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​“If we aren’t
simultaneously the unluckiest and luckiest couple in
Colorado today, then I don’t know who is.” Connor steered the
shaking sedan into the parking lot of a car repair shop and brought
it to a rattling halt. When he shifted into park, something clunked
awful beneath the hood and the engine revved like an old man
wheezing.

“Jeez,” Naomi huffed, “that doesn’t sound too
good.”

“Just be glad we found a mechanic in this
godforsaken part of the state. I don’t think she would have made it
another mile.”

Naomi looked out the dirty windshield and up
to a sign that hung loose from the top of a dingy building.
Mecánico de
automóviles.
There were no other cars parked in the lot, and for a moment she
wondered if the shop was even open. She bit her plump bottom lip
and ran a shaky tongue across it; a nervous habit she never
realized she had until Connor called her on it.

“Don’t be so panicky, babe,” Connor killed
the engine. “I’m sure it’s just a quick fix and then we can get the
hell out of here and be on to Aspen by tonight.”

“Aspen seems a long way away.”

“We’re in eastern Colorado. Everything seems
like a long way away.”

They left the broken-down Sedan parked beyond
a garage bay door and walked around to the side of the building to
a single door marked Entrada. They entered the shop with the
jingle of a doorbell and stepped into a small, cramped waiting area
with a few chairs and a counter with a cash register on top of
it.

A bulky Mexican man turned from behind the
desk and faced them.

“Te puedo ayudar,” he grumbled.

“Uhh,” Connor hesitated. “I don’t speak
Spanish…”

“What the fuck you want white boy?” the
disgruntled Mexican snapped back. Connor could see the name tag on
the front of his uniform, it read Tito.

“Our car broke down,” Connor tried to ignore
the man’s vulgarity. “We’re just passing through on our way to
Aspen, but our car isn’t going to make it.”

Tito narrowed his eyes and look at Naomi. She
wore stringy denim shorts and a white tank-top. Her pale body
looked out of place in the dingey waiting room, and the mechanic
made no qualms about eye-fucking her in front of her husband.

“Think you can help us out?” Connor
asked.

“We might could figure somethin’ out, white
boy,” Tito licked at the thin black mustache resting atop his lip.
“Eh yo! Ven a ver a
este chico blanco y su puta esposa!” A moment later the door leading from the
waiting room to the garage swung open, and in stepped two other
Mexican mechanics. One was tall and broad shouldered with face tats
and colorful sleeves running down his massive arms. His nametag
identified him as Jesús. Next to him stood Ray-Ray, thin and wiry,
inked and hard. The three of them stared at the white couple
standing at the entrance.

“That your car out front?” Jesús asked.

“Sure is,” Connor responded.

“Sounds fucked.”

Naomi giggled in spite of the tension filling
the room. All three mechanics gaped at her, even when they spoke to
her husband. While it was certainly jarring, she wasn’t
intimidated. Flattered maybe, but not scared.

“Can you…take a look at my car then?” Connor
stuttered.

“Gonna cost you,” Ray-Ray raised his
eyebrows. “Whole lotta money, white boy. You think you can pay
it?”

“I guess I’ll fucking have to,” Connor
sighed. “So…can you get to work?”

There was a brief, stunned silence that
followed. A moment where what Connor had just said needed time to
register in the ears of the glowering Mexicans. Then Jesús leapt
over the counter in one fluid motion, grabbing hold of Connor and
pinning him to the wall, a dirty hand gripping his shirt
collar.

“The fuck did you just say white boy bitch?”
Jesús growled in his face.

“Jesús Christ,” Connor uttered, shocked.

“My name is Jesús Gonzalez, white boy. And I
guess you don’t speak Spanish but I sure as shit habla
ingles. Did you just tell me and my homies to…get to work?”

“I just meant we’re in a hurry, that’s all,”
Connor’s voice begged to defuse the situation. “I wasn’t rushing
you or your…homies. Just been a long day and I want to get my car
fixed so me and my wife can get down the road.”

Jesús sized him up, eyes drilling fire into
the white man’s face. Then he backed up an inch and turned to Naomi
standing beside them.

“You really married to this punk, huh?” Jesús
looked her up and down.

“I really am,” she smirked, making her own
attempt to keep things on the level. “He isn’t always the brightest
bulb in the house though. Know what I’m saying?”

“Chico blanco es estúpido,” Jesús said. “Your husband runs his mouth like
that again he’ll be payin’ up a lot more than cash.
Understand?”

“Understood,” she said.

The three Mexican’s disappeared through the
door and into the garage, a minute later Naomi and Connor saw them
pushing the sedan in through the wide bay doors.

“I don’t know about these guys, babe,” Connor
sounded worried. “Something about them is off.”

“Not many choices left, babe. And I’m sure as
hell not spending the night in whatever the hell they call this
town.”

“Cucos,” Connor sighed. “Cucos,
Colorado.”

“Muy bien,” she grinned back, and Connor
laughed in spite of himself.

---

There was a large window that looked out from
the lobby into the dirty garage where the Mexican’s worked on
Connor’s sedan. No more than a few minutes passed at a time without
one of them shooting a glaring look at Connor. Sometimes they’d
look at Naomi too, but the look on their faces was more like a
promise than a threat.

“They only smiled when that big one nearly
kicked your ass,” Naomi sipped a sprite she’d bought from the
vending machine outside. “Other than that, they just scowl. Must
not like to work Sundays I guess.”

“He did not almost kick my ass,” Connor
unbuttoned the top of his collar, “he only did that because he
wants to fuck you and he knows there’s no other place for us to get
the car fixed. He’s going to charge me out the ass for this just
because he can.”

“You looked scared,” she giggled.

“I did not. Now please stop fucking with me
about it, OK?”

“Aye-aye, captain!” she mocked a salute and
sipped her soft drink.

In the garage a plume of acrid black smoke
loosed from underneath the sedan’s hood, and for a moment nothing
was visible, not even the bright tattoos that lined Ray-Ray’s arms.
Something clanged loud off the concrete, and amidst a
cacophony of coughing came something else - laughter.

“What now?” Connor mumbled, a sick feeling
starting to rise in his stomach.

“Are you sure we can pay for this?”
Naomi sounded anxious for the first time. “That doesn’t look like a
quick fix…and our royalty check doesn’t hit again until next
Friday.”

“I’ve got it don’t worry about it,” Connor
rubbed his temples.

“You’re sure, Connor? Because what happens if
you don’t? Do those guys look like they’re just gonna let you ride
out of here and mail them a check?”

“I said I got it. For fuck’s sakes
Naomi, enough. It’s bad enough they check in to eye-fuck you every
five seconds, now I gotta listen to you bitch in my fucking ear
too?”

“OK Mr. Grumpy pants,” Naomi sat back. “I
just hope you have some sort of a backup plan…because God knows
what their backup plan is.”

Connor put distance between himself and his
wife. He walked to the large window and tried to make out what was
going on in the garage. The three of them hovered over his hood
like grave robbers at midnight. They spoke amongst themselves in
Spanish, sometimes miming things with their hands.

Connor tapped softly on the window.

The three Mexican’s looked up in unison,
irritation written across their face. They scowled at him. Meekly,
Connor gave them a double thumbs up. They gawked back as if they’d
never seen the gesture in their lives.

“All good?” he mouthed at them through the
glass.

Tito just shook his head, indicating that in
fact, things were not good. Not even close. Another hour passed in
the cigarette-smelling waiting room before Jesús, Tito, and Ray-Ray
came stomping back inside.

“Your car is absolutely fucked white boy,”
Jesús said.

“You ever heard of an oil change, dumbass?”
Tito added.

“Of course I get the oil changed,” Connor
rolled his eyes and approached the desk. “So how much are we
talking here? How much time before we can get it back on the
road?”

“Oh we can get you road ready in a few
hours,” Ray-Ray smiled, his thin mustache tweaking on his upper
lip. “But its gonna cost you, white boy. This gonna cost big
time!”

The Mexican’s chuckled, and constantly their
eyes shifted to the scantily clad blonde girl sitting against the
back wall. It was warm in the lobby, and tiny beads of perspiration
stood out on her shoulders, neck, and cleavage.

“How much?” Connor asked again.

When they said the estimate out loud, Naomi
shrieked in her chair.

“You’ve got be fucking kidding me,” the light
left Connor’s eyes. “For the sedan? How is that even possible?”

“Like I said white boy,” Tito chided, “you
ever heard of an oil change?”

“That can’t be right,” Connor insisted. “I
can give you five hundred tops. Maybe six. But there is no way I
can afford all of that.”

“Well then I hope you and your girl are ready
to push that piece of shit down main street, homes. After you pay
us the consulting fee of course. That will be five hundred
dollars.”

“Five hundred!” Connor screamed. “For
what exactly?”

“Consulting,” Ray-Ray grinned.

“Fuck this,” Connor glared. “I want my keys
back and we are out of here. You didn’t say shit about a consulting
fee when I brought it in!”

Jesús was over the desk quicker than earlier,
and this time he grabbed Connor by the neck and pinned him to the
wall directly next to where Naomi sat. She jumped from her chair at
the show of violence, ready to scream, ready to call for help.

“You refusing to pay us, white boy?” Jesús
snarled.

“It’s too much,” Connor choked out. “You
didn’t say anything about –“

“Shut the fuck up, puta!” Jesús got both of
his oily hands around Connor’s neck and squeezed. “You talk too
much. I’d hate to have to kick your ass right here in front of your
wife, but if you keep running your mouth, you’re gonna leave me no
choice. Comprende?”

“Don’t hurt him,” Naomi squeaked. “Please.
He’s just an idiot. He talks to much.”

“Get your hands off of me,” Connor eked out.
“Or I’ll call the police!”

“Call em, stupido. They worse than we
are by a long shot. Sheriff Dodd is a nasty son of a bitch, and
Officer Bol might be worse. Shit, with your girl looking all ripe
for the picking, I wouldn’t be surprised if they brought the whole
station down for a turn with her.”

“You son of a bitch!” Connor spit.

Jesús wrestled the white man to the ground
with ease and pinned his shoulders down with cruel knees, sitting
atop his chest.

“Insult me one more time white boy,” Jesús
warned, “and your wife will be pushing your ass out of here in a
wheelchair.”

Tito and Ray-Ray came from around the desk
during the scuttle and got on either side of Naomi. They towered
above her, standing to close for comfort, helping themselves to the
easy view down her white tank top. She stared up at them with that
nervous red tongue gliding across her fat bottom lip.

“Now you listen real close white boy. Me and
the homies is gonna go in there and fix that bitch ass car you
drive around. When we’re done, you’re gonna pay me the whole
amount. And if you can’t do that, well, then your wife is
going to pay me. But not in cash, homes. Pagar en el culo!”

“Nah, not in cash,” Ray-Ray agreed.

“Fuck the money,” Tito licked his lips and
stared at the trembling white girl’s cleavage.

“Not in cash homes,” Jesús said again. “She
gonna pay me in ass. And your ass is gonna watch her. Do I
make myself clear?”

There was a long silence from Connor as he
lay on the floor, pinned and beaten.

“You wouldn’t dare,” he managed.

“What you think, chica?” Jesús turned
to the worried girl. “Should we kick your husband’s scrawny ass in,
or you gonna suck some cholo dick?”

Naomi’s eyes bounced around the
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