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Also By Sera Belle


I started down the damp, chipped concrete stairs, stopped, checked the e-mail on my phone one more time, and then started again. Surely if you were a millionaire organized crime kingpin, you'd have a nicer entrance than this to your criminal enterprise, wouldn't you?

I reached the bottom of the stairs and took a quick selfie just to make sure I looked more composed and together than I felt. Hair was all right, suit jacket was nice and snug around my waist, blouse was nicely open to the third button—which I'd had lowered slightly when I had the blouse made, to make sure I had the complete attention of anyone I talked to. My tits were pushed up so far that they threatened to choke me, but that's what these goombahs liked and that's how I often got what I wanted.

My colleague, Jeff, had practically told me as much. "They need an immigration lawyer," he told me. "They might be criminals but when they want to be on the right side of the law, they know it's going to cost them. And they haven't argued about the bill with me in three years."

"Are they going to ask me to do anything..." I tried to think of a polite was to say it, so that I wasn't accusing Jeff of anything.

"Criminal?" he finished helpfully. "No, never. You think they get lawyers to get their criminal work done? They can handle that themselves."

"Well, I'll talk to them," I said. "I can use the work."

"You just meet with them, charm them, and you'll be golden," he promised.

The law firm I'd worked for since I passed the bar, Harman-Blake, had dissolved suddenly a few months before. All my dreams—partner in a big downtown law firm, money, nice office, a new car to replace my old Toyota—dissolved with them. I had opened my own practice, but finding clients had been difficult, and I was barely paying my rent now. My savings had been eaten away. I also didn't trust Jeff completely: he spent too much time flirting with me and not enough time actually doing his job when I'd known him at the law firm. But I wasn't going to look a gift horse in the mouth.

"I'll meet with them," I had agreed.

"You'll get an e-mail in a couple of days with the time and place," he said. "And if it works out, maybe we can go for dinner to celebrate."

I was non-committal in my response, but I would gladly give Jeff a blowjob if this made any money at all. I'd done less for more.

I had to second-guess myself, though, as I got to the bottom of the stairwell. There was a forbidding steel door, painted some dark color that I couldn't even identify in the settling of twilight. There was a handle on the door but nothing else, not even a number. Was this a set-up? A practical joke? Was Jeff an idiot?

One more time, I checked the address. Downstairs, 186 Tenth Street West. The ground floor upwards this was a crappy tenement apartment building. The downstairs...

I heard a noise behind and above me; was someone coming down the stairs behind me? Time to move. I reached out and grabbed the door handle, expecting it to be locked and expecting to be trapped there.

Instead, it opened into a room that was even darker than the outside. Not completely dark, but the lighting was muted, except for some bright, small lights twinkling somewhere off in the distance. There was a strong smell of quality tobacco smoke—I wasn't a smoker, but the smell wasn't the unpleasant greasy-tobacco smell you got in low-class joints. This place oozed quality.

Soft jazz music trickled across the soft carpet towards me, accompanied by the murmur of quiet voices. As my eyes adjusted to the light, I could see dark wood panelling, antique brass accents. And a girl.

She stood behind a hostess's podium, and although she was probably only twenty or so, she was looking at me sternly. "Are you a member?" she asked me, in the tone of voice that said she knew the answer to the question without asking. She pursed her plump lips and sucked in her round cheeks slightly, anticipating my reply.

"I'm here to see Mister—" My mind emptied itself somehow, and I couldn't think of the name. I didn't want to pull my phone back out to check. I was supposed to be a professional. Even if this was another world, another dimension from what I was used to, I wouldn't stand a chance of getting business from these guys if I didn't act the part.

The girl pretended to glance down at the screen on her podium; as my eyes slowly adjusted to the low light, I could see that her hair was copper red, pulled back into a severe bun. She would have had a pretty, ingénue quality to her, if she'd tried. Apparently she didn't want to try, or didn't have to.

"I'm sorry—" she began.

"Mister Galanti," I finished triumphantly. "My name is Suzanne McHale, and I'm here to see Mister Galanti."

"Ah." She smiled a wan smile at me, clearly establishing that she was not impressed. But I had passed the test, apparently; she stepped out from behind the podium. "Please follow me."

I tried to take in the room as I struggled to keep up with her no-nonsense pace. It was big; that wasn't an illusion of the low light. We passed a handful of tables, turned, passed a few more. Most of them had two or three people sitting at them, and I recognized someone at each table, even at our rapid pace: the up-and-coming bad boy director, Art Stern, who had been nominated for an Oscar last year; Findlay Troop, the flamboyantly gay city councillor; Demona Scuzzamora, the heiress and real estate magnate whose sex tape had made the rounds on the internet a few years ago. I was in good company. 

I did get a good look at the hostess as I trailed behind her, too. Her apple ass, which filled her miniskirt to the point of bursting, seemed to giggle at me as her legs worked it up and down. She was curvy but fit, and I could sense that if she weren't in the all-black combo she wore as hostess, she would rock a party dress pretty hard. I wasn't of the persuasion at all, but something about her behind made me want to reach out and give it a nice, friendly feel if I got close enough.

She stopped abruptly and turned around, and I screeched to a halt myself to avoid bumping into her. I managed to catch myself, thankfully, and her arched eyebrow made me thankful I had.

"Through here," she said curtly, and pulled back a heavy-looking velvet curtain to reveal a doorway.

"Thanks," I said, partly to screw up my courage. Pretty hostesses and upper-crust customers aside, I had work to do, here. I straightened my shoulders and walked through the door.

There was a short corridor, the walls so dark that light seemed to be sucked into them. A slightly brighter doorway at the far end was the only direction I could go. My heels clicked loudly on the wooden floor; no carpet through here. I wished I could silence them, sneak down the hallway unexpected and unobserved.

I was at the other doorway in only a few steps; this place was really throwing off my sense of scale. There were gruff male voices growling softly inside. One last check—shoulders back, arms straight, mouth closed in a serious half-pout—and I stepped in.

The room was brighter than anywhere else in the place, and I took a moment to let my eyes adjust, and to take in the scene. It was straight out of the Sopranos, Goodfellas, whatever stereotypical mobster depiction you wanted to choose. 

The room was about twenty feet across, with a big round table in the middle of it. There were four men on the far side of the table, smoking cigars and talking amongst themselves. They didn't even look up right away, consumed in their conversation. An enormous crystal tumbler sat in front of each man, filled almost to the brim with amber liquid. They all wore suits and ties, made from smooth fabrics that almost glittered in the light; they all had slicked-back hair, most of them dark but one with a few streaks of grey.

I wasn't going to stand there waiting for someone to acknowledge me, though. I couldn't let them think that their manly gangster bullshit had impressed me; I'd be at a disadvantage right off the bat if I did that. "Mister Galanti," I announced as though I knew exactly who I was talking to, and I let my gaze flit from one of the four guys to the


































































































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
i

>

IN WITH THE MAFIA‘
A Gangster Bang Story By,
SERA BELLE






