picking those out. I grabbed a size bigger just
because it felt almost obscene.”

Jase laughed loudly, “Must be a man.”

“Has to be, probably a purvey old man at
that.”

Jase roared and I laughed too. I looked at
Cyrus and his face was expressionless.

“If Bella needs a place to hang out I’m
available.”

“Thanks Tara, we may take you up on
that.”

~

We pulled in the driveway, “What exactly is
your job there?”

“Trainer, which I have never done, but they
seem to think I qualify. I was applying for the receptionist
position but I guess this was available as well. I did some after
school clubs when I was in high school at the Y for the younger
kids and they said I would be perfect.”

“Was Carly with you?”

“Yes, but she got in a workout while I was
interviewing. Weird that the first place I went I was hired. But
I’m happy. It’s like a dream job for me. I think they said
something about tuition after a 90 day trial period. So I could go
to school as well.”

“For?”

“I don’t know. Maybe nutrition, maybe
psychology,” I laughed, “Maybe a nutritional psychologist.”

He was looking at me funny, I smiled,
“What?”

“What are your hours?”

“At my job?”

“Yes Tara, at your job.”

Okay he was kind of acting like an ass,
“Seven to four, Monday through Friday. If I want to earn more I can
pick up extra hours. But I think I should try to get the hang of it
before I take on private clients.”

His jaw tightened and eyes narrowed, “Yeah,
of course you should take a few months to get …whatever.”

I smiled, “Is everything okay?”

“Yep, everything’s fine.”

I got out and looked at him, “Hey Cyrus, you
should come in and tell me about you. I just learned today that you
own a few businesses and …”

“I’ll walk you in.”

Man he was being curt. When he got next to
me I reached to feel his forehead and he stepped back.

“I’m fine.”

I would not let his mood squash mine. I was
going to be happy. Grateful for what I had and what I have now.

He was staring at me when I finally looked
up.

I smiled and looked away.

“Tara, you have a key correct?”

“Oh, yep, I have a key.” I reached in my
pocket and it wasn’t there, “No, I don’t it must have fallen
out.”

He sucked his teeth and rolled his eyes.

“They’re probably in your Jeep Cyrus.”

He pulled them out of his pocket, “You left
them on the floor at the shop. You can’t be fucking careless with
shit like this Tara. What if someone else got them?”

“Well, they probably would have handed them
to me?” I said under my breath as he unlocked the door and pushed
it open.

“No Tara don’t be naive. You need to be
careful, not careless.”

I walked past him and into the kitchen. I
took out the left over soup and some frozen garlic knots and wanted
to throw them in the microwave just to make him mad like he was
trying to make me but I didn’t. He kept going.

“You need to put them in a bag, do you have
a purse? Maybe we could change the door knob and get you a key pad
so if you fucking lose them …What would you have done Tara? If you
lost your keys what would you have done?”

I put a pot on the stove and the knots in
the oven. He was being an ass and I was going to ignore it.

“Are you going to answer me?”

I shook my head no and tried to walk past
him.

He grabbed me around the waist and turned me
towards him.

He stared at me, angry, he was so angry. I
didn’t want to cry but I wasn’t going to answer him.

“You would have been fucked Tara. You have
no phone, no car, you would have been out there alone! You gotta
think, Tara!”

I pushed his hands away and went to the
bathroom and tried to get myself together. I heard the door
slam.

I walked out and turned off the oven and
stove. I looked out the window and he was gone, and right now I was
glad.

I carried boxes upstairs, the things he had
brought back to me from my apartment and my family home in Red
Hook.

It hurt my heart that he was upset with me.
Regardless of what journey I had been on for fifteen years, it
brought me here. It brought Cyrus into my life and he brought me
closure to a pain I had felt for so long. So him being upset with
me hurt me, because he was the reason for all of this new found
joy.

I must have fallen asleep because it was
dark when I woke up. I heard people --two distinct voices, Cyrus
and Bella.

I went to the bathroom and brushed my teeth
before walking down.

“You’re awake?”

“You’re here?”

She hugged me tight and I hugged her
back.

“We need to go soon, she wanted to say hi,”
Cyrus wouldn’t even look at me.

“We do not, I’m not even going to school
tomorrow and Momma Carly said they would pick me up when they left
the funeral home.”

“I’m sure Tara has things to do Bella,”
Cyrus winked at her, totally normal with her but way off with
me.

Bella and I colored for a while and he sat
and tapped away on his iPad. Every time I glanced up he looked
down. He was pacing when his phone rang. He walked outside to
answer it.

Bella asked if we could watch a movie, I
asked if she wanted to talk, she didn’t.

“If you ever do, remember I will
listen.”

Bella was a wiz with the remote, she found
the Lorax and smiled at me when it came on. I asked her if she
wanted popcorn and she didn’t. She laid down on the couch and was
asleep within ten minutes.

I loved her soft hair, so thick and dark and
so full of knots. I smiled and combed through it with my fingers.
Gently trying not to pull. It was a definite sign that it had been
a rough day.

Cyrus walked in and saw her head on my lap
and me combing through it.

“She okay?”

“She’s tired, I know obviously. I used to
twist my hair when I was upset. I think that’s what she did. I’m
just trying to get some of them out.”

“Jase was on the phone. I’m gonna take her
home with me tonight, let them get some sleep.”

I nodded.

“I should let her sleep for a while?” He
looked at the time on his phone and back at me.

I wanted to say something to make things
less uncomfortable but I had no idea what to say so I didn’t.

After about thirty minutes he got up and
walked outside. I slid out from under her and made my way to the
bathroom. When I came out he was standing in the kitchen. I
seriously considered sneaking out but he turned around.

“I got this phone, nothing fancy. But it’s
got Carly’s phone number programmed in it...”

“And yours?” Oh I hadn’t meant to ask but I
did.

“You want mine in here?” He scowled as he
pushed through the numbers.

“Cyrus look. I’m not going to pretend that
the whole key thing didn’t confuse the hell out of me. I’m not
going to pretend that you going off on me didn’t make me upset,
because it did. I had a phone once, I had an apartment, a job. It
wasn’t a place like this, and the job was supposed to be a cocktail
waitress. I only danced three times, one of which you paid for. I’m
not the master mind behind the video, I never wanted to do
it….”

“I’m sorry Tara, I’m not judging you…”

I took in a deep breath, “I left the keys.
It was an accident.”

“I am dealing with some shit right now Tara.
I took it out on you and you didn’t ask for any of it.”

“Well, talk to me.”

He shook his head, “Just a lot to deal
with.”

“Are you sure you feel alright? I mean, you
haven’t been yourself. Well not the you I’ve come to—know. Cyrus if
this is because I brought up her I need you to know it
wasn’t to hurt you.”

“Didn’t think it was, Tara.”

He was getting cold again and I was doing it
to him.

“Okay, well sorry.”

“Look I’m going to give you some money for
the week. You can get it back to me or not, not a big deal.”

“No, Cyrus what do I need money for? I can
walk it’s close, I have food, I have clothes. I will be fine. You
need to worry about you and everything you’ve got going.”

“I am going into work at 7:30 in the
morning. I’ll give you a ride.”

“I have been able to walk for a few years
now,” I tried to joke with him.

“I’m going to wake Bella, you wanna say
goodbye?”

“Of course I do.”

After sleepy hugs and goodbyes with Bella I
looked at Cyrus and immediately felt emotionally overloaded. I made
myself smile and shut the door behind him.

I laid on the couch and watched the rest of
the Lorax while I cried for whatever it was I had done to upset
him.

~

I woke and showered and dressed. I did my
hair and put on make-up for the first time in almost a week. I
looked in the mirror and realized that you can clearly see the one
nipple ring still in.

I looked at the clock and it was six
fifteen. I was going to try to get out before he showed up. I
didn’t want either one of us to start the day off feeling tortured,
well at least that’s how I felt.

I threw my shirt up as I walked down the
stairs and pulled my bra down examining my breast, trying to figure
out how to remove it. I walked quickly to the bathroom and ran
smack into the hottest man I had ever laid eyes on in a dark grey
suit.

He grabbed my arms when I stumbled back
catching me from falling on my bottom.

“What the hell are you doing?”

I looked down and covered my breast.

“Well I could probably ask you the same
thing Cyrus,” I was sure my voice squeaked and quickly covered my
chest.

He closed his eyes and looked away.
Apparently I wasn’t going to get to start my day off feeling
happy.

He looked down at my very tight white tank
top, “That’s too tight.”

I rolled my eyes, “It’s the uniform Cyrus,”
I walked around him and into the bathroom, “I’m aware it’s tight.
By the way, good morning.”

I heard him pacing, “Hurry up and I’ll take
you to get some breakfast.”

“Not hungry and I really want to walk, but
thank you.”

“Look, I’m taking you for breakfast and to
work. I’m even going to pick you up from work and bring you home.
Until you get a vehicle, you’re going to deal with it.”

“One day, just one day Cyrus, I was happy.
You made me happy, you helped me to rid my heart of fifteen
years of hurt and I don’t know what I did, but I must have crushed
you and I’m sorry. It wasn’t my intention. So please, just let me
walk, let me breathe, forgive me, comfort me, let me comfort you,
but don’t do this because it hurts me so bad.”

I took several breaths before looking up at
him. He looked crushed. I didn’t mean to hurt him.

He let me walk out the door, “Tara your
phone.”

“It’s not mine Cyrus, okay? It’s not
mine.”

“If I can’t take you to work, let me …take
the damn phone alright? I changed your door knob. I’ll text you the
starter code if you wanna change it go ahead.”

“Please just stop taking care of me okay
Cyrus, take care of you because right now you clearly need it more
than I do.”

I ran to work, with the phone in my hand and
made it three miles in half an hour with ten minutes to spare.
Perfect.

When I walked in there were four people. I
knew none of them. There were two girls both in excellent physical
condition, very defined muscles and both wearing the same outfit I
was. Neither seemed very friendly but not everyone was a morning
person like I was. The two guys had on tight tanks and warm up
pants. One could possibly be related to the incredible hulk, he
smiled and nodded as he continued calibrating machines. The other
had sandy blonde hair pulled back into a short ponytail and bright
blue eyes. Great body, just not as bulky as the other guy. He
smiled and walked towards me.

“Tara?”

“Yes I’m Tara Gardner.”

“Great, I’m your knew best friend, Christoff
George. Oh and the manager from five until two. I’m gonna show you
the ropes and please tell me that cute little smile is gonna stay
on your lips darlin’ cause these three are great and all, but have
the combined personality of a damn hush puppy. Now don’t you dare
repeat that,” he grabbed my hand and whisked me into the employee
locker room. “Your locker is number sixty nine, which by the way is
one of my favzies positions, don’t be weirded out sweet thing,
cause you’re definitely not my type.”

I had to laugh, thank God I laughed. It was
gonna be a fun day.

“You just gonna laugh girl or you gonna tell
me why you look so damn sad?”

“Christoff George, thank you for making me
laugh and I’m just gonna ask you to work me like a dog.”

“Hmmm, I think you’re gonna need some time
to trust me darling, but you will.”

“I know I will.”

He showed me everything, we worked hard for
several hours. I knew that I was going to be fast friends with
Christoff George, and that I would love my new job.

When it came time for my lunch break I
realized I hadn’t brought lunch. Which immediately made me think of
Cyrus. I decided to sit outside at a picnic table and take in the
afternoon sun.

The back door swung open, “Hey darlin’, hate
to do this the first day but the powers that be have sent down some
new policies we need to go over, the good news is: they’re covering
lunch.”

I walked in and sat in the café waiting for
the others. The back door opened and three people walked in
carrying trays of food and drinks.

I watched as the others walked in and sat.
Christoff George strutted in and stood at the head of the
table.

“Alright we have some new policies that are
to be implemented tomorrow. First is …” He stopped and laughed, “A
seven hour work day? No shit! We will still be paid the same and
have the same breaks. Says they have done some studies and feel we
need to let our bodies rest and that working them as hard as they
are sure we do isn’t beneficial to us which has a direct effect on
our performance and how we handle our clients. Next up our clients.
Says here they have no problem with us personally training clients
but they need to be approved through them, an email will be sent
containing proper forms to be filled out and approved before
training begins. Employees who have gotten through their probation
period and proper training will be eligible at that time.
Apparently it’s a liability issue. Uniforms, due to the change in
weather we will be required to wear either long biker shorts or
warm up pants. Tank tops will be used in the summer only, for fall,
winter, and spring we are to wear the uniform t shirts that will be
arriving here by days end. We will be receiving winter clothing.
Health insurance and tuition assistance will be available at the
end of week one to all employees. No fraternization policy,” he
laughed and winked at me. “Alright we also get a meal for every
five hour shift we work provided by the café, along with drinks
containing electrolytes. New employees will work at reception for a
minimum of two weeks to get to know the clients and should act
professionally always. New employee loan program will be starting
at the end of the week through a credit union with low interest
rates available to employees who pass the credit check. Payroll
deduction can be used weekly for payments on things like cars and
homes.” Christoff George looked up. “I really don’t know what to
say about this. I checked the calendar and it’s not April first so
I guess this is for real. Darlin’ uncover those trays I am thinking
it’s gonna be steak and lobster tail.”

I took the top off the one in front of me,
“Close, toasted cheese and tomato soup.”

Everyone laughed and dug in.

Jeffery George stuck around an hour after
his shift showing me the computer system. I looked up when I heard
someone come in, it was Carly.

I smiled, “Welcome to Fit First.”

“I need an hour of ass busting,” Carly
laughed as she slid her membership card through the card
reader.

“Well you came to the right place, we are
all about asses in here,” Christoff smiled.

“You new here?” Carly laughed.

“Nah, just trying to teach this one the
ropes, my shift ended an hour ago.” Christoff gave her a broad
pearly white smile.

“Can I give you a ride home when I’m
done?”

“Well, we just met but you’re a beautiful
woman,” Christoff handed her a bottle of water, “Go bust that
ass.”

Carly’s face was beat red and she looked at
me and I couldn’t help but smile, “I think she was talking to me
Christoff.”

“One can dream can’t he? That being said, I
am gonna take my broken heart and head home, see you in the
morning?”

“Can’t wait. Thanks so much Christoff,” he
kissed my cheek and walked out the door.

Carly finally closed her mouth, “Who is
that?”

“My new boss, I think I love him.”

“Isn't there, rules or something about that
sort of stuff?” Carly’s face turned even more red.

“There is, but I’m not his type—neither are
you.”

“Oh…ohhhh, good. I mean not good because he
is beautiful and if you wanted to date him well…”

I laughed again and used my best southern
accent, “Go bust that ass, Mrs. Steel.”

When we walked out Cyrus was getting out of
a car, not the Jeep, a black sports car of some sort.

His face fell a bit when he saw me and
Carly, “Are you supposed to ride home with him?”

“Honestly Carly, I have no idea.”

“Good afternoon ladies,” Cyrus gave us a
grin and I smiled, “Can I give you a ride home Tara?”

“Umm well Carly…”

“Can I give you a ride home
Tara?”

“I have to run and get Bella anyways, go
ahead I’ll stop back tomorrow.”

“Okay, thanks Carly, tell her I said
hello.”

Cyrus watched as Carly got in the car and
pulled away. He didn’t look at me, he turned and opened the door
for me, “You ready?”


 


 Time

 


You know when you have to do something
because it’s the right thing to do even if it isn’t what you want
to do? Well right now was one of those times.

I sat down and looked over at Tara, “You
wanna drive?”

She was looking out the window turned away
from me but I saw her smile, “No thank you.”

I started the car and revved the engine,
“You sure, she’s pretty fast and not stick.”

“Did you tell Jase about the ticket?” she
looked at me for a few seconds and then away.

“Nope, you didn’t tell Carly did you?”

“I forgot all about it until just now.”

“You gotta promise me you won’t.”

“She wasn’t trying to hurt you.”

“I know, look yesterday-- I’m real sorry
about yesterday Tara,” I waited for her to look at me and she
didn’t.

“Me too.”

“You didn’t do shit Tara, just …listen, you
and I need to talk. Things are crazy right now so I can’t give it
the time it needs but we need to have a real talk. You’ve trusted
me with so much. You just fuck with me so hard. My ink has always
been mine, you look at it and see shit that’s mine, my issues, shit
that I’m nowhere near the point in my life that I’m ready to share
and I may never be. You’re sweet as hell, fucking gorgeous, and a
damn good person. I have spent a week sleeping in the same bed as
you. Waking up to you watching me, trying to figure me out and I
can’t have that. I made a promise to you, to me, and after I fixed
that tattoo every one was fulfilled. I was a dick because I didn’t
want to be done. I was a tool about the keys. I think I was trying
to convince myself that you weren’t ready to be on your own, that
you couldn’t keep yourself safe. So I fucking tried to make you
feel it was your fault, that’s not a friend, that’s not nothin’ but
fucking sick. I’m a bad dude Birdie I told you I’m not a good man,
I’m not even a good friend.” She wiped her face and I wanted to
hold her and that’s why this shit needed to stop.

“Can you look at me?” She shook her head no.
“Alright I deserve that. Listen you are one of the strongest people
I know. To live what you’ve lived and to still have a heart, a big
heart Birdie: one that’s full of life and opened to true happiness.
That’s what I want for you, alright.”

She wiped her face and finally looked at me,
“I want that for you too, you are a good man Cyrus…”

“Please don’t make this…look I have to go to
the shop and sit through interviews tonight, all fucking night and
tomorrow after work I do the same. Wednesday we bury Charlotte.
After the funeral, I wanna take you to dinner and tell you some
shit okay. Then Thursday I’m heading to Italy for a while to make
sure the security is up to snuff at the casino Zandor has been
working on for a year.”

I could see her eyes getting huge and I
lifted her chin, “When I get back maybe we can hang out?”

She looked angry, hurt, confused, and then
she smiled, a fake ass smile but a smile just the same, she shook
her head yes.

I pulled up to the townhouse and she was out
the door and up the steps before I even shut the door. She was
checking her pockets on her coat when I stood next to her. Two
seconds of silence before she started crying.

“Forget the code?”

“I’m sorry, I must have left it…the phone at
work, I am so sorry.”

I punched in the code and opened the door,
“Last four digits of your social Birdie.”

She walked in and looked up at me, lip
quivering and tears fallin’, “I don’t even know it. See? I do still
need you.”

Her little arms wrapped around my waist and
she cried so yeah I held her, “No Birdie, you’ll be fine. You got
this girl.”

It was about five full minutes before she
let go. She lifted her shirt and wiped her face, “You have
interviews. You’re right I’ll be fine, thank you for the ride and
for everything.”

She practically pushed me out the door,
“I’ll pick you up for work?”

She shook her head no and I nodded yes,
“Okay, yes. Please. Go Cyrus, you’ll be late.”

I get in the car and turn it on and
Siren by Pearl Jam plays. I needed to get the hell away.

~

I walked into Forever Steel and the
waiting area was packed, we hadn’t even talked about what we were
looking for yet. Zandor saw me and motioned me back.

“Where the hell did we advertise?”

“The Inked Boys, some facebook page
Kat drools over,” Zandor laughed.

“Help wanted on a fan page?”

“Worked man, some of these people are
fucking talented as hell.” Zandor grabbed a notebook and shoved it
at me, “Try to look a little more like an ‘I give a shit business
owner’ and less like a love sick puppy dog man.”

“Fuck off, Zandor.”

“What? You’re running away from home bro,
that shit’s not normal for you over a piece of ass.”

Zandor was right, so much talent. We went at
it for four hours. Each person drew us a picture of something that
inspired them and each showed some ink. Yeah lots of tits tonight
and not one of them was half as appealing to me as Birdie’s.

We were cleaning up when a blond bombshell
ran up to the desk carrying her heels, “Sorry I’m late, the
directions killed me.”

She smiled brightly at Kat, “Come back
tomorrow.”

“I have an internship interview tomorrow
can’t y’all just fit me in? I promise I’m worth a little bit of
trouble.”

“I bet she is,” Zandor nudged me and I
rolled my eyes.

“What’s your name kitten?” Zandor walked up
to her.

“My name is Bekah, Bekah George.”

“Well beautiful Bekah George, please tell me
where that sexy little drawl stems from,” Zandor was blatantly
looking her up and down.

“Why Gainesville, North Carolina sugar,” she
winked.

“I’ll give you a minute, I may even give you
an hour after if you’re up to it,” Zandor kissed her hand.

Watching Zandor interview her was like
watching porn, and she was no different, they word fucked each
other.

“She’s in,” Zandor said as she walked out
and then turned back and blew him a kiss.

“Z she’s not all that great.”

“Did you see the tits on her Cyrus? And the
ass? Fuck-- I could sink it in that thing. If I close my eyes tight
and concentrate real hard I can see and hear my balls smacking that
full round ass. She’ll learn, she’ll learn a hell of a lot more
than she would ever imagine.”

“Sexual harassment man, can’t chance it
Z.”

“Total separate entity Cyrus. This place is
untouchable. Trust me-- I went through the training…twice.
Forever Steel is my playground always has been. I’m gonna
fuck the shit out of that sassy little southern bell. I’m gonna
tame her Cyrus.”

“Sure, fine, whatever. That’s your shit
Z.”

“Then you stay the hell out of the room at
the end of the hall when you get to my place in Italy.”

Zandor laughed and we walked out the
door.

When I pulled out of my driveway the next
morning I got a text. She was gonna run. She would text me that she
was there safely.

The day was a blur. Travel documents,
meetings scheduled, making sure George had everything he needed.
Making sure George took care of everything I needed him too. I
wasn’t leaving her hanging. But I couldn’t fuck her up any more
than I already had.

I pulled into Fit Forever just in
time to see she and Carly walking out of the gym. I slowed down and
waited to see if she noticed me and she didn’t but I was damn sure
she was thinking about me cause I sat and watched as Carly’s arms
surrounded her and Birdie’s fucking knees buckled, she was shaking,
crying and I was pretty sure I knew why. This is exactly why I
needed to step the fuck off. She was a damn good girl, and deserved
more than I could ever offer.

I turned around and headed to the shop.

We got through another three hours of
interviews and sat at the table going through the pile of
candidates. I didn’t want to give a shit but this place, this place
would take nothing but the best, it deserved it.

Rico and Kat would alternate weekends off
which pleased them both. They had been getting a weekend a month
off and either a Saturday or Sunday unless they asked otherwise. We
chose three college kids that had a shit load of talent to work a
couple nights and every weekend. All four of us decided we needed
one more full time employee for our busiest days Thursday, Friday,
and Saturday. I pushed for this dude named Toad and Zandor was hell
bent on that curvy Blonde southern chick.

“Bro-- Daisy Duke has no experience, Toad
was a walking advertisement for this place. The fact that most of
his ink was done by himself shows mad skill.”

“Bekah could draw, she’d be amazing.”

“Yeah maybe with a few years of experience
Zandor.”

“She has to start somewhere. I will
personally…”

“I bet you will,” I couldn’t help but laugh
and so did Rico, Kat—not so much.

“Compromise: she can man the desk nights,
when we aren’t busy she can shadow. We give her easy shit.”

“So two more full time positions? Are you
out of your mind?”

“No, not at all. It was five of us plus Kat
and Rico for the first two years of Forever Steel. People are
booking months in advance waiting for us to have free time…”

“For us Z, waiting for us,” I
reminded him.

“Not true, Rico your big tat’s clients who
request you, how far ahead are you booking?”

“Six months, we just can’t keep up Cyrus and
we try, real fucking hard,” Rico rubbed his spiky brown curls, “I
can’t even get a damn hair cut dude.”

“Cyrus, we show our clients we trust the new
hires, it’ll be no different. We’ll be pulling more profit. These
two have been real loyal they deserve more…”

“Kat you gonna be nice, maybe learn to
smile,” I snapped a bit and didn’t really mean to.

“Are you?” she snapped back.

“Alright children, corners. Give Rico, Kat,
and I the time to do this Cyrus. You’re heading out anyway.”

“Fine, you deal with Momma. I’m going
home.”

I walked out and across the road, I stood on
the beach and watched the sunset until it was totally and
completely over the horizon. Shit was about to change, everything
was about to change, it already had.


 


 Goodbye’s
Suck

 


I had successfully avoided any run ins with
the man who I knew I had fallen in love with. A man who told me
every chance he got that he was not good, that he was a bad guy,
and who actually believed he was. What was hard was that when I
went through the past almost two weeks of my life it was he who was
the best man I had ever met. He pushed me to look at myself
differently. He pulled me kicking and screaming out of my darkest
hours. He comforted me and talked me through hurt and anger, and he
listened when a bad man wouldn’t have.

I had spent almost two years with a man who
manipulated me. Tony kept me needing him, thinking without him I
would be nothing. Using me for his own personal gain. He
emotionally ruined me, with the intention of coming out looking
like a hero. Tony physically hurt me as well. But that wasn’t
enough for me to walk away. I often wondered why women who were
beaten didn’t leave. I thought they were weak, even weaker than I.
It wasn’t until that day at the club when Cyrus Steel, the storm of
a man, came in and saved me from what I now know to be worse than
physical abuse. Emotional abuse, words and imposed feelings, those
are what truly beats you down.

I remember the childhood rhyme ‘Sticks and
stones may break my bones but words can never hurt me’. Whoever
came up with that had good intention. I picture the author of that
phrase trying to empower a child to be stronger than any person
should ever have to be. An affirmation that they are bigger than
those words, bigger than the pain that words can cause. Being
bullied, being emotionally abused and manipulated by Tony-- was
worse than any beating that he could have given me. I honestly
don’t remember that pain, but I’ll forever remember the pain I felt
when he called me names, or easily manipulated me into doing things
that I never in a million years would have done, things I truly
knew nothing about. But for Tony, to see someone who sometimes
looked at you like you truly mattered, I would have done
anything.

Cyrus Steel was visibly the most beautiful,
strongest man I had ever laid eyes on. But even laying eyes on him
hurt now. I love him for what he has done for me. He cared for me,
I knew he did. I still know he does. I could easily get past that
feeling, loving someone for what they had given or done for you can
fade with time. But I loved him for his heart and his touch, and
the tender way he loved me. The same way I desperately wanted to
love him that at first seemed okay but now…it wasn’t allowed. It is
because I know I love Cyrus that I want so badly to give him what
he has asked for, to let go. To show him I’m strong, that he made
me strong, and to try someday to be his friend. It was because I
loved Cyrus enough to not want to hurt him that I would avoid him
at all costs. Because when I see him all I want is to fall into
him, and love him the way he loved me.

Jeffery George gave me a ride to Charlotte’s
calling hours right after work. Carly had mentioned I should come
and I knew it was because he would be there. She loved him, and we
had talked after work Monday. She knew he cared for me and wished
he would admit it, that something would happen to make him stop
being a, in her words, ‘Stubborn asshole’.

I couldn’t look at the woman, Charlotte
laying in the coffin, but I made an effort to stand as long as I
could in front of the dark cherry box. Bella was strong, and I
would be that for her. I hugged her and she hugged me tightly back.
I paid my respects and signed the book.

Jeffery was truly amazing and I was blessed
to have him in my life. I felt like I had known him before, like he
and I were friends when I was whole a long time ago.

He agreed and mentioned that he was pretty
sure that his sexual orientation made him a good friend to
untrustworthy little peanuts like me, “That’s what it is Darlin’”
he winked.

See he didn’t even know me, he didn’t know
my story, he just knew something and he didn’t push either.
He was my new best friend, that’s what he told me all the time and
after only three days I have to say, I believe it. He and Carly,
both made me feel so comfortable and loved. I just needed to
continue on like this.

Today was my twenty first birthday, I wasn’t
big on celebrating birthdays like some people. Christoff George
tried to get me to go out, but I didn’t want to so I promised that
we would on Saturday night.

I sat on my bed looking at the iPod that I
was given as a birthday gift from my employer, and Christoff George
and my other co-workers gave me an iTunes card? Yes they had to
show me how to work the damn thing but I’m ‘One smart cookie’ and
learned quickly.

I toweled my hair off and laid down. I had
bought a couple songs so I popped the little ear buds in and
listened to the music. I was a stupid, stupid girl and pushed
repeat and cried myself to sleep.

~

“Tara,” I must have been dreaming because I
could hear him, smell him and the music was gone. I didn’t want to
wake so I rolled over and tried to drift back into Cyrus land.

“Tara,” someone touched my back and I jumped
up and sprung to my feet. “Easy there Birdie.”

“Sorry, I thought I…is everything alright?”
I sat and covered myself.

“Yeah, I was going to take you to dinner for
your birthday remember? Happy Birthday, Tara Gardner.”

He handed me a bottle of wine and I
smiled.

“Let’s go get dinner,” Cyrus reached to pull
me up and I froze, “You feeling alright?”

“Have you been drinking?” I could smell
alcohol.

“I had a few after the services.”

I jumped up, “You shouldn’t be driving when
you’re drunk. NO! I won’t go anywhere with you. Can you take care
of yourself Cyrus?!”

“Hey there slow down.” He reached for me and
I ran down the stairs to grab my phone, his phone to call him a
cab. “Tara slow down, Christ! It’s your fucking Birthday!”

“So you think it’s alright…you expect me to
be … give me your keys and call a cab.”

I reached in his pocket and he froze,
“Birdie, damn you.”

I could feel him, and I froze too.

“There’s a car outside waiting to take you
and I to dinner for your birthday Tara.”

I closed my eyes and shook my head no, “I’ve
had a few drinks Birdie--- how about you take your hand off of me
and go get changed.”

I looked up at him, “I want you…to be
careful. I didn’t mean to snap.” His eyes were glazed and if at all
possible he was growing even thicker and harder.

“Forgiven,” his breath hissed.

“I don’t want to go to dinner,” I began
stroking him through his pocket and he didn’t stop me.

He reached in his other pocket and grabbed
his phone and dialed a number, “Cancel the reservations and I’ll
call you when I need you.”

He looked down at me, “I didn’t come for
this.”

“You promised three times and …it’s my
birthday.”

“It’s not why I came, do you understand
that?” His voice was deep and raspy I nodded, “I’m leaving in the
morning do you understand that?”

“Yes,” I pulled my hand out and loosened his
tie, he bent so I could pull it over his head.

“You can stop this anytime you want
Birdie.”

“I don’t want to,” I untucked his shirt and
pulled it opened.

Buttons flew and his hands cupped my ass and
pulled me up hard against him. His mouth crashed over mine, he
stilled and I could feel his hot, wanting breath against my mouth
as he walked us upstairs.

“Your birthday Birdie, you sure this is what
you want?” he sat me on the bed.

I saw the ear buds on the bed, “Dance with
me, just once first?”

He shook his head yes as I unbuckled his
belt and he let them fall to the floor. I stood on the bed and took
off my t-shirt and underwear. I picked up the iPod and turned it on
shuffle. I placed one in my ear and walked to him and he grabbed my
hips stopping me. I put the ear bud in his ear and he closed his
eyes and his hands guided my hips to the beat of the song. He
lifted my leg and placed it over his shoulder. I held onto his
black silky hair as he kissed me softly covering the tattoo that he
had done four days ago. His tongue circled it and he kissed lower,
licked lower, sucked lower.

I held his shoulders pushing my wet hot lips
against his mouth and he held my ass kneading it and with his other
hand lifted my other leg and stood. I bent over holding his back
bracing myself for the rapidly spreading heat to consume me. He
didn’t stop when I came, he continued savagely sucking me, fucking
me with his tongue until I came again.

He lowered me, dragging me slowly down his
body until I wrapped my legs around his waist.

The song changed and he pulled my head to
his shoulder as I tried to catch my breath. Sirens played in
our ears and he began to slowly move to the beat of the music,
“This alright Birdie?”

“Perfect,” I held tighter to his neck.

I finally leaned back and reached down
freeing him from his sexy black boxers. I stroked him and felt the
moist tip of his hard throbbing cock as he continued to move to the
beat. I reached between us and put him against my drenched opening
and I rocked to the same beat. I held the iPod in the same hand as
I was holding his neck.

To the beat of the music, I pushed down and
moved my hips trying to push further down the rock hard shaft
attached to Cyrus. I leaned back as he held my hips, I gripped his
forearms and looked at our bodies connected in the most intimate
way two people could be connected. I watched him watching me and
then us as I swayed and circled my hips to the beat.

When the song ended he pulled me up tight
against him and sat on the end of the bed bringing me down hard on
him. I brought my knees under me and began to ride him, hard and
fast.

“Damn Birdie fuck! Yeah just like that.”

“Oh God!”

“Don’t stop Birdie, don’t you ever stop,” I
looked up and saw his eyes focused on our connection. He held my
hips firmer and tighter against him as he began thrusting, meeting
mine thrust for thrust.

I came again and he rolled me over. He
pulled me to the end of the bed and shoved in even further than I
thought was possible.

He slowed and pulled out and picked me up,
“We need to finish this in the shower Birdie, I didn’t bring a
condom, I didn’t expect this. But I am so fucking glad you asked me
in again.”

“Hands on the wall, Birdie.”

I did as he asked and he slammed into me
over and over again. I came for a third time and he finished with
me, all over my back.

“You okay?” he asked as he wrapped me in a
towel and walked me out to bed.

“Yes,” I was still out of breath.

“Good, I need to tell you a few things, can
I lay next to you?”

I smiled, “You’re asking permission after
what we just did?”

“Yeah, I am. I asked permission before that
happened too, remember?”

“Of course I do.”

“Good, I don’t know where to start. Well I
do but I wanted to ease into this. You ask me about the broken
mirror tattoo all the time. That one is painful to go back and
remember, I’m a much different person now. But then when I looked
in the mirror, I saw the devastation I left behind. I had lost my
squad. I came home and straight to a girl who had broken up with me
because I joined the Navy, a girl who continued to write and tell
me how we fucked things up and that she loved me. A girl who knew I
was coming home to her, plans set in stone. I needed her comfort,
it had been six months of hell and I needed her. She wasn’t home,
she was at a party. I walked in on her doing lines. Never in my
life would I have thought she of all people would be doing
drugs.”

“When I flipped my shit, Jase showed up and
dragged me out. He told me she had been doing drugs for months and
that the fucking scum she was doing them with was her boyfriend. We
grew up together, we were friends before we even slept together.
That night I tied one on. She came to me, I fucked her, she told me
she was sorry and that because of her anxiety and worry about me
she did start doing drugs and that Jase was lying when he said she
was dating Jerry. Julie stayed with me in a hotel for a week, we
talked about getting married. Talked about kids and shit. I knew I
had put a lot of pressure on her and I felt like shit, until we
were at a party two nights before I was to re-deploy and she snuck
into the bathroom and I caught her hosing up lines again. I was
pissed and even more pissed when I saw Jerry in there hiding behind
the shower curtain. I went to another party and fucked a girl in
the bathroom, she walked in and flipped. We woke up the next day
and she told me I could never be who I promised to be and that she
did what she did, because she was trying to stay strong for me.
Another six months passed, letters and the whole thing. I bought a
ring, came home, she was fucking Jerry when I found her, she threw
everything she had ever felt at me. Made me realize what a selfish
fuck I could be, and how my actions drove her into every bad thing
that had happened. At first I was pretty damn sure she was trying
to blame me and then Dad died, trying to help me help others. My
need to wrong my rights caused me to hurt so many people. Self
serving piece of shit…”

“You are not…”

“I was. I was very much so Tara, that’s the
truth. If I allow myself to believe otherwise, I ruin people.
Self-realization at its finest.”

I didn’t know what to say to him, he was
wrong, so fucking wrong.

“Any questions?”

I couldn’t think of anything that wouldn’t
cause a fight, “What do the pieces represent?”

“The peoples’ lives I fucked up that I can
never give back what I have taken from them. Momma, Jase, Zandor,
Xavier, Bella, and Julie.”

“Five of those people love you so much
Cyrus. And the other one is a piece of shit who if I ever run into
I’m gonna kick her…”

“Birdie, I’ve taken responsibility. I know
what I’m capable of.”

“She did this to you, she’s still doing it
to you!”

He started to sit up and I pounced on him, I
didn’t want him to leave, not mad, not now, not ever, “This one,
what is this one?”

He let out a deep breath and laid back,
“Family, the whole sleeve. Each of them is represented, and hidden
in the flames.”

“Protecting them, loving them Cyrus.”

“Always.”

I could tell he was ready to bolt as soon as
he could so I kissed him and put his hand on my hips, “I want you
again.”

“Birdie I don’t…”

“Same ride tiger-- your rules not mine,” I
felt him smile against my mouth.

“Tiger huh?”

I leaned back and wiggled against his
hardening cock, “Oh my bad, more like a horse.”

“Well then Birdie why don’t you saddle
up.”

We both laughed and I reached between us
again and slowly sank down onto him, “Giddy up, Cowboy.”

We finished in the bathroom again, “We are
going to be the two cleanest people in the world by the time this
night ends.”

He laughed as he dried off my back, “You got
plans for me do you?”

“Yes as a matter a fact, but first I want to
sleep. I’ll wake you when I want more.”

“What the hell has gotten into you Birdie,
damn,” his mouth was on my neck.

“I can’t believe you have to ask what has
gotten into me.”

He smiled, “No? Why’s that?”

“It’s midnight, not my birthday
anymore.”

“Good damn thing cause you’re gonna swallow
next time.”

He flopped on the bed and I sat next to him,
he pulled me down against him.

“Hey Cyrus. I am having a great time tonight
with you and I don’t know if when I wake up you’ll be here…”

“Flight in the morning, no plans to leave
without saying Goodbye, that’s your MO not mine.”

I sat up and turned around and looked at
him, “I still want the chance to say some things okay? Without you
being mad?”

He didn’t answer he just looked at me.

“I don’t not like swallowing when I’m with
you. I kind of like it actually,” that made him smile, good. “When
it was with Tony, he made me be a whore…”

“You’re not a whore, Birdie.”

“I know that now, you helped me realize that
I am whoever I want to be Cyrus. Bad things happen to good people.
Julie still has you convinced…” he started to move and I slapped my
hand on that fucking mirror tattoo, “She has you convinced you’re a
bad man and you’re not bad. You’re actually the most amazing,
beautiful man I’ve ever met in my life.”

“Tara, this shit was not supposed to end
with either of us pissed off.”

“I’m not pissed…”

He sat up and tried to move me off and I
held tighter, “As your friend I should point out when you’re wrong.
Your family knows it, but they’re too afraid that you’ll be angry
to say it.”

“Let go, Tara.”

“As you’re friend Cyrus I am telling you
you’re the strongest, smartest most caring man I have ever met. As
the girl who loves you,” he froze, “As the girl who loves you: I
need to make you see you’re worth it.”

“Enough!” He stood and I continued to hold
on.

“No damn it! Cyrus, I trust in everything
about you. I love you. You have finally made it okay for me, no you
forced me to realize it’s okay to dream with my eyes open. I want
to do the same for you. I want to be yours Cyrus, not just now
but…”

“I fucking told you who I am! I also told
you no one could ever own you…”

“Then you be mine Cyrus, let me take care of
you, let me love you and listen to you and show you what you taught
me.”

“Down, now! God Damn it Tara!’

I stepped down on the bed, “I know you feel
the same.”

“Fuck! No Tara, I don’t love you in that
way…’

“You told me you were falling in love with
me five days ago.”

He stopped and looked at me and shook his
head no, “I am exactly who I told you I was, this just proves it
even more. Thanks for helping me realize what I already knew.”

I blocked him from leaving, “You can’t leave
me, I do need you.”

“No Tara you will be fine, you are fine. I
should’ve stayed the fuck away. I’m sorry I did this to you.”

“Don’t leave, please, what if something
happens and you leave mad and I never see you again and…please
don’t leave I need you.”

“Tara you are a strong brave beautiful girl,
you’re gonna be fine. And someday you’ll find someone who deserves
that.”

He opened the door and I yelled behind him,
“I ALREADY DID!”


 


 Taking
Flight

 


Before boarding the plane I sent two texts,
one to Jase explaining the ticket he would be receiving in the mail
and one to Carly telling her to check in on Tara.

I was hung over as fuck, Nickie D and I tied
one on when I left the mind fuck that was supposed to be a night
making it easier for her. The one that started with the hottest sex
of my life and ended with leaving a crying girl behind. Yeah that’s
me, and that’s Truth.

I slept the entire flight and then went to
Zandor’s fuck pad and slept more. I needed to stop drinking.

When I woke I had a text from Tara

-One… safe flight. I hope you made it
safely. Tara

The casino was absolutely amazing, most
beautiful thing I had seen in my life. The craftsmanship of each
piece of furniture was out of this world and so was the local
scenery. I took so many photos, there was so much to shoot.

I sat in front of the computer downloading
photos and I had another text

-Two… days since I have talked to you, I’m
so sorry if I hurt you…Tara

I was pretty sure I could stop myself from
responding.

The next day I spent in the hotels security
room looking for any bugs in the computer system. I found a few, so
this trip was gonna take a little more time.

I laid down to sleep and my screen lit
up

-Three…things I want you to know. I will
always care about you, I will always be grateful for you, and I
will never forgive myself for hurting you. I really didn’t mean
to.

Fuck that wore me out. I couldn’t respond,
mission fucking come down, and I tell you what: I felt like a crack
whore in need of a fix. This was the longest time I’d gone without
seeing her, ever. And yes-- that’s wrong on many levels, I’d only
known the girl for less than two weeks yesterday and the fact that
I knew that was sick man!

The next night, another text

-Four – the number of people I see every day
that stop me in my tracks forcing me to take a second look hoping
it’s you. Tara

The next night I waited and nothing,

-Five-it’s been five days Tara and I’m just
receiving your text took me awhile to figure out the wifi…C

I only sent it because I know how she feels
about five, she fucking stumbles on it every time. Yeah I know, me
trying to convince myself is pretty fucking lame.

-Six…for six full minutes I smiled because I
think you’re okay. BTW my face hurts…Tara

The next night I try to concentrate but all
I can think is that it’s been one hell of a week. Things are going
well, and then damn I realize I’m not even trying to get back on
the proverbial horse and why the hell am I thinking that!

-Seven…been seven days since I was home-- if
you see Bell let her know Italian Ice is the same as Italian Ice
and that I was right…C

I had the day to take more photos and I was
joined by a few colleagues and yes one tried to get me to go back
to her room and I said no. Why? Because the last girl I fucked fell
in love with me and the Truth is I ain’t doing that shit again for
a while. I threw my camera to the side and grabbed my phone

-Eight…You know how in the rodeo they make a
huge deal about riding something for eight seconds? Imagine how
disappointing eight seconds would be. Thought sprung on by girl
talk at work, which reminded me of you and how truly grateful I am
that my ride lasted far more than eight seconds!...Tara

That was funny shit but I wouldn’t respond
cause then I would have to talk her into face time sex. Fuck yeah I
wanted that again, Giddy Up, Birdie!

I spanked it and you wanna know something
sick? It only took my ass eight minutes to come. I needed to find
something to play with or I was gonna be a rodeo clown next time my
ass got in the saddle. Gotta push forward right? Fuck no, I was
here to work, and get over the girl who still sent texts after I
was a fuck to her because like always she saw right through my
shit.

I was seriously tired now, all the bugs were
out and now we were checking on cameras and I was pushing hard for
metal detectors and heightened security. Everyone thought I was
insane but this place would be a terrorists dream. US owned company
for the rich on foreign soil. Yeah, I would push until I got what I
wanted, in this case anyway.

I picked up my phone

-Nine…Nine days of stress, whose idea was
this anyway? …C

I immediately got a reply

-you okay?

-yep, probably over thinking things go to
sleep Birdie…C

Mother Fucker, she was Tara not Birdie, son
of a bitch!

-When will you be home? Can we talk when you
do come home?...Tara

-Not sure, lots that needs to be done
here…C

- I see, sorry. Take care…Tara

Note to self no more texting when
exhausted.

The next night she sent another.

-10…ten days and I understand what you need.
Ten is my end number so don’t feel like you need to reply tomorrow.
I’m good, fine, strong and so are you. I hope that someday you will
see what I do and that no matter how much time passes you know I
will always consider you a friend…Tara

Perfect, exactly what you asked for
Cyrus.

Another week went by and I was getting what
I asked for from everyone. I should have felt like the luckiest
mother fucker on the planet. Security was heightened everywhere in
the casino and the resort and Tara Gardner ended her texts. I was
proud of her for being as strong as I knew she could be.

But was I the luckiest mother fucker on the
planet—hell no! I was swamped, pulling eighteen hours and crashing
hard every night and I missed the hell out of that little Birdie. I
was gonna cave and call my sister in law to see what she was up
to.

“Hello?”

“Hey Carly what’s up?”

“Cyrus? Is everything alright?”

“Sure is, everything’s great.”

“Do you know it’s two in the morning?”

“Oh shit sorry, you got a minute?”

“Um sure?”

“How’s Tara doing?”

“Well she found out Steel owns Fit and she
was very unhappy when she brought me the cell you had given her. I
tried to explain and she was polite, but short. She probably
doesn’t trust me, so not good Cyrus, not good at all.”

“Okay so you can fix that, is she meeting
other friends, is she smiling? Come on Carly give me more.”

“She and Christoff George are close. They do
a lot together.”

“WHO!”

“A co-worker, he’s a real nice…”

“Isn’t there a no fraternization
policy?”

“Yes, apparently a lot of policy’s changed
the day she started. Cyrus you…”

“I what! She needed to be safe and…”

“You needed to control that. Which made her
not trust you or me.”

“What else?”

“She’s selling her parents’ house, so that
she can pay you back…”

“What’s her number?”

“I’m not telling you that, she doesn’t want
you to have it. She told me she loved you Cyrus. That she tried to
make you see, the truth about yourself and you wouldn’t have
any…”

“What is her fucking number!”

I was getting real pissed and apparently so
was Carly, “None of your mother fucking business!”

Holy shit Carly said a bad word, which made
me laugh my ass off.

“Bro what the hell are you calling my wife
…” I heard a door shut and Jase snickered, “Did you hear that shit
come out of her mouth?”

“Yeah I did, she’s fucking pissed.”

I heard another door shut and he laughed out
loud, “Listen you wanna talk sneaky shit you call me not my wife,
she’s kind of pissed at you.”

“She sounded like the chick from the
exorcist man,” Jase and I laughed, “Turn you on?”

“Fuck yeah, but her ass is hell bent on
getting knocked up and I’m not ready for that shit,” Jase laughed,
“So she’s holding out.”

“Jerk off in front of her, that’ll
work.”

“Fuck no, she’ll start doing the same shit,
remember that mouse Cyrus, well there was a fucking vibrator in
that box too, and that shit pisses me off.”

“Toys piss you off?”

“Yep, it’s my dick or nothing.”

“You afraid she’s gonna die man? Cause if
it’s that shit get over it. What happened to Charlee won’t happen
to her.”

“Cyrus you wanna keep dishing out advice
when you can’t take it yourself get a fucking talk show.”

“I miss you man.”

“The girl you’re not in love with is hanging
out with a pretty good looking southern dude. He’s real nice to
her, you gonna let that shit happen?”

“I gotta go, talk to you soon.”

Alright that’s what you want let it be, a
guy who’s good to her. Yeah that’s exactly what you want but it
fucking hurts still.

George hooked up a live feed at the gym to a
secure account for me. Loved that he didn’t ask questions, hated
that he didn’t tell you shit unless you asked. I wasn’t asking
questions.

I watched for two weeks as she and Ken
danced around and laughed in the employee lounge at work. I wish he
would pull that shit on video in the gym itself, mother fucker! I
hated the bastard and one fuck up and he’d lose his job. He’d fuck
up, guys always did.

The next week Tara’s house sold and she
deposited everything she could have possible owed me and then some.
I had George return what she overpaid. I watched that go down too,
set it up so I could. She shook his hand and smiled and as soon as
he left she sat down and cupped her face and shook. I couldn’t
handle much more and then I saw that fuck scoop her up and sit on
the couch holding her as she cried.

Four days later shit really hit the fan.
Jase called me and told me she was moving in with Ken and I was
done for. I wasn’t letting that happen, no fucking way was I
letting that happen. Not without a fight. She was fucking this up!
She needed to be strong on her own not behind some fuck who wore
spandex to work!

I busted ass and got it all finished up nice
and tight. No sleep either and I didn’t care I was gonna make sure
the girl I…I was gonna make sure Tara weighed her damn options. It
was a week before November first, and I was gonna stop this
shit.


 


 Moving
On

 


 


Something happened to me weeks ago that
changed me, I’ve been trying to make it go away but I can’t. I was
stuck in it. He consumed me and he wasn’t even here. He was across
the ocean and I was still walking in circles as I tried to figure
out how I could feel something that was not real.

I had begun to trust my instincts when he
brought me the albums from home. They weren’t dreams, they were
memories. I now knew why it felt wrong with Tony, I knew before but
at some points I felt like I was being a judgmental bitch, like I
had no right to think I was above him or the people he brought into
my life.

I’d tried to convince myself that it was
because he had done so much for me that I felt obligated to love
him but I knew that wasn’t true. I didn’t owe him anything anymore,
well not when everything was out of the Townhouse, and let’s be
honest, a lot of it was. I didn’t have much. What I did have was a
decent car, my license, some plants, clothes, and my photos and
memories. They all fit in my car and I liked it that way.

My car was a Toyota Highlander. Christoff
George my new best friend helped me pick it out. It had four wheel
drive and would be safe for travel, which he and I planned to do.
He loved to ski and I loved to try new things, now anyway.

Tonight we had to interrupt the normal
Saturday evening chick flick a thon to attend the Halloween party
that was being put on by Steel Industries. I didn’t want to go, I
was actually not going to go until someone pouted and all but
begged… and I promised to consider it, but when he picked me up
from work and asked if we should go as Tink and Peter Pan or Robin
Hood and the Big Bad Wolf I caved.

Tink and Peter Pan it was, and we looked
great walking into the hotel lobby arm and arm. We were
fashionably late. Which was perfect because I felt like an
idiot and hoped everyone was drunk enough to not notice me.

When we walked in I spotted Dorothy right
away, Carly looked amazing and Zandor was the lion, Jase was the
Scarecrow and they had an actual puppy. When she saw me she ran up
and hugged me.

“You got a puppy?” I bent and pet him.

“Yes, apparently this is supposed to squash
the desire to get pregnant.”

“You want a baby?”

“I want ten. He’s being a pain in the butt.”
We both laughed, “Look I should have told you…”

“We’ve already been through this Carly I
understand, it’s family.”

“No, it’s love…regardless here’s a heads up,
the Tin man…”

“Come on Baby, dance with me,” Jase pulled
her away and she turned and mouthed TIN MAN.

I watched as Carly tried to keep her
distance and Jase continued holding her hips. She cracked me up.
She was scowling at him now and he dropped his hands and his head
and his lip stuck out. Carly smirked and started doing the cupid
shuffle… by herself when it wasn’t even playing.

“Is she serious?” Christoff laughed and
looked at me.

“Yeah she is, let’s go,” I pulled him behind
me and we went and danced with her.

Jase stepped back and watched her,
adoringly.

“You drunk Carly?”

“Yes, yes I am. The men in this family drive
me nuts. Especially that one right there,” she pointed at Jase and
he smiled and winked at her, “Damn dimple!”

Jase laughed and I glanced over, he was
standing with the rest of the cast from the Wizard of Oz “No
munchkin?”

“She and a few classmates will be on
Thursday. Tara, the Tin Man is…”

“A heartless fuck,” I knew that voice and I
started walking off the dance floor. “Birdie, stop.” He grabbed my
hand and pulled me back, “Give me a minute?”

I continued looking at the ground,
“Everything alright Darlin’?

“She’s fine,” his voice was almost a
growl.

“She can talk just fine all by herself can’t
ya?” Christoff wrapped his arm around my shoulder and Cyrus didn’t
let go of my hand.

“She’ll give me a minute, and you’ll step
back and allow that,” he was angry.

I looked up at Christoff and smiled, “This
won’t take long.”

“Alright if you say so, but keep in mind I’m
not afraid of overgrown man boys,” he bent down and planted a big
kiss on my cheek and whispered, “Not afraid, turned on.”

I laughed as he walked away.

Cyrus turned to leave the room pulling me
behind him and I pulled my hand away.

“Birdie don’t, please just trust me.”

I shook my head no and he looked
crushed.

“Fine if this is where you wanna do this
that’s fine by me. But …damn it-- ten minutes tops and if you still
wanna go back to Ken or Peter then you will get no resistance from
me alight?” I looked up at him, “Don’t count Birdie. All you need
to do is listen. I need you to listen.”

“I’m not counting.”

“Alright,” he pointed to the elevator, “Ten
minutes?”

I walked ahead of him and stopped at the
Elevators.

The door opened on the top floor and he
pulled off his gloves and hat and walked down the hall, he slid his
keycard and opened the door. He pulled off the funnel hat and shed
the can jacket and he grabbed a facial scrub and cleaned off his
face. He stood in front of me in grey pants and a black t-shirt. I
looked down.

“Let’s sit.” I sat down on the couch and he
sat next to me. “You look amazing.”

“Thanks?”

“Look I fucked up. I didn’t listen to you
and now you’re with this clown…”

“Christoff is a very good friend Cyrus.”

“Christoff wants to fuck you Birdie… or
likes to. Fuck!” he stood and paced.

When he finally stopped he squatted down in
front of me and took my hands, “Don’t move in with him. Don’t love
him, don’t do a damn thing with him.”

I closed my eyes, I couldn’t look at the
milk chocolate eyes and be strong right now.

“Okay fine, you don’t have to answer-- but
you will listen damn it! Open your eyes Tara and listen to me.
Thank you. Something happened when I realized I’d done what I said
I would do. You know this already. The last night we were together.
I had made a decision and when I make a decision I stand firm. I
don’t waiver and I don’t let anyone change my mind. I walked away
from you because I promised myself and my father that I would
respect women. I wouldn’t take them any further than they could
handle. I was way off with you. Well not the first time I saw you,
I should’ve stuck with that feeling. I wanted you then and you blew
me off. That night I didn’t want you to leave I felt…protective of
you. You hated me. Which yeah, kind of made me want you even more.
That night something shifted, it was like a door opened, a door I
had closed years ago. I ignored it, well part of it. Well since
then that damn door won’t close because something’s stuck in it.
That something is you. There’s this pull, like when you’re not even
in the same room I feel you. I’m across the world and I feel you,
Tara. When we’re in the same room staying away from you is like
trying to contain lightning. It’s impossible. When something
happens, be it significant or not, I wanna talk to you. I fucking
pretend to talk to you. I don’t want you with him. I want you with
me.”

“If I talk I’m gonna cry and I have too much
makeup on to cry.”

He smiled, “God it’s good to hear you
Birdie, so fucking good.”

He leaned in and kissed me. I was dizzy from
his kiss, from his closeness, he pulled back and left his forehead
against mine, “You are so beautiful.”

I nudged his nose with mine and moved it
slowly side to side.

He grabbed my face and held it between his
hands gently, “Are you in love with him?”

I shook my head no, “He’s not in love with
me either.”

“Okay, are you sleeping with him?”

“No,” before I even had a chance to tell him
anymore his mouth covered mine and he sucked on my lips, his hand
held my face as he kissed me harder.

He groaned when I pulled back, “Can’t
breathe.”

“Sorry.”

My body was on fire, honest to God it was as
if every fiber of my being suddenly realized he was here. No longer
guarded and veiled.

I was coming back to life.


 


 Home

 


“Can you spare a few more minutes?” she
shook her head yes and I wiped her tears.

“One is my heart, I only have one
Birdie.

Two is you and I.

Three is the number of times I’ve made love
in my whole life, all with you.

Four I’m gonna have to come back to.” I put
my hands over her lips when she tried to speak because I know if
she said one word I wouldn’t get through this.

Five is the number of times I worry about
you every minute of every day.

Six are the total weeks I have known
you.

Seven are the number of hours I spent inside
of you.

Eight is a number that reminds me of you as
odd as it seems, your tight little curves, and two circles
combined.

Nine rhymes with mine, and I want that. I
want you to be mine.

And ten are the amount of lifetimes it will
take to get over you if you tell me to fuck off. Back to four,
forever Birdie, you and me, I need that, I want that and I know you
do too. Eleven…”

She wiped the tears from her eyes, “We have
to stop at ten, Cyrus.”

“Not this time. Eleven are the number of
times I’ll beat that ass if you ever mention that I said all that
girly shit. I’m all man Birdie, possessive, jealous, controlling as
fuck. That won’t change, ever. I know you need me to be that too.
So it’s you and I Birdie, caged together for the rest of our lives
got it?” She shook her head yes and I took a deep breath, “I love
you.”

She hugged me so tight I actually felt
it.

“Birdie, I need to fuck you now.”

She leaned back and smiled, not cautious,
not weary, not nothing but the most beautiful smile, a smile that I
planned to keep on her face for the rest of her life.

I lifted her up and walked into the bedroom
in the suite, my lips were glued to her face, her neck her
body.

I peeled that tight little green dress off
her and then smiled. “I kind of like the wings.”

“I kind of would do anything you asked me to
right now, I’ve kind of missed you so much.”

“Anything?”

“Absolutely anything Cyrus.”

“Cool, call that fuck and tell him you’re
mine and you won’t be moving in with him.” She smiled and then
covered her face and laughed. “Shit’s not funny Birdie, if you
don’t, I will.”

“I’m still moving in with him…”

“No, you are not. You’re moving in with
me.”

“Cyrus…”

“Not up for negotiation. You’ve agreed to be
mine…”

“Cyrus, what if you flake out again?”

Holy shit she did not just say that, “Hey
Birdie-- you remember when I said I love you like two fucking
minutes ago?”

She scowled, “Yes.”

“Well remember that even though I love you,
doesn’t mean we aren’t going to disagree about shit okay? But it
does mean I’m the man you’re the woman and you’re to do what I
say.”

She smiled and giggled which made me laugh,
she wrapped her arms around me and whispered, “Not gonna
happen.”

“We table this discussion for a while: as my
woman you’re gonna need to shed the clothes, the undergarment and
put the wings back on.”

She smiled, “The wings?”

“Yes the wings, I wanna fuck you in
them.”

I lifted her up and tore those panties off
as she took off the bra, “Damn I love those Razzles.”

She undid my pants and held my cock in her
hands, “I love this.”

I reached between her sweet little legs, “I
love your hot little cunt.”

“I love you,” she bent down and grabbed the
wings and put them on, “This what you want?”

“I want it all.”

“That’s good cause I wanna give it all to
you.” She stood over me and took the place of honor and I was in
heaven.

I pinched her little nipples and sat up. My
cock was buried in her and throbbing, she was riding me hard and
wild. “Slow down Birdie or that eight second shit isn’t gonna be
something you can laugh about again.”

She didn’t listen, she was fucking me so
hard, her head buried in my neck and I had to lift her ass up to
stop her. I laid her on her back and after I pulled my eyes off her
now fuzzy little vag I noticed she was wiping more tears, “Birdie
don’t do that.”

“I love you.”

“I love you.”

“Don’t stop.”

“I’m a man of my word Birdie, and I couldn’t
stop if I tried and I tried. I’m gonna lick you and make you come,
then fuck you.”

“Make love to me.”

I started with her toes and licked and
sucked my way up her legs until I finally had my mouth on her and I
couldn’t stop licking her. She came loud as she pulled my hair. She
was dripping wet and I was real glad as I glided into her and made
love to her, as I kissed her perfect lips, caressed her hot tits
and as I was about ready to come I pulled out and came all over the
bed.

We lay in each other arms panting and she
looked up at me, “It’s been more than ten minutes.”

“Hell yes it has been.”

“They’ll miss us downstairs.”

“You’re staying here with me tonight.”

She laughed and I looked down at her, “I
want to.”

“Good cause I would tie you up if you tried
to leave. I’m gonna take a shower. I love smelling like you but I
don’t want any other fuck down there to get any ideas. I don’t
share Birdie.”

“I would never.”

“I know.”

When I got out of the shower she was gone
and a note was sitting on the bed.


	
Come find me…love Tara





I dressed fast and went down in costume
well, all except the make-up.

She was dancing with Carly and him. She
stopped when I came in and smiled. Carly looked at me and
clapped.


 


 Forever
Steel

 


He was walking towards me and he looked so
hot, “He loves me.”

“I knew that already,” Carly took a drink
and Jase wrapped his arm around her waist.

“I love you,” he kissed her cheek.

“Prove it,” Carly laughed as he kissed down
her neck. “You better stop, I’m not on the pill anymore buddy.”

“I can still,” he began whispering in her
ear and her face turned bright red. Jase looked at her and winked,
“Whenever you’re ready just click those ruby red heels together and
I will gladly take you home.”

Cyrus made his way through the crowd and
took my hand and starred at me.

I smiled, “You found me.”

“Yes I did, do you remember what I said I’d
do if you left?” He raised his eyebrow and I laughed. “I wasn’t
joking.”

“Why do you think I did it?” I raised my
eyebrow at him and he laughed.

“I love you more right now than I did
before.”

Jase and Carly laughed, “You love her? Wow
it took you long enough to figure that out.”

“Fuck you Jase, how long did it take
you?”

“Fine-- you win.”

I saw her look over at Christoff, “I’m
Tara’s boyfriend. She’ll be moving in with me and not you.”

My jaw dropped and Christoff laughed, “I’m
so sorry, Christoff. Cyrus that was rude.”

“No Birdie, that’s truth.”

“Truth huh?” Christoff rubbed his hands
together, “Do tell, or feel free to show.” I felt my eyes getting
bigger. “I’ve heard a lot about you Mr. Steel, by the way thanks
for the raise and the clothes that finally cover us up at work
and…”

“It’s almost winter I could arrange for snow
gear.” Cyrus glared at him.

“Darlin’ your alpha hunk was in the
Navy?”

“You can speak to me I’m standing right
here.”

“Putting it simply I thought you Navy boys
could spot a guy like me from a mile away.”

“You’re gay?”

“We’ll not really,” Christoff laughed. I
looked up at him confused, “I said you’re not my type Darlin’.”

“What the fuck is your type?”

“Cyrus-- it’s really not our business.”

“No that’s fine. You’re my type.”

Jase spit his drink all over the floor and
laughed.

“Hey buddy, don’t hate-- so are you. I like
muscular alpha bad boys and strong dominate women who are built
like…” he looked around and finally found someone, “Her.”

“Kat?” Carly laughed out loud.

“So you’re bi-sexual?” I asked.

“Sexual yes, but if I must wear a label I
would saw I have sexual ADD or ADHD dependent on my mood. But no
the little Darlin’ here is not my type.”

I hugged Christoff George and laughed and he
laughed at Cyrus’ expression.

“Don’t worry your tight muscular ass is safe
too big guy, just cause I like to fuck and sometimes be fucked
doesn’t make me confused, as I said before it sexual ADD.”

“Or ADHD,” I reminded him and laughed again
and looked at Cyrus.

“I don’t give a fuck what you are or what
you have. She’s moving in with me.”

“Well then Tara you gonna let him in on why
your fine little hiney ran away from him to tell me or do you wanna
torture him some more?”

“Go ahead.”

“You know I’m gonna act it out.”

“You know that’s what I’m waiting for.”

“Little Darlin’ ran down here and did this
little dance as she sang, ‘He said he looooves me, he wants to live
with meeee, is it okay with you, because I love you too.’ And then
she shook her little ass.”

I was having fun and I looked up at Cyrus
whose expression still was unchanged, “You done?”

“Cyrus, you and I are gonna have trouble if
you have issues because of this…”

“Birdie, I don’t give a fuck who he sticks
it in or what he sticks it in as long as he keeps it the fuck away
from you.”

Christoff laughed and looked at me, “You’re
lucky I love you Darlin’ cause if not I would be chasing that. So
hot. Cyrus,” Christoff wagged his brows at him, “I only have one
thing to add to this conversation. You hurt her once, she comes
crying because you’re a dick once and my southern, corn fed ass is
gonna hurt you.”

Cyrus laughed, “Protecting what’s mine?”

“For seven weeks now. She’s my friend, hell
I’ll probably be in your wedding if she says yes when you ask. You
and I can be cordial, friends even, but don’t hurt her.”

I waited anticipating what was to come
next.

Cyrus stuck out his hand and Christoff shook
it, “Cool.”

“Cool.” Christoff looked me, “Now go back to
wherever it was that made Tink’s makeup such a mess and call me
with details tomorrow.”

Cyrus took my hand and walked back out of
the banquet hall and towards the elevator.

“Are you always going to act like that?”

“Yep.”

I followed him into the elevator and the
door closed. He pulled me hard against his chest and rested his
chin on my shoulder.

His hand lowered and within seconds his
finger was buried inside me.

“This is why. You love it Tara, and I love
that you love it.” He pulled his hand up and licked his fingers,
“So fucking hot.”

I couldn’t stop the stupid grin from
spreading across my face and he kissed my cheek, “I love you
Birdie, and it feels real good.”

“I love you and couldn’t agree with you
more.”


Epilogue

We decided to drive back to Red Hook, she
wanted to leave flowers and I wanted back in the hotel room hoping
like hell I could get her to let me watch her play with herself
again. No I know I could’ve done that at home, our home together
but I needed to show her something else.

We left the cemetery and she clutched my
hand, as she smiled up at me. God I loved this girl and it felt
great to get it now, to accept and move on. I needed that as much
as she did and we both needed each other in order to do anything
anymore. It was great, we got up and showered together, fucked in
the shower, brushed our teeth side by side. Rode to and from work
together. Often times she was sucking me off on the ride home and
just as often I was fucking her with my finger. We cooked together,
fucking everything.

Saturday nights she entertained a few people
and a lot of the times I would take my sorry ass to the shop just
because I didn’t want to look like a bitch.

Zandor was there all the time sniffing
around the southern belle with the hidden talent and it was
fun to watch. His ass thinks he’s all powerful when it comes to
controlling women, I highly doubted that shit now.

“Where are we going?”

“Don’t touch that blind fold Birdie, or I’ll
spank that ass,” she took my hand and shoved it up her shirt.

“Start here.”

Did I mention that she was my equal in
everything? She was perfect for me and I was damn sure I would be
for her as well. So yeah, I played with her titties the whole
way.

“Okay don’t move,” I got out and ran around
the Highlander and opened the door. “I have a surprise for
you.”

I took off the blindfold and she looked at
the house and then up at me. Did I mention when she looked confused
I got hard? Well I do.

“Why are we here?”

“Well I am sick as fuck of pulling out, and
I wanna start making babies with you. I wanna houseful of babies. I
want you barefoot and pregnant Birdie and I want to raise them
here, well in Jersey too… but when we aren’t busy I want to be
here.”

She looked away, “I sold it, that’s how I
paid you back. I’m sorry…”

“I know you did, and I bought it—again.
“

She smiled and looked down, “You wanna have
lots of babies with me?”

“I want everything with you Birdie. Say this
is good, say you want babies with me, too. Come on let me off the
hook.”

She looked up, “I wanna have babies with
you, lots of babies Cyrus Steel.”

“Good, now that that’s out of the way will
you do me the honor of becoming my wife?” I knelt down and the
whole thing. Dad would be proud. I pulled the ring out and she
smiled and shook her head yes.

“Say it.”

“Yes, more than anything I want to be your
wife Cyrus.”

“I pushed the ring on her finger, the same
way I would be pushing my very hard cock into her very, very
soon.

“Why here?”

“Had to ask your Dad.” I picked her up and
kissed her perfect little lips.

“How’d that go?” she laughed.

“He said if I fuck up he’ll kill me.”

She kissed me and started playing with my
hair.

“Forever Steel, Birdie?”

“Forever Steel.”
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