
        
            
                
            
        

    Apartment Block Harem

Three city women, one working man, and one big balancing act

Sandy Laine

PMI
 




Contents

 
Title Page
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
Copyright




Chapter 1

The job was a strange one right from the get-go. That’s even ignoring what came to happen in those apartments above it.
I worked for an elevator company. Most of our jobs were new installations with only a few repairs thrown in, and the very occasional rebuild. I guess I set myself up for this one, having shown the old timers some curiosity about those older rebuilds.
“You’re gonna love this one,” Stan, the aging-out site supervisor said as he drove me out to get a look at the new job. We stood with our hands on our hips on the sidewalk staring up through the canopy of trees that obscured the taller surrounding forest of modern glass and steel downtown high-rises. This building, though, wasn’t all that tall — just seven stories. You’d completely miss it if you weren’t looking for it, the way the trees grew up and around it over time as though reclaiming it.
“She was the biggest thing around, though, back in the 10s,” Stan said with a nod.
I looked over my shoulder at him. “I’m guessing you mean the 1910s,” I said.
“Wait till you see the motor room!” he said, ignoring my dig, and he took me around the side of the building and tried the key they’d given him. He grinned like a kid on Christmas morning when the grey steel door swung open for him. Inside the basement of the building was a labyrinth of grey-painted and sweating cement hallways covered all over their ceilings with pipes and cables and vents, themselves covered in thick layers of the same ship-grey paint from decades — a century — of upkeep.
“She used to be one grand hotel, though, oh yeah!” he said, looking up and around at the layers of service infrastructure tangled up together all around us. “The ritziest of the ritzy ones for sure — the last one still standing, too!” he said, running his hand along the walls as though to caress it.
We came to a door he found another key for, and flung it open. Inside was the massive old elevator motor, but also cable spools, a bizarre wall of huge and exposed copper and rubber throw switches, old glass fuses, and strange glass cubes wired together on metal shelves. I looked up at him.
He laughed. “That,” he said, chuckling, “is the emergency battery set up,” he said, and he chuckled some more, and he coughed. “Haven’t seen one of those in a long, long time,” he murmured to himself.
“Nor me,” I murmured to myself.
“You’ll be working mostly alone,” he said, nodding at the motor. “On account of there not being any room in here for more than one guy.” He turned to me and squinted with his hands on his hips. “But your choice,” he said. “You’re always talking about the old school shit, well it don’t get any more old school than this,” he said. “You got me and the other guys who’ve dealt with some of this shit before to talk to, but otherwise . . . “ he said, trailing off.
“Otherwise I’m on my own?” I said.
“It’s definitely a mission,” he said with a nod. He lead me through more of the grey basement labyrinth to the stairs up to the main floor. We climbed up and came to stand in front of the classic movie-set-like elevator and shaft, glamorous and stately the way it rose up in front of us, wrapped all around by a spiraling grand stair case. It was all glass and wrought iron and brass and deep-toned hardwood.
“You’ll be here the next three months at least,” he said. “Working alone. Figuring it out. Owners want it upgraded — so they’re shutting ‘er down for the whole summer. But, see,” he said, unable to tear his eyes away from the beauty of it all, “they want to keep the old fashioned boxes, you understand,” he said, patting the sliding wrought iron and telescoping gate. “They don’t want to rebuild the shaft, either — they want to keep the stairs the way they are. Shaft is exposed all the way up, see — so they want to keep the exposed look of the cables and gears and wheels and pulleys. You can see it all, of course, going up the stairs. It’s a beautiful thing. A very beautiful thing,” he repeated in a quieter murmur.
“But how in the hell?” I said.
He laughed. “It gets better!” he said. “The two elevator boxes are too small for code, so they want to cut them in half and bolt them back together to make one out of the two!” he said, and he burst out in a short, sharp laugh.
“And we took this job?” I said, screwing up my face.
He nodded and patted the curving marble slab up the side of the entrance into the boxes and looked all the way up through all that glass and iron and brass and wood. “To be honest, and they know this too,” he said, “there is no other company in the city that could even contemplate a restoration and upgrade of anything remotely like this — the only thing anybody else could do is a complete tear down and rip apart. So yeah,” he said, “I took this job.”
“You took it?” I said and I nodded. Of course he’d be the one to take it.
He looked at me for a long moment before he squared up to me. He patted my shoulders with both his creased and puffy hands. “I went ahead and told them we might just have the one guy who can do it,” he said.
“Who?” I said, not getting it yet.
He laughed. “You look it over, you let me know,” he said. “I’m far too fucking old to get down into the motor room down there, and Gus is even older than me,” he said, stepping back and away from the shaft to more fully take it all in. He shrugged and stuffed his hands in his pockets and he turned away from me as he stepped, with obvious pain in his hips, down the grandiose stairs to the front doors and outside. “But if you can’t do it . . . ” he said to the bank of stained glass above his head, and he pushed open the tall glass and oak double doors beneath. “ . .  . nobody will.”
I watched him step down the remaining steps out front with grunts and groans and heavy breath and step out onto the sidewalk where he lit up a cigarette and slouched, looking up and down the street, and he coughed some more.
I rolled my eyes and jutted my jaw crookedly and finally came out and down to the sidewalk beside him. “What do you mean, nobody will?” I said.
He shrugged. “Whole thing really needs to be torn out and tossed, going to be honest with you,” he said. “Stairs and all — the shaft and stairs are all one piece, you see,” he said. “Should just tear the whole fucking mess out, pour new cement, bolt up a new frame, put in right proper and modern up-to-code elevator boxes, and install an emergency stairwell beside it,” he said and he spat. “That’s what ought to be done.”
“That’s what’s going to happen here?” I said, looking back over my shoulder and inside the tall double glass and oak doors and up to the iron and brass elevator shaft and the grandiose, wrap-around spiraling stairs.
“A restoration, though,” he said, “grandfathers in most of the visible features in heritage designations, like for this old girl,” he said, and he looked at me out the corners of his sparkling eyes with a half-grin. “If they can only find someone to do it.”
“This building was a hotel you say?” I said, still looking over my shoulder and up at it.
He snorted and shook his head and raised his eyebrows at me. “Not just any hotel,” he said. “The goddamned Hotel Mouffetard!”
“Uh-huh,” I said. “And what’s that?” I said.
But he didn’t answer me. He only chuckled in a knowing, conspiratorial way, and grimaced through his grin. He finally paused to fix me with his eyes over the roof of his car with both our doors open. “This whole fucking building is nothing but a palace of secrets,” he said. “Things that went on in there . . . .”
“Like?” I said, climbing in and strapping my seatbelt over my shoulder.
He pulled his stick down into drive once he spied out his sideeye that my seatbelt was clicked in, and set his stare straight ahead through his front window. “Unconventional things,” was all he said to the front window, and off we rolled into the street.
How could I say no? Stan and Gus showed me schematics they had for the building from the last time it was updated — in the 1970s. I looked in the corner of the drawing. “That you?” I said as a joke, seeing the initials “G.G.” in the corner.
“That’s me,” Gus said without looking at where I was pointing, and without fanfare, either.
I looked at Stan. He nodded silently at me. 
They made a rough outline of a timeline, setting various dates for accomplishing legs of the job. “Naturally its going to look a whole lot different once you start getting into it, but anything that comes up, we’re both here,” Gus said.
“Just get in there, then?” I said.
They both nodded. “Just get in there,” Stan said.
Two weeks later, on an otherwise ordinary Monday morning at 8 AM sharp, I was letting myself into that side basement door and navigating my way through the grey labyrinth in the sweating basement back to the elevator motor room. The residents were told the elevator was being shut down for three months. The gates on the floors above me were locked. I’d been sectioned off a part of a basement room for my tools and equipment and supplies. Everything was ready.
Except for me, it felt like. I stood in the motor room door and puffed my cheeks out with a long, slow exhalation. “Fuck me,” I murmured to myself. “What have I got myself  into this time?”
The first thing I noticed was that a few of the residents used the basement level to go through it’s winding hallways and out the side door into the adjoining alley, rather than use the tall and heavy front doors leading down onto the tree-lined street out front. The limited space I had to work with was therefore going to be even more limited as I wouldn’t be able to store anything in the already narrow hallways.
“First few days,” Gus said, “you’re measuring, you’re checking the schematics, you’re inspecting and examining — you’re going to need work areas, you’re going to need storage areas,” he said. “It’s going to be a masterclass of time and space management as much as anything else,” he said.
He wasn’t kidding. The restoration job itself was only half of it — the real logistics were in how to manage to work in such small spaces.
“It’s going to be fucking tight,” I said to Stan.
“And plus, you’re going to be an animal on display like in a fucking zoo,” he said, nodding. “Residents coming and going all day — you’re part of their entertainment now. They might never have seen a working man doing real work before, with his hands, like,” he said, and he laughed hard and slapped my back harder.
“We can’t close the basement?” I said.
“Fire code,” he said.
By the middle of the first week, I had my plan, I had my tools, I had my supplies, and I had, most of all, my confidence — to a degree. “Then get right fucking at ‘er,” Stan said, leaving me to it Wednesday morning after checking off and approving my plan and how I had things set up.
Around 3:30 that day, a half hour before knocking off for the night, a girl who I caught sight of a few times that week came slouching through the hallways, this time dragging heavy black bags behind her. We had noticed each other through the propped-open elevator room door more than once that first week. I’d always glanced away. There were a few of them in that budding — young, single, and hot downtown-type single girls.
She stopped in front of the door this time. “So you’re the one responsible for the elevator being out of commission,” she said, huffing and puffing.
“Here to fix it, actually,” I said, and I shrugged and nodded. 
She snorted. “Just kidding, I know. I love it. I’m glad it’s not being taken out — even if it means it’s out of commission for twice as long.”
“Things will go better,” Stan had said to me earlier in the week, “if you manage relations with the residents well enough.”
He was probably right. “You need help with that?” I said to the girl.
She snorted. “I had to go and be a goalie,” she said, and she laughed. “It’ll be fun, they said, you’ll love it, they said,” she said, rolling her eyes and chuckling.
“Goalie equipment? All the way down the stairs?” I said, standing up from the yellow milk-crate I was sitting on. 
“All the way down from the 4th floor!” she said. “Once a week. I play after work, after 11.”
“Let me help,” I said.
“Oh my god, that would be so nice!” she said, and she dropped the handles to her big black hockey bag.
I slung it over my shoulder and followed her out the side door and into the alley.
“Car’s not far!” she said. “I promise!” She grinned at me over her shoulder. Blonde strands of hair that had come free from her pony tail whipped across her face. She was wearing the local hockey team’s baseball cap, a gleaming white hoody, tight, faded jeans, and tall ankle sneakers, untied and flopping over. She was tom-boy athletic all over.
“I owe you big time!” she said, as she got into her tiny car. I pushed her hatchback lid down with her bags stuffed inside. She waved at me with her fingers fluttering by the side of her face. She wound her window down and pushed her face up to me. “It’s Zoey, by the way,” she said, and she laughed. The sunlight caught the side of her face just so.
“Cade,” I said, tapping my chest.
She blew me a kiss and sped away.
Thursday morning, I started on the huge bolts on the elevator motor cover, having already disconnected all the electricals to it and wrestling the cables into coils. Zoey came by again.
“If you help me with my bags back up from my car,” she said, twinkling her eyes at me, “I’ll make you the best coffee you ever had!” She stood in the elevator room doorway and made a point of exaggerating how she twirled her hair and blinked her eyes at me, and she laughed with the fake flirting.
I looked at my phone. “It does seem to be time to go fuck off-y,” I said.
“Excuse me?” she said, screwing up her eyes at me.
“It’s time to go for coffee,” I clarified, and I went out with her to her car grimacing behind her back. They were different downtown, I had to remind myself. We carried her bags back inside and headed up the stairs that curled around the elevator shaft all the way up to the top.
“So,” she said, “I got a new machine for my birthday! And you get to be my first taster!”
“Your birthday?” I said.
“I’m 24!” she said. “As of today!”
“Party tonight, I guess,” I said.
“Sadly, not for this girl,” she said, and she turned to me over her shoulder as she fitted her key in her door and pouted at me. “I’m too new in town — don’t know anybody, really,” she said.
“Nobody from work?” I said. We went inside and I set the big bag down where she set her bag down inside the door.
She grinned at me and scrunched her face up over her shoulder. “I don’t like to mix personal and work, you know?” she said, and she squinted at me.
“What is work, anyway?” I said.
“It’s nothing as practical and actually useful, like what you do,” she said. “Do you like strong, bold, and black, or fun and blonde, or . . . “ she paused.
“Or quiet and brunette?” I said.
She threw her head back and laughed. “I see you’re good at this,” she said. She held up three pods and tilted her head side to side at me.
“Today,” I said, “I’m feeling like fun and blonde.”
“Good choice!” she said. She kept flashing her blue eyes at me and whipping strands of her blonde hair over her face. Her smile was deadly. I felt nervous being alone with her up there in her apartment.
I flopped down on her couch in front of her majestic and huge front window. The apartment was more wide than long. Stan must have been right — it had the layout that suggested elegant hotel suite from back in the day, more than it felt like a one-bedroom apartment. It was quirky. It was strange.
“So really, what’s work for you?” I called out.
She called back to me from her tiny kitchen. “I do social media for a professional organization,” she said. “Manager of it, actually,” she said, and she shrugged as she came back into the living room with two steaming cups. “Now tell me this isn’t the most exquisite thing you’ve ever put in your mouth,” she said, and she pulled her leg up under herself and sat sideways on her couch facing me.
I took the hot mug from her and breathed over the surface. “A professional organization?” I said.
She rolled her eyes. “One I am sure you know of,” she said, and she ducked her face down, let her hair fall over her eyes, and she grinned up at me.
“Tell me,” I said. 
She laughed and pulled her shoulders up. “Guess!” she said, and she blew on her cup, too.
I groaned.
“I told you!” she yelped, and she whipped her blonde pony tail around her face. “Fun and blonde, right?” she said, and she laughed. “Here’s a big clue,” she said. “It has something to do with what you helped me with this morning!” she said.
I looked at the huge black goalie bag on the floor. “You work with a bag company?” I said.
“No!” she shrieked. “But who deals with those bags?” She pulled herself closer to me over the couch. Her excitement was infectious.
“You work for an airline?” I said.
She rolled her eyes and punched a pillow. “Oh my god!” she said, and she groaned and laughed. “What’s in the bags??” she said, and she shook her face at me.
“Stuff?” I said.
She flopped over as though dying and her hands — accidentally — draped over my thigh. But she left them there, too. She lifted her face from the couch cushion and, through hair that had fallen over her eyes, she smiled up at me. “What kind of stuff is in the bags?” she said slowly and idiotically clearly.
“Hockey gear?” I said.
She squeezed my thigh with both her hands hard enough to hurt me and I flinched. “Sorry!” she said, and she patted my thigh, before she pushed herself further over the couch, bent further down over her waist, and kissed the leg of my pants.
“Hotter!” she said. “You’re almost there,” she added low and softly.  Her chin was nearly resting on my thigh. She looked up at me from my lap. I could smell her scent. Her hands squeezed my thighs like she was giving me a massage. She was fun, there was no doubt about that.
I frowned and huffed, still stumped.
“Who uses hockey gear?” she said. “Come on!” She squeezed my thigh harder, higher up.  “Think Cade, think!”
“Hockey players?” I said slowly and stupidly.
“You’re so hot right now!” she said. She arched deeply in her back and she pulled her face half way up my torso near to my face. Her chin nearly slid up my chest she was so close to me. The side of her pinky slid further over my thigh, but I don’t think she noticed what it was brushing against.
“So who do hockey players work for?” she said. I could feel her breath on my neck. I was inhaling her scent. Her hands were warm around my thighs, kneading me. She didn’t move her pinky away from what it was touching — she even, maybe, pushed it harder against me there. The damn thing grew, of course. I couldn’t hide it.
“A hockey team?” I finally said.
She put her face right up to mine and bit her lip so close to my mouth, I could have touched her lips with my tongue. “Which one though?” she said in a quiet, cooing voice. “Who would have a full time manager for their social media?” she said.
“Oh shit!” I said, and I said the name of the local big league team emblazoned on the front of her hat.
“Bingo!” she whispered with exaggerated pronunciation, and she pressed her warm, soft and wet lips against mine. “You win the prize,” she said in a growling moan.
She pulled back from me and breathed out her nose and flashed her eyes at me. “So do you like the coffee?” she said, and she slurped at hers and laughed as though to herself — like she knew what she was doing to me. Like nothing had just happened between us.
“I kind of forgot about the coffee for a second there, truth be told,” I said.
She only chuckled and pushed strands of her hair back from her face and behind her ear. “So are you going to take me out for my birthday tonight?” she said, and she laughed. “No pressure,” she said, and she sipped her cup again but kept her eyes on mine over the rim of her mug. They blazed at me.
“So you do the tweets for those guys?” I said, ignoring her question.
“Uh-huh,” she said, her eyes falling down my face to my mouth. Her toes pressed into my calf. “So are you going to?” she said, and she rocked my leg with her foot.
I squinted at her and squelched my grin. “I’m not a downtown sort of guy,” I said.
“Well I’m not some big, expensive downtown date kind of girl, either,” she said. She swung her leg back and forth and kicked my calf repeatedly, not letting me off her hook.
“What then?” I said. “You like long walks on the beach and getting caught in the rain?” I said.
She snorted. “Maybe,” she said. She brushed her hair from her face. “Is that what you want to do with me?” she said. “Get me all wet?”
I looked sideways at her. But she held her expression, all wide and innocent with her blue eyes wide and deep. Finally she laughed out loud, and I looked away and shook my head with a grin that I couldn’t keep down.
“I should get back down there,” I said.
“I don’t mind a date just walking around, though,” she said. “It doesn’t even have to be called a date. Seriously,” she said. “I mean it.”
“I’m sure you can find a date with any number of big strong and rich guys,” I said. “I think there’s a team full of them in town somewhere.”
“Who are all ‘downtown’ sorts of guys,” she said. “Believe me,” she said, and she groaned and rolled her eyes. “They don’t do actual work, you know?” She scrunched up her face.
“Speaking of,” I said, “I have to work till 4.”
“Well I’m off today and I don’t go back till tomorrow at 5. So come knock my door up when you’re done today,” she said.
“But I’m dressed like this,” I said, and I picked at my t-shirt.
She pushed her face up to mine and waved it side to side directly under my face. “So maybe I like it,” she whispered to me, and she kissed me again. “Go,” she said. “Get that thing of yours going up and down again,” she said, and she laughed and slapped my thigh.
I stood up and finished my coffee. “Very funny,” I said.
She held her nose and squealed and fell back all over her couch, sprawling loosely, her limbs falling akimbo, and she kicked me with both her feet. “Don’t you dare chicken out!” she said.
I went to her door. “And yeah,” I said. “That was the best ever.”
“Which part?” she said, full of innocence all over again, hanging onto my reply with anticipation.
“The coffee,” I said, and then it was my turn to laugh. She threw a pillow at the door but I closed it in time.
The rest of the day was difficult to focus on my work. But when 4 came, I bit my lip and put my hands on my hips and stared up the stairs from the basement, and up to the 4th floor.
“It’s not a date,” I said to myself. “She said so herself.” I took the brass railing in hand and started up the stairs like a man on his way to the gallows. I went around and around the out-of-service wrought iron elevator shaft. When I tapped lightly on her door, I heard her voice call out from inside.
“It’s open!” she shouted, and I heard her laugh.
“Fuck my life,” I murmured to myself, and I pushed the door open and stepped inside.
It might have been the second time I stepped into her apartment, but there is always something intimate about entering someone’s living space alone, even if they’re there, but in another room.
I shut the door behind me slow and gently. “Um,” I said out loud, and I crouched over my feet taking a few steps inside her living room.
“Almost ready!” I heard her call out from somewhere else in the place.
I stepped toward the couch and the window behind it and scanned around the view. Suddenly, two soft and cool hands wrapped around my eyes from behind.
“Guess who!” Zoey cooed, and she laughed.
I felt her body press against the back of my body, her chest and ribs and hips and thighs touching me, rubbing against me. I turned around and found her standing far too close to me. She was dressed in a hoody and black tights and white runners.
“Come on!” she said, and she wrapped her hand around my hand and pulled on me, taking me to her door and out into the hallway — and down those spiraling stairs that wound around the glass and brass elevator shaft.
We walked amidst the highrises dodging people coming home from work and she told me about her other jobs before, where she lived before moving to town, where she went to school, how her family moved a lot. I told her about the elevator company, how I liked — a lot — old mechanical things, how apprenticeships work, and how I ended up something like an old elevator specialist.
“I guess that means you can always get it up, right?” she said in mock seriousness. She had a way of making dead-pan jokes with a deeply expressionless and innocent face that made me shiver inside.
I rolled my eyes and she squealed and laughed at her own joke. “You’re so much fun!” she said, pulling on my hand. “I love teasing you!”
We walked out onto the pier and found an old navy sub tied up as a temporary museum, with free tours that very day.
“Can you imagine living on this?” Zoey said, clutching my hand in both of her hands and pulling it up against her chest.
We ducked down below low bulkheads and squeezed around tubes and pipes and valves and gauges. “Can you imagine crashing on it?” I said.
“Oh my god!” she whispered with a deep exhalation of breath directly into my ear, and she pulled me closer against her body. “Why would you even say that?” she whispered. She pushed her mouth up into the side of my neck and kissed me there. “Would you go down deep to rescue me, though?” she whispered even more quietly against my neck, dragging the hard tip of her tongue against my neck.
I turned to her, and without warning, we locked lips and wrestled tongues. We fell back behind the small group we’d started out on the tour with. The voice of the docent grew fainter.
I turned to her and slid my hands around her waist and cinched her hips up tightly to my hips. She hung back from me, trusting my arms around her waist, and she touched my lips with the pointer fingers of each hand as though studying me, memorizing me.
“Would you rescue me, though?” I said.
“Like a mermaid?” she said, and she pushed her fingers through the hair on the back of my head and tugged on me, pulling my head back. She sank her tongue deeply into my mouth. She rocked her hips side to side and dragged the front of her tights across the front of my pants.
“Didn’t mermaids lure sailors to their deaths?” I said.
She rubbed her nose against mine and pinched the tip of her tongue between her grinning teeth. “‘La petite mort,’” she said, breathing over my face.
“What’s that?” I said.
She glanced up the gangway to make sure nobody in our tour group was looking back, and she scrunched her hand around my balls. “The French call it ‘the little death,’” she said.
“Call what?” I said.
She pulled my head down and sideways to put her mouth against my ear. “When you cum in a girl’s mouth,” she said in a low moaning voice, and she squealed and slapped my ass and went ahead of me to rejoin the group.
We ate tacos from a food truck and finally made it back to her building. “Look,” she said, nudging her head toward the front doors of her building. “I’m trying to lure you upstairs, not down into the water — or onto a rocky beach,” she said. “So you should be safe.”
“But what if you still kill me — like just a little bit?” I said.
She threw her head back and laughed and pulled me inside the doors. “You’re very different from the usual men I know,” she said. “Do you know that?”
“Is that a good thing?” I said.
“Well, the one’s I know are all big and strong and handsome and rich . . . ” she said, and she turned to find me stopped behind her climbing the stairs on the end of her arm, and she held a straight face for two beats before she burst out laughing. “But they don’t make me laugh trying to tease them, for starters.”
We came down the hallway to her door. “Pretty sure none of those things would describe me,” I said.
“Which isn’t true at all, by the way, but anyway,” she said, flinging her door open and gesturing for me to enter ahead of her. “It’s pretty perfect that way anyway,” she said. “True or not,” she added.
When I turned around to face her, she pressed all ten stretched fingers into my chest and made me fall backward deeply into her couch in front of her and her magnificent living room window.
She climbed up on the couch over me, setting her knees into the couch cushions outside my thighs and settling her ass down on my knees. She sat back on my lap and held the chest of her hoody out from her body with one hand, and tugged out the tab of the zipper with her other hand, but not pulling it down, not yet.
“I just get the sense that you’re a lot like me,” she said.
I rolled back into the back of her couch and settled my head into the cushions behind me. I stretched my arms out and drove my open hands up and down over the fabric of her black tights that hugged her thighs.
“Maybe, but how do you mean?” I said.
“This is always the hardest thing to say to a guy,” she said. She pulled the zipper on her hoody a few inches down. I didn’t look, but through the gap she opened, I could see in the shadowy world under her hoody the white straps of a satin bra. I swallowed hard but hid it from her.
“What are you going to tell me, you’re actually a guy?” I said.
She burst out laughing and rolled her head back and collapsed forward, mashing her half-open hoody against my face. “I’m trying to be serious for a second,” she said, sitting back and regaining control of herself. She pulled the tab of her zipper further down the front of her body.
“You know how guys only want one thing, but girls supposedly want long-term relationships and . . . “ she paused, clasped her fingers together. She pushed the backs of her fingers into the underside of her chin, and she fluttered her eyes up at the ceiling. “ . . . love!” she sang out.
“So they say,” I said.
“Well it’s not always true,” she said, and she narrowed her eyes at me. “In fact,” she went on, and she pulled the tab of her zipper over the ends at the bottom. Her hoody popped wide open to me. I made a joke of glancing down to her chest and back up to her eyes again, intending to get caught.
She snorted. “In fact,” she said, pushing her shoulders back and draping her arms behind her to pull the sleeves of her hoody down her arms and off her body, “we’re exactly like guys — when we’re ready to settle down with someone, then we’re ready for that, but if we’re not . . . ” she said, topless now but for her bra. She leaned into me and curled her arms around the back of my head. “. . .  then we kind of want what guys want,” she said. “It’s the same thing, and for the same reasons,” she moaned with her lips against my skin.
She kissed me with her tongue pushing into my mouth. I brought my hands up from her thighs, over her hips, and up her now-naked body, and over her ribs. I closed my palms around her breasts. I could feel the lace texture of the cups of her bra.
“Only, people judge you if you say it or act like it?” I said. “Especially guys, ironically enough?” I said.
She flung her body back kneeling over me and she widened her eyes at me. “Exactly!” she said. She shook her head at me and bulged her eyes out. She filched around with my pants and popped open the button in the waist. She tugged down the fly without drawing attention to what she was doing. “I mean, if it’s so much fun to do things without it being about life and love and all that shit all the time,” she said, “why would anyone think half the human race wouldn’t want that kind of fun too?” She slid off my knees and stood up in front of me, pulling and tugging at the bottom of my pants until I lifted my hips and let her pull them off me.
She squatted in front of me, bending at her waist and knees, and she hooked her thumbs in the waist of her tights and peeled them down her legs and off over her feet, before she climbed back up into my lap. She pulled at the bottom of my t-shirt until I leaned forward and let her tug it up and off me.
“I’m not saying every girl is a slut inside,” she said as she cupped both hands around my balls still under my shorts. “But we’re not prudes, either, are we,” she said. She pulled the waist of my shorts down and exposed my cock, which leapt up and strained, hard and long, against her bare stomach. “There’s a happy medium, isn’t there?” she said, and she wrapped both hands around the shaft of my cock and pumped it up and down in her fists, her face tilted at me, her eyes curving, pleading with me to understand, and her mouth pouting.
“I mean,” I said, “I agree with you — but I’d probably agree with you right now even if you said black was white,” I said.
She laughed and fell forward against me. “Something about a man who can actually do real things with real tools and with his hands, too?” she groaned into my ear. “You should see how wet it makes me.”
“See? Or taste?” I said.
She squealed and threw herself off me to land on her back down the length of the couch, and she propped her head up on the arm under her at the far end. “Let’s play a game!” she said and she kicked her bare legs with excitement.
“Must you be so competitive about everything?” I said. I rolled up onto my knees and rested my hands on top of her knees that she pulled up.
“I did mention to you that I work for a professional sports franchise, didn’t I?” she said.
I curled my fingers around the waist of her panties but she pressed her hips down into the cushions under her to stop me from removing them. She reached for her phone on the side table. “Wanna bet who can make the other cum faster?” she said, and she laughed.
“What if you fake it?” I said.
“A girl can’t fake not cumming!” she said, laughing. “At least, not me,” she said. “You try to make me cum first!”
“What’s the game, trying not to cum?” I said.
“Uh-huh!” she said, and she snorted and stuck her tongue out at me. “While the other person is trying to make you cum.”
“Okay,” I said, “but no cheating and thinking of the Queen or Rosanne Barr or something like that,” I said.
She squealed and kicked her feet at my chest and said “Ew!” and laughed.
“When do you start the clock?” I said.
“When you pull my panties off,” she said. “Ready?”
“Hang on,” I said, and I closed my eyes, I inhaled and exhaled slowly and carefully, and I shook my shoulders out and wagged my tongue around my mouth.
“Idiot,” she said, her thumb poised above the screen of her phone, and she chuckled and rolled her eyes.
“Go!” I said, and she started the clock. I tugged at her panties and she shot her legs up for me to whip them down her legs and off over her feet. I pushed her knees apart and she laughed and threw her arms up over her head. “First time with my puss-puss,” she said with a breathy voice. She closed her eyes. “You’re going to have to learn by feel what works,” she said, and she gasped and shivered. I’d brought my lips to the inside of her thighs and poked her there with my tongue. “And what doesn’t,” she barely said.
I lowered myself down onto my stomach and raised my body up over her lap on my elbows. My ankles hung over the arm of the couch down the other end. I kissed the inside of one thigh and then the inside of the other thigh. And then I kissed all the way around her without touching her there yet.
She chuckled at first but then she caught her breath and she squealed with anticipation. Her eyes were closed and her expression switched from grinning to grimacing and back again. “I think you’ve done this kind of thing before, working man,” she said with a soft moan.
“But just casually, not competitively,” I said, and when she pulled her knees up and laughed hard, I covered her pussy lips with my mouth and flicked the tip of my tongue across her clitoris. She grunted with a high-pitched cry nearly at the wall behind her, she curled in her back so far over.
I sank my mouth into her lips and licked her through the crevice between her lips, and she both hyperventilated and held her breath nearly at the same time. Her fingers clutched my hair and her toes curled down.
“So far so good?” I said with my chin wet against her pussy lips.
“Not bad!” she groaned to the wall behind her, her head upside down over the arm of the couch.
I sucked her clit up between my lips and I pulled until it snapped back, and her entire body shuddered.
“What are you doing to me?” she said in a pained groan.
I circled her clit with the hard tip of my tongue and her hips began to rise up off the couch cushion and circle around, following my mouth and pushing up into it.
“Oh my god, Cade!” she said in a forced voice. “Not bad at all!” she groaned.
I sank my tongue inside her pussy and wagged my nose over her clit. She pulled her knees up nearly to her chest and she arched so deeply in her back, her bra slipped down off her breasts. Her head dropped down inside the arm of the couch and she pushed the heels of her palms into the arm above her. She shoved her body down the couch to ram her groin against my face harder.
I touched her clit with the flat of my tongue and her body erupted. She shivered and went hard with spasms, before she stretched her legs down and out as far as they could reach, and she cried like someone diving off a cliff. I sucked her clit between my lips and her body shook violently under me, even as she stopped breathing.
Finally she twisted sideways and pulled her knees up to her body and curled herself up tightly. “Oh my god, Cade,” she said. She managed to find her phone where it fell on the floor, and she stopped the clock. “Seven minutes, thirty-five seconds!” she said. “I’m going to have to bring the best of my A-game if I’m going to have a hope of beating you!” she said. “Lay back!”
I curled up and back and brought my head down onto the arm of the couch behind me. She handed me her phone and curled her fingers inside the waist of my shorts. “Tell me when to go,” she said.
“This is crazy,” I said.
“But so much fun!” she said, and she wriggled where she sat back on her calves.
“Go!” I said.
Instead of yanking my shorts down and off, she waited until I opened my eyes in confusion. And then she laughed and pulled my shorts off. She took her time like she was in no rush at all, even pausing as though to check where to throw my shorts behind her like it mattered.
“So how was work today, honey?” she said, as she rocked back on her hips and spent time tying her hair back behind her head.
I laughed and shook my head and she squealed before she finally fell forward to crouch between my legs. She took my cock in both of her hands and locked her fingers together around it. “I should warn you,” she said.
“About what?” I said.
“Sometimes I cum from sucking, especially with a real working man like you,” she said, and she pressed her pursed lips down against the tip of the head of my cock.
I exhaled and folded my arms behind my head and looked down my body to watch her.
She chuckled and looked up at me from below and pressed the flat of her tongue against the base of my cock. She dragged it all the way up my shaft to the ridge under the head.  
I stroked strands of her hair behind her ear and pushed my fingers through her hair and around the back of her head. “You’re surrounded by superstar athletes, why do you like ordinary working guys like me?” I said.
“Guys who actually do shit?” she said, and she raised herself over my lap on her hands and knees and dropped her face down between her high, rounded shoulders. “Guys who can make things work?” she said, and she grunted. She pressed her pursed lips down hard against the top of the head of my cock. “Guys who know how to use tools?” she said in a near-whimper. She flicked the tip of her tongue out from between her puckered lips and pushed it down against the head of my cock.
“Jesus, that’s fucking hot,” I said, feeling the pressure of her tight lips against my cock.
She lifted her face up to mine and squeezed my cock with her hand so hard, she shook. “So push me then,” she said in a guttural groan, and she dropped her face back down over the head of my cock. “Force me,” she whispered.
She simpered before I pressed the back of her head and pushed both hands through her hair and wrapped my fingers around her scalp. She curled her fingers into fists pressed down into the cushions at my sides. I pushed down on the back of her head, and her neck muscles bulged, her back stiffened, and her whimpers heightened in pitch. She pressed back against my hands every bit as hard as I pressed down against the back of her head.
I curled my fists up in her hair and held her like motocycle handles and paused with the tension of half-pulling on her. Her chest heaved with heavy breath. Her back arched down. Her toes curled. I pulled at the same time that I pushed my hips up. She yelped inside her tightly-closed mouth and clenched her eyes even more tightly shut. I pulled again, harder, and the head of my cock punched through her lips, and her face rammed down my length and into my abdomen.
Like a rope-start motor firing up, she instantly began to pump me with her mouth at depth and speed, once I broke through into it. She writhed and contorted in her body all over me and she cried and slithered her tongue madly around my shaft inside her mouth. I pulled my hands out of her hair and gripped the edges of the couch cushions and watched with eyes bulging out as she went at me with a ferocious enthusiasm.
Her head bobbed like a piston in a cylinder and her tongue lapped at me like a machine. I pressed my body down into the couch and back from her, but she seized my waist in her hands and locked onto me like some underwater creature. The suddenness of her, the explosiveness of her — it caught me off guard.
Yet for all the blinding speed and full-throttle energy, her touch remained light as a caress. I grimaced and my neck strained. I hardly had a chance. Her hair flew and her voice cried. I threw my head back and dropped my mouth open in a silent, breathless scream. My entire body was riven with spasms. I went hard in my core and thighs and my entire body levitated up off the cushions of the couch and pressed up into her face. Still she pumped herself on me without mercy or relent.
I erupted with the ferocity of a volcano deep inside her mouth, and she sank down on me as deeply as she could stuff me in her throat, and she stopped moving. She only carried on with her tongue, sliding it under and around my cock, coaxing every last drop out of me, and down her throat.
When I finally sank down, nearly dead, she carefully disengaged from me, sat back on her calves, and wiped her sodden mouth with the back of her hand, and she grinned. She reached for the phone and stopped the timer and looked.
“Nah, nah-nah, nah-nah, nahhhh!” she said, and she showed me the face of the phone and wiggled it side to side and laughed at me. It was stopped at six minutes and fifty seconds. “I’m the king of the castle and you’re a dirty rascal!” she said, tossing the phone aside and laying her naked body down over mine. She fluffed her hair out from under her face and spread it over my chest and laid her cheek down on my shoulder.
When we stirred again, we dressed and headed down the stairs to find out if the taco food truck was still there and still open. One floor down, a woman approached the stairs dressed in hospital scrubs.
“This guy’s the reason we have to kill ourselves on the stairs now,” Zoey said to her and she laughed and yanked my hips against her hips with her hand wrapped around my waist.
The woman looked at me. “I love that old elevator!” she said. “So steampunk!” she said with dark, glowing eyes.
Zoey squinted her eyes at her as we went down the wide stairs side by side. “Oh my god,” she suddenly said. “Your name isn’t Sierra, is it?” she said.
The woman spun her face around and screwed up her eyes. She pointed at her. “Zoey?” she said doubtfully.
“Holy shit!” Zoey said, and the two of them embraced in a hug on the landing one. “We already know each other!” Zoey said to me with eyes wide and mouth open in a broad smile. “She works the MRI machine overnight at the hospital!” she said.
I frowned with confusion as we all started down the next set of stairs together, now with Zoey between this Sierra girl and me, her hands around each of our waists.
“We’re often sending our players to her MRI overnight for scans,” she said. “I always need to find out what things look like before there’s a flood of rumors all over social media,” she said. She reached over in front of me and spread her hand over the front of Sierra’s stomach and scrunched her fingers into her scrubs. “And Sierra is always so helpful to me!”
Sierra looked over at me. “Not supposed to,” she said. “But Zoey is hard to shake off.”
“Tell me about it,” I said.
Sierra then looked at me with narrowed eyes and a partial grin. Her hair was short, black, and glowing with a sheen. She was small all over, but her eyes glowed with a kind of direct determination. It made me startle when she pinned me with them.
“I saw how you looked at her,” Zoey said and she laughed and slapped my stomach while we leaned on a bus bench and stuffed our mouths with the hot tacos.
“No, no,” I said, squelching my grin.
“You like her, I can tell,” she said, and she laughed and stepped up to me and pressed the whole front of her body against the front of my body. We hardly had room between us to eat.
“She looks fun, I’ll admit that,” I said.
Zoey looked left and right as though checking the coast was clear. “I’d totally do her, if I had a cock,” she said.
“Oh my god!” I said, and it was my turn to look left and right.
Zoey giggled. “What?” she said. “She’s just so fucking cute, isn’t she?”
“She’s got that small and cute anime thing going on,” I said.
“Totally!” Zoey said, groaning close to my ear, and she moaned against my neck. “Can you just imagine how she cums?” she said.
“I can’t believe you’re saying this,” I said.
My shock only seemed to inspire Zoey to greater heights. “I wonder how long it would take for you and me together to make her cum,” she said, and she laughed and squeezed my balls through my pants.
“You say that like you want to try it,” I said.
“You want to try it, don’t deny it,” she said.
“But I can’t,” I said, “not after you and me.”
She shrugged and backed up and leaned on the back of the bus bench again and finished her taco. She tossed the wrapper in the bin. “I don’t own you,” she said. “Anyways, as long as it’s not all secret and creepy, it’s all good,” she said, and she raised her face to mine. “Isn’t it?”
“This is unexpected,” I said.
She stepped up against me and wrapped her arms around my neck and hung herself from me. “Who’s to say . . . ” she said, and she kissed me and moaned. “. . . I don’t like imagining it?” She laughed.
“Seriously?” I said, wrapping my arms around her waist and holding my wrists in my hands behind her back. We rocked side to side againast each other.
“Actually, seriously, yeah,” she said. “As long as you tell me about it,” she said, “and her. Otherwise it’s not fair to her — not nice,” she said.
“She’s hardly going to be interested in that,” I said.
“You never know,” she said. “She might be a lot like me — not wanting to mix personal with work, not wanting to deal with a serious relationship at this point, but still . . . “ she trailed off.
“Still wanting to get banged?” I said.
She laughed gutturally and looked around to check if anyone could hear us. “By a guy good with tools,” she groaned, and she sank her mouth over mine.
“I can talk to her first, if you want,” she said when we started back. 
“No thank you,” I said.
“Don’t be so scared,” she said. “It’s just for fun. We need it, working girls like us, trust me,” she said. “And anyway, she’s my friend!”
Friday morning, I was early at work. I had an electric motor winding specialist coming out to look things over. While I stood in the grey hallway staring back through the motor room door at the motor I had all ready for the guy, that new girl Sierra came through the basement door to the alley. She was obviously just coming back from work. It was around 7AM.
“You look like you had a long night,” I said to her.
She instantly erupted in a cry.
I instinctively wrapped my arms around her and she fell into me just as instantly and just as easily.
“I’m sorry,” she said over my shoulder and she pushed herself off after a few moments and dabbed at her dark glassy eyes with the tip of her finger.
“Tough night?” I said.
“I’m usually completely professional at work,” she said, and she backed up and leaned against the cement wall of the hallway. “But just, sometimes,” she said, and she shook her head and snorted. “When it’s a kid, you know?” she said. “And you can see what he’s got, all over the inside of his little body,” she said, and she bit her lip and half turned away.
My phone buzzed. It was the guy. “Emergency,” he texted me. “Won’t be there for an hour, like around 9, if that still works,” he said.
I texted him back that it was fine.
“You have work to do,” Sierra said.
“Not now, I don’t,” I said. “Want to tell someone about it?”
“Not here,” she said. She turned and walked a couple of steps toward the stairs. And then she stopped, she looked over her shoulder, and she gestured with her head for me to follow her.
I glanced at my phone again. I had most of an hour before I was even allowed to make noise or start working anyway. She turned forward again and started up the stairs without me.
So I followed.




Chapter 2

Sierra carried her body sleek and tight like a panther. She glanced over her shoulder and through strands of her short, black hair as she receded away from me down through the thickly grey-painted basement hallway. I followed as far as the corner. She looked sideways at me as she disappeared through the wall and up the stairs.
I came after her as far as the bottom stair and looked up. I caught her dark, narrow eyes just as she floated around the turn and stepped up the next set of stairs toward the main floor of that ancient old hotel building.
I was pulled by the vision of her as though by a rope around my waist. I wanted to turn around. I struggled to pull away. I slid my shoulder against the cement wall as though the friction might slow me.
But I caught sight of her again as she stepped out onto the thick, rich carpet of the main floor above and curled like smoke around the ornate wrought iron, glass, brass, and oak elevator shaft. She was short and small, but she looked fierce and tough. I was unable to stop myself climbing up after her.
I knew she was upset about what she was made to deal with overnight where she worked, up in the hospital MRI lab. Something tragic about a kid. I felt conflicted in so many ways as I followed her up to her place. But hadn’t Zoey only the previous afternoon told me she liked to imagine me with Sierra?
Why would she say that? What could it mean?
I wasn’t able to start work on the elevator motor downstairs until 8 anyway — noise restrictions and all. I was only there so early at 7 to meet the electrical motor specialist, who texted me that he got delayed and wouldn’t be there anyway till after 8.
Sierra kept pausing on her way up the stairs ahead of me, waiting for me to appear to her deep, dark, almond-shaped eyes, before proceeding around the following corner and up the next set of wide and carpeted stairs that curled around and around the ornate but now out-of-service elevator shaft.
She eventually struck out down a hallway. I watched her from in front of the elevator I had closed to the building for the repairs I was there to do the next three months at least. She paused in front of a door and stared back at me silently and still. Her eyes shone at me with dark glassiness. Only when I began to come down the wide hallway of the majestic old hotel after her, did she slip through her door and into her apartment.
I went after her — I had to. I was compelled to. Her door remained open just enough for me to squeeze through it. I found her standing in the middle of her hardwood living room floor framed by her magnificent and huge living room windows lit up by the higher, newer and modern buildings all around that reflected the morning sun in their steel and glass facades. With all that light behind her body, she looked like she had beamed down to that spot from some celestial ship above.
“Do you know what would really get my mind off things?” she finally said, and only after I shut her door behind me.
I shook my head slowly side to side and I shrugged my shoulders and pouted my lips. Again I was feeling that awkwardness of being inside someone else’s personal space.
Her short, straight, and gleaming black hair hugged her impossibly cute and small face. Her dark eyes shone out at me like burning embers of coal. She was still in her green scrubs from work. Three long seconds passed with our eyes locked on each other’s eyes, our faces expressionless, the silence rising like a tide as though to consume us from below.
She finally broke it. “A good hard fuck,” she said, and she grinned in one corner of her mouth, but only for an instant. She said it out loud, but not too loudly, but neither couching it, either. She stated it matter of factly. She said it like someone might say the day of the week that it was: plain like. There was neither shame nor amusement in it. She was only stating a fact: “A good hard fuck” — that’s what would get her mind off things, she said. The way she said the word “fuck,” scrunching her face up for the “f,” biting her bottom lip under her top teeth, she seemed to take delight with it.
And then she dropped her wrap-cardigan down from her arms extending behind her back, she peeled her sensible sneakers off with her toes, and she retracted her arms inside the generous sleeve holes of the loose green top of her scrubs. The top billowed before it rose up and off her body and it floated down to the floor behind her. She kicked it aside to the wall.
“Laundry now,” she said softly as though I needed an explanation, and she pulled the drawstring knot at the waist of the bottoms of her scrubs.
I settled my feet apart like a man readying for a stormy wave on the deck of a ship at sea, and I stretched my palms down the front of my thighs. My fingers curled into the fabric of my jeans. It didn’t seem to matter to her that I let my eyes drift down her body. Her baggy and light bottoms fell from her waist and she stepped out of them and kicked them across the floor to join her top in a heap by the wall.
I wet my lips and shifted my jaw hard to the side. It felt like two cold hands were closing around my neck from behind. She was so bracingly forward with things.
She kept her deep, dark eyes on mine while folding her arms up and behind her back. I watched the cups of her small black bra strain against her chest and the shoulder straps pull, before everything went slack. She shook her arms forward and down, and the shoulder straps fell down her arms and over her hands. The cups fell forward from her chest and her bra landed on the floor — and she kicked that aside too, into the growing heap along the wall.
I swallowed slow and hard and wet my lips more.
She squatted at her waist and knees, she hooked her thumbs in the narrow waist of her black panties, and she scooped them down from her ass, before she stood straight up again with her feet pressed together. She wiggled her knees until her panties let go and fell to her feet — and she kicked them, too, into the heap with her other clothes.
My throat ran dry. My jaw dropped open. I noticed my mouth hanging open like that and I quickly snapped it shut again and I raised my eyes from her completely naked body up to her eyes. She didn’t smile, she didn’t frown, she didn’t make any expression at all. She could have worn the same face when studying the screen of her computer when the MRI results she was conducting came up for analysis. She was neither vulnerable nor bold. I couldn’t get a read off her of any kind.
And then she raised her small body on her toes, turned in a graceful pirouette, and stepped high on her toes toward the tall, wide and old wooden double doors, and she slid them open on their rails, and went inside.
I gave it a few moments before I peeled my shoes off my feet and crept forward like I was a burglar or a spy. In the middle of her living room, I bent far over at my waist and twisted my head sideways to look up and between the opened double doors to my left.
It was her bedroom. Morning light splashed through it like an overfilling bath. Her enormous bed was situated squarely in the middle of the nearly empty room like some kind of alter or shrine. The bed posts were white-painted metal bars, each topped with large white orbital filials. Her sheets, pillows, and duvet were even more whiter than the posts. The walls were white. The floor had a white rug placed in front of the bed. Her bedside tables were painted white.
I exhaled to the depths of my lungs, it was so breathtaking: it was so pure, clean, and absolute in there. And on the big white bed, writhing, rolling, stretching, and curling, was totally naked Sierra, her black hair, her toned skin, her pink lips, and her dark eyes looking like some sort of offering on a plate being risen up to heaven on clouds.
I swallowed again and stretched my eyes open like someone struggling to come awake. She laughed and curled over and half hid her face in the bunched-up white sheets she pulled under her writhing body.
“Zoey told me to,” she said.
“Told you to what?” I said, coughing. 
“To fuck you,” she said. There was that matter-of-fact statement of plain fact, again. She at least smiled this time, for a moment.
“When did you talk to Zoey?” I said.
“When I was walking home,” she said. “I had to tell someone about what happened at the hospital, and she’s the only person I really know,” she said. “Or trust,” she added in a smaller voice. “Who’s not at work, that is.”
“You’re new in town too?” I said. I had straightened up and came forward far enough to stand on the threshold of her bedroom trying not to slobber or drool.
“Not so new as her,” she said, and she rolled onto her stomach and lifted her upper body on her elbows. Her nakedness looked like some kind of painting I couldn’t quite place. She was indescribably perfect. “But I don’t make friends very well. Too bold and assertive, probably,” she said. She stared at me as though I might confirm that about her, or deny it.
“What did Zoey say exactly?” I said. She seemed oddly un-ashamed about her nakedness in that way only nurses ever are.
She squealed and ducked her face down into the sheets embarrassed by my question, and she rolled her head sideways and peeked at me through the corners of her eyes.
“She said I should try to fuck you,” she said, and she laughed with hysterics and kicked her feet like someone swimming. She pushed her face straight down into the gleaming white sheets and squealed.
“She said it would clear my mind and make me forget all about it,” she said, peeking up at me again.
“She really said all that?” I said.
“Yes!” Sierra said, “and then she said I had to tell her all about it too!” she said, and she shrieked again and laughed.
“Show me,” I said.
“It wasn’t text,” she said. “We were talking, and she’s sleeping now, anyway” she said. “Don’t you know that?”
She rolled onto her back and back onto her stomach and she stretched her arms up high over her head and clasped her fingers together, pulling her arms even higher in a total body stretch. Like a little sausage, she rolled all over her huge bed with her eyes closed, but knowing, I was sure, that I was watching her lithe and fit body writhe around in front of me all over that pure white canvas.
“She really said that?” I said, checking again, unsure, unbelieving.
“She really said that!” Sierra said. “Don’t you go to work in an hour downstairs?” she said, and she made a point of glaring at me with her widened eyes, glaring at my body, still dressed in my clothes.
I pulled my t-shirt up and and over my head and threw it on the floor. I checked my phone and tossed it aside and I undid my jeans. I stumbled to keep my balance as I pulled them down and off my legs. I made myself as naked as she was, before I stepped inside her gleaming white room and up to the edge of her brilliant sunlight-washed bed.
She flopped around and laughed and contorted herself before she reached for my wrist and pulled me hard until I came down first on my knees and then on my back across her bed like someone landing on a cloud in the sky.
We kissed first briefly and then longer. And then we touched each other’s bodies. And then we began to kiss and lick and nibble each other all over, blindly and without talking. We touched each other, we felt each other, we tasted each other, and we rolled around and stretched ourselves out together, and we gasped and panted and kissed some more.
We didn’t speak any words the whole time. Even our grunting and gasping and purring and moaning was muted. Time dilated. The bed seemed infinite in all directions. There seemed to be no gravity. I sucked on her pussy and she took me in her mouth. We pulled on each other’s hair and we kissed each other’s shoulders and chests and stomachs and legs. We lost track of which way the other was, upside down or feet up the wrong end, or facing away or down or up, or even not at all. We touched each other all over to the point I no longer had a clear idea of what part of her I was touching, or even if it was part of her, or part of myself, or some sort of matter in between the two states. I checked her now and then — but her eyes remained as closed as my eyes.
I laid face-down on top of her back at one point, my face in her hair, my mouth on the back of her neck, and it was her pained grunt that awakened me enough to realize my cock was in fact already deep inside her pussy, and that I was already humping her, that we were already fucking, whether by accident or by incremental touching. She rolled us over and arched her back deep as a gymnast and thrusted her face up to the brilliant white ceiling. She curled her fingers down into the skin of my chest. She moved her spine like waves washing up  a beach. Her abdomen curled in and stretched out, and her pussy sucked me deep down further inside her. She slid back up over my shaft until the head of my cock nearly came out of her, and she plowed herself back down on me and groaned, ramming me through the bed.
We fucked facing each other on our sides, with her lying on her back on top of my chest, with us on our sides and me behind her back, and with her on her back, her legs straight up, her toes pointing to the ceiling as I pounded her right back through the mattress of her bed. We scissored our legs and tugged each other’s ankles and rammed our groins together. We played and teased each other in a 69.
At first I was amazed at what was clearly — to me — her many climaxes. But when there seemed to be too many, I doubted any of them could be real climaxes at all. Can anyone cum that much for real?
Finally, she wiggled her ass up at me and lowered herself down on her elbows in front of me and looked at me over her shoulder and behind her. I knelt high above her and I held her hips in front of me and I entered her pussy from behind. I rammed myself into her depths hard enough to jolt her body and empty her lungs.
Her head shot up and her fists twisted into the sheets. I pounded her again and she grimaced and clenched her teeth and her hair flew all over her face. I pounded myself into her a third time and she cried out loud at the windows filled with morning sunshine. She twisted around like a dervish possessed, and through a jutting jaw and clenched teeth, she said, low and gutturally, “harder!”
I pulled back and slammed myself into her body so hard, I was sure I was breaking such a small and fragile human thing. But she slammed her ass back at my hips, and when we pulled apart again, it was her who pounded herself back into me harder than I could manage to pound myself into her.
I gripped her hips harder, I rolled my head back to the ceiling, and I drove myself into her with all my weight. She screamed and gasped and she howled. When I erupted inside her, she strained in her body so hard, I thought she was going to explode with tension. She screamed, and she collapsed. My cock fell out of her and my cum gushed down her thighs. I fell down on her bed and entered a comatose state instantly.
My phone buzzed where it had landed on her couch in the other room. I came to and remembered where I was and what I was doing. I staggered up and out of her bed and stumbled over her floor, naked through the doors, and found my phone. It was the electrical motor specialist guy — and he was downstairs waiting for me. I checked the time. It was 8:15.
I stumbled around and found my clothes and pulled them on all out of order. I came to the double doors and leaned my head through. Sierra remained on her bed still with her sheets a tangled mess, her limbs flung as though her body had been tossed aside, and she smiled up at me with a wasted look in her eyes. The sun lit her up like a fallen angle lying in those clouds of white she sprawled all over.
She waved a tiny, no-energy wave with her fingers barely lifting from the sheets under her, and she blew me a half-assed kiss and closed her eyes. I got my shoes on and slipped out her door and managed, just, to keep myself upright all the way down the spiraling stairs to the grey-painted basement. I staggered through the labyrinth of hallways down there and got to the side metal door and, leaning my hand into the cool cement wall, I hauled it open with whatever strength I had left in me.
I’d never been fucked so stupid before in my life, the way Sierra had just fucked me. I never knew the meaning of that phrase before — but I knew it then.
The guy was standing outside looking down at me where I was half bent over and hanging my jaw down.
“You okay there bud?” he said.
I lifted my glazed eyes to him and struggled to close my mouth. “Just a long way down,” I said, and I held my hand out to shake his. “Cade,” I said.
“Johnny,” he said, and he stepped inside and followed me to the elevator motor room.
I could not get the vision of Sierra out of my head, sprawled and writhing in the middle of her huge white bed splashed with morning rays of sunshine all over her naked body. It felt like she had put some kind of spell on my brain. It took every ounce of my mental strength to focus on what Johnny was saying to me.
“Yeah, she’s a real beauty,” he said, and he whistled looking down at the motor.
I looked over my shoulder at him with my eyes ready to pop out. But he meant the elevator motor filling the room, with its cover off. Sierra, Sierra, Sierra: I was spinny with her.
“But you definitely need to replace the windings,” he said, “problem being, nobody makes those like that anymore.” He turned to me. “So it’s going to have to be a custom job in other words, and I’m not even sure where in the world you could find anyone who could or would do it,” he said. He looked back down at the motor. “I wouldn’t do it,” he said.
I nodded staring at the metallic guts of the ancient electrical motor. “Okay, so what are the options?” I said.
“New motor,” he said matter of factly. Then he looked up and around and scanned the four corners of the tiny elevator motor room. “But that’s going to have to be a different size, therefore a different output, therefore a different draw . . . “ he said, trailing off. “Different everything.”
I nodded more and looked at him.
He nodded back at me the way a doctor does when granny ain’t coming back. “New pulley system, new cables, new cable spools, new cement footings bottom and up top as well, new boxes, new shaft . . . .” he said, continuing as long as he needed for me to get the point.
“That’s what we’re trying to avoid here,” I said.
“Well,” he said, and he took off his baseball cap and scratched the back of his head and looked down at the motor again. “I’ve never done one like this, but I’ve heard the owner of our company did one at some point — rewinding the coils,” he said. “You might find a technician somewhere in the country, but it would be prohibitively expansive, I would imagine,” he said.
“Can I do it?” I said.
The guy puffed his cheeks out, snorted, and pushed his hair back from his forehead. “I mean, they used to do it, back in the day. But then, they used to keep fucking harems of ladies happy and still build goddamned pyramids at the same time, but that doesn’t mean anyone can still do that today,” he said, and he snorted.
I swallowed at his reference and kept my face straight. “The difficult I’ll do right now,” I said. “The impossible might take a little while,” I went on, and I smirked and shrugged.
“There’s three of them fuckers down there,” the guy said, missing my reference entirely. “You get anything wrong with any one of those three, and the whole thing blows apart, then you’ll never rebuild it — and now you have the whole installation to pull out after all anyway.” He looked around the tiny room again. “I mean, a new motor? You’re likely putting a hole through this wall and holes all the way out to the alley just to get a new motor in here,” he said. “They probably put this motor in before they built the damn building.”
“You said the owner of your company did this kind of thing at one time?” I said.
“I mean I can call him for you, if you want,” the guy said and he bulged his eyes out. “He can maybe tell you instructions, but I’m going to be honest with you — he doesn’t get out these days.”
“You call him,” I said. “I’m calling my boss — tell him the news and see how he wants to play it.”
I got Stan on the phone. He was in Gus’s office and they put me on speaker.
“I was afraid of that,” Gus said.
“You talk to that guy’s boss,” Stan said, “and you make the call. If you think you can do it . . . “ he said, and he trailed off without finishing. I could hear Gus and Stan murmuring privately together.
I ended the call just as Johnny waved at me and put his phone down on a crate and he put it on speaker. “I sent him pictures,” he said. “He recognizes the thing at least.”
“That Cade there?” I heard an old voice on his phone.
“Cade here, sir,” I said, and I nodded down at the phone.
“You can do this, kid,” he said. “You just take your time and double check every move you make.”
I looked at Johnny. He shrugged and raised his eyebrows. He also shook his head privately at me side to side.
“I think I’d like to try,” I said, ignoring Johnny.
“Atta boy,” the voice said. “Now,” he said, “there’s three sets of coils, and each set is going to have 70 coils in it. So there’s a total of 210 coils in that god damned beast,” he said. “And each one is going to be between 12 inches and 24 inches, you got that?”
I nodded. “210 coils, roger that,” I said.
“And with each one of them, you need to carefully document where they go, which way they are oriented, which way they are wound, and what gauge of wire they use — each factor is crucial. Get one wrong, and the whole thing flies apart.”
“Document,” I said.
“The biggest thing,” he said, “is balance. You need to achieve exact balance and symmetry between the three parts,” he said. “You need perfect balance, I cannot emphasize that enough — so exactly the right length, exactly the right gauge, are you hearing me?” he said. “Balance is crucial!” he yelled as if he didn’t believe I was listening hard enough.
“I got it, balance, it’s crucial.” I said.
“If you create imbalance between the three-way configuration of this thing, you’re going to get vibration, and that vibration is going to grow sympathetically, you’ll get resonance in the housing, then the floor, then through the whole goddamn shaft, and then this whole thing blows apart,” he said. “Catastrophe is what I’m talking about — if you fail to achieve three-way balance!” he said.
I nodded. “Three way balance,” I said.
“Document, balance, and phase,” he said.
“Phase?” I said.
“This is called a Delta connection, that three way configuration. It’s a three-phase motor,” he said. It was more yelling, the whole phone call. I guess he thought maybe I was as hard of hearing as he was. “The three parts together are your stator. So called,” he said, “because they remain stationary and in place,” he said. “Each set of 70 coils takes one phase of the power supply. When the juice is supplied to one, that one creates a magnetic field, and then the juice is supplied to the next one, and that one creates a magnetic field, and then the third one — so that a magnetic field is moved around and around,” he said, “just as the three phases of juice hit each set of coils in turn. You getting this?” he said.
“Phases, yeah,” I said.
“Each phase of power supplies a magnetic field sequentially around those three parts, and this moving field, then, interacts with the rotor — so called because it’s the free-floating part that rotates,” he said. “The three phases are what induces the rotor to spin. The rotor is attached to the pulley system. The pulleys move a cable between them. The cable is attached to the elevator box. This is how the three phase power makes your elevator go up and down through the shaft. Is this making sense to you?” he said. “It’s all pretty elementary stuff!”
I nodded. “The shaft,” I said.
“Balance between the three phases is everything, kid,” he said. “You treat each of those sets of coils like a girlfriend,” he said. “Like a lady. Do you have a lady-friend?” he said.
I gulped. “Not quite,” I said, and I chuckled.
He ignored my reply. “You buy her flowers on her birthday, you buy her chocolates on Valentines, you take her out to dinner on Friday nights, you treat her right, is what I’m saying,” he said. “You treat those coils the same way.”
I chuckled. “Flowers, got it,” I said.
“Now think about it, what if you had three girlfriends?” he said.
I gulped.
“You get anything wrong with any one of them, and what happens to your whole set up?” he said.
I cleared my throat and looked away to avoid eye contact with Johnny. He rolled his eyes at me like the old man was losing it — I could see him in the corners of my eyes.
“You blow the whole thing apart?” I said.
“You blow the whole goddamned fucking thing apart!” the voice on the phone shouted. “And then guess who isn’t getting his dipstick wet anymore?”
I widened my eyes at the wall beside me. “Me?” I said,
“Bingo, kid,” he said and he laughed. “Balance. You balance the three parts, that thing is going to rise up and go down that shaft smoothly, cleanly, and forever more,” he said. “And your motor is going to purr morning, noon, and night,” he said, and he laughed even more before he devolved into a laughing fit and then a coughing fit, and he hung up the phone.
Johnny and I stared at the motor a while longer. “I mean,” he said, and he shrugged. “I can get you the parts, I can set up your tests, it’s pretty straight forward,” he said. “You just have to make sure you get it right: where they go, which way they’re oriented, and which way they’re wound,” he said.
“And what length they are, what gauge they are, and which ones are connected to which other ones,” I said.
“Easy-peasy,” he said, and he laughed. “But it’s either that, or the whole thing is coming out, shaft, stairs, and all. 
“It’s really no choice at all,” I said.
“If that’s your call,” Johnny said.
I got a notebook and pencil and I started with a diagram and a chart listing each attribute of the coils, and I numbered 70 lines down the first column, and then I made three such columns. 210 coils, I said to myself. And six attributes each. Nothing to it . . . “Like three girlfriends,” I said to myself and I snorted. “Good thing I only have two,” I thought to myself. I got to it, carefully removing the first of the coils.
I suddenly noticed someone staring at me from the basement hallway outside the elevator motor room. I looked up and startled, rocking back on my milk crate seat. But she didn’t react at all. She just kept staring down at my chart in my notebook in my lap.
“What’s that?” she said.
I hadn’t seen her before. She wore glasses with her long, brunette hair pulled tightly back from her face. She appeared refined, but also quiet, even shy. Her eyes only uncertainly left the page of my notebook and traveled up to my eyes, before darting back down again.
“I need to document six attributes for each of the 210 windings,” I said to her.
I meant to give her more detail than she expected so that she’d lose interest and move on. Normally, with residents stopping to watch, I’d give them a more general account meant to dissuade any further questions: I’m working on the elevator, I’d say, or Working on the motor, if I wanted to give slightly more specificity.
But this girl, she was curious in a genuine way that broke down my walls before I even got to put them up.
“Twelve hundred and sixty data points,” she said with a nod. “Why aren’t you using a spreadsheet?”
I narrowed my eyes at my penciled-in chart and estimated myself that she might be close to the mark with that number. Then I leaned back a bit and thought, It’s a sheet, and it’s spread open on my lap, is it not?
She must have read my mind. “If you use a spreadsheet, it’ll help you not lose anything, and also, it’ll be way easier to order what you need going forward,” she said.
I shrugged at her. “I work with my hands,” I said. “Not a computer in an office cubicle type of guy.”
“I am,” she said. “It’s all I do — spreadsheets,” she said. She turned to walk away but paused and turned sideways. “I work at home, by the way,” she said. “But I’m done when markets close at 3.”
“Oh well,” I said, “I’m down here till 4.”
“It’s 4 now,” she said. “So why not come up?” She said. “I’ll show you a spreadsheet. I’ll make one for you.”
She remained standing there looking sideways at me like she expected a genuine reply that very moment. I was left without a choice. The idea of a computer-based approach did make sense to me — I was already getting lost in my columns and erasing half the things I had written down. In the three beats during which we stared at each other, my phone chimed as though to make the point: it was 4, and I was off work.
She remained perfectly still — but she did make the slightest tilt of her head toward the stairs down the hallway.
“A spreadsheet, you say,” I said, and I groaned as I got up off my milk crate and shut the elevator motor room door. I followed her up the winding spirals of staircases the same way I had followed Sierra and Zoey earlier. She was right — it was going to get wildly complex on me if I didn’t get control of it.
We came inside her apartment and she closed the door behind her. She was officious and professional. I had no reason to think it was anything other than what it was. And her apartment only made the point more clear. It looked like an office with a wall of screens curving around a desk populated with keyboards and phones and other electronics. Tiny green and red lights blinked from everywhere. A fan hissed, cooling it all.
“It’s Melissa, by the way,” she said, and she put an open laptop down on the coffee table facing her couch. “Play around with that one, go ahead, you can’t break it,” she said. “I need to shower — I was out for a run,” she said, and she disappeared up a hallway by the front door.
I heard water come on and I sat down on her couch and turned the laptop toward myself. I leaned over my knees to stare into it. I wasn’t, of course, a stranger to computers, but spreadsheets were not something I ever had need of in my life. I played around with it like she suggested, but if she thought this was a fun toy for me to get interested in, she had, I thought, a strange idea of what fun was.
She came back out of the hallway in a long, thick pink robe and she sat down on the couch beside me in it, and pulled the laptop up onto her lap and leaned back. “Let’s build you a spreadsheet,” she said. “Got your notebook?”
I waved the book at her and leaned back in her couch beside her and tilted my head over to see the screen on her knees. I tried to ignore the fact this total stranger was in a robe beside me.
“You tell me what information you need, what you’re gathering, and I’ll just work here while you talk, okay?” she said.
“What do you do here?” I said.
“I analyse corporate merger proposals — I’m the prototypical third party that banks and financials use to run the numbers by,” she said. She rolled her head over the back of her couch to face me. “It’s all about balance,” she said. “I make sure all sides of a transaction are balanced,” she added, and she looked back at her screen. “And sometimes there’s three sides to a thing, so it gets tricky.”
“Well,” I said, and I snorted. “The most important thing to this whole exercise for me,” I said, “is the balance between the three phases,” I said. “So I guess I’m in luck.”
“I guess you are,” she said without looking at me or smiling. “I’m glad you told me that, though — I’ll add a summary box here, so you can see if the balance is right,” she said.
“The gauge of wire and the length of coil would change the balance,” I said, thinking out loud. “Maybe that’s why they are all different and why they have to be exactly the same when I replace them,” I said to her.
“So you need the same weight between each part of each section, right?” she said, “and between the sections overall too?” she said.
“Yeah, and it has to be the same overall when you add up all three sections, too,” I said.
She nodded, her eyes narrowed, and a moment later, her hands were flying wildly over the keyboard and her screen blinked and flashed.
“There’s no way you were going to ever do this with pencil on paper,” she said.
“They must have done it that way back when they built it,” I pointed out.
She didn’t look at me, but she kept typing madly. “They also sent a spaceship to the moon using a cereal box calculator,” she said, “but you don’t see me climbing aboard.”
We worked up her spreadsheet taking into account more and more parameters and finding all the different ways balance could be found. She poured us wine, we laughed, she put music on. She showed me things in my numbers I would never have figured out. I described in greater and greater detail the way the three parts were configured. I showed her all the pictures I had taken of the thing with my phone, and together we discovered new ways of looking at it.
“It’s different,” she finally said, flopping back in the couch. “Doing the numbers on something that is real and tangible.”
I flopped back too. “It’s weird,” I said, “seeing the same machine but through different dimensions like that. It’s like you’re showing me planes I didn’t know were there, or like you’re showing me different dimensions, not just length, width and height, like,” I said.
She turned her face to me. “It’s like different worlds that are superimposed on each other, isn’t it,” she said. “Only it’s all real, like you can touch it,” she said. “I do this exact thing for businesses, I help them visualize a model of the financial flows, or a model of the capitalizations,” she said, “but you can’t touch capital,” she said, “you can’t feel future discount.”
We both sat up to sip our wine and we remained leaning forward over our knees. We turned our faces toward each other. Our eyes were close. Our mouths were closer. I slightly turned my face away from hers, but it stiffened on me. Her hair flowed wildly down over her shoulders. It had been tightly pulled back when I saw her the first time downstairs. Her thick pink robe slipped from one shoulder and she let it stay that way and snorted like she knew it fell. She even shrugged as if to say, “I guess that happened.”
“You can’t touch electricity, either,” I said.
“Feels like I am right now,” she said, and she snorted.
I snorted too because it was corny and she laughed because she meant it to be funny. And then suddenly we were kissing. It started like something that had already been happening. It was like a skip in a show, or like a sudden flip to a different, only slightly altered, reality.
Her robe fell off her other shoulder. Her sash knot fell apart and her robe fell partly down her back. It parted down her front and the scent of her freshly washed body rose up to me like cedar and rain. We kissed again and my t-shirt came off me like it wasn’t there to start with. We kissed more and my pants dematerialized the same way, it seemed. We necked and moaned and snorted at the corniness of it all. It felt like something I had no control over, like I was watching it in a movie. I was, within a moment, it seemed, on my back stretched down the length of her couch, and she was straddling me and tugging her robe off her arms and out from under her.
I felt high. I felt woozy. She crouched down over me, both of us somehow naked already, and she kissed me and passed red wine from her mouth into my mouth and laughed. She stretched back and sideways from me to put her wine down again on the coffee table and I wrapped my hands around her waist and tugged on her body.
In the same way that we had fallen together and lost our clothes, she was in the next moment kneeling over my face and arching in her back and cupping her hands over her bare breasts. I looked down her body and found myself touching her pussy with my mouth. Everything was automatic. Everything was skipping ahead. It was like a lucid dream where merely thinking a thing made it suddenly real, made it what it was you were experiencing with no time or effort or thinking between the moments.
Her pussy was smooth, bare, and pretty. I kissed it and she stretched further up and jutted her hips further out at my face. Her hips vibrated over my mouth and her clitoris rubbed over the tip of my nose. I leaned my face back and lashed her clit with the tip of my tongue. She cried to herself and bit her lip as though trying to stop making noise. I reached around her body and squeezed her ass cheeks in my hands, and she fell forward, caught herself on her locked-straight arms, and held herself up over me with her hands clenched into the arm of the couch behind my head. She curled her spine and jutted and retracted her hips like she was fucking someone, only it was my face, and she dragged her vibrating pussy up and back over my mouth, leaking all over my chin. 
I flicked my tongue over her clit again and she dropped her jaw wide open and clenched her eyes shut. I sucked it between my lips and she stopped breathing. I circled it with my tongue and she began to emit quicker, shorter, and increasingly higher-pitched cries until finally she inhaled to the tops of her lungs and bolted back to kneel high and stiffly over my face.
I felt her run down my chin and I lapped at her loose and engorged pussy lips and she collapsed down onto me and groaned like she’d been dismembered.
A moment later, she was tickling the top of my cock with her fingernails, looking down at me and smirking. She was dragging her pussy lips back and forth over the head of my cock.
“So do you have a girlfriend?” she said down to me full of breath and tension. The head of my cock pushed into the lips of her pussy.
“No, but . . . ” I said. In truth, I was unsure what to call Sierra and Zoey. Mellisa shook and she cried.  She seemed to be quickly rising up to another crescendo. She pushed on the top of my cock and the head became smeared with her wetness.
In the same way things had been happening seemingly without time between them to think, I began to speak without knowing what I was saying. I was dissociated from my body and from my voice, too. I had no more idea what I was going to say next than you would what a character in a movie was going to say next, walking into the middle of.
“I’ve been with two other girls in this building, though,” I said.
I expected her to gasp with horror. I anticipated her to leap off me, throw her robe around her perfect body, and point with a straight arm at her door. I couldn’t believe what I said.
But that wasn’t how she reacted. “Do you fuck them too?” she said in a nearly crying voice, and she wrapped her hand around the base of my shaft and lowered her hips to take the entire head of my cock inside her pussy lips.
“Yes,” I said.
She threw her head back and dropped her chin down. “Hard?” she said, and she let go of my cock and slid her pussy down over my shaft.
“Yes,” I said. “Very hard, especially with one girl,” I said. “The smaller one.”
“Oh fuck!” she cried out loud. She fell forward and landed with the heels of her hands hard into my shoulders. “Do they make you cum inside them?” she said, barely able to squeeze her voice out.
“Uh-huh,” I said, no longer able to think or care what I told her. “And they cum too,” I said.
“Fuck!” she cried out loud with a shaking voice. “When?” she said, before she dropped her head down beneath her shoulders and she swept my face with her hair and smeared my mouth with her lips.
“Just this morning,” I said. “And the other one, last night.”
She inhaled sharply and rolled her eyes back in her head. She began to slam her hips down into my hips. She gripped the arm of the couch behind my head like a cowgirl holding a bull’s reins in her hand, and she pulled and pushed her hips up and down over my hips, driving my cock deeper and harder up her pussy. She leaked all over me even more than when she came on my mouth.
“Oh fuck, Cade!” she cried out loud. “That turns me on so much!” she whimpered, and her body clenched up, her mouth dropped open, and she stopped breathing altogether.
I held her waist in my hands. She threw one hand over the back of the couch and gripped the arm of the couch behind my head harder with her other hand, and she fucked me under her body so ferociously, the feet of the couch skidded back and forth over the hardwood floor. 
“Cum on my face when you cum!” she shouted.
“Im going to cum now!” I shouted back.
She flew off my lap and fell to her knees in front of the couch. I stood up, wavered on my feet, and didn’t even need to touch my cock, before I spurted myself at her. She pushed her face up to my cock and held her hair back and bathed in my cum like she was under the head of a hot shower, and she squealed and laughed and caught my cum with her mouth and lapped at it with her tongue.
I fell back deeply into her couch and she stood up in front of me, arched in her back, stuck her ass out behind her. She rubbed my cum all over her neck and breasts and stomach. “So good!” she groaned and she laughed.
I shook my head at her with incomprehension and widened my eyes to pull myself out of the delirium she put me in. She laughed some more and skipped out of the room and snatched at her robe on her way down the hallway again. I got dressed and she came back out from another shower wearing the robe again, but this time with the sash tighter.
She leaned into me and kissed me on the mouth. “I’m actually usually pretty ready for something like that after market close,” she said, and she laughed and squealed and spun around. “As long as your other two girlfriends don’t mind,” she said.
I’d forgotten all about Zoey and Sierra, so completely had Melissa stretched and molded my mind like a loaf of dough.
“Anyway,” she said, “let me work the spreadsheet up better for you,” she said. “I have a spare laptop you can use — it’s old but it’ll work fine for this,” she said. “I’ll get you set up.”
I nodded without an ability to speak, and I waved and slipped out her door. I meandered down the carpeted hallway, slapped the brass corner of the elegant elevator shaft, and skipped like a new man down the wide stairs that wound down around the elevator.
I checked my phone. It was just after 5. I was suddenly startled by a voice below me on the next floor down. I looked up and found Zoey smiling back up at me. “Where you coming from?” she said. “I thought you knocked off an hour ago!”
She hooked her hand through my arm expecting me to walk her down the stairs the rest of the way.
“I bet you were coming out of Sierra’s apartment!” she said, and she hip-checked me.
“No,” I said. “Not quite.”
“Not somebody else?” she said, and she widened her eyes and dropped her grin wide open at me. “Mon dieu!”
She could tell from my flinch that she guessed right. “Who!?” she said.
I jutted my jaw sideways. It was one thing, I thought, to cheat around like that. But it was worse to lie. “There’s a girl called Melissa on the 6th floor,” I said.
Zoey stopped dead in her tracks and gaped at me. “I know Melissa!” she said. “Very hot girl? Dark brunette hair? Glasses?” she said. “Very serious banker type?”
I bit my lip. “Yeah, that’s her,” I said sheepishly.
“I met her in the laundry room!” Zoey cried out loud and she laughed and carried on dragging me down the stairs with her. “But weren’t you with Sierra this morning?” she said.
“Yeah, uh-huh,” I said, and I clenched my eyes shut. I felt busted. Exposed.
She shook her face at me and grinned. “Look at you!” she said. “Three different girls, and all at once, too!”
She got to the front door and flew down the steps and out to the sidewalk and she waved at me and laughed and skipped away. There was nothing negative in her reaction at all. I stood there outside the elevator shaft on the main floor marveling at the wonder of it. She had nothing to say about that whole thing, did she.
I went down to the basement to make sure everything was put away and locked, and I went out the side door and back to my truck. My phone buzzed. It was Zoey — she was texting me now.
“Are you going to be around at 11?” she wrote. “When I get home?”
I puffed long and hard out my inflated cheeks and looked up to the sky. I stared at my phone and decided I had no choice left in life.  “I heed to go home to shower and change, first,” I said.
“So come back then, and stay here!” she wrote me. “That way, you’ll already be at work in the morning (after I fuck your brains out!)” she wrote, and she put out a string of different laughing emojis.
I drove home and hung my hands from the shower head and let the hot water run down over my head until I nearly fell asleep standing up. The word the old guy said to me on the phone kept coming back to me: “Balance!” he said. “Balance is crucial!”
I wisely decided to nap before going over to Zoey’s apartment to “sleep.” I had a feeling I was going to need to rest up for that.




Chapter 3

“Albrecht!”
I snapped my fingers: that was the name of that old elevator motor guy! His warning to me rolled around my head all the way down the freeway back to downtown. It was around 11 at night. I had taken a much-needed recuperation and recovery nap following my “encounter” with the enigmatic brunette Melissa on the 2nd floor. I knew I would need a rest before my impending “encounter” with the fun-loving blonde Zoey up on the 4th  floor, after she got home from work, which was shortly. I had to wait at my place till after 11, of course, to avoid an interception “encounter” with that steely-eyed raven-haired Sierra on the 3rd floor, who I knew would be heading off to work herself just around then. 
“Balance eez crucial!” that old guy Albrecht cried at me in his thick German accent. He must have said it a dozen times in that first phone call. “Three-way balance! That eez zee key to a Delta Connection!”
I’d learned a lot of things about electric motors in that one short call: How three-phase electricity works, how a three-phase motor — which was called a “delta connection” — works, and most especially, how, if you don’t balance the three parts of the stator, the rotor is going to vibrate. I also learned what a stator is and what a rotor is . . . .
A rotor with an imbalanced stator will vibrate, and that vibration will resonate with the housing, the floor will pick up the frequency from the housing, and the whole shaft up through the building will end up shaking itself apart. “Catastrophe!” that old-timer shouted at me, before he broke down in another of his frequent coughing fits.
Balance. It all started and ended with balance. Balance was very important. I squinted out my front window leaning my body over my steering wheel, making sure to tighten that lesson hard into it’s nut in my mind.
I rolled quietly through the alley and used the parking spot the owner of the building let me have for the duration of the elevator rebuild. It was downtown and it was barely 11, but it was eerily quiet in the heart of the big city. I felt like I had to press my truck door closed, not swing it shut, like maybe I was sneaking past Zoey’s parents in the front room or something. In truth, I did have to sneak by Melissa who’d be sound asleep, and Sierra, who could possibly be charging out a little late for work.
I went through the hidden side door — it was the only door I had been given a key for. No need to have the repair types with their boxes of tools tromping through the big double ornate doors out front! The bare bulbs hung from the low ceiling of the grey basement hallway labyrinth to show the tortuously twisting way to the stairs up into the building proper. The elevator, of course, was out of commission — me being the one that took it out.
I stopped by the elevator motor room door and leaned in to look over my work the previous day. No elves had come to finish my tasks since I was enticed away by Melissa up to her apartment earlier that evening. The coils of winding wire laid spread around the floor, my pad of paper and pencil among them, everything exactly as I left it when she stopped at my door and offered to make a spreadsheet for me, and then curled her finger to gesture to me to follow her up to her apartment above. There was spreading involved up there, and there were sheets, too, but not all of it took place on a laptop. Not a computer laptop, anyway.
I came up the wide, spiraling staircase that wound around the elevator shaft and paused a moment to glance down the hallway of the second floor — to glance at Melissa’s door down there. She worked 6 in the morning to 3 in the afternoon, when markets closed in her home office behind that door. She’d be sleeping now.
I crept around the front of the ornate elevator shaft and continued up the stairs to the third floor, and I paused again. Down that hallway was Sierra’s door. She worked 11 at night to 7 in the morning in the MRI lab at the hospital. She’d be at work by now, if I timed it right.
I curled around the shaft and continued up to the fourth floor. Down there was Zoey’s door. She worked 5 in the afternoon till 11 at night doing social media for the local pro hockey team. She’d be home by now . . . .
I crept down the thickly-carpeted hallway like a man with something to hide. I put my ear to her door but it opened just as I leaned into it. Zoey was waiting of me.
She was dressed in grey hoody, hood up, and baggy grey jogging pants — she’d been home long enough, evidently, to change out of her work clothes. “Oh!” she said, only half startled. “I thought I heard something out here!” She turned and wandered back inside leaving her door open for me. “I’m famished!” she called out to me over her shoulder. “And I refuse to eat stadium food!” she said, and she laughed. “You?”
I closed the door behind me — but not before leaning out and glancing up and down the hallway just to make sure. I don’t know why I was so watchful. Or why I felt so watched. I was plagued with second thoughts. I was tied up like a pretzel, crossed over several times around with long arms of self-doubt. It felt wrong in a profoundly risky way to go from one girl’s apartment to the other’s like that, and then on to the third girl’s after that, one in the morning, one in the afternoon, and one at night. It invited catastrophe, and in a German accent, too.
“You look apprehensive,” Zoey said, and she folded her leg under herself and plopped down on her couch. “Sit,” she said, and she patted the cushion beside her and spooned more granola and yogurt into her mouth.
“I always have anxieties,” I said, and I shrugged and sat down near her.
She put her bowl on the coffee table and leaned over her lap to push my hair off my forehead. “If you’re always looking backward, of course you’re going to be worried about what’s ahead!” she said, and she snorted. “Which is what anxiety is, isn’t it.”
“Like it’s as easy as that,” I said and I chuckled.
“I’m around the hockey team all the time,” she said. “They have psychologists in there all the time talking to the guys. So lucky me, I end up getting vicarious mental health treatment by osmosis,” she said, and she laughed. “You don’t think players get anxiety about upcoming games? Like they don’t go over and over in their heads about what happened in the last game?”
“True that,” I said, and I nodded.
She snorted and threw her leg over my lap to pull herself up onto my thighs and she wrapped her arms around my neck. She ducked her head down and pushed her face into my neck. Her blonde hair swept over my face. Her scent filled my senses. What would a girl like her — three girls like all of them! — find so damned appealing in an ordinary working stiff guy like me?
“Now tell your pally Zoey what’s got you so wound up,” she said, and she covered my lips with her soft, warm lips, and invaded my mouth with her snake-like penetrating tongue.
I wrapped my hands around her taut waist. She snorted and pulled up the bottom of her hoody for me. My hands sank into the warm skin of her waist. I pushed my hands all the way up her back to her neck, and down again. She had, I noted, nothing on under the hoody. It was smooth, warm skin all the way.
“Tell me,” she said in a quiet, breathy whisper. I felt her breath on my neck. I felt her fingernails in my small hairs. She sat back on my knees and stretched her arching body backward and crossed her arms over her torso. In one smooth movement, she shut her eyes, lifted her chin, and pulled her hoody up and off her body, before pulling out the elastic from her pony tail and using both of her hands to mash her blonde hair up and around her head, making herself wild and sexy. And she knew it, too: she smirked at me. Her eyes dilated.
She pulled up my t-shirt next, and yanked on it until I put my hands up, and she tugged it up and off me. She leaned into me with her body naked from her waist up — just like me. “Skin on skin should help with your anxieties,” she said, and she snorted. “Don’t you agree?” she added, and she emitted a tiny chirp from the back of her throat as she sank her mouth down over mine again. She curled her spine in and pushed her hips down, pressing her groin into the growing lump in my pants.
“I feel like the job downstairs with the elevator motor might be too much for me,” I said. “I think my bosses are starting to doubt me, too. The old German motor guy is hard to understand,” I said. “It’s all getting as confusing as shit.”
“Poor baby!” Zoey said. “But they picked you for the job, didn’t they?” she said. She reached surreptitiously between our bodies, and before I realized what she was doing, my pants were open and my cock was stretching up and out into the cool air. I felt the hot skin of her palm wrap around it. I gulped hard and dry. All three of them were so different, yet they were the same in that one crucial way. They gave me no idea why me.
“They picked me or they just settled on me — there’s literally nobody else,” I said.
“So what could go wrong?” she said. She slid off my lap — everything she did was smooth and seamless. She sat back down on my knees and, kissing again, I roamed with my hands down her body. There was no waistband anymore because she had taken her pants off, and her panties, too, I discovered, feeling nothing there lower down her hips. I felt the warm skin of her thighs down to her knees and down over her calves, too, and back up again, over her hips and up her back. She had nothing on anywhere. It had all evaporated.
“The owner of the building doesn’t want the restoration, I’m pretty sure now. He’s only been forced into it by the heritage people,” I said. “He wants me to fail.”
She kissed my neck, my shoulder, and my chest, before she came back to my mouth. Her hands pushed down inside the back of my pants and her fingers clenched my bare ass cheeks. With her wrists, she pushed my pants down. I didn’t do much more than rock one way and the other on my hips, before finding myself as naked as she was. She was that smooth. She wrapped her warm hand around my shaft again and slowly, lightly, pumped her fist up and down on me, poking the head of my erection into her taut stomach.
“And he’s looking for any reason to call it off and tear it all out?” she said. Her voice was softer and her breath grew hotter. Her blonde hair draped around the back of my neck. She rolled her forehead over my forehead and knelt up higher over my lap. She reached around behind herself and seized my cock in her hand behind her. She shivered and teased the insides of her thighs with the head, pushing and pulling it around against her skin.
“And cancel the contract,” I said. “There’s this old German motor guy, Albrecht, who does the vibration tests. If there’s too much, my coil rewinding doesn’t pass, the owner gets an exemption on the heritage piece and the motor comes out, which means the shaft gets torn down, which means the elevator boxes, the stairs, the whole thing comes out,” I said.
“That’s a lot for you to think about,” she said, and she sank her pussy lips down around the head of my cock and let go of my shaft with her hand. “When really all you need to do is measure the wire . . . ” she said, sinking further down on me. “ . . . cut the wire . . . “ she went on, crushing her groin into my groin. “ . . . and re-wind it the correct way,” she said. She pushed her body back up to a tall kneel over my lap, and my cock, quivering and wet, nearly came all the way back out of her pussy, before she exhaled into my neck and plunged her body back down on mine, enveloping my cock, now slick with her glisten, all the way to the hilt of her pussy. I felt the end of her with the tip of the head of my cock.
“Correct?” she said in a near cry, our groins mashed together.
I grunted coarsely. “Length, gauge, orientation, and position,” I said, barely able to talk. “All in perfect balance around the three parts,” I said, squeezing it out. “Delta Connection,” I said with a wince. “Eez all about zee balance,” I said.
She began to ride on me faster, deeper, and harder. “So that is all you need to think about,” she said, her voice higher pitched, her inhalations sharper and catching, her fingers digging deeper into the skin of my shoulders. Her juice flowed liberally all over me. “Only the wire. Only the balance. Only the motor,” she said. The last word she said into my neck in a whimpering cry.
“But what about Albrecht?” I said, barely able to breathe myself. She pumped her body up and down on mine like a piston, and her hair whipped over my face, her bare breasts brushed up and down my chest, and her pussy sucked on and squeezed my cock. “What about the owner, what about the permits and the tests and the boards and their decisions?” I said.
“Just shut up and fuck me, Cade, that’s what!” she said. “That’s all you have to do!”
I pushed her over the side of the couch and her head came down against the arm. I spread her legs. She hooked one heel around the top of the back of the cushion and drove her other heel around my waist and hard into my back.
I heaved myself forward on my hands and knees and curled my spine in to thrust my hips down. My cock, raging hard, pushed into her pussy and I corkscrewed myself down into her, pushing her through the bottom of her couch. She thrusted her head back, inhaled with a short, sharp gasp, and arched so deeply in her back, her bare chest pushed up into my face.
I fucked her like a jackhammer. The slapping sounds our bodies made filled her apartment. The feet of her couch skidded on the floor. Her cries and whimpers filled my ears. I could feel her pussy grip my shaft deep inside her. Her fingernails, filed and painted, dug into the skin of my waist. Her strands of blonde whipped over her face. She pushed her hands into the side of the arm of the couch above her head and she braced her body, pushing herself down and into me as hard I was pushing myself into her.
She rolled her body over under me and raised herself on her elbows and knees in front of me. She looked over her shoulder at me behind her and, with glassy eyes and raised eyebrows, she hung her mouth wide open. She said, “You’re making me cum again!”
I plowed myself into her from behind and her body jolted when my hips slapped into her ass. I pulled her back by her hips and she squeezed her hands around the arm of the couch in front of her. Her pussy suddenly squeezed me too tight, like she was having spasms. Her juice ran all over me, though, and I continued to pierce her body through her gripping and releasing pussy muscles.
She tensed up all over as hard as a rock and she stopped breathing. Ripples of tension rode up and down my shaft deep inside her pussy. I stopped fucking her, but her pussy vibrated around my shaft too much. I grimaced at the ceiling, but it was no good. I clenched myself in my groin, but lost control. Everything exploded all at once. I erupted in spurt after spurt deep inside her pussy and gobs of my cum ran out of her lips and down her thighs. She screamed like someone being murdered.
When I finally fell out of her and collapsed backward on the cushions, we started laughing with our legs entwined from opposite ends of the couch. She finally got up and got glasses of water and warm and wet towels, and she cleaned us up while I slumbered in some sort of starry-eyed mode of recovery. She pulled on my hand until my body came up despite me, and she laughed and lead me to her bed.
The last thing I remember from that night was her kissing my lips where our faces came together on their sides over the pillows, and her words, before she kissed me: “You do your role,” she said. “Let everybody else do their’s. Your role in all this is to wind the wires with balance,” she said, and she kissed my nose. “So wind the wires with the very best balance you can, and that is all.”
I was awake in the morning before Zoey even stirred. But she was right, waking up already in the building meant no fighting traffic all the way down the jammed morning freeway. I got dressed in the other room and slipped out her door, rested, refreshed, and ready to get back to the task at hand.
But breakfast would have to come first, wouldn’t it.
I came down the stairs to the 3rd floor and came around the elevator shaft — and nearly ran right into Sierra climbing up to her floor from below, just then coming back from her work at the hospital. “Breakfast?” she said to me, as though reading my mind.
She didn’t wait for my answer before she wrapped her hand around my wrist and pulled me down the hallway to her door. Inside, she pressed her small body up against mine where I leaned back against the inside of her door, and she raised herself on her toes. With her fingers pushing through my hair, she groaned with her lips touching my ear. “I so badly need you to fuck me right now,” she said. “It’s ridiculous!”
“I can’t,” I said, trying to push her back from me, but without, to be honest, much strength. “I have to plan my day — I have to focus,” I said. “I’m starting to fuck things up down there.”
“Focus on what?” she said. She stood back from me and, like the previous time, she began to casually undress in front of me. I looked at the heap of clothes on the floor as it grew to include her scrubs, and then her bra, and then her panties.
“How to tell the bosses, how to tell the owner, how to tell everybody to just back off!” I said.
I watched her push open her sliding double doors that lead into her pristine white bedroom. She paused, pressing her nude body against the edge of the sliding door, and with her dark, almond eyes alone, she instructed me to undress just as she had.
Her body was small, tight, and efficient. She was unlike Zoey, who was fit, athletic, and sporty. Zoey was all blonde hair and pony tail and laughter. By contrast, Sierra was all straight black hair, tiny mouth, and piercing eyes.
I undressed.
“Did you see that?” she said, turning to go into her room. I watched her perfect round ass disappear between the two sliding doors.
“See what?” I said, when I came to the gap between them and looked inside, and into that glowing white shrine to purity.
She flopped down on her bed surrounded in the sea of morning sunlight-glowing whiteness and she laughed and bit on the side of her finger. She rolled onto her back and pulled one knee up. “I told you what I wanted and I didn’t even use my voice,” she said.
I came to her bed and knelt on it. She pulled her feet up and pressed both soles into my chest. I leaned against her pressure and she laughed.
“I noticed,” I said.
“But did you?” she said. “Really?”
“I don’t know what you mean,” I said and I stroked the sides of her trim body below me with the tips of my fingers.
“What do you want to do to me right now?” she said.
“You know what,” I said, and I chuckled. I cupped my hands under her calves and caressed her.
“So tell me, but don’t use your voice,” she said.
“I don’t get you,” I said.
“Tell me with your eyes only,” she said.
“Tell you what I want to do with you right now but only with my eyes?” I said.
“Decide what you want, and then say it with your eyes,” she said.
I laughed nervously, but she kept staring up at me with no expression, and she pressed her heels and then her toes into my chest, back and forth with increasing pressure. I leaned more heavily into her feet.
“How?” I said.
“I’m looking right back at you,” she said. “So just form the idea of what you want and look me right back in my eyes at me,” she said.
I took a big breath and I shook my shoulders out and shut my eyes. When I opened them again, still with my body leaning heavily into the soles of her feet with her knees pressed up to her chest, I found her eyes still gazing up at mine, still waiting for me, still expecting me to just do what she did to me with her eyes.
So I did. I thought about how we made love in her bed the first time. How she consumed me. How she climaxed on me. And I knew what it was then — and I projected it through my eyes. I wanted nothing more than to bury my cock in her pussy again. I opened my eyes on her eyes, and then I felt them open as though for a second time, a more clear second time, just like there was another layer to slide up and over them and out of the way.
I felt newly exposed to her. I felt as though I had lifted some sort of veil to my inner world. I felt like I was letting her see into my very soul. Though I wanted to pull my eyes away and break the mutual gaze, I forced myself to stay with her in that staring contest.
What at first felt silly and then strange, began to feel powerful and clear. The more we kept our eyes on each other’s eyes, the more I heard voices, hers and my own. The words weren’t clear, but I could tell that they weren’t words anyways in the conventional sense. The signal to noise ratio increased. A resonant frequency seemed to settle down over the scene. I felt a calmness fill me as though my veins carried something to my muscles. My mind, though empty, went clear as a desert day.
Sierra slowly pulled her knees apart and my hips sank down between her thighs. She draped her arms over my shoulders and pushed her heels into my back. My cock was already hard. The head pushed into her pussy and her back arched up, her head rolled back, and her eyes closed.
I heaved my body into hers and her body bumped and rode under mine. She rolled us over and crouched between my legs and sank her mouth down over the head of my cock. Her tongue swirled around my shaft inside her mouth and she whimpered as she pushed herself down as far as she could on me.
I pulled her by her waist and she came up and off me and knelt up high over me, before reaching behind herself, finding my cock, and plunging her tight pussy down over it. I reached up and caressed her small bare breasts in my hands as she bounced in my lap, fucking me slowly, softly, and  thoroughly.
I felt the twinges in my feet and then the clenching in my groin. She rolled her head back and grimaced at the ceiling. Her body vibrated and went stiff. I wanted to hold off, I wanted to show some staying power, but I also wanted to ejaculate inside her. She looked down through squinting, glazed eyes, and I met her gaze and I told her so with my eyes.
She gasped as I filled her, and then she leapt off me and closed her mouth around my cock to continue to drain me down her throat. When I sank into her bed, she got up and dashed to her bathroom.
I slept until she called me to the kitchen. She had probably calculated I had had enough time to slumber. I came in behind her robed body just as she turned, yelped, and pushed me out of her way.
She dished out fresh scrambled eggs and pulled toast out of her small oven. “You also said you wanted breakfast, if I heard you correctly,” she said, and she laughed.
“You just guessed,” I said.
But I knew that she didn’t lie.
“You told me with your eyes that you wanted to fuck me, that you wanted to cum inside me, and that you wanted to have breakfast too,” she said. “Am I wrong?”
I leaned back in her little Parisian chair by the big windows. “You’re not wrong,” I said, tearing off a chunk of toast with my clenching teeth.
“You can do this with anyone over anything,” she said. “You form in your mind what it is you want, you see it, you clarify it, and then you look the person in the eyes, and it will go to them like it was their own idea,” she said.
“Does that really work?” I said.
“Do you remember the first time you came up here?” she said.
“Not going to forget that the rest of my life,” I said.
“Was it your idea?” she said, and she tore a chunk of her toast off with her bared and clenched teeth and stared at me. I caught just the corner of her mouth curling up with the tiniest of grins.
“No,” I said, “but yeah,” I said. “I can’t tell now!” I said, and I laughed.
She laughed too. “See how it works? That’s how you find your voice. Now use that with your bosses, with the owner, and with whoever else you need to tell whatever it is you need to say”
I squinted my eyes at her and swallowed my breakfast.
“Now go,” she said. “I have to get to sleep!”
I went down to the basement with the coffee she fixed me — I told her that with my eyes, too, just to practice — and I realized that Zoey was right. All I had were the coils of wires. All I could do was rewind them — and do it right, to get the all-important balance correct.
I had Melissa’s old laptop and I had the spreadsheet open that she made for me. I sat on my upside-down yellow milk crate in that tiny grey and sweating elevator motor room, and got down to the next coil, peeling off the wires, measuring them, and recording them. And the next one, and the next one after that.
Knock-off time came sooner than I realized. It was Melissa who let me know, tapping on the door as she passed through the hallway. She had been out for her run after her work for the day.
“They going to let you keep doing the job?” she said.
“I don’t know,” I said, without thinking. “My only job is to rewind these 210 coils.” I stood up and came toward her. I wrapped my hands around her wrists and pinned them to the doorjamb over her head. I ducked my face down to press my lips into her lips. When I came off from the long kiss, I fixed her eyes with my own. I told her what I wanted, and I didn’t use words. It was a long, tedious day. I wanted her under me.
She smirked and she snorted, and she turned and walked away, invitingly, down the hallway and up the stairs to the 2nd floor. I followed her up the stairs and inside her apartment. Where Zoey was athletic and Sierra was efficient, Melissa was methodical. “Wait right here,” she said, after we kissed inside her door, and she went down her hallway. I heard her shower come on.
In truth, I was experimenting with what Sierra taught me about assertiveness and what Zoey taught me about clarity. Fucking Melissa, which is what I conveyed to her that I wanted to do down in the elevator motor room, was going to kill me. All three of them were wearing me out. I wasn’t sure how much longer I could sustain the practice with those three girls, seeing them morning, noon, and night, one after the other like that. How much is one man allowed?
But when Melissa came back out in her robe, dropped it on the floor, and came to me naked and fresh where I slumped in her couch, any second thoughts I had had evaporated like steam off the top of a cup of coffee.
“Go shower too,” she said. And then she pushed her mouth into my ear. “I want to suck you off so bad!”
I hurried down her hallway. I came back wearing a towel that she only smirked at, before tearing it off me. And then, the evening light bathing the surrounding buildings of downtown in a hazy orange glow, she knelt naked on her couch facing the window, and she arched her back and lifted her ass up at me.
When I came up to her and slapped her ass, she spun around and flared her eyes at me, but she laughed too. She slumped deep down in her couch so that only her head remained propped up against the cushions behind her. “Fuck my mouth,” she said.
I knelt on her couch and leaned over the top of the back. She wrapped her hands around the back of my ass and urged me with little pulls to jut my hips forward. I felt her lips spread open around the head of my cock and I pushed myself deeper inside her mouth.
I might have thought I was wearing out, but my cock showed no signs of fatigue. It grew hard and long inside Melissa’s caressing mouth. I hung my head over the back of her couch and shut my eyes. I pumped my hips into her face and sank my cock into her mouth.
She came off me and pushed and pulled me until she hung her ankles over my shoulders, and I leaned, standing on the floor, over her body and the couch, and I fucked her pussy hard enough to bounce it back at my hips off the cushions she laid down on.
I stood up and hugged her legs to my chest and, with only her head on the cushions of the couch below me, I fucked her body upside down against me.
Rattled and spent, she slid down to the floor and leaned against the front of the couch, turning her face up to me. I stood over her and sank my cock back into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around me and moaned out loud until I shuddered and clenched my thighs tightly. I spurted into her mouth and she eagerly swallowed all of me and sucked some more until I had nothing left in me for her.
She let my cum burble out her lips and drip from her chin and down over her breasts, and she laughed. “Come on,” she said, and she got up and wiped her mouth and body with my towel and pulled on some clothes. “I thought of what you need to add to your spreadsheet to better plan going forward.”
“What’s that?” I said, struggling to get dressed too, I was so wobbly on my knees.
“A timeline,” she said, and she leaned into the laptop and her fingers fluttered and flew over the keyboard.
“I should go home,” I said.
“What for?” she said, not looking up.
“I need a nap,” I said. It was Zoey’s fault that I wasn’t able to leave it at that, but needed to clarify, and it was Sierra’s fault, too, that I had to blurt things out, having become, somehow, assertive. I realized it was also Melissa’s fault: she was giving me, after all, a crash course on planning. “Zoey gets back at 11,” I said. “I’ll need a nap before I see her — the way she gets at work.”
I thought saying that would have spun the whole thing apart. I thought the works would have exploded from it. I thought I made a big mistake, being that clear. I slipped. I was losing it.
But that’s not what happened.
“So sleep here,” Melissa said without looking up from the screen of the laptop. “You’re coming right back here later, aren’t you?” she said.
“Well,” I said, “not here, here,” I clarified.
“I know — Zoey’s, upstairs, right?” she said. “So why not just nap here and then you can walk up to go see your other girlfriend later,” she said. “And do whatever it is you do to her up there.”
I saw her smirk. I stared at the top of her head where she remained ducked down into the screen of the laptop.
She finally looked up at me having felt my eyes on her. “It’s okay,” she said. “I like it, I told you that already.”
I was hesitant, but she was right. The prospect of driving all the way out the freeway, napping, and coming back in again at night was not very exciting. I had a change of clothes in a bag in my truck. “You really don’t mind?” I said to her, meaning the thing I had going on with Zoey, and with Sierra too, though I didn’t want to mention that part as well.
“You’ll love my bed,” is all she said, and she pointed to her bedroom door.
I went down to my truck, got my bag, ran around to the store on the corner and got a toothbrush and other stuff, and came back up. Melissa came into the bedroom after I pulled the sheets up over me and she laid down on top of me with the blankets between us. “Everything in balance, right?” she said, and she smirked and laughed and kissed my nose, and she went to the door. “I think it’s hot,” she said, and she chuckled and closed it.
I woke up hours later to a muffled conversation in the living room. I peeked out the door. It was Zoey sitting on Melissa’s couch, and they were chattering and laughing.
I shut the door and clenched my eyes shut and inhaled to the tops of my lungs. I got quickly dressed and tried to sneak out. But Zoey spotted me.
“Hey you! Wait up!” she said. She turned to Melissa behind her when she got up from her couch. “Bye!” she said, and she leaned down and they kissed each other on each cheek and they both laughed. She hooked her arm through mine and took me with her out Melissa’s door. “That girl needs to sleep!” she said as though that explained everything, and she took me up to her 4th floor apartment.
“Did you get a good nap down in Melissa’s?” she said as we came through her door. She was still in her work-clothes: a tight, pink pencil skirt and billowing white blouse, with white, pointy-toed high heels. She peeled them off her feet leaning against me.
“About three hours,” I said. “Out like a light.”
She turned toward me and pulled up her blouse to untuck it from her skirt. “Not surprised,” she said. “Were you down at Sierra’s this morning, too?”
I jutted my jaw crookedly and tried to wipe the smirk off my face.
She came up to me and yanked me with both her hands on my hips, and bumped me with her hips. “Baby,” she said. “You think we don’t already know?”
“It’s just,” I said, and I went to her couch and flopped down. “First you, then Sierra, then Melissa, then back up to you again,” I said. “Round and round I go.”
She took her blouse and skirt off and sat down on my lap facing me in only her black bra and panties. “Aw, poor baby,” she said, and she kissed me lightly on my lips. “Is it too much for you?”
“I didn’t have to drive home after seeing Melissa, at least,” I said.
“And you don’t have to drive home after Zoey, either,” Zoey said, and she moaned a little and kissed me longer and deeper.
“It seems wrong,” I said.
“I already told you it was okay with all of us,” she said. “Melissa is right — it’s hot,” she said more quietly.
“It seems dangerous,” I said. But I also reached around her back and unclasped her bra. The cups fell forward from her chest and she leaned back, shook her arms, and let her bra fall from the front of her body.
I leaned forward and kissed her breasts, I sucked on her nipples, and I caressed the sides of them.
“Are you keeping all of us happy?” she said.
“You all seem happy enough so far,” I said and I chuckled. I had to be honest. It was true, though I could hardly believe it.
“Are you keeping us all in balance?” she said.
“You mean . . . ?” I started but I didn’t finish.
She bit my ear and moaned against my neck. “I mean, are you fucking all of us good and hard?” she groaned into my ear before she laughed and threw her head back.
She leapt from my lap and ran to her bedroom before half-hiding her body behind her door. “That’s all you need to be careful about,” she said. “Keeping us in balance.” She laughed and shut her door.
I got up and edged it open with my toe and peeked inside. She was writhing on her bed and stretching and curling her body all over it.
“The thought of you coming up here and fucking me the way you do it is the only thing that kept me sane today,” she said.
I undressed and knelt on the foot of her bed. She yelped and rolled on her back and pulled her knees up. She pressed her thighs apart with her hands wrapped around them and she closed her legs again and laughed, teasing me.
“But if you’ve had too much, then maybe . . . “ she said, and she closed her knees together.
“Not quite,” I said, and I pulled her knees apart.
She yelped and resisted me and we play-fought, rolling around on her bed laughing. She pushed at me with her feet and she squeezed her thighs together again. I wrestled with her and pulled her legs open. I laid on top of her and wriggled my hips until I came down between her legs.
“No fair!” she play-whined. “You’re too strong!”
I shoved my hard cock into her already soaking wet pussy and she instantly went from whining to gasping.
“No fair!” she said again. “You’re too big!”
“I’m not that big!” I said.
She snorted and laughed. “I thought guys loved being told that,” she said, and she inhaled sharply and gasped again, and I buried myself into her deeper.
I came up her body and kissed her mouth and she wrapped her arms around my neck and pushed her pelvis up to meet mine, crashing into me thrust for thrust.
“Who do you like to fuck the most?” she said, her voice hiccuping from every jolting hit I threw into her hips.
“Each of you equally,” I said.
“Ding-ding-ding,” she said. “Correct answer,” she said and she laughed.
She pushed me over and climbed on top of me. I sank back deeply into her pillows and she grasped my cock in her fist and sank her pussy down over me. She gripped my shoulders in her hands and let her blonde hair form a curtain around our faces and she rocked on me forward and back.
“Is it too weird?” she said.
“Is what too weird?” I said, taking her pendulous breasts in my hands and squeezing her.
She gasped and dropped her chin wide open and shut her eyes as waves washed over her. “Three girls all fucking you at the same time and being good with it?” she said.
“It’s unexpected,” I said.
“Tell me about it!” she said, and she sank her face into my neck and groaned louder.
She crouched over me and rocked back and forth, taking my cock deeply and slowly up into her pussy.
We stayed like that, not talking. Even when I stretched in my body and groaned out loud, she remained steady on me, rocking back and forth, sliding her pussy up and down my cock. “Cum in me,” she whispered nearly silently in my ear.
And I did, erupting hard enough, I half sat up with my stomach muscles clenching so hard under her. But she pressed her body down against me and held me inside her until I subsided, and I flopped back down into her bed, wasted.
In the morning, I got up before she awoke and wandered through her place finding my clothes and getting my bearings back. My phone buzzed with a text. It was my boss. I didn’t know the time. I couldn’t tell whose apartment it was. I couldn’t remember who I fucked most recently, or who I was going to fuck next.
“City council meeting tonight,” he wrote me. “Heritage board is presenting — there’s a motion for an exemption for the building,” he said. “They could really use you there.”
I stared at the face of my phone like it was words but it wasn’t English, somehow.
“They?” I wrote him back.
“Heritage needs to make the case that the reno will pass inspections,” Stan wrote me. “Or council will grant an exemption, the owner will cancel your contract, and the shaft will come out.”
“How do I know if my work will pass inspection?” I wrote him.
“You know the inspector,” he wrote back. “Albrecht somebody?”
I took a big breath and looked out at the city lit up from the side by the rising sun. “Yeah,” I said. “I know him.” I heaved my shoulders up and puffed my cheeks out with the exhalation. “His idea of too much vibration is detecting the wings of a butterfly on the other side of the planet,” I said.
“So do the job right,” Stan wrote back. “And go to the meeting in case they need you.”
“Need me for what?” I said.
But he didn’t answer. Some other call must have come in. But a moment later, another text came.
“Stan at your company gave me your number,” it said. “Council meets at 7, Heritage Board exemption is first up, can you make it?” it said.
“I’ll be there,” I said, having no idea where the meeting was, or even what a city council meeting looked like, or what a heritage board did. I didn’t even know who was texting me.
“So you go and find out,” Sierra said. I had gone down to her place. We had undressed and held hands and went to her bed. Naked under her sheets, we laid sideways facing each other, our limbs entangled, our hands caressing each other’s bodies.
“And do what there?” I said.
“What do you want to happen?” she said. She curled her hand around my cock under the sheets and gently squeezed me and pulled on me and dragged her fingertips up and down my shaft unseen.
I touched her pussy and curled my finger inside her. Her eyes went half-lidded. “I want at least a chance to try to rebuild the motor,” I said.
She pushed me onto my back and slid her lithe body over top of mine. She entwined her fingers in my fingers with both hands and pinned the backs of my hands down onto the pillows and she stretched her body down over my body. The head of my cock brushed against the lips of her pussy, and she grunted slightly and pushed her hips down. She sank herself over me.
“So tell them that, but with your eyes,” she said. “Like I showed you.”
She wrapped her hands around my shoulders and pushed herself up with her back arching deeply and her stomach brushing mine up and down. She shook throughout her body and her short, black hair whipped over her face. Her fingers curled into my skin and her little mouth dropped wide open.
“But I can’t promise I’m going to get it right, that I’m going to get the balance perfect,” I said.
“I don’t know,” she cried up to the ceiling and her body flopped down on mine. She exhaled against my neck and gasped with a cry. “It seems to me you’re managing the balance with us three girls pretty good!” she managed to say with a quivering, high-pitched voice. I felt her pussy contract and waves of tension rise inside her and break throughout her body.
A moment later she rolled off me and curled up her body and pulled the sheets back over her. “Oh my god,” she said, “I just orgasmed again!”
“Just now?” I said.
“Uh-huh!” she said, and she laughed and pulled the sheets up over most of her face. “Want to know what I was thinking about?” she said.
“What were you thinking about?” I said.
She twisted sideways and kissed my neck. She put her lips on my ear. “You doing Zoey,” she said in a soft whisper. “And then doing Melissa, too,” she said. “It drives me wild knowing you were just with Zoey last night, and that you’re going to be with Melissa later today.”
“Why does that turn you on so much?” I said. “Zoey’s the same way.”
She squealed and chuckled. “I don’t know!” she said. “But it makes me want you again.”
“What, right now?” I said.
“Is there time?” she said, and she laughed.
I rolled her body over and pulled up on her hips. She gripped the sheets in her fists and hung her head down. I knelt behind her hips and she arched so deeply in her back, she was bent at 90 degrees in front of me.
“Did you fuck Melissa like this?” she said, wincing.
“I can’t even remember anymore,” I said, and I sank my cock deeply into her pussy in one long, slow drive.
She laid the side of her face down on her bed and clenched her eyes. “She told me you did,” she said, and I pushed myself deeper into her. I pulled on her hips and gripped her hair and stroked her writhing back. I was hardly able to look down at her body in front of me, before I lost it and ejaculated deeply into her pussy. I fell off her and flopped onto my back. I struggled to catch my breath, I came so deep and hard inside her, and so suddenly, too.
She started laughing and kicking me with her bare feet. “You have to go,” she said. “By the way, I’m not working tonight — I’m off shift.”
“You going to be home?” I said.
“Zoey isn’t going to work either — day off for her, too.”
“This sounds like trouble,” I said.
She laughed. “Good luck with the meeting tonight.”
I started to dress in front of her. “I’ll head down after I fuck Melissa good and hard in her apartment,” I said.
Sierra squealed and rolled herself up in her sheets. “Stop it!” she said. “You know what that does to me! And then you’re going to be late for work.”
I chuckled. “You should have heard Zoey cum last night,” I said, “when I came inside her tight little pussy.”
“Oh my god!” Sierra shrieked, and she threw a pillow at me and laughed. “So rude!”
I laughed and went out her door. When I glanced over my shoulder, she was naked in bed and giving me the finger, but she also burst out laughing at her own gesture.
It was time to wind the first coils down in the motor room and see how it went. I had a lot to worry about with the meeting that night that they all seemed to want me to attend. Except the owner, no doubt. “Ees the question of zee balance!” I heard the old German’s voice in my head again, and I got to work.




Chapter 4

I climbed the steps to City Hall’s front doors like a condemned man climbing the steps to his own gallows, with sandbags for feet. It was pitifully ironic that the art deco building was built in the same era as the Hotel Mouffetard — in fact, by the same builder, too, back in the day. Same architect, same stained glass, same carved double doors. The buildings faced each other over the harbor between them, before all the modern high-rises rose up in front of them. They used to think of things like that, balancing a whole city.
I was just a simple and lowly apprentice elevator installation and repair technician, however. I belonged strictly in the basements or on the roofs of these types of buildings, and I was meant to enter them unseen through service portals and down manhole covers. Guys like me were never meant to enter them through their double-high double-wide, iron-and-oak double doors, and we didn’t belong, either, under their arched ceilings reaching high over their grandly ornate vestibules. Build them, yes, by all means, guys just like me from a hundred years ago, but then, vamoose!
But that was where my boss sent me that day, and so that was where I went. I followed the chrome stanchions strung with red velvet rope that guided the way to the Heritage Board meeting that evening, where the fate of the vintage elevator boxes, the grand winding staircase, and the opulent glass and brass elevator shaft of the old and stately Hotel Mouffetard would be sealed — all pending, apparently, what I had to say about what I found inside the elevator motor housing under it all, and currently spilled like fish guts all over the bottom of a boat, the wires all over the grey cement floor of the motor room in the basement of that building, the “Oh tell!” Mouffetard.
I pulled open the door to the hearing chamber. There was Stan, my boss, and Gus, his boss, the owner of the old elevator repair company I worked for. There also was Johnny, the electrical motor parts guy who advised me, and his boss, I assumed, judging by appearances, the old German inspector who would judge my work, he of the “Zee balance eez crucial!” fame. A single eyepiece pinched in his orbital socket and a riding crop under his arm would not have been out of place.
There also, alone on the other side of the aisle, was the owner of the building, the one who brought the appeal the 5-member Heritage Board was gathered to hear. They were seated already in their high-back leather chairs around a wide semi-circular boardroom table where they leaned in hushed conversation with each other using exaggerated hand gestures like they were re-enacting the disciples at the last supper in those paintings. A smattering of building residents and self-appointed neighborhood protectors filed in as well, and even a reporter was sent to cover the event.
As if that wasn’t pressure enough, when I found a seat, behind me I heard the doors open, and I spun around to find fun blonde Zoey, serious raven-haired Sierra, and shy brunette Melissa file in, each of them dressed to the nines like it was some celeb funeral about to take place. They each wore high platform pump heels and short-skirt sundresses — and wide-brim, cocked hats. They matched the art deco interior perfectly. I caught Zoey’s dark-shaded eyes and she smirked and looked away. In front of us, the whitest and pudgiest of the Heritage Board members stared and gulped. Everything felt like a Tamara de Lempicka painting that day .
A man tapped my shoulder and I spun around and half expected for him to ask me what my last meal should be, or if I wanted a final cigarette. He instead leaned over to help guide my line of sight as he pointed, straight-armed, to a bench up front with a sign over it saying, “Witnesses.” I was made to follow him there. The funeral was mine, of course.
Why I thought I could rebuild a massive century-old electric motor I don’t know. Apparently there was nobody in the city or even the country, as far as anyone knew, who could. I glanced over my shoulder at my three girlfriends. There was another enigmatic question: Why did I think I could hold that three-ring circus together? What I did know was that, between seeing them, Sierra in the morning, Melissa in the afternoon, and Zoey at night, I hadn’t been home all week. Not that I was complaining or anything . . . .
I had, however, managed to distribute my critical things somewhat evenly between their 2nd, 3rd, and 4th floor apartments — some clothes, some toiletries, that sort of thing — and had, by some centrifugal effect, managed to untangle the load they placed on me enough to achieve some semblance of near-balance between them, enough anyway that nothing was banging around dangerously loud in the tumbler my life had become since I took on the Mouffetard job. Managing the hostile building owner, my trust-wavering bosses, and the politically-rent Heritage Board was going to be a whole other black box of a different size, though.
One of the board members gave the briefest of introductions to the matter at hand, and before I knew it, my name was called and I was beckoned to come to the podium in the middle of the high-ceiling room where a microphone was adjusted to point at my face. “Just speak normally,” the man said to me in hushed tones. “No need to lean into it.” He might as well have been fitting the rope around my neck, he had that manner about him. In another age, I thought, he’d play the kindly executioner exceedingly well.
I remembered what Zoey, Sierra, and Melissa had taught me: focus, communication, and planning. All I could do was describe my work. The only way to do that was with clarity. And it would only make sense if I told my approach in logical order. It would have been fine, if the last time I had spoken in front of more than five people hadn’t been in grade 10 socials. I chose to work with tools and machines for a very good reason: I didn’t know how to operate people; whether they were tools or machines, I couldn’t tell. I liked nothing more than the feel and sound of a gear engaging smoothly, teeth entwining, torque transferring. Talking? Listening? It was all a rattling cacophony to my ears like so many grinding gears.
Which brought my mind back to those three girls who, when I glanced over sideways at them in the hearing chamber, they grinned, they smiled, and they waved tiny private waves back at me. How could that mystery have come about? Sierra, sprawling naked on her sea of white bed, coiling and writhing her half-covered body all over the sheets, curling her fingers at me, grinning and spreading her legs, showing me her glistening bald pussy leaking out all over her thighs, beckoning me. Melissa, too, climbing up my lap, disappearing her clothes and mine without my notice, her body stretching and yearning on my lap, her fingers stroking and rubbing my shaft, her body sinking down on me, her breath hot against my neck, her private cries high and breathy in my ear. And Zoey, as well, shrieking as she pulls me, squealing as she pushes me, jumping up on me, wrapping her legs around my waist, hanging back from me, trusting me to hold her and thrusting her hips into mine, capturing me, humping me, and laughing out loud while she fucks me raw and stupid. First one in the morning, second in the afternoon, third one at night. I was being fucked stupid.
Why me? Was there no other man in the world? I don’t even understand people, least of all out-of-league super-hot working girls like those three. And the biggest mystery of all: They not only knew about me being with the others, they each in their own secret way encouraged it, wanted to hear about it, and grew aroused at the thought of it.
I thought of the three sets of coiled wires I pulled out of the motor chassis, each of them charged in their turns by surges of power sent down the three-phased electrical feed, and the bar of magnet, the dumb lump of metal, held in stasis between them and made to spin with their flowing and ebbing spikes of charge. And then the cables and the pulleys and the elevator box made to go up and down and up and down by that magnet made to spin with perfect balance between those three phased coils. The Delta Connection, that wizened old brush-cut German called it.
‘The pardon me?” one of the Heritage Board people said leaning over the semi-circular maple boardroom table.
“It’s called a Delta Connection,” I repeated myself, “the name for this kind of set up, with the three coils comprising the stator, and the magnet comprising the rotor,” I said. “The stator is locked in place, it stays there, the rotor rotates, and as such, by mechanical means, it causes a cable to wind around a pulley, and through a set of these pulleys, the elevator box is made to go up and down through the shaft.”
All 12 of them leaned back in their chairs and frowned at me like I had just described the magic of a saint pulling off a miracle, or told of a savior raising a leper from the dead. 
“And where does the — sorry,” the white pudgy one said, before he frowned especially hard at me. “What turns this rotor?”
“Well,” I said, half turning away from him, unsure if he was teasing me, if he was laughing at me. “When electricity passes through a wire, an electromagnetic field forms around the wire,” I said, uncertain about how far back I needed to go with it. “A small field,” I said, nodding. I glanced at my three girls. They were as rapt as the 12 judges.
“A field?” another of the board members said.
I realized these were honest questions.
“A field just like a magnet — remember the little hairs of mica the teacher showed you standing up around the magnet?” I said.
They laughed with the relief that comes from recognition. Yes, they remembered that.
“The wire becomes the same thing, a magnet, when electricity passes through it,” I said.
“Go on!” one of the board members said, and she smirked and turned sideways and flapped her hand at me.
“Not a strong enough magnet to pull another magnet,” I said, “but then if you coil it around and around, you multiply the magnetic field forming in the same region,” I said. “Until it is strong enough to pull a magnet.”
They all nodded. The old German guy grinned so wide and hard, I worried his jaw would crack or his face would tear.
“So the coil pulls the magnet. But then you turn off the electricity, and turn it on for the next coil,” I said. “So the magnet moves to that one. And then you turn that one off and turn the next one on so the magnet moves to the next one again.” Everybody was nodding like they were all getting it. “So, if you keep turning the coils on and off with the right timing, the magnet goes around and around forever chasing that field.”
“It sounds so cruel,” one of the board members said, and another leaned back and looked at her and they both nodded sympathetically at each other.
“And who is turning the electricity on and off like that though?” the pudgy guy said with increasing annoyance.
“Well,” I said, “on the other end, down where they make this electricity, there’s an opposite set up,” I said. “There you spin the magnet and it moves through the coils and the field around the magnet causes electricity to move forward and back through the coils of wire. And these are attached to the wires going across the fields and into the cities and down into your homes, and down into the Hotel Mouffetard basement, too, and down to the electric motor in the basement. The power comes like that, surging with each turn of the original magnet down at the plant,” I said.
“And who’s turning the magnet?!” the man said, alarmed that all this was going on around him while he slept unaware.
“It could be steam turning a turbine,” I said. “The axle of the turbine being attached to a magnet, so the magnet turns inside the sets of coils,” I said.
“Steam!?” he said, now bordering on outrage.
“Steam,” I said, “like if you boiled a great big pot of water by setting a fire under it,” I said.
“Fire?!” he shouted.
“Sure,” I said. “Using coal or gas,” I said. “Or even oil. Even nuclear radiation, if you want.”
I twisted around and caught Zoey, Sierra, and Melissa staring at me with wide eyes and open jaws, all of them.
“So,” I said, turning back to the board. “If the coils inside the motor are not set up exactly right — the correct gauges of wire, the correct number of turns, the correct orientation toward the magnet — the magnet will spin a little unevenly, not smoothly,” I said. “And that will cause a vibration. And that kind of vibration will spread through the motor and onto the floor, and from there, up through the shaft, and over time, the vibration will disintegrate the shaft, bits will come off, and it will weaken, and you see,” I said, “it’s not just the elevator box you have to think about, there’s a heavy steel cable, there are many steel pulleys, there’s a lot hanging in the shaft, and if you don’t set up the motor right . . . “ I said and I trailed off.
“It all comes down,” the pudgy one said.
“It all comes down,” I said, and I nodded. I realized I wasn’t selling the job very well.
“It sounds very risky,” one of the board members said.
“That is essentially all elevators in the city,” I said.
“And am I to undestand,” she said, leaning her face back, “that you have personally never done this kind of thing before?”
“Rebuild a century-old electric motor like that one?” I said. I paused. “Nobody has, apparently,” I said.
The chair of the board tapped the block with her gavel. “I think we’ll pause on that note and take a recess,” she said.
I came out of the chamber to find Zoey, Sierra, and Melissa waiting for me. We wondered down the hallway together to get away from everyone else.
“I can’t believe you know all that, that you do all that,” Zoey said.
“I never knew any of that, either,” Sierra said.
Melissa seized my hand in hers. Her eyes were wide, her face was charged. “You spoke so well!” she said.
We came to another chamber and peeked inside. The lights were off, but it was like the first one, only larger. I stepped back and looked at the label on the wall beside it. “City Council Chambers,” it said.
They laughed and pushed and pulled me inside. “Mayor Cade!” Zoey said, and she chuckled.
Sierra slipped her hands around my waist and lifted herself on the toes of her platform pumps and sank her fingers around the back of my neck. She ran the pointed tip of her tongue across my lips. “Somebody needs a blowjob,” I think,” she said and she laughed.
“Put him in the chair!” Zoey cried out loud in a hushed voice, and all three snorted and squealed.
“Stop it!” I said. But they overpowered me. Pulling on my arms and pushing on my back, I was steered to the biggest chair at the center of the semi-circular table and pushed down into it. They laughed at my resistance, but I admit it was token at best. They laughed more and teased each other and came down onto their knees around the front of my chair. There was a label on the table facing out: Mayor, it said. In their blue and white and yellow sundresses, and leaving their wide-brim, light hats on, they tugged and pushed at my belt and my button and my fly.
A narrow window in the doors to the chamber showed the lit up hallway and the heads of people going back and forth in front of it. But nobody came into the darkened, vacant city council chambers.
The three girls laughed and kissed. They excited each other. They taunted and teased one another. They pushed each other into things they would never do alone. Zoey, the out-going and sporty one, was nevertheless usually more careful about time and place. Sierra, the serious and strict one, was usually far too guarded and deliberate to get carried away like that — usually. And Melissa, the shy, quiet, and studious one, was usually too nervous, too careful, to allow herself the possibility of getting caught. But she was swept up in the spirit of the moment as much as the other two were. They were charged up, each in turn, and they made me spin between them.
I clutched both hands into the lavish arms of the mayor’s chair in the dark chamber, and I cut my fingernails into its leather. In my lap, three colorful sun hats bobbed and weaved. One set of lips, hot and wet and frosted, closed around the exposed head of my cock, and then another, and then another again. First one mouth sank down half the length of my shaft, before pulling up and off, then another mouth followed half way down my cock. The third one followed, and each of them made a point of tightening their lips on the way back up, and collapsing their cheeks with a slow tug of suction on me. It was more than any man deserves.
I leaned back in the chair and didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. My body seized up from my neck to the soles of my feet with undulating tension. The three girls took turns plowing their wet, loose mouths down the full length of my shaft, and sucking back up deep and hard, making popping sounds when they came off me, before the next one took me just as deeply to the back of her throat.
One after another, they pumped their eager mouths down over my straining and rock-hard cock, their fingers squeezing my waist and thighs, their hats bobbing in my lap, their breath light and rapid, their tongues searching and prodding, their voices high and whimpering. I gazed around me through the shroud of darkness at the muted tones of their white, blue, and yellow sundresses, and saw their platform pumps splayed behind them and under the round table, and I realized, it was the first time we’d done anything together like that, all at the same time.
But the thought didn’t last long before my body vibrated and my mind went white. I gripped the arms of the chair and I curled my toes inside my shoes. My breath got caught and I planked flat out throughout my body. But they wouldn’t let up, they didn’t slow down, and they chose not to ease up on their suction, despite knowing what was going to happen.
“You guys!” I murmured with my breath held at the top of my lungs, but I only heard excited laughter in return. I expended myself with full force deep into one or another of their mouths. I spurted and another mouth caught me. They laughed and sucked me out of myself until my body shivered it’s last vibration, and spent and exhausted, I sank back in the chair and rolled my head sideways, half dead. My whole body had come all the way down.
The three girls chuckled and kissed and licked me clean, before they helped each other up and looked closely in each other’s face to look for spilled seed on their chins or cheeks. We stepped back out of the council chambers directly into a cluster of people who all at once spun around and expressed relief that I was finally found. The German man, the motor parts guy, my boss, and the owner of the company I worked for, all noticed, but said nothing, about Zoey, Sierra, and Melissa stepping out of the darkness behind me, and slipping away smoothly and quietly as smoke before any of them could understand what they just saw.
“We’re supposed to be back!” Gus, the owner, said with impatience.
We filed inside the chamber — the one with its lights on — just as the owner of the building was taking to the podium and the kindly executioner was adjusting the microphone toward his face. “If the rebuild goes wrong,” the owner said in response to his first question from the board, “I will be forced to sue the elevator company — and the Heritage Board, too.”
My boss was brought up after him. “He will get it right,” Stan said of me. The owner of the company was next up. “If it goes wrong,” he said, “and we are sued, we would not survive.”
A lot more was said by all three of them. The old German guy, wheezing with his thick accent, told the board what I had already said, but made sure to impress upon everybody that his inspection would be nothing other than thorough and accurate. He looked at me when he went back to his seat with his one good eye bulging out at me.
If the building owner’s appeal of the Heritage Board’s designation of his elevator shaft passed, the job would be cancelled and the shaft — the motor, the boxes, the stairway, and the whole elaborate art deco housing — would be destroyed. But if it failed, the job would go on, and the pressure would mount to get it right, now with the elevator company itself at stake in addition to the whole elevator shaft.
The chair tapped the block with her gavel again. “This concludes the evidence gathering portion of our meeting, and the board shall now deliberate in camera,” she said. It meant, I realized, that we were all dismissed.
“Go on home,” the owner of my company said. “There’s nothing else to do but wait for their decision.”
“When will that be?” I said.
Stan and Gus looked at each other and shrugged. “Could be days, could be minutes,” he said. “But I should think they would decide sooner than later,” he said, turning to me. “They don’t want a lawsuit on their hands anymore than we do.”
So we went back to the building. I didn’t go home, as Gus said. Instead, it was fireworks night, and I held a key up in front of the three confused faces of the girls in the lobby of their building.
“What’s that?” Sierra said, snatching at it, but I pulled it away.
“Roof,” I said.
“I didn’t even know we had a roof!” Zoey said, and then she caught herself. “You know what I mean!” she said, and she hip-checked me.
I showed them the door half way down the 4th floor hallway. “I never even noticed this door,” Zoey said.
“That’s the way it’s designed to work,” I said. I went inside the small room lined with cleaning supplies and electrical panels. A metal ladder lead up the side of one of the bare cement walls. I pulled myself up, and at the top, I unlocked a metal panel in the ceiling, and gently pushed it up and back. Cool night air fell down into the room, and the night sky glistened out the top of the hole over head. I climbed the rest of the way out onto the roof of the building and looked back down.
“C’mon up!” I said.
Zoey was, of course, the first one to grab the ladder and come up in her pumps and short sundress. But Sierra was not hesitant either, and she came up second. Nor was Melissa scared. It surprised me, the way they had all changed in such a short time.
We gazed around the sky and the highrises lit up all around us where we remained obscured in the darkness between them.
“It’s amazing up here!” Zoey said.
“You guys look around,” I said, “and I’ll be right back.”
I went down the ladder and eventually, after a few trips, brought a thick blanket up, a few cushions, a bottle of wine, a loaf of bread, a hunk of cheese, and some fruits, too, and we spread out a picnic just as the first of the fireworks exploded only a few blocks to the east of us.
If the decision came down that night, I thought, and as everyone expected it to, and if it went against us, I wouldn’t have the roof key the next night, nor keys to the building at all, nor any good reason to be camping out in the three girls’ apartments. A lot of things would change — but most of all, the motor, the shaft, and the whole art deco stairs and elevator housing and boxes would be toast as well. The thought crushed my soul. One last night, I thought, at least.
It was Sierra, by big surprise, who started it. She laughed and stood up and started to tease everybody with a strip. Zoey and Melissa laughed and clapped. Sierra had been talking a lot lately about feeling newly liberated, about feeling like she was discovering herself, like she only began to feel fully adult, but just recently.
I leaned back on cushions and folded my arms under my head and gazed up at her with the inky black sky framing her silhouetted body and the fireworks exploding all around her shoulders. I didn’t want to say it in case it broke her spell or embarrassed her, but I couldn’t recall seeing her smile that widely and that long. Stripping for us was obviously some cathartic moment for her, a coming-out of a sort, an expression with a new-found voice. She was always so serious, so circumspect, so cautious. Now she was laughing like someone drunk and dancing to some distant tunes we could hear on the roof of the building at night surrounded by highrises filled with people’s faces looking elsewhere, and she was down to her bra and panties. She was showing off. She was becoming entranced. She was losing herself — right when she said she had only now found herself.
Unable to restrain herself either, Melissa leapt up and joined Sierra. They both laughed and Melissa followed Sierra’s lead, peeling her shoes off and lifting her dress up over her head. Sierra clapped and encouraged her, and Zoey lassoed her arm over her head and urged them both further on. They wrapped their hands around each other’s bared waists facing me and Zoey, and they danced together, swaying their hips and jutting their chests at us. It was silly and fun, but it was intoxicating.
Zoey couldn’t resist and had to join them. She quickly kicked off her shoes too and tugged off her dress, and the three of them held hands in a circle and danced for each other, moving with the tunes and letting their hair fall down their backs. And then Zoey and Sierra kissed.
They laughed with embarrassment and glanced at me. But I showed nothing. They glanced at each other again and laughed some more, but a moment later, they kissed again, this time longer and deeper. Something was coming over them.
Melissa covered her mouth with her palm as though scandalized, and she widened her eyes at them. But then both Sierra and Zoey turned toward her, and as if it was now some required initiation rite, they both jutted their jaws sideways, grinning, and came up closer to Melissa.
All three of them began to kiss each other. And then all three of them began to run their hands up and down each other’s backs. They pushed the front of their bodies together. Hands gripped asses. Zoey laughed and pushed her hand into Melissa’s breast through her bra. Melissa again gasped with feigned shock, but she squeezed Sierra’s breast in turn, and it was Sierra’s turn to squat and pull away and widen her eyes and drop her jaw with faked shock and horror.
A moment later, they were all grabbing at each other’s bodies, squeezing, expressing shock, and laughing. As though only then noticing me still there beneath them on my back propped up on some cushions, they all turned to face me and they wrapped their arms around each other’s backs, Sierra in the middle. Everybody was forgetting who they were.
Zoey surreptitiously unclasped Sierra’s bra and her shoulder straps went slack and the cups fell from her chest. She ducked down and screamed in a hushed tone and cried out Zoey’s name as she clutched her loosely hanging bra to her chest. But she attacked Zoey in turn and unclasped her bra, in the process allowing her own to fall from her body. Zoey screamed but didn’t fight back. Her bra fell to the blanket under them, on top of Sierra’s bra.
That’s when they both turned to Melissa. She bent over and crossed her arms over her body and shook her head and cried with alarm, but in bare feet, they were all confined to the square of the blanket — it was harsh gravel otherwise surrounding us. Topless and shaking their heads at her, Sierra and Zoey captured the struggling Melissa and together they unclasped her bra and eased it down her arms. Melissa pleaded with me for help, but I could only shake my head and smile. She wasn’t really fighting them off.
They began to kiss again, now mashing their bare breasts together. They each kept glancing at me and smirking like I was the one forcing them to do it. When Sierra crouched in front of Zoey and hooked her fingers in the waist of her panties, Zoey didn’t resist. Nor did Sierra when Zoey returned the favor. This time Melissa willingly took her remaining underwear off herself, and when they resumed kissing each other this time, they pressed their nude bodies together and swayed to the beat of the tunes wafting over the rooftop. They seemed delirious, being completely naked on the Mouffetard’s roof at night under the stars, their toned bodies flashed by the multicolor bangs of the fireworks as they swayed and gyrated together, kissing and fondling one another.
It was new and it was different, I could tell by the way they were tentative with each other, but they were also eager, exploring and discovering things. They came down onto their knees together and the laughs and shrieks and gasps of shock and horror and scandal started up again. I don’t know who started it, but soon their hands were all over each other’s bare breasts, and their fingers were buried deeply between each others’ legs.
The laughter and shrieks turned to moans and cries. Zoey ducked down and sucked on Sierra’s breast. Sierra reached over Zoey’s back and pushed her middle finger between her pussy lips. Melissa, overwhelmed by it all, fell down on her back beside me, but she pulled the other two down, too, and soon all around me on the blanket were three nude female bodies writhing and contorting over each other, fingers probing, mouths sucking, and tongues licking. I glanced around at the lit-up high-rises that surrounded us, but remained confident enough that we were unseen in their shadows below them, except maybe during a particularly bright flash of light from the fireworks.
As though they all received the same incoming mental memo at once, they all suddenly turned to me as though just then noticing that I remained clothed. They laughed and jutted their jaws and shook their heads at me like I had gotten away with something. Then they set to work together stripping me naked. I pretended to resist, but only just. When all our clothes were put aside, the four of us laid together helter-skelter over the blanket spread on the roof of the Mouffetard, and we licked and kissed and probed and tugged on each other in one tangled mess of limbs, unsure and uncaring who or what body part we stroked or sucked.
Sierra climbed over my lap facing backward and Melissa pushed her ass down while Zoey kissed me and held my cock in her fist. When Siera sank her pussy, wet, hot, and snug, down over my cock, Zoey smiled against my cheek. “Is that nice for you?” she said and she chuckled — she knew the answer.
She knelt up high over me and looked down over her tummy as she lowered her pussy onto my mouth. Melissa knelt over my legs and her and Sierra kissed until Sierra walked backward on her knees to allow Melissa to sink her pussy down the length of my cock.
Zoey was always the loudest of the three of them, and when she began to cry out loud, Sierra laughed and spun around and covered her mouth with her hand. Zoey clenched down in her body and exploded on my mouth, before falling onto the blanket to stare up at the fireworks exploding nearly over top of us.
Sierra turned around and crouched over me taking my cock up her pussy, and she buried her face in my neck. Melissa laughed and thrusted her body over Sierra’s back and leaned her face down over her shoulder to kiss me as Sierra fucked me.
I felt Sierra’s pussy clench tightly around my cock and looked down at her face where she bit on my shoulder. Her body quivered and her breath stopped. “Fuck,” she moaned privately in my ear, and she rolled off my other side to stare up into the stars and fireworks like Zoey, dreamy and satisfied.
I got up on my knees behind Melissa and she laughed and squealed. I rolled her over and hauled her hips up in front of me — she hadn’t previously shown a taste for being manhandled, but that night, new things were being discovered all around. I penetrated her from behind and she clenched her fists into the blanket and cried out, “Harder!”
Zoey and Sierra covered their grins with their hands, scandalized at what Melissa was becoming, before they began to kiss again.
I slammed my hips into Melissa’s ass and rammed my cock into her pussy from behind as hard as I could. Sierra squealed and jumped around to get down on her elbows and knees beside Melissa and she waved her ass at me. Melissa laughed and pushed her hair off her face and out from between them, and as they kissed with their cheeks sideways on the blanket, I pulled out of Melissa’s pussy and plowed myself into Sierra’s pussy. She gasped but resumed kissing Melissa, though she moaned out loud.
Zoey squealed and quickly came around Sierra’s other side and pushed her hips up at me too, so that, hip to hip to hip, all three girls waved their spread pussies at me, enticing me, begging me. I pulled out of Sierra’s pussy and looked down in front of me where I knelt. While the finalé of the fireworks lit up the sky brighter than ever, in front of me, three young women’s toned and smooth backs undulated, and their asses pushed up and thrusted back at me. Between all three sets of creamy thighs, fingers protruded, glistening pussy lips were spread, and thighs ran with juice. Manju, they call it in Japan.
In three phases, I charged one coil followed by the next one, and then the third, before returning back to the first. With each thrust of my hips, a different girl cried and clenched her teeth. With each pull out, a different girl’s pussy suckled my cock and ran with more manju.
“Zee balance eez crucial!” I heard that old German guy say, and I bumped myself harder into one or another of the three girls’ three dripping pussies, but I couldn’t tell whose they were, anymore. I pulled out and pumped myself into the next one. And the next one after that. I was delirious. I was reckless. I was giddy.
First Melissa, and then Zoey, and finally Sierra, began to catch their breath and tighten with tension throughout their bodies. Fingers curled into the blanket. Backs arched deeper down. Thighs went hard. I continued to pump myself from one pussy to the next in turn. They shook and shivered. I didn’t stop. Melissa strained first and lifted her face up to the sky. Unable to take it, Sierra followed. Swept up in the crescendo of energy, Zoey, shocked and surprised, also gasped and cried out loud. I fucked each pussy even more rapidly, and all three girls climaxed simultaneously, crying out, gasping, and clutching at the blanket under them.
Finally, Zoey rolled one way and Melissa rolled the other way, both quiet and receding. Sierra rolled over in front of me and beckoned me down on top of her, the smallest of the three. I came down over her body and she pulled me further down on her so that she could kiss my neck and whisper in my ear. “Cum inside me,” she said.
I pumped myself into her missionary style and she arched her back deeply up and hooked her heels together in my back. I exploded into her and gushed out of her pussy and all over her thighs and the blanket. I finally rolled off her and onto my back like the other two were already, and silently we watched the last of the fireworks fade away and got back our breath.
I nearly fell asleep under the stars before my phone pinged. I’d forgotten all about the news we were waiting on. It was a text from Stan at my elevator company. “Motion failed,” it said.
I sat up and squinted at the face of my phone that lit up my face in its blue glow. I shook my head. I didn’t know what it meant. As though realizing I wouldn’t know the terminology, he added a few seconds later, “Job remains a go.”
I sank back on the blanket and let the phone go.
“Was that what I think it was?” Zoey said. She snatched at my phone and read the screen. As soon as she read it, she whooped and hollered, and Sierra and Melissa joined her, and the three of them cheered and high fived laying on our backs on the roof of the Mouffetard naked under the stars. I wiped tears from my eyes. I honestly didn’t expect that result.
We got dressed and picked up our blanket and staggered back to the trap door that lead back inside the building.
“What’s that?” Zoey said.
“That,” I said, “is the pulley house!” It looked like a house, too — like a children’s drawing of a house.
“It’s so cute!” Zoey said.
“Let’s look inside,” I said. “It’s where the pulley family lives!”
I had the key for it. Normally, it would be daytime up there, and also, I would have put on the lights. But we were still trying to remain unseen on the roof. We stepped inside the square space. Because the elevator was out of commission, it was safe enough in there — otherwise, the cables and spinning pulleys that could suddenly wind up into action if someone pressed a button, made it a hugely dangerous hazard to be in there especially without lighting.
I only had my phone’s flashlight. That’s how I noticed what I hadn’t seen before — a string of moss in a jagged line along the concrete block from which the entire works hung.
“Hm,” I said out loud, and I crouched down closer to it. When I picked at the moss, a small chunk of cement came off in my fingers.
“That doesn’t look so good,” Sierra said.
I chewed my cheek. “It most definitely does not look good,” I said. I used my fingernail to pick at the crack, and another chunk far larger than the first came off in my hand. “Not good at all,” I murmured. Everywhere I picked at it, the concrete crumbled away. I shut my eyes and inhaled deeply and let my breath out again through puffed cheeks.
“What does it mean?” Melissa said.
I hung my head down between my shoulders and dusted my hands off. “This was missed somehow in the initial inspection,” I said. “But it will never hold a full elevator box,” I said. “It will never pass final inspection.”
“Can it be fixed, though?” Zoey said.
“Anything can be fixed,” I said. I put my hands on my hips and nodded down at the disintegrating slab. “But this discovery just doubled the price of the job, if not more,” I said.
“I thought they said at the hearing,” Sierra said, “that if the cost was over a certain amount, the Heritage Board can’t force an owner to do a restoration — it’s up to him what to do, then.”
“If it’s over a certain amount,” Zoey said.
“And this just put it way over that amount,” I said.
“What are we going to do?” Melissa said.
“You mean, what am I going to do,” I said.
“No,” Zoey said, and she seized my hand in hers. “What are we going to do,” she said, and she nodded at me once and firmly. Sierra took my other hand and nodded just as firmly at me as Zoey had.
“What caused this?” Melissa said.
“Same thing that always makes concrete disintegrate like that,” I said. “Vibrations.”
“Like from an electric motor, say?” Sierra said.
“Like exactly from an electric motor,” I said.
My discovery that night rendered the whole hearing mute. I rubbed my forehead like my dad used to.




Chapter 5

At 6, my phone buzzed. I carefully extricated myself from Zoey’s limp sleeping arm and slipped out of her warm bed, got dressed in her living room, and snuck out her 4th floor door. She’d given me a key to lock it behind me for all the mornings just like this one. I wrapped my way around the art deco elevator shaft and down the wide winding stairs to the 3rd floor and made my way through the wide, thickly-carpeted hallway to Sierra’s door, and I let myself in. She’d also given me a key for mornings just like this one.
She liked sipping wine when she got home from nightshift in the MRI lab at the hospital and debriefing me on the trials and tribulations of the medical trades before, the weight of the anxious and claustrophobia-inducing world lifted from her shoulders, she’d meander down the narrow hallway to her shower, stripping her scrubs off as she went, and pretending I wasn’t there to watch.
I’d have already showered by then. She liked coming back from her shower to find me in her pure-as-snow white bed in her white bedroom, just so she could pretend to be shocked and scandalized that there should be a presumptuous boy like me sprawled all over her bed with nasty sexual ideas on his mind.
She liked pretending she had no such thoughts. She liked pretending she was an innocent who hardly knew what to do in that situation, whose gullibility was taken advantage of, who didn’t know what was going to happen next. She liked playing at being shy and nervous, at covering herself in her sheets, at hugging the edge of the bed with her back to the boy, unsure and worried. What she liked was re-enacting in time-lapse scenes the entire sexualization process from beginner nervous newbie, to seasoned veteran pro, going from bashful and inexperienced, to fully rambunctious bed-foot-skidding raw and wild, riding and crying at the ceiling like a banshee, all in the space of less than an hour.
She liked her shoulder tapped, her hair swept aside, murmurs placed against her neck, the entreaties increasing to tugs on her shoulders, pressure on her hips, knees at first coaxed and tickled, then pulled and wedged apart. She liked covering her pussy with both her cupped hands and being sweet-talked into sliding them aside (unsuccessfully), and then, still shaking her head side to side, her grin tight and resisting, her face blushing, being touched on the backs of her hands, before her wrists were seized, and finally her arms pinned to the sheets out to her sides. She liked to kick at first with her raised feet, to roll her hips side to side, to thrash with her head and whip her hair all over her face. And then, in that state, to be entered. To be consumed. To be taken and subdued. She liked to bite, that one, at first as play-fighting, but then as passion, real and stoked.
So, still with time, I showered in her bathroom and got out a half-consumed bottle of cold wine from her fridge, and one glass. I had work at 8 down below, after all. In the robe she bought for me as a present, I read and waited. She wasn’t long.
She came in from work with the usual roll of the eyes and clench of the teeth and she growled at me and heaved her chest up and squeezed her fists. “The nerve of people!” she seethed.
I patted the couch beside me and poured out her glass of wine.
She sat down, crossed her arms over her chest, and rolled her eyes up to the ceiling to choose what to begin with first this time.
I listend and nodded and frowned at the correct moments and shook my head and rolled my eyes at the other correct moments.
“Anyways!” she said, her eyes bulging out, her face enflamed. “I’m going to shower that whole damned place off me! Are you okay to stay for a bit?”
She always asked that. Thus it was that the play truly began. “We’ll see,” was my customary response.
“Well lock the door if you decide to leave,” was her customary reply. And then she fluffed her scrubs up over her head and let it fall on the floor, she drew the drawstring from her pants, and she went around the corner and into her narrow hallway — still visible to me, on purpose, though pretending that she wasn’t — and she let her pants drop to the floor and stepped out of them. I heard the shower water come on, so I hung my robe up and slid open the sliding double bedroom doors, closed them — she needed to come back surprised to find me in her bed, didn’t she — and I slipped under the white sheets in that gleaming white room, naked and ready for Act 2.
She pulled the sliding doors open and stopped stock still with a towel around her neck, her hand buried in it, drying her ear with a poking finger. She was in her own thick white and long robe, done up tight and cinched with a sash.
“Oh,” she said, and she darted her eyes to the side. “You stayed.”
“Come here,” I said.
“I don’t think so,” she sang back to me with a sideways-pulling grin.
I pulled the sheets back and patted the side of the bed.
She sat on the edge, but on only two inches of it. “What?” she said, and she rolled her eyes.
“Just lay down for a bit,” I said.
“I don’t do that with boys,” she said.
I wrapped my hand around her shoulder. She twisted in her waist to pull free, but I held it more firmly.
“What, here?” she said. She spied me over her shoulder with narrow-slitted eyes, and she narrowed her lips.
“Here,” I said, and I tapped the bed behind her back.
“For a second only,” she said.
“For a second only,” I agreed, and I nodded.
“No trying any funny stuff!” she said.
I nodded again.
She pretended to think about it another couple of moments, but then she pulled her feet up, rolled down onto her back, and stretched straight out down over the very edge of the bed. She pulled the knot in her sash tighter. “So what?” she said.
“You should take this off,” I said.
“I hardly think so!” she said, and she shook her head and rolled onto her side facing the window and away from me.
I pulled gently on the thick neck of her robe behind her. She squirmed on her bed and groaned as though annoyed. I pulled harder and she spun around to glare at me over her shoulder.
“What?!” she said.
I pulled up the sheets. “You should get under and take that wet thing off,” I said.
She seemed to consider the reasoning before she said, with a grin, “Okay, but put the sheet over me first!”
So I did. She pouted and frowned but she decided it was okay to take her robe off while she was under the sheet, and she tossed it over a nearby chair.
“Okay then, have to sleep now!” she said, and she pretended to be already asleep.
It made me laugh. I touched her shoulder through the sheet.
“Now what?” she said.
“I want to see your face,” I said.
She spun around, glanced at me, and spun back. “There, you saw my face.”
I pulled on her shoulder. She curled it more tightly around her chest and and shook her head and moaned with annoyance. I pulled harder and she tugged harder the other way. Finally I pulled her shoulder with my hand firmly around it, and she came, stiffly and warily, down onto her back.
I drew my hand down from her shoulder and over her neck, down over the indentation of her clavicle, and down further, between her small breasts that poked at the white sheet draped over them.
“What do you think you’re doing?” she said in a low murmur.
I cupped my hand around her warm breast and she widened her eyes at me and her jaw bulged.
“I don’t think so,” she said in a quiet murmur.
I pushed my hand down over the underside of her fresh and smooth skin, down over her ribs, and over her stomach. I found the reason her hands didn’t push my hands off her breasts. She was covering a more important target.
I tapped my middle finger down on the back of her hand. They were cupped together in a stack over her pussy.
“It’s not right,” she whispered.
“You might like it,” I said.
“I’m not supposed to,” she said.
I pulled her hand but her arm muscles bulged and she pushed them down over her groin heavier. I struggled to pry the side of one hand up, but only got under it to find her other hand now clenching more tightly around her groin. I pried at it finger by finger, until, her eyes glassy, her mouth hanging open, she relented.
“What are you going to do to me?” she said in a tiny, shaky voice.
I tried to slip my hand down between her thighs, but they bulged with tension and squeezed tightly together. I pushed the heel of my hand against her thigh, but she pushed back. I slid my hand down her legs and worked my fingers between her knees. She pulled her knees up the better to squeeze them tighter together. But I rolled onto my calves and knelt below her to use both hands on both her knees, and I pulled harder.
She curled her hands into her sheets and rocked her head back and forth over her pillow. I got her knees two inches apart and wedged my hips between them. She gasped and clenched her teeth. I pushed forward and her knees stiffly came further apart. She inhaled sharply and dropped her mouth wide open. She closed her eyes. I pushed harder until, overcome, her legs finally flopped open.
I took my cock, hard now, in my hand. She wrapped her hand around her bared pussy. I pushed the tip of the head of my cock into the back of her hand. She rolled it over to wrap her fist around the head. I pushed and she cupped her other hand around her pussy. My cock slipped through her hand — she wasn’t strong enough to grip it tightly — and it poked between her fingers where she covered her pussy.
“What do you think you’re doing!?” she cried up to me in a hushed whisper as though someone was downstairs or in a room down the hall.
I pushed harder and the tip of the head of my cock touched the lips of her pussy through her fingers.
She shivered and bit her lip. I pushed harder and the head of my cock squeezed further through her fingers and pressed wider apart the lips of her pussy. She was wet, of course. She thrashed her head side to side on her pillows and drove her heels down into her mattress and flung her body up and dropped it down. But my weight was greater, and the head of my cock pushed through the crevice  of her pussy.
She brought both hands up to my neck and pinched my shoulder muscles. I pushed down and filled her pussy, slowly, relentlessly, and completely. She inhaled through clenched teeth, arched deeply in her back and, holding her breath, she shut her eyes and rolled her head back until nearly facing backward.
I mashed my hips into her hips and withdrew my cock nearly all the way out of her pussy. At the very end, she wrapped her hands around my waist, dug her nails into my flesh, and still curling backward, still with eyes clenched shut, she said, “Again!” in a tiny, nearly crying voice. And so I did, plowing myself down heavier into her and bumping her hips with my hips hard enough to make the bed rock.
By the third stroke, she struggled out from under me, but only to fling her body over top of me, push me down on my back, swirl her tongue madly in my mouth, and squeeze her knees together into my hips. She pushed her hips down and buried my erection up inside her body. She rode me and jolted my body under her, ramming her hips into my hips and sliding her tongue all over my mouth and face. She had been unleashed.
She quickly spun herself around and rode me backward, slamming her ass into my hips and driving her pussy up and down the length of my cock. She quickly pulled off me and forced herself backward to lower her sopping pussy down over my mouth, and to take my cock deep in her mouth, where she groaned on me and licked me and panted at the wall opposite us.
We fucked on our sides, me behind her, thrusting myself as hard as I could into the back of her jolting body, and still she thrusted herself back at me harder, digging her nails into my scalp by reaching up and over her head. She knelt against her headboard and looked over her shoulder at me with wide and wild eyes, a crooked hanging jaw, and sweat beading on her chest. She stuck her ass out and I held her by the waist and rammed that small body of hers as hard as I could.
She slid down her headboard until she was on her elbows and knees in front of me. I held her hips and plowed her from behind with all my might. She clenched her eyes, she twisted her fists in her sheets, and she gasped and whined and whinnied. I bumped her body hard from behind and her pussy shivered and contracted around my cock. I felt a flood of warm manju run from her and she stopped breathing. The tension in her body spiked and she went silent. That’s when I lost it inside her and we both collapsed and fell apart. My cum oozed out the lips of her pussy and down her thighs.
I left her there like that, spoiled and spent, her body thrashed and her bed a mess, and got dressed in her living room just like I had earlier got dressed in Zoey’s living room above, and I went out her door and locked it behind me. She’d be asleep shortly, I knew. It’s how she liked to be tucked into bed. I made my way down to my rooms in the basement and I began again to measure and cut and wind and wrap, measure and cut and wind and wrap.
At 4, I turned out the lights, locked the motor room door, and made my way up the winding stairs to the 2nd floor and down the hall to Melissa’s door. Now, where Zoey liked going out, having fun, laughing and holding hands before carrying on in bed, still laughing and playing, and where Sierra liked to be coaxed out of her shell, to re-enact some play, to be taken and stormed,  Melissa liked drama. Zoey liked it light and fun, Sierra liked it scary and new, but Melissa liked it dark and twisted. Zoey and I got ready for bed together, Sierra liked me to get ready in bed before her, but Melissa liked to get ready in bed before I came up to her. She liked surprising me, too.
This time, she had already tied her wrists together and tied them to the metal bars of her bed, too. She knew now to cinch things up tight with her mouth. She had covered herself this time with a sheet that left only her ass exposed, with her on her stomach, stretched out over her bed. She had evidently been twisting herself up in her sheets and writhing and contorting while waiting for me to finally get up to her. In her anticipation, she had also leaked liberally down the insides of her thighs.
I came in, flung her sliding doors wide open, and cast my gaze over her tied and twisting body. And then I left her there and washed up in her bathroom. I looked in again and slapped her ass hard, but then went to her kitchen to find something in her fridge. She lifted her hips and pumped them down and cried to herself. I came into her bedroom eating her food and drinking her beer, and I pulled her body until her ass hung out over the edge of her bed and I dropped my pants to my knees and pumped my cock into her pussy, just like that.
It’s how she liked it. But you’d never guess that about her.
I left the room again and fell down on her couch to check my phone. Eventually she came out of her room and, with wrists still tied together, she fell down over my lap, naked. I entered her pussy with my fingers. She slid down between my legs and sank her mouth down over my cock. I absently stroked her hair and read my phone while she blew me.
Hardly talking, hardly even noticing her, I stood up and put my hands on my hips. She licked my cock and kissed my balls and stroked me in her tied hands until I erupted onto her face and bare chest.
It’s what she loved: To be used. I didn’t judge any of them. I only ever studied them.
We got dressed and went out to a nearby restaurant and chatted like nothing had happened. We went back to her apartment, kissed and nuzzled each other until we fell asleep, and I set my phone for 11. When it woke me up on the third or fourth buzz, I widened my eyes, pushed myself up and out of Melissa’s bed, and turned to look down at her sprawled body under me. She waved a tiny wave at me, smiled slightly, and closed her eyes again.
I got dressed and made my way up to Zoey’s apartment on the 4th floor and found her home already. She was dressed to the nines, she was stoked, and she seized my hand in hers and dragged me back down the stairs and out the front door — she wanted to go to a club. We danced and laughed and drank and made it back holding each other up, and we got in bed, ate each other out, made each other cum, laughed some more, and went into her small kitchen to find food.
I took her tight dress off and she squealed and laughed and fed cheese on crackers into my greedy mouth. I took her panties off and she squealed some more and shoved her hands down the front of my pants. I picked her up by the hips and sat her body on the edge of the counter and she taste-tested with me different spreads she was given by some maker that started advertising with her team. She watched her fingers with her mouth open in a wide smile as she fed me, and I nestled my hips between her spread knees where her feet hung down from the edge of the counter.
She laughed and teased me and closed her ankles together in my back. I pushed my cock into her pussy and she squealed and laughed and dropped her chin over my shoulder pretending I surprise-fucked her. I picked her up and carried her around her apartment while she hung from me and stretched and curled to take me deeper in her pussy. I dropped her under me on her couch and I knelt between her pulled-up knees and spread her pussy lips and licked and kissed her all over. We finally got to her bed and she arched her back riding me, clawed with her nails into the skin of my chest, and whipped her blonde pony tail over my face. She laughed when she climaxed. She always did.
We finally got to sleep around 2 and I set my phone to buzz at 6, to begin the cycle all over again.
In the morning, I told my bosses what I found in the pulley room atop the old hotel. The old German guy came to do a “preliminary inspection.” As I well knew, there was only one way forward: the entire pulley support construction at the top of the shaft needed to be taken out and rebuilt.
The owner received the news in what I could only imagine was his drawing room whilst wearing his red silk robe and rubbing his hands together and murmuring to himself “Yes. Yes!” like the Montgomery Burns he was. The Heritage Board had no leg to stand on — they were unable to oppose anything the owner wished to do anymore, since the only possible repair would put the budget over the threshold.
“It means,” Stan, my immediate supervisor told me when he came to see the pulley house himself, “the Heritage Board can’t oppose anymore the removal of the entire shaft. They can’t force repairs that are too expensive.”
We leaned over the interior cliff and held onto a cable to see down. The inside betrayed nothing about the outside — it didn’t hint at the glass, brass, oak and wrought iron that had been admired by guests and residents alike for over 100 years. Nor did the outside betray the inside — the crumbling concrete supports.
“Also,” Stan said, rocking back on his heels and stuffing his hands back into his pockets, “our company would be swept up in any lawsuit he’d be in his rights to launch. We were supposed to have noticed this issue the first time.”
“Jesus,” I said, widening my eyes.
Stan shrugged. “Just the company, not us, we’re protected. I should have retired already anyway. It’s you,” he said, and he jutted his shoulder at me. “You’ll be out of a job. Gus will just let the company go. He’d be in no mood to fight.”
“Should I stop working then?” I said.
“No,” Stan said. “In a case like this, you keep working. You keep getting paid.”
“But the company might be going under,” I said.
“Until it does,” he said, and he winked at me, “you get paid, and whatever you get paid can’t be rolled up in the suit.”
I nodded, slowly getting it. “But anything I do is probably useless,” I said.
He nodded down into the hole. “True,” he said, and he kept staring down.
And so I kept working. I wound the coils, I deconstructed the two small elevator boxes and melded them into one larger one — careful to preserve all the art deco touches — and I rebuilt the control box.
More bad news was in the offing. The contractor who came to look over the job to remove the pulley supports whistled and scratched his head. “Yeah, not good,” he said to me in the basement hallways, making me look up from my own work.
He seemed to think the lowly guy working in those dim rooms down below in the basement was somehow in charge of anything, but I let him tell me what he needed to.
“Job is significant enough,” he said. “May as well rebuild the whole shaft, if you’re going to do the pulley supports. Of course, you take from Peter only to give to Paul.”
“Meaning?” I said.
“He may have gotten around the Heritage restrictions, but that only means, with a job this big, all the grandfathering comes off, too.”
“Like?” I said.
“He takes out the shaft, he’s going to have to upgrade the fire suppression system, for one,” he said.
“I didn’t know there were sprinklers in here,” I said.
“Exactly,” he said. “And the foundation is going to need seismic reinforcement. This whole basement would have to be gutted.”
“Jesus,” I said.
“Goes without saying the building would have to be emptied for the job. Everybody moved out. And not short term, either,” he said. “Leases cancelled kind of thing.”
“Are you serious?” I said.
“He’s not going to do that, obviously,” the guy said, and he chuckled.
“I thought you just said . . . “ I said.
He looked at me incredulously. “Obviously at that point, he’s better off just knocking this whole piece of shit down completely and rebuilding something else ground up.”
“Obviously,” I murmured to myself, and I looked around at the walls and hallways down there that had become so familiar to me.
“Not worth keeping any of this old fucking shit, not with all that work you got to do on it,” the guy said.
“No,” I said.
“Owner’s laughing, though,” he said.
“How’s that?” I said.
“Zoning allows him to go five times the height here,” he said. “Five times the number of apartments to rent out, when it’s all said and done.” The guy slapped the doorjamb and flicked the brim of his hat and nodded at me before turning and shuffling down the hallway and out the side door.
Stan brought Gus to the building later that day so he could see for himself.
“Guy earlier told me there’s nothing for it but to tear the whole building down, there’s too much to do,” I said.
Gus slapped the side of the elevator box and peered up the shaft from the bottom where we opened the doors for him. “Shaft is sound,” Gus said. “Just the pulley support up top.”
“But rebuilding the pulley support, might as well redo the whole shaft, he said,” I said.
“I hear that,” Gus said, still peering up the shaft. “But you do that, you have to do everything, and that makes it more expensive by an order of magnitude,” he said.
“Which is why he’d be better off to just knock the whole thing down,” I said. “I guess.”
Gus pulled back from the shaft and grinned at me. “Need a permit to knock it down, though,” he said.
I nodded at him with eyes squinting. “Who gives that permit?” I said.
“Council itself,” he said. “Public hearings. Cultural importance. Character of the area. History: all of it comes into play,” he said.
“Okay, and if he doesn’t get the permit?” I said.
“Without a permit to knock it down,” he said, “he’s not going to want to trigger the removal of all the grandfathered exemptions,” he said.
“So he won’t remove the shaft?” I said, starting to get what he was saying.
He shook his head and grinned more widely. “Shaft is fine,” he said with a one-shoulder shrug. “Just the pulley supports at the top.”
“But I thought that was too expensive,” I said.
“That’s only the case if he can knock it all down. If he can’t knock it all down, replacing the pulley supports and carrying on is by far the more sensible thing to do.”
“And the building would be saved, the shaft would be saved, the elevator would be saved, the apartments would be saved,” I said.
“He would need to win that permit to knock it down,” Gus said, and he touched the side of his nose with his pointer finger. “Until then, you keep doing what you’re doing here,” he said with a nod. He stopped himself at the side door. “Oh, and,” he said, “maybe you want to think about speaking at the hearing when it comes up. You know almost as much as anybody about this building now,” he said, and he snorted like he knew something, and went out.
So I continued rotating around the apartments of Zoey, Sierra, and Melissa, and in between I wound the coils and rebuilt the elevator boxes and reworked the electricals. Zoey laughed and started pillow fights with me, Sierra made more and more elaborate plays for us to act out with each other, and Melissa grew bolder and more adventurous in her sexual tastes. I got my sleep and my meals in between, but only in shifts. I had achieved a balance of a sort. When I completed re-winding the motor, I called up the German guy.
“Zee balance . . . “ he started in on me again.
But I cut him off. “Eez very important,” I said. “I know, and it’s time to come test the motor.”
He let three beats of silence pass before he replied. He didn’t like the way I made fun of him. But when he came out and examined my work on the motor, he nodded — and had nothing to say.
“Well let’s put zee juice to her then,” he said.
I flicked the switch and we ran the test. He had attached sensors all over the housing of the motor and on the floor and walls, too, and he wore headphones and watched a laptop screen. You’d think he was testing a nuclear reactor for radiation leaks.
He stepped backward toward the controls, and if I didn’t slip out of his way, he was going to step on my toes. He took the levers in hand and ran things forward and back. He pressed buttons and made the motor stop and go in rapid succession. He even got down on his knees and pulled out a doctor’s standard stethoscope, which I laughed at, until he stared at me.
“Old school — in case the sensors lie,” he said. He touched the diaphragm gently all over the housing. Then directly on the floor. He moved slowly to the wall and listened to it as he slowly rose to standing. I said something and he hushed me with his hand and frowned at me.
Finally, he eased the ear pieces out of his ears, coiled the stethoscope up into its case, removed his sensors, and put everything away. It all went into a single briefcase. He stood up and faced me hanging the briefcase from his left hand.
“Well?” I said.
“I will write my report this week,” he said.
“Anything you can tell me now?” I said.
He paused as though considering me a moment and he half turned, but then he turned back to face me again. “Zero-point-one-zero inches per second, pk, at the worst spot,” he said. “Average vibration throughout is zero-point-one-two.”
“What does that mean?” I said.
“Zero-point-one-two inches per second at the peak of vibration, on average,” he said. He stared at me because he knew I was going to ask.
“And how is that?” I said.
“Anything below zero-point-one-six is acceptable,” he said, and he waited again without expression on his face.
“That’s pretty good then?” I said.
He frowned and he nodded as though considering my question. “It eez, to be honest with you, the best I’ve tested in a motor in the last ten years,” he said, and he dropped his eyes to the middle distance of the floor and raised his eyebrows. He half turned but stopped himself again. “At least ten years.” He went through the door and turned back one last time. “You did a pretty good job here,” he said, and he nodded and went out and away.
I looked down over my shoulder at the motor I had so painstakingly taken apart and rebuilt, and for a second I stared at it uncomprehendingly, before I shouted, I leapt and pumped my fist in the air, and I went “Whooo!!” like my team just won the cup.
That very night, the hearing for the demolition permit was on the agenda at the council meeting at City Hall. “All of us booked off,” Zoey said, “of course!” We heard a knock on her door. Zoey got it and Sierra and Melissa came in.
“Know what you’re going to say?” Sierra said.
“I’m not saying anything,” I said. “Just going to watch.”
She turned toward Zoey. “He’ll speak,” she said.
Her and Melissa just laughed at my reticence and they each grabbed a wrist and took me out Zoey’s door. We all bounded down the stairs and around the elevator shaft to the front doors and out to the sidewalk out front. City Hall was only a short walk away. This time, we knew our way around and I wasn’t intimidated by the grandiose entrance, either. The girls seemed to have a plan — they were working together without discussion. We ended up inside the Heritage Board meeting room, which this time was in the dark, unlike the Council room that was filled with people and light down the hall.
“This is just to help you relax,” Zoey said. “Okay?”
“What is?” I said.
Melissa double checked the lock on the door and skipped over to us where Zoey and Sierra had pushed me down to sit in the chair at the head of the table.
“It was Zoey’s idea,” Sierra said, and she got down on her knees and, with her eyes hard on mine, she opened my pants and drew down my fly.
“Sierra thought of it first,” Zoey said, and she reached inside my shorts and brought my cock out. It was already fully erect. They each had that effect on me all the time. Together, it was automatic.
“We all thought of it first,” Melissa said, and she pushed her way between Zoey and Sierra so that all three arrayed themselves on their knees around my lap. She dragged the flat of her tongue, smooth and warm, up the underside of my cock and laughed. Sierra pursed her lips and pushed her mouth against the tip of the head of my cock until, with pressure, she slipped and drove her mouth down my shaft. Zoey chuckled and watched Sierra consume me, and Melissa kissed and licked my shaft, before she pushed her face between the others and circled the hardened tip of her tongue around the ridge of my cock. “My turn, you guys,” she moaned in faux complaint.
I gripped the arms of the high-back leather chair and clenched my eyes closed. We had had a lot of sex by then, but it never gets old, does it. The three girls chuckled and took turns pushing their mouths down the full length of my shaft, and when they did, the other two kissed and moaned together.
“No matter what happens at the meeting tonight,” Sierra said, and she squeezed the base of my cock in her hand while Melissa moaned out loud pumping her mouth up and down over the head of my cock. “We’re all going to Zoey’s bedroom when we get back,” she said. “Together,” she whispered in my ear, and she snorted lightly and went down in my lap and pushed Melissa’s head aside to take me in the depths of her mouth instead.
I felt her tongue wrap around my cock inside her mouth. And then I felt Zoey’s tongue slide down my shaft. And then Melissa’s again. They laughed and tumbled in front of me, and fought for my cock. They kissed it and licked it and pumped their mouths down over it, and I was not able to take it. I stiffened in the chair and my body went flat as a plank. Still they teased and taunted me. When I ejaculated, they laughed and fought to get it in their throats. It hit them in their faces and they squealed.
And then they rushed me up onto my feet and dragged me, as though drugged, out the door and down the hall and directly into the bright and packed council meeting room. I was unable to speak, but Zoey, Sierra, and Melissa got in line in front of the mic.
Zoey was up first, and she spoke about how important the building was to her neighborhood, and how it felt every night to come home to it. Melissa was next, and she talked about working there, and how she knew every creak in its stairs and hiss of its pipes. Sierra, up next, talked about me, the guy working in the basement on the motor who discovered — and reported — the condition of the pulley supports on the roof that brought about the whole permit to demolish.
“Does integrity count for nothing anymore?” she said with passion.
There were no more speakers in line. The mayor raised his hammer and was about to call a close to the public testimony. I finally raised my hand. I couldn’t let the three of them speak so eloquently, and say nothing myself. The mayor gestured for me to come up to the mic.
I introduced myself as the guy who had been working on the motor the whole time. “So we had the test today,” I said. “The vibrations are below the limit.” I could see in the faces of the councilors that they didn’t know what that meant. “It passed,” I said with a nod. “It’s good to go.”
There was a murmur through the crowd behind me. “I feel, after spending so long down below in the bowels of that great building . . . “ I said, starting up again. “ . . . that it has, almost, a life to it, so to speak,” I said. I didn’t know where I was going with it. I spoke automatically. “People say that about some buildings sometimes, but what do they mean by that?” I said. “What are the qualities of life that come to be exhibited by a building like this?”
I looked from councilor to councilor feeling spaced out, feeling like I was levitating. I didn’t know what I was saying. I had no plan.
“In a sense,” I said, “none of us really die, do we, until that moment that the last person who ever remembers us is no longer here. It’s when we are no longer in the minds of the last person that we finally and truly die,” I said. “That’s the great tragedy of Alzheimer’s, isn’t it,” I said. “When we feel that sense that they no longer know who we are. When they no longer have even memory of themselves — that’s what feels even more emptied out than seeing a body in a casket,” I said.
I licked my lips. I had no idea what was coming out my mouth next, but nobody was stopping me. “It is truly in the minds of people where all life resides,” I said, “it’s not in our bodies themselves. Our bodies are just fizzing enzymes in chemical soups, we’re all just conglomerations of single cells. You take us apart and lay all of us out in our parts, and you will not find one single part where life can be said to arise from. It isn’t there, in you, or in me, or in anyone in this room, or anywhere in our lives. But we affect each other, and in that effect, we alter each other, and that is how we become alive, that is how we take to life — as a remembered alteration to another’s consciousness. We only live now because we became a memory in at least one other person’s mind. And so that is how it ends, too, when the last memory of us is lost. That must be how it starts, then.”
I swallowed hard and cleared my throat and looked down at the podium. My heart was palpitating and my palms were sweaty. I forced myself forward. “So it is in the interactions between us where life is. It is like trying to say what a wave is. It is not any one water molecule over another, and no water molecule has in it the source of the wave — the water is not the wave. A wave is a thing, for sure, but it arises only from the interaction of all the water molecules affecting one another. A wave is the interactions, just as our lives are composed of interactions. Our lives are standing waves.”
I jutted my jaw crookedly and leaned into the podium. “The motor in the basement of the Mouffetard,” I said, “is not a motor because of the steel or the copper or the bolts or the wires that it is made of.” I licked my lips and glared around at the ceiling above the councillors. “It is a motor because of the interaction between the electromagnetic fields surrounding the coils and the magnets that are the parts of the motor. But the objects themselves are nothing. It is the interaction of the fields — the waves — that make it a motor.”
I took a breath. “And that building, it is just like our bodies, it isn’t alive itself, of course it isn’t, it is just wood and cement and glass and brick,” I said. “But people have interacted with it over the last century, including lots of people here today, including me, and that interaction has left lasting effects on us. We feel we know the building, we certainly remember it, we carry it in our minds, we can tell each other, and you,” I said, nodding at the councillors, “all about it,” I said. “That building is therefore alive, and if and when it gets knocked down, people will remember it for a long time after. But eventually they won’t, and when the last person who remembers the building no longer does, then, and only then, is that building finally dead. You won’t kill it if you give the permit to tear it down today — it’s got more life than what you can take away with a decision like that. But you will start the process that ends eventually with nobody able to remember anything about it. And that is how it will die.”
I turned and went back to the benches beside the three girls in the gallery. Sierra squeezed my hand. “That was incredible!” she whispered.
“What was?” I said. I wasn’t being facetious. I had no recollection of the previous ten minutes. I knew time passed, but I had no idea what it contained.
Decisions like the one facing the council don’t get time for in-camera deliberation like the previous decision did at the Heritage Board. This one would be voted on right away. “Motion is to pass the permit for demolition of the Hotel Mouffetard building,” the mayor said, and he gave the address and even the original town plan number designation to the land lot. “All those in favor?” he said.
I didn’t know what I was expecting or how these things were done. I’d never been to a meeting like it. It was abrupt, it was quick. Nobody moved. A second later, the mayor said, “All those opposed?”
Every councilor raised their hand.
“The nays have it,” the mayor said, and he banged his hammer on the gavel. They immediately went to the next order of business.
Sierra tugged my arm. The three girls were already up and slipping out the side aisle. Outside the meeting room in the hallway were Stan and Gus and the German guy.
“What just happened?” I said.
“The permit failed!” the German guy shouted at me with a grin as wide as his squashed little face.
“Meaning?” I said.
“The owner can’t tear it down!” Stan shouted at me. “So he’s not going to replace the shaft! Too expensive! The only thing he can do now is replace the pulley supports!”
“And keep the motor?” I said.
“And keep the motor!” Gus said. He looked like he was going to break out in a dance.
“No big reno job!” Zoey said to me. “No evictions! You did it!” she said, and she kissed my cheek.
“Could have heard a pin drop when you were speaking,” Sierra said.
“We didn’t know you were such a philosopher,” the German guy said.
“I’m still employed?” I said to Stan.
“Now we rebuild the pulley supports, rehang them, run new cables, rebuild the box and hang it — lots to do,” he said. “Lots to do,” he repeated, and he slapped my back and wrapped his hand around my shoulder. “But don’t worry, I’ll guide you in all of that, too.”
The girls and I walked back to the Mouffetard and climbed up to the fourth floor and went down the hallway to Zoey’s door. Everything felt cloudy and spacey until, all of us inside the one apartment, Zoey closed the door and locked it behind me.
It felt like that was the moment I came back into my senses. I looked up and around me. Looking back at me was Zoey, Sierra, and Melissa. And they all began to strip their clothes off.




Chapter 6

“Should we test it?” Zoey said, “it” being the newly refurbished, antique, two-into-one elevator car I had just finished rebuilding and rehanging from the new cables. Being originally framed in wrought iron, it wasn’t so complicated to unbolt the two smaller cars and rebuild them as one bigger one. The glass, brass, and oak parts went back together surprisingly easily.
Zoey had found me on the 4th floor where I was filing off a part of the door where it protruded and rubbed against the elevator box just enough to annoy.
“Hop in,” I said to her.
She was on her day off, dressed in a short white skirt, sleeveless t-shirt, and flat sandals, a big glass ruby jewel on the toes. With her blonde pony tail pulled through the back of her ball cap, she looked like summer all over.
“Maybe we should inaugurate it,” she said, the way she cupped her hand over her mouth and squealed behind it telling me all I needed to know about what she meant by that. She also meant, I could tell, to convey that lascivious mind of hers to me, the way her eyes danced, the way her dimples pulled.
That infamous night after the building’s demolition permit was denied at City Hall and all four of us ended up celebrating together in Zoey’s apartment, they told me what, in part, attracted them so much to me in such a unique way. “You let us do our lady thing,” Melissa said. “Instead of always being the gatekeepers, you let us try to use our wiles to snare you,” she said. “It’s exciting to be on the other side for a change. To face a challenge.”
“A challenge trying to capture you!” Sierra said, and she laughed with mischief and rolled over and back again. Both her and Melissa were completely naked in Zoey’s bed with me, their taut bodies sprawled down both my sides where I lay on my back between them. Zoey was in the kitchen getting water and bites for us. We were exhausted from what we’d been doing all night in her bed.
“People will see us,” I said to Zoey in the elevator. A unique feature of those century-old cars were the tall and narrow cut-glass windows in their walls that looked out through the wrought iron shaft they rose and fell through, and the wide stairs beyond that wrapped around the shaft.
“It’s called taking a calculated risk,” she said  coolly into my neck, and she poked the tip of her tongue inside my ear and chuckled.
That was something else she said that night when we all ended up in her bed together, the “calculated risk” of it, for all of them. Nobody experienced anything like it before, being naked with other women, for them, and being naked with more than one woman, for me. At one point, I was behind Zoey up on my knees, gripping her hips and jarring her body in front of me, slapping my thighs into her ass and driving my cock through her sopping pussy, while she bobbed and weaved and moaned and cried with her head down between Sierra’s legs, Sierra laying on her back, knees up and parted, back arching high, and head rolled so far back she was facing the headboard upside down, and Melissa beside her, the two of them necking sloppily.
When we fell apart from that particular configuration, huffing and puffing and laughing, I made a joke about how all that was a calculated risk, too, and everyone laughed. “Calculated risk” thereafter became our code-word for sex in general.
I turned to Zoey and she stepped backward to wedge herself in the corner of the elevator car and slid her sandals widely apart. She sucked breath through her clenched teeth and wrapped her hands around the polished brass bars that ran around the perimeter of the car at hip level.
I shook my head and chuckled and tried to look away from her. But she knew what she was doing alright. I turned back to her and had to step up between her spread legs — there was no choice. I pressed my hips into her groin and, pinned to the walls behind her, she lifted her legs and spread them wider. I opened my pants and fished my cock out from my open fly. It’s how it was for all of us in those days: sex was always at the next go around. It was constant. And it was coming at me from three different directions.
She wrapped her arms around my neck and, partly sitting on the brass bars, she brought her ankles up and dug them into my back. I pulled the satin fabric of her panties aside and dipped the head of my cock into the hot, oozing lips of her pussy. I knew enough of the history of that old art deco hotel to be pretty sure that it wasn’t the first shaft shuffle attempted in its elevator, but it would definitely be the first time in the rebuilt double car, and in that there was, I admit, some pride. The building was getting into me as much as I had been getting into it. We were altering each other, me and that building. I felt somehow intimate with it. Entwined within it.
Zoey exhaled over my neck and I pushed myself into her gripping pussy deeper with one slow, long stroke, until my pubic bone bumped into hers, filling her to her brim.
“I love enticing you,” she groaned into my ear. “Distracting you. The working man!” she said, her new pet name for me.
I pulled out nearly all the way and rammed myself back into her harder, jolting her into the glass and brass and iron and oak. She braced the flats of her hands into the cut-glass windows in the walls of the car and groaned out loud. “I love it when you can’t resist anymore,” she said, nearly crying. “You try so hard to be decent!” she moaned, her voice jagged from her body being bumped by my thrusts.
It was like that at the beginning of our four-way night, too. I had by then become accustomed to seeing each of them separately, roughly 8 hours apart from each other through the cycle of the days, balancing them, keeping things in order between them.
But I didn’t understand how to be with them when they were all stripping in front of me that first night. Do you take one at a time, and leave the other two out? Do you try to kiss and stroke and touch all three at the same time? I resisted them. I tried to warn them that we risked upsetting something that was already pretty good. But they all just chuckled, and they all continued to take everything off, and they all walked on their toes slowly toward me, too, their three naked bodies lit by the dim light of night, even as I backed up over the floor and away from them, until I was backed against the wall. There was a different air about them that night. Maybe I wasn’t the only one being invaded by that building. Maybe its vines had been snaking around all of our ankles and up our calves. And further up, too . . . .
“Something about being the aggressor,” Sierra murmured during another interlude later that night. “It’s a new feeling for me,” she said thoughtfully to the ceiling. This was right after she flopped off me, right after having ridden me to the point of frenzied, possessed climax.
“Instead of being the one to always be pushing the guy off,” Zoey said, adding on to what Sierra said.
“See?” Melissa said, lowering her face over mine and kissing me with her tongue out, loose and probing. “When you resist us, you only inspire us more,” she said, and she chuckled. “You can’t escape it,” she said, and she laughed with comical evilness.
Zoey pushed her face against Melissa’s face where they both hovered over my face in bed. “Putting a puck in a net is a job,” she said in a groan, her lips brushing Melissa’s lips. “But having to skate? And use a thin stick to do it with? Now it’s a game,” she said, and she chuckled. They flopped down together and scissored their legs.
That whole night kept coming back to me like that, in unconnected bits that ran five seconds or so, like so many cut chunks of film lying scrambled all over the editing table. Like snippets of a dream coming back to mind. Like pieces of memory you can’t tell if you read, heard, watched in a movie, or experienced yourself.
I kissed Zoey and pressed her against the wall of the elevator car and she kissed me back, loosely and sloppily and noisily. I held her silk-covered ass in my hands and pumped my hips against her hips. The car rocked and groaned. It cupped us in its palm. It stroked and caressed us.
“Is it safe?” Zoey managed to cry out to me in a jolted voice.
“This is how we test all elevators,” I said.
She erupted in laughter in between her grunts and gasps. “Maybe I should join your crew,” she managed to say. Her fingernails cut into the skin on the back of my neck and her heels pushed into the small of my back. I squeezed her ass cheeks under her panties and she rocked her hips up to meet mine with each thrust of mine, in time with me, rocking with the swaying car. The lips of her pussy grasped and sucked on my cock when I pulled out of her, and folded and yielded to me when I plunged back down into her. The car pulled on its new cables and it creaked and groaned in its newly-bolted iron frame. The cut-glass windows shot colored shards of prism-refracted light around the car’s interior, light that reflected off the polished brass and glittered across our faces. The elevator shaft was like a miniature medieval cathedral. The car was like a tabernacle.
I felt her pussy deep inside squeeze around my shaft so hard, it nearly gripped me too tight for me to pull back from her. “Are you . . . ?” I managed to say, before she sucked breath and went stiff in her stomach muscles and squeezed her thighs around my waist too hard.
She flung her head back and bumped it into the oak walls behind her, but didn’t seem to notice. “Fuck ya!” she groaned. I felt her muscles flutter deep inside her and I felt a gush of her even before I ejaculated myself. I was unable to hold back a second longer, and I erupted into her just as she groaned out loud and her body turned to jelly against the wall. I continued to press her into the corner of the elevator box and thrusted myself into her pussy until I had no more ejaculate in me, and I flopped out and helped her legs down to the floor. We both looked around out the windows of the box and laughed with delirious embarrassment at ourselves, and we cleared our throats and smirked at each other.
“It passed the test, I think,” I said.
“Ya think?” she said.
“Going down?” I said.
“Is it actually working?” she said.
I pressed the button for the lobby and the car began, smoothly, I might add, to descend through the spiral of stairs around us.
“Madam,” I said, and I gestured for her to go out before me when the doors slid open, without a sound, I would also like to add.
“That night . . . “ she began to say as she stepped off the car.
But I stopped her. “No,” I said, and I pressed the button to take me to the basement. She laughed and turned to exit the building.
All three of them teased me about our surprising and confusing foursome night together. And they also teased me about doing it all over again, too, and soon. I had told them I was afraid to do it again, that I lost track of who I was at some point during that night.
“Meaning?” Sierra asked, everybody’s nude and spent body sprawled over the bed together after another rambunctious session.
“I felt like I was losing my self-identity, when we’re all going at it at the same time,” I said.
“Is that a bad thing?” Melissa said, her head on my stomach, her body on its back staring up at Zoey’s ceiling.
“It’s unsettling,” I said. “I didn’t realize what a tentative thing it is, self-identity.” 
Sierra rolled over onto her stomach and spread her elbows wide over my chest and laid her chin down on the backs of her hands. She pushed her head forward on her stretching neck and she licked my jaw. “How do you self-identity?” she said. Both her and Melissa casually wrapped their hands around my slumbering cock and slowly squeezed and released me.
“It’s like I can see myself through your eyes,” I said. “Through all of your eyes.”
Melissa rolled sideways, and with her face laying on my abdomen, she closed her warm mouth around the head of my soft cock and touched and licked it and caressed it with her tongue inside her mouth. Sierra at the same time squirmed over my body and readjusted herself closer to me, and she sank her tongue in my mouth and pushed her lips around my lips. Zoey leaned against the headboard. My hand dropped into her lap. I casually ran my finger up and down through the hot and wet crease of her pussy lightly and slowly and with minimal awareness.
“Do you think we all do that?” Sierra said. “See ourselves through the eyes of others?”
“It gets confusing when there’s three of you that one is seeing oneself through at the same time,” I said.
“Confusing?” Sierra said, her breath over my face, her lips brushing my lips. Melissa moaned and hummed with my cock growing in her mouth. Zoey put down her phone and stretched out her legs and rolled her head back. “Is it just too much all at once?” she groaned.
“I don’t know if I lost my self-identity,” I said, “or if I was just overwhelmed with a sudden multidimensional view of myself,” I said.
Melissa came off my cock and pumped it in her fist. I was growing hard all over again. She slurped with her lips and chuckled. “You get so philosophical after you cum, do you realize that?” she said.
“He does!” Sierra said, and she laughed and licked my face and squealed and rolled onto her back. Zoey, who had said nothing by that point, stretched harder in her body and her neck bulged and her arms strained. I looked up and over at her and we all realized she was having a small but long, drawn-out orgasm on my finger.
I stepped off the elevator after it glided to such a smooth stop at the basement, you couldn’t feel the actual stop. I smiled with pride and opened up the motor room. I put away the tools I had been using and shut their boxes and latched their lids. I was running out of final things to do before it became time to carry my tools out to my truck and go over the place with the shop-vac one last time.
I didn’t want the job to end. Rebuilding the motor and the elevator cars was my whole raison d’être for being in the building at all, and it’s what allowed me to go up to see Melissa after work, to play with Zoey after midnight, and to go find Sierra in the morning. I was the building’s elevator repair guy in their eyes — it’s what I was entirely to them, I think, and I could tell that with every time they looked at me, with every time we laid down together. I was part of the building to them: I shared in its attributes in their eyes — solid, quirky, and always there. If I lost my attachment to the building with the job being done, I was afraid I would lose my attachment to the girls. And if I lost my attachment to the girls, I felt like I would lose my own sense of myself, my own access to my vision of myself, if that makes any sense.
The heavy metal door on the motor room closed behind me and I spun around. Sierra had found me and came inside and shut it behind her. I stepped backward with every step she stepped forward. I made to speak but she touched her upright finger to her mouth and  began to push the large white buttons out of their holes down the middle of the front of her short blue sundress. She was in short-heeled sandals and a wide brim straw hat. She’d been out shopping and put her grocery bag down by the door.
She let her dress fall back from her shoulders and caught it behind her back and draped it carefully over her grocery bag. She wore deep red lipstick, dark-lined eyes, drop earrings, silver, and a deep purple lace full-cup bra and low-rise hipster panties, matching, of course. She didn’t used to dress like that just for groceries up the street.
I swallowed hard and let my eyes gaze up and down over the incongruous apparition she presented to me, her small, delicate, and feminine body inside that brutalist fluorescent-lit room filled with motor and steel and electrical panels and cables. True, not a surface was marred by a spot of grease or oil, there wasn’t a cable out of place, and you could eat off the floor, I had so thoroughly tidied and cleaned it in there.
She began to touch the metal motor housing, freshly sanded smooth and painted with a grey, frosted-metallic finish. She ran her long filed and crimson fingernail over it and looked at me with her small round mouth slightly hung open, her eyes glassy, her body arching, straining.
I ran my tongue over the front of my top teeth and curled my bottom lip inside my mouth and bit down on it hard enough to hurt myself.
She pushed a bare leg over the top of the cylindrical housing and straddled the motor, arching her back deeply and spreading her palms over the front-end shield. It filled her between her legs as fully and widely as a pony, and she gripped the housing with her knees and pushed her hands up the sides of her body and over her neck and her jaw, and up into her hair that she proceeded to muss. She dropped her head back and pushed her chest out and she began to slide the dipped-down front of her purple panties up and back over the top of the housing.
I hadn’t put the elevator back into general service yet, but hanging on the wall behind me was the tester unit, a set of buttons on a black handheld unit connected to a thick black cable to the control box, so that an inspector could test the motor under it’s typical work loads. It was safe enough, where she sat on the top of the housing. I made sure to upgrade the covers so nobody would get hurt who might have wondered into the motor room.
Sierra ran her fingertips over her deep red lips and rubbed her palms over her breasts and dropped her head back. She rode the motor like a bronco at the rides. I pressed the green button and the motor instantly purred to life under her groin and between her thighs. She smiled and closed her eyes with her face lifting up to mine, and she wrapped her hands around the cylinder in front of her and began to push the fabric of the front of her panties harder into the finish of the housing under her. The vibrations were smooth as a spinning top. It was just enough for her, I thought, and the look of ecstasy that spread over her face under that harsh fluorescent light told me I was about right.
She shot up and arched deeper in her back and she hung her mouth open and wagged her tongue out her mouth at me. She laughed. She shook her shoulders and tugged her bra straps down so that her bra remained clasped around her lower back, but the cups hung from her stomach, and she pressed her palms into her bared breasts and gasped to the top of her lungs at me.
I pressed the next button that doubled the motor’s speed and it whined and breathed under her, seemingly coming to life, and she writhed and contorted on top of it, losing control. Her thighs strained to squeeze the motor between her legs and her fingers and thumbs tweaked and pulled on her nipples. The front of her panties where she rubbed herself forward and back over the smooth warming metal showed dark where she leaked.
I pressed the third and top speed button and the motor became loud in the small room, and its vibrations became high-pitched, too. But, I noted to myself with satisfaction, there was not one irregularity in the sound or feel of it. It was as smooth as music across the thick cement floor.
Sierra bent at her waist and slid her hands down around the sides of the motor and hugged it to her whole body, pressing her chest into the top and laying her face sideways down over the metal. She humped the motor. She twerked her body on it. He eyes pressed shut and her eyebrows raised high up over her forehead. I saw her toes curl. Her hips pushed down and she cried out loud enough for me to hear over the whine and cry of the motor. But just.
I let the black hand unit hang from the hook in the ceiling and I pulled my pants down and off. Sierra was lost in the motor’s vibrations between her legs with her mouth hanging open and her body clutching to the thing like a lover in her bed. I straddled the motor’s housing behind her. She was right to become overwhelmed by it — those steady, smooth but intense vibrations instantly sent me, as well, around the bend. The loud cry of the motor, the hum of its vibrations, and the hot metallic surface combined in ways that defy description.
Sierra didn’t know I was straddling the motor behind her, she was too far gone. I pulled the fabric of her panties aside and found her dripping and flowing when she curled her spine in and bucked her hips up. I touched her undulating pussy lips with my middle finger and she shot up in front of me and cried out loud at the ceiling, arching so far in her back she was nearly doubled over backward. I shifted on the back of the vibrating housing and touched the tip of the head of my cock to her burning and leaking pussy lips, and she instantly shot her body backward to engulf me all the way inside her. She was tight, but she was wet, too.
I leaned back and held myself upright with my hands around the smooth cylinder behind me, and she pushed her own hands into the hot metal in front of her and drove her hips back into my groin and slid her pussy back over my cock. With her body writhing and contorting in front of me, she fucked me rapidly and with a trembling body, the vibrations of the motor filling us both with teeth-chattering ecstasy.
It was loud enough she could cry out as loud as she wanted, no one would hear her. And so she did, like a howling hyena, she was, with her face clenched against the harsh light filling that industrial space from the high cement ceiling above.
It was more — much more — than I could bear, and I ejaculated hard into her pussy from behind the moment her pussy contracted and fluttered around my cock. We both staggered off the motor housing and I stumbled up against the wall and clutched and grabbed at the handheld unit and shut the motor down.
Sierra said nothing as she got dressed in her pretty blue sundress again. She even fitted her wide brim straw hat back on, picked up her bag of groceries, and slipped out the same door she came in, and just as quietly and unspoken, too.
Me being conscientious to a fault, I got one of my oil rags out and wiped up the manju and cum that spilled over the top and down the sides of the motor cover. It seemed to me to be even more free of irregular or oscillating vibrations than that old German guy with the stethoscope and sensors and software said.
I took tool boxes out to just inside the side basement door ready to load into my truck when I pulled it around. The end of the job scared me. I felt like how a character in a novel might feel, if they had self-awareness about who they were, and sensed the thinning number of pages ahead signaling the coming end of the book. It wasn’t just the end of a job, it felt like the end of self-knowledge.
“What do you mean, though?” Sierra said in bed, the four of us touching and kissing and pawing and licking.
“I read in this thing that we don’t have any access to self-awareness,” I said. “We don’t actually directly know who we are.”
“That makes no sense,” Sierra said.
“No,” I said, “we build a model of ourselves in our head, and its the model we are aware of — we confuse the model with the thing modeled.”
“The MRI images I create at the lab,” Sierra said thoughtfully. “They’re like that.”
“Or like the ‘person’ an incorporated company is,” Melissa said. She lifted herself from my lap on her hands and knees and she pushed her face up to mine and kissed me, her lips still humid and warm from sucking me. “Like we all are. We become avatars of ourselves in the world made up of financial forces, instead of the one made up of material forces, like gravity or magnetism.” She sucked my tongue into her mouth. “It’s how the tax department sees us, anyway.”
Zoey snorted and chuckled and curled up on her side facing me over the pillows. “Obviously social media too,” she said. “Whole other lives we live in the digital world, don’t we,” she said.
“God damn!” I said. “It’s all models all the way down. The medical world, the financial world, the digital world, we’re all just models projected into them.” I squinted up at the ceiling.
“So what do we build your model out of, the one you were talking about?” Zoey said. “The consciousness model?”
I turned to her and squinted. She was right, I thought. That would be the name for it. “This article said . . . ” I said to her, and I paused trying to recall it to mind coherently. Melissa and Sierra began to kiss each other and also the sides of the shaft of my cock that rose up between their faces. “ . . . it said that we first develop a theory of mind as toddlers, that we start to realize that other people have a mind like we do, and that they have eyes that work like our eyes work, that they see like we see, inside their heads l ike we do,” I said.
Sierra and Melissa began to hum with my cock inside their lips and they chuckled, knowing it was distracting me. I ran both my hands through both their heads of hair. “And then we start to imagine what it looks like to see out their eyes — if we’re developing normally, that is,” I said. “The article said.”
“So what do we see when we look out someone else’s eyes?” Zoey said.
We were gazing at each other over the pillows between us. Sierra began to pump her mouth fully down the length of my cock. Melissa had crawled over and began to smooch and lick Zoey’s pussy. Zoey and I both bit our lips and played a staring contest: who would flinch from being gone down on first.
“What do you see,” I said to her, “when you imagine what I am seeing out my eyes right now?”
She chuckled and bit her lip. It was getting hard for both of us to let Sierra and Melissa go down on us without rolling onto our backs and giving into the enveloping pleasure of it, and those two knew it. They both chuckled trying to derail us.
“What do you mean?” Zoey said, her eyes going half lidded, her breath going short and rapid.
I widened my eyes and looked harder directly at her eyes. “What would you see right at this moment if you saw out my eyes?” I said to her.
She screwed her face up and scrunched her nose. “Me,” she finally said.
I had to roll onto my back, Sierra was pumping my cock so warm and smooth and relentlessly in her mouth. Zoey rolled onto her back too — Melissa was no less relentless on her pussy. We rolled our faces toward the other like two people in a spa relaxing with massages.
“That’s what this article said — we imagine seeing through other’s eyes, and we see ourselves, and so we build up a composite image of ourselves using how we imagine everyone around us sees us,” I said. “And that is what becomes the model of ourselves that we hold in our minds — that is what we mistake as our actual selves. Our self identity is how we imagine everyone else sees us.”
“Oh my god,” Zoey said with a gasp. “That’s so wild,” she groaned, and then her body arched hard up, her head pushed deeply down into the pillow, and her jaw dropped wide open.
But I lost track of her. I also arched deeply and every muscle in my body seized up tightly. I tried to hold back, but Sierra knew she brought me to the edge and she wasn’t going to let me go. Zoey and I entwined fingers like lovers jumping from a bridge together, and I emptied myself into Sierra’s mouth and sank back down into the bed spent all over again. Zoey cried out loud beside me. She too sank down, and we all fell into that half-sleep again that late-night sex brings on.
I made my way up the stairs from the motor room and found Melissa coming in the front doors. “Which ya doin’?” she said with a broad smile spreading over her face.
“Just double-checking for anything left around,” I said.
“You should probably check the roof,” she said. “Let me grab a blanket — I can check with you,” she said, and she looked at me slyly out the corners of her eyes.
Like Sierra and Zoey, Melissa looked like summer all over. She’d been out for a run and came in wearing bike shorts, an athletic top, and her long brown hair tied back. I went up to the 4th floor and climbed the long ladder up to the roof hatch and flung it open. Melissa came up not long after me and together we stood gazing all about at the city that teemed around us.
“Not as private as night time,” she said.
“No,” I said, and I chuckled.
“There’s always the pulley house,” she said, and she bumped me with her hip and gestured with her chin to the funny little building perched atop the elevator shaft. We went over to it and I unlocked the door and peered inside. Cleaned and tidied with all the junk that had accumulated in there taken down, it really did look like a doll house. I had found a small table and two chairs that I put in there, thinking of the two guys who came up to rebuild the pulley block at the top of the shaft inside. But the furniture looked good in there, with a small window in the side above the table. There was often maintenance work to do on the roof anyway, whether it was the vents, the tar, the windows, or the shaft, and someone could have lunch up there rather than coming down thought.
“Come here,” Melissa said, and she sat on the edge of the table and reached out with her fingers stretching and grasping at me. “What you said about identity that night,” she said, and she caught me and pulled me between her legs so that I leaned with my thighs into the edge of the table. “It’s been making me think.”
“Think about?” I said.
We kissed. She pushed her hands around my waist and up under my t-shirt to caress my skin under her fingers.
“What you said about the building being alive in a way. Remember what you said at the hearing? Before the big infamous night up in Zoey’s?” she said, and she snaked her calves around my calves and hooked her toes around my ankles.
“I barely remember that, you know,” I said. “I didn’t even know what I was saying at the time.”
“Well, I was thinking,” Melissa said, and she pushed her hand down the front of my shorts. “If the building is alive . . . ” she said, and she fumbled with the waist of my shorts inside until her hand, cool and soft, came around my bare balls. “ . . . and if sensing and detecting people can take all forms, from Sierra’s MRI machine, to Zoey’s social media avatars . . . “ she said, and she sank her mouth down over my mouth. She had eased the waist of my shorts down my legs and pulled her hand out over the length of my stiffening cock, bared to the air. “ . . . to my financial corporate entities,” she said. “Then maybe,” she continued, “what you’re feeling about the job finishing is maybe you losing the self-identity that you get from the building itself.”
I looked up into the corner of the ceiling of the small pulley house and squinted my eyes, thinking. I was unaware that she had quickly stood again and pulled down her shorts and her panties, too, and had sat back on the edge of the table, her pussy bared.
“Are you saying I see myself through some sort of eyes the building sees me through?” I said to the ceiling.
She startled me and I looked down. She had pulled my cock so the head poked into the lips of her pussy, and when I re-focused my eyes down on her body, she flopped back over the table and pulled her heels into my back. I stumbled forward to re-balance myself, and my cock sank into her yielding pussy. She squirmed in her body on the end of my cock, her torso stretched out over the table in front of me.
“It doesn’t have to be eyes,” she said. “Think of Sierra’s MRI machine, and it doesn’t have to be anything material, either, think of my financial reality: What or where is an incorporated company? It doesn’t even have to be in any way physical sense, if it’s a digital company, like an ebook publisher, say,” she said.
I leaned on my hands splayed over the table and pushed my hips forward, sinking my cock into her pussy. She danced vertically in front of me, impaled on the end of my cock. “That’s good,” she moaned.
We had fucked so much, so often, her and I, and Sierra and Zoey too, that fucking became a natural and expected state. Fucking each other became as casual as looking at each other, or talking to each other. If there was a sexual reality akin to a physical reality, we could, I thought, easily imagine how each of us sensed ourselves in the other, and so build in our minds a sexual model of ourselves, too, a sexual self-identity as real as our financial self-identity, or our medical or social media self-identity.
“But if the building is alive like I said . . . . “ I said, bumping her hips with my hips.
“ . . . then it must react in some way to us,” Melissa said. “It must experience us in some way,” she said, finishing my thought.
“How does a building experience us?” I said.
“Fuck,” Melissa moaned, and she rolled onto her stomach and slid her body over the top of the table. She gripped it by the sides of its edge and pushed her ass up at me, lifting herself on her toes.
I took her hips in my hands and re-entered her pussy, bumping her harder from behind. We both lost the ability to talk, swept up in the swirling mind effect of the mounting climaxes gathering in both of our abdomens.
Melissa clenched her teeth and grunted out loud. I slapped my thighs into the flesh of her bared ass. She stretched up from the table and curled over and nearly doubled herself backward, and she pushed her fingers into my hair above and behind her and she yanked on it. I grabbed her breasts from behind and I flooded her pussy with my cum. She cried out loud and collapsed back down on the table. I fell down over her back, weakened and out of breath.
“What’s that?” she groaned softly into the surface of the table where her face was buried under me.
“What’s what?” I said, unable to lift my face from her back.
“That door,” she said.
I barely lifted my chin from her shoulder and looked with one eye down where she was looking with her equally tired and lazily swooping eyes.
There indeed was what appeared to be a door, barely visible through the spokes of the largest of the pulleys, down through the hole in the floor the cables dropped through.
I scrunched my eyes and shook my head to get my vision to straighten and clear, and I stared again. It was dark down there. But I pushed myself off Melissa’s back and got down on my hands and knees on the floor of the pulley house and lowered my face to the large pulley wheel to see closer.
“I labelled the backs of all the doors in the shaft with a spray can,” I said. “So anyone doing maintenance doesn’t have to guess which floor they’re at.” There was no spray-painted number on the back of this door, though, was the point I was making. It made no sense — until I reflected on how the ladder up to the roof did indeed seem taller than one floor.
“What the fuck,” I murmured to myself.
Melissa and I got ourselves dressed again. I could make out no good way to get down to that nearly invisible door from inside the pulley house — not a safe way, in any case. It appeared covered in grime and dust. It was barely discernible when you stood up in the pulley house, taking on the same texture as the walls of the shaft.
“There’s a key in the motor room,” I said to Melissa. “No idea what it’s for.”
We went down through the hatch and down the ladder. It was indeed, in a way that should have bothered me before, far too high a ladder for the fourth floor to the roof. We took the elevator down to the basement and I went to the motor room and found the key again where I left it, inside one of the electrical boxes, where I first found it. We went to the elevator car. I had noticed it before but I didn’t think about it. But there, beside the number 4 button, atop the other buttons from B to 3, was, in place of where a button “5” might have gone, instead, a key slot. 
I looked at Melissa and she nodded. I put the key to the slot, and felt it go smoothly in the way the right key always does. “No fucking way,” I said. I twisted the key and instantly, the door hissed closed and the elevator began its ascent. I looked over my shoulder at Melissa and she looked back at me, equally doubtful. We could see out the windows of the elevator car the stairs wind around us and the floors go by. Including — I noted with a hard swallow — the fourth floor. The elevator came to a smooth stop and its door glided open.
However, the door behind it remained closed. It was stuck. I pried my fingers into the gap between the two sides and pulled. With a horrible grind and a shedding of dust and oily grime, the doors gave way and slid, roughly, open. In front of us yawned a vast open space, dark, dirty, and long abandoned. We held hands and stepped out into it.
The elevator shaft rose up through the middle of the space. The floor was covered in the detritus of decades. I stepped, crunching, over it toward an outer wall where there was facing me a large flat surface, semicircular from floor to ceiling, and completely blank. I scratched at it with my fingernail and instantly daylight flooded through the line I cut in it. I stepped back and looked left and right. The unknown floor was completely surrounded by massive semicircular windows that someone had painted over. I knew them from the ground outside. From the sidewalk, when you looked up, you could see the pale yellow semicircular panels, three to the front and back sides, two to the east and west sides, all around the top of the building. But they weren’t panels. They were windows. And it wasn’t just the top facade of the building. It was a previously unknown floor — a fifth floor. A penthouse.
Melissa and I slowly paced around the perimeter of the floor. There were nails sticking up and shards of broken glass. There was mouse or even rat poo all over. The walls were damaged by moisture. Copper pipes and discarded chunks of lumber lay strewn around.
“It’s not safe up here,” I said to her, and I took her arm and guided her back to the elevator. I let her off at her floor and stayed on to the basement. When I stepped off into the hallways down there, I bumped nearly directly into the back of the owner of the building, who was as startled as I was, and he spun around, alarmed.
“You’re finishing up,” he said.
“Pretty much done here,” I said. “Just checking around for tools.”
“I know we had our differences,” he said. “But all in all, you did a good job,” he said. “I like how clean and tidy you work.”
“Well thank you,” I said. “I take pride.”
I went past him — the awkward silence between us made my uncomfortable. But when I got to the motor room door, I stopped and turned back to him. “By the way,” I said.
It was another of those feelings I had similar to when I was making my speech in the city council chambers about the building being a living thing. I didn’t know what I was saying. there was an auto-pilot taking over my voice. “Did you know about the fifth floor up there?”
The owner stared at me like I asked him about aliens.
“There’s a fifth floor — did you know about that?” I said again.
I knew he had only owned the building two or three years. I also knew he owned a few of them and not just in this city, either. He might therefore not have explored every nook and cranny of each of his possessions. They were clearly only financial instruments to him, to use one of Melissa’s terms.
“The roof?” he said.
“No, “ I said, “a floor above the fourth floor, under the roof,” I said.
He squinted at me and I pulled the key out of my pocket. “I’ll show you, come look,” I said, and I gestured for him to get onto the elevator in front of me.
I inserted the key and looked at him over my shoulder. He frowned, watching me twist it in its slot. The elevator shut its doors and glided up through the floors. He squinted again as it pushed past the fourth floor. This time, though still grinding and groaning, both sets of doors opened, and the vast, dark, and dirty space was revealed in front of us.
He stepped out into it, but only a few steps before he stopped and looked down and noticed the nails and glass and shards of lumber and metal pipes.
“It’s a mess, but . . . . “ I said.
“What is it?” he said.
“My guess?” I said, and I went a few steps past him further into the space. “A ball room from the old hotel days? A meeting room?” I said. “A dining room, maybe?” 
“It’s a hazard, is what it is,” he said.
“My take?” I said.
He lifted his chin to me.
“Clean it up, remove the hazards that are going to be a lawsuit for you someday, get rid of the mice — there’s rat shit all over the place — and deal with the moisture before it gets you condemned for mold. Repair the space.”
“This fucking building,” he said. “It doesn’t pay me enough to pour money into it all over again,” he said.
I stepped up in front of him. I felt like I was levitating. I felt like someone, or something, else, had taken over my mind. “I’d do it for free,” I said to him. “If . . . “ I went on, and I stopped.
“If?” he said.
“I repair it, I fix it up, I look after all the problems we’re going find up here, I do it all for no charge, no price to you, and when I’m done, you let me live up here, rent free.”
He stared at me and frowned and narrowed his eyes.
“Hey,” I said, and I chuckled at him. “You didn’t even know you had a fifth floor until a minute ago,” I said. “And all this is for you is a bunch of pricy problems and potential lawsuits and who knows what more damage will happen to the rest of the building if it isn’t addressed up here,” I said. “If you get in the people who can fix this it up here, it’s going go cost you a lot,” I said. “Up front. But I can do it all — and the only cost to you is rent that you don’t get going forward, rent that you never were going to get anyway because you never knew about this up here, and you were never going to hire somebody to turn it into something to live in, either.”
He started to nod. “You can look after all of this for me?” he said. I looked around. It was the entire top floor of the building.
“I already got all my tools here,” I said and I shrugged. “And I already know this building better than anyone,” I said.
“I’ll cover materials,” he said, and he nodded at me. “Fair’s fair.” He held out his hand, and I shook it. We had a deal.




Chapter 7

Ugh. Monday morning. And this one in particular was not one I was looking forward to.
I walked into the geographic centre of the previously unknown vast and wide-open fifth floor perched atop the old Hotel Mouffetard and, hands on hips, I gazed around through the dusty air lit up by shards of dull slanting light filtering through the dust-caked semi-circle floor-to-ceiling windows.
Aside from the enormous nine square pillars and what I determined to be the kitchen at one end and the bar at the other, it was all open space. The inlaid parquet floor that I had uncovered from under decades of dust and filth and debris told me it used to be a ballroom back in the day, this entire floor, forgotten weddings, unknown  banquets, maybe even long-past political conferences or defunct angry union meetings. Who knows.
My phone buzzed in my pocket and I lifted my dust and rat-shit mask off my face. It was Sierra, that cute and sharp hospital MRI tech from the 3rd floor. “Need my man,” she texted. She was getting more demanding like that with each passing day. But I admired her for it.
I checked my phone. It was 7:30 in the morning — she must have just got back from her shift at the hospital lab. Mornings I spent with Sierra on the 3rd floor, just like afternoons I spent with Melissa on the 2nd floor, and nights I spent with Zoey on the 4th floor. I was getting good at this whole harem thing, good as a smooth-running motor, you might say. Balance eez zee key!
“Wanna come up and see the new 5th floor first?” I wrote her. I knew it was going to be a challenge for her. She worked in an anti-septic lab at the hospital and brought that hard-scrubbed ethic home with her, too, her apartment being clean enough to operate in, her bedroom white as light, even her bed always made perfectly with pure white sheets and white duvet.
Rolling her small, nude and freshly-showered body around in her bed felt like making abstract art on a new, clean, and primed-white canvas. Even the way her fists scrunched up in the sheets when I held her by her raised hips in front of me, where I knelt on her bed and penetrated her tight, suckling puss from behind, had a certain precision to them, her perfectly cut clear-polished nails cutting into her palms. She liked to be jolted at just such a heft of my hips, not too hard, but definitely on the hard side. When I hit her just right, when I got very good at jolting her body, she’d go off as quickly as a volcano.
But she hid her emotions like somebody else might hide their scars, which was incongruent with her shocked-sounding and abrupt inhalations, her tiny high-pitched cries, her groans with her lungs full and her head rolled back. She couldn’t hide herself completely, not when she was getting split wide open like that. Maybe getting fucked good was her way of letting her emotions out. On more than one occasion she sobbed after a particularly rambunctious session in her bed, sprawled and wasted in the morning sunlight. She never was able to tell me why, though.
The dirtiest thing she ever did, dirty for her, that is, being so disinfected at all times both at work and home, was to push her small breasts together with her wrists and insist I fuck her between them, even up to and past the point of ejaculating into her neck and chin. She laughed about it, getting my cum all over her skin, the act being so around-the-bend for her, and then she would have to dash off to her shower when it became all a little too much, and it was never discussed after, either.
Zoey was by contrast always laughing and squealing and wanting to try new positions and new places to do them in. She wouldn’t know the first thing about how to hide what she was feeling, but she felt nothing particularly deeply about fucking me all night long, anyway, or about anything else for that matter. She was the living embodiment of the light heart, that Zoey. Everything was a fun game to her.
Melissa was about the opposite, treating her later afternoons with me like some sort of mysterious candle-lit seance, the way she became entranced when we fucked, the way she entranced me inside that undulating rhythm that she made our bodies take on together. She climaxed with a defeated gasp and a whole-body shudder like it was some kind of mystical communion. Fucking Melissa, I had no problem understanding how a different people in a different age believed in possession — both of the other, and of the self. She scared me sometimes, the way she climaxed. She’s the reason the French called it ‘the little death.’
Sierra was somewhere in between the other two girls, being both experimental, but extremely reserved about it, too. She seemed to treat our mornings together as moments that existed outside of time altogether, and so outside of normal behavioral constraints or expectations. I think I became for her something exotic, something to test herself against, something to see if she could really do it with, whatever ‘it’ was. I was her bungee-jumping bridge.
She loved it when I asked her to tell me how she wants to be licked. “I don’t even know!” she squealed that morning, and she blushed and hid under the white sheets. But when I encouraged her just once, convinced her I was serious, told her I needed to know, she proceeded to describe to me in minute detail exactly what she wanted me to do and how. She knew very much what she liked, it turned out.
To my surprise, she agreed to come up to see the mysterious 5th floor. “How?” she wrote me.
“Wait by your 3rd floor elevator doors,” I said. “I’ll come get you.”
It was Melissa who pointed out that the elevator I had finished rebuilding seemed to take longer than it should have between the fourth floor and the rooftop shaft house. The key I had found atop the fuse box in the motor room in the basement fit, with some jiggling and pressure, the mysterious lock where a number 5 button could have gone on the button panel inside the elevator car.
When it stopped at the previously unknown floor, we had to wrestle the elevator doors open, they were so stiff with neglect and rust and dust. What looked to the outside of the building like concrete architectural features around the facade lining the top of the building turned out to be covered-over windows concealing an entire floor behind them. Dust, mold, rat shit, raccoon droppings, and bird shit, plus years of scattered surplus furniture and broken lumber and glass, filled the enormous space that spanned the entire floor.
I took apart and rebuilt the button panel, cleaned, straightened, and greased the 5th floor elevator doors, and swept aside the worst of the debris up there in front of the elevator doors before I brought the owner of the building up to see it. I knew he was never aware of the existence of a 5th floor up there either.
“You have to put this on,” I said to Sierra when she came aboard the elevator car. “Don’t judge it now — I’ve only cleaned it up a bit, but it’s going to be a lot more work than I thought.”
She had changed at home and was wearing jeans and a t-shirt. Good, I thought. But there was definitely a look that beguiled me that she achieved in her hospital scrubs she walked home in, with her short black hair and tiny red mouth. Her wide, almond eyes, her nearly always serious countenance — she gave off the appearance of having been marinated in innocence and seared with surprise, especially when I would first enter her, my cock thick and hard, her puss open, wet, but tight. She liked to play the girl who didn’t know what was happening, and would never have agreed to it if she did. She liked to play the part of the girl who found the whole thought of it too dirty.
The 5th floor doors now swished open every bit as smoothly and quietly as the doors to the other four floors below, and I nodded to myself with a blue-collar satisfaction. She stepped out into the space and gazed around with the wonder in her eyes of Christmas morning.
“It’s so big!” she said.
I kept on nodding, but grimly under my dust mask. That was more a problem than a good thing, the sheer size of the space. How does one deal with so much of it? I was used to 400 square feet, to the back seat of my pick-up truck, or to making do, in a pinch lately, sharing a bed with one of Zoey, Melissa or Sierra, or all three in the course of a day or a week. 
“It’s too big,” I said. “I don’t know where to begin.” I exhaled through puffed-out cheeks. “Maybe it’s too much for me, the whole thing,” I said. “Maybe this was a big mistake.”
“You just need to break it down into smaller chunks,” she said.
“I made promises,” I said. “The leaks alone,” I said, gesturing with my chin up to the ceiling. Around every pillar-top, water stains were visible. “There’s mold under the hardwood floor,” I said. “Animals living in the walls. The glass in the windows is going to fall out in the first stiff wind. This thing is falling apart — it’s worse than I thought.” 
“But you get to live up here for free, right?” she said. Did she understand what I was saying?
“That was the deal,” I said. “He could see what I saw right away — mold, rat shit, leaks, who knows what other hazards, it was all going to lead to more damage down the walls of the building,” I said. “Maybe even lawsuits, I told him, if he didn’t look after the mold and the rats. I mean, if inspectors saw it when I had them in giving the final okay for the elevator, the whole building could have been condemned, the way it looked. This is no small job.”
“You’ve done so much already,” she said.
“I’ve barely started.”
“You just love this building inside and out, don’t you,” she said. “I wish I had your passion.”
I snorted and shook my head. “I wish I had your professional detachment,” I said. “I wouldn’t get into these situations, if I could keep decision-making unaffected by emotions.” I looked at her. “Like you do.”
“I’m not sure about the value of that detachment, as you call it,” she said. “I always had it, I didn’t create it in myself, but I don’t know if it’s been good for me. To be truthful with you.”
“You want to go down?” I said.
“So you can cuddle me in bed while I pour my heart out?” she said.
“Something happen at work?”
“Uh-huh,” she said.
We got back onto the elevator and I looked at her from behind. That was Sierra all over. She couldn’t just come out and say “Something happened, I need to talk.” It was always approached round-about like that, so that you had to guess with her. She never showed anything on her face. I couldn’t even tell if whatever it was that happened at work was a good thing or bad.
Usually I let myself into her place and showered up and waited for her in a big thick white bathrobe she bought for me for the purpose. She loved, she said, finding me as though by surprise — with appropriate shock and scandal — sitting in her living room on her couch reading a book and sipping a coffee from her machine.
I didn’t want to study her on the topic too hard because there was already something of the clinical waiting room about it. There was a lot she brought home from work at the MRI lab — or was it that she had these tendencies in her already, and sought out work that was a lot like her and her home?
Who knows? I mean, was there something in me before I took the job down in the basement of that classic old structure, rebuilding the century-old elevator motor, that would have suggested to anyone that I would happily take to and successfully manage a harem-like situation with three very different mid-20s professional ladies on different floors of the same building? There was that thing about getting the balance of the rotor and stator in the motor just right that was uncannily like getting the balance between Zoey, Melissa, and Sierra just right, but there I was, racked with self-doubt on both scores, too. I mean, who even gets to have a crack at a harem?
This time Sierra sent me to the shower and she waited — she already had hers when she got back from work. But I didn’t find her on the couch in her matching big white and fluffy spa bathrobe. I had to slide open the heavy double doors into her bedroom to discover she was waiting for me in her gleaming white and pure bed. Completely naked already, too, of course.
She laughed and rolled over and hid herself almost entirely within the clouds of duvet over her body so that only her eyes peered out. But she did plan for me to catch sight of her nude body. That was her being dirty.
I pulled at the duvet and she squealed “No!” and rolled over to hide herself more completely under it. I took off my robe and knelt on her bed now as naked as she was.
“Who do you think you are, anyway?” she said. “Just coming into a girl’s bedroom like that.” She let her eyes glance down to between my legs and back up again.
I had to peer closely to see where her eyes were peering out of. I came down on top of the lump of her body under the covers and she squealed and squirmed. I trapped her under me and we wrestled with the duvet between us until she forced her head out and waved me off, breathing hard and turning red in her face.
She kicked the duvet off her body but remained sprawled haphazardly over her bed. She erased her smile and looked at me severely all over again. “You think you can just climb into a girl’s bed and do whatever you want to her with that thing of yours?” she said.
I pretended to look up at the corner of the ceiling as though to think about her question before I pouted and nodded and said, “Yeah, I do, matter of fact.”
She grinned and half rolled away to show me her back. “I suppose you think you can just push me under you and grunt and groan on top of me, too,” she said over her bare shoulder at me. “To your heart’s content,” she added softly, pronouncing the final “-tent” with contempt. She glanced at my cock again. I was gripping it lightly, stroking it slowly. 
I abruptly pulled her body by her hips and slid her over her bed toward me. She screamed and made as though to claw and scratch with her fingernails in the bed to save herself, but she lost, as we both knew she would. I knelt high up behind her and rolled her body over by twisting her ankles in my hands. She always made sure to lose at our games.
She allowed herself to flop onto her back in front of me. “What if I didn’t want to, would you still take me like this, all demanding and needy?”
“You’re the needy one,” I said.
She snickered but then she leapt up onto her feet and pushed me onto my back with her hands pressed into my chest. She came down between my knees and pushed her mouth down over the head of my cock. Her small hand wrapped around the shaft. The tip of her tongue poked out of her lips. She barely touched the underside of my cock with it. A tiny string of saliva stretched from her tongue to my cock. “Look who’s needy now,” she said, and she consumed me whole all the way down to the back of her throat and moaned like it was her receiving the most exquisite pleasure from it.
She lifted her face from my abdomen and squeezed and shook my cock in her tiny fist. “You’re so incredibly rude,” she said. “Treating my body like some personal play-thing of yours,” she said, and she pushed her moaning mouth even harder, deeper, down the length of my cock. She pulled back up and off me and walked forward on her knees to loom high over me. I took her wrists in my hands and she laughed and struggled against me, worming her hips over my hips, spreading her knees around my torso, pushing her abdomen down into mine. I caught a glimpse of her puss. There was such a sheen to it. She was leaking all over.
“Oh no you don’t!” I said and I used a fraction of my strength as though to keep her body from coming down on mine. She caught her tongue in the corner of her mouth, she squealed and laughed, and she chased the head of my cock with the lips of her puss. And wouldn’t you know it, I lost the game this time again, and she caught me, and when she did, she pushed that steaming hot and dripping wet envelope of a pussy down the length of my shaft all the way and she ground her hips into mine to stick it there hard.
She crouched down low over me where I lay defeated and she raised and lowered her hips, bouncing them into mine, and she kissed my bottom lip and whispered “Yay! I win again,” and she smiled and sank her tongue as deeply into my mouth as my cock sank up into her pussy.
I rolled her over onto her side and hauled her hips back into my hips and fucked her on our side. She clawed and grabbed at the sheets in front of her face as though to get away, but she also arched deeply in her back and thrusted her ass back into my hips, and took me deeper inside her than I could reach.
We fucked until, panting and out of breath, we laughed and rolled away from each other, and then we raced out of her bedroom and across her living room to her kitchen for fresh cold water. I didn’t want to point it out to her for fear of embarrassing her, but running around her apartment nude mid fucking session was a new step for her. Sitting on her kitchen counter and capturing my waist with her legs and pulling herself to the edge so that my cock sank into her puss while we passed a bottle back and forth, fucking and still catching our breath, was different for her as well. Whatever it was that had happened at work earlier overnight, I still couldn’t get a read on whether it was a good thing, or bad. I knew she knew that I was still wondering.
“The way I’d like it . . . ” she suddenly said, and it took me a few beats to sort out which conversation she was picking up the middle of again. I picked her up off the counter, and with her ankles locked in my back, her tiny tush resting in my hands, we walked, and fucked, back to her bed.
“ . . . is if you’re lying on her back and I’m like,” she said and she thought about how to say it. “Leaning on the wall?” she said.
“Sitting on my face?” I said.
She squealed and buried her face in my neck. “You’re such a disgusting man,” she said, “but it turns me so much.”
I sank the back of my head into her pillow. We looked at each other over her bed. She sat near the edge all curled up, her cheek resting on her knee, her eyes hard to their corners, hair half hiding them. Finally she dropped her face down, grinned widely, and said to her own legs, “I don’t know how!”
I helped her and soon she was arching her back leaning her arms into the headboard and straddling my face with her knees planted into the pillow beside my ears. She knew exactly how. I pulled on her hips and she squatted further down until her pussy lips, engorged and hot and leaking, touched my mouth. She clenched her eyes and stopped breathing and barely lasted a minute like that. Soon came the high-pitched cries, the caught breath, the strained muscles, and the long, drawn out groan: her fall from grace, again. She climaxed small and quietly, but intensively, privately.
Then she surprised me, quickly spinning around over top of me and consuming my cock in her mouth even while smearing my face with her spent pussy. She pumped herself on me and moaned and gasped, all muffled with my cock in her mouth, and though I tapped on her shoulders and tried to roll away from under her, she seemed to insist on taking me over the edge inside her mouth. I thought she said she didn’t like that. Maybe her judgement was clouded by how she was peaking with another climax at the same time. I filled her mouth and she tried her best to swallow me, but I gushed out and all over my stomach and she rolled off me and couldn’t stop laughing, my cum gurgling from her mouth and running down her chin and neck. Her eyes gleamed and sprung wide, her smile wider.
This was a different Sierra. I had to blink to remind myself it wasn’t Zoey, the way she was having so much uninhibited fun in bed. We cleaned up and finally came together calmly, hugging and cuddling.
“There was a guy in the lab tonight,” she started talking. Finally it was coming out. “Very rich guy, you would know him if I said his name,” she said.
I ran my hand over her slender and toned back and let her talk.
“And he’s dying,” she said in that matter-of-fact way of hers. “You can see the tumors, there’s no hope,” she said.
I stayed quiet.
“I came back into the room where he’s lying inside the machine and there’s this younger woman outside the door — he insisted she be able to come that far on his way up, and being who he was, I mean, he donated a whole wing to the hospital, so of course, right?”
“Right,” I said.
“He says, ‘What’s the prognosis, doctor?’ and I tell him I’m not a doctor, I’m just the lab tech. So he says, ‘Get her in here, and then you tell her and I accidentally overhear it, then you didn’t tell me did you, and that way you won’t get fired.’ I tell him I’m not worried about getting fired, but I’m not qualified to interpret the results, I say to him, the standard reply, right?”
“Right,” I said.
“But he’s all like, ‘You think I don’t already know, you think I can’t see your face, you think I can’t feel it?’ So I go out to get the woman out there and bring her inside. I’m thinking she’s his daughter. So I tell her in a voice as though just for her but loud enough for him, right? I tell her, not looking good. Three months maybe.”
“Jesus,” I said.
“He’s just staring at the ceiling unmoved by what he heard. But the woman, she’s got this disappointed look on her face, like she’s pissed off. I say, ‘You’re his daughter, right?’ and you know what she says?”
“What?”
“She says, ‘I don’t know the guy. I’m just a temp at the outpatient thing. I’m still going to get paid, right?’”
I turned my face to Sierra and she turned her face to mine. “Ouch, that’s harsh,” I said.
“Right?” she said. “He’s like this hugely successful businessman, owns half the city, knows he’s going to die, hardly has any time left, but he doesn’t even have anybody in his entire life who would even come down with him for what is probably his last hospital visit — in a hospital he even half built. That girl with him didn’t even know his first name, didn’t care,” she said, and she shrugged.
I pulled her tighter against me.
“That job,” she started again, “it drains you of whatever empathy and humanity you might have had going in. He’s not unusual, even. Most of the people I image are dying. That’s why they’re scheduled during the night, it’s the lower demand time, none of them are priority cases. They’re not priority because guess why. We’re just confirming what everybody already knows. I’m just part of the system, I just get to say exactly how they’re going to die,” she said. “So that’s where all that professional detachment you admire so much gets you, it puts you right there, where you’re dealing with a temp who doesn’t know the guys name, the guy doesn’t care that you just told him he’s dying, and all you want is him out of the lab so you can stuff the next body in the machine and view in graphic detail how they’re dying, too.”
“You have to be like that, though, doing what you do,” I said.
She rolled over and pushed herself up closer to me to push a soft kiss into my cheek. “I don’t have to be so detached in every aspect of my life outside the lab, though,” she said.
“Hard to separate, I guess,” I said.
“Zoey connects with people so easily,” she said. “She just does it so naturally. She could have had that guy laughing at the absurd situation.”
I frowned and nodded. “More or less,” I said. “Yeah, she probably would.”
“And Melissa,” she went on. “She can contemplate things without there having to be some point to it, without it needing to have a reason. She could have had the guy reflecting on his life even without spelling out the results so frankly,” she said. “I don’t know how to do that.”
She rolled onto her stomach and lifted herself up on her elbows. I remained on my back. “I imagine Zoey is so much fun for you to fuck,” she said and she kissed a tiny and thoughtful kiss on my chin.
I popped my eyes wide open at her.
“Oh shush, you,” she said, and she smiled down at me and kissed me on the mouth. “We already talked about it, it’s fine,” she said. “So would you say fucking her is fun?” She pulled her face up from mine and darted her eyes back and forth between my eyes as though expecting me to simply answer her question straight up.
My reaction wasn’t so much about what she asked, as how she used the word “fuck” so casually like that. It wasn’t like her.
“Like what?” she said, playing that innocence thing again the way she can so well, even in jest. “Fuckity fuck-fuck all fucking day and all fucking night,” she said, and she snickered. “Fuck my mouth, fuck my pussy, fuck me hard in my fucking ass,” she said, and she laughed harder and bit her tongue at me. “Oh, don’t act so shocked,” she said. “You’re the one who’s changing me, crawling in my bed and mauling my body all the time.”
“You surprise me,” I said.
“You change me,” she said right back. “So tell.”
“Yeah, okay,” I said to her. “Zoey can be fun to fuck, as you put it.”
“How do you usually fuck her?” she said. “It’s usually at night, isn’t it?”
“Like you,” I said, “after she’s back from work.”
“Do you wait for her like you wait for me?”
“She usually texts me on her way home. We often go out for a bite. She’s usually pumped up.”
“That’s sweet,” she says.
“Sometimes we fuck in her car,” I said. “She often can’t wait. Sometimes she wants to go to a club and sometimes we end up fucking in the bathrooms,” I said.
She widened her eyes and covered her mouth. “You are such a liar!” she said.
“Zoey gets off on the risk of getting caught,” I said. “But also, she’s totally impulsive, she can never wait,” I said.
“What does she sound like when she cums?” Sierra said.
I widened my eyes at her.
She buried her face in my neck and squealed. But she also pushed her body over top of mine. Her knees slipped down around my waist. My cock, trapped up between our stomachs, grew again.
“Tell me,” she said, and she wriggled her hips and caught the head of my cock with her pussy. I grew into her. She dropped her mouth open but still kept her eyes on mine, though they squinted now.
“Well, she laughs a lot,” I said.
Sierra pushed her hips down and took me deeper inside her. I continued to grow deeper into her. “Does she get all wet?” she said. “As wet as me?”
“What do you think?” I said.
She pushed her face down harder and rubbed her lips over my ear. “I think she gets very wet with you between her legs,” she whispered. “Just like I do.”
She lifted her face back up over mine. “Do you eat her out?”
I held her waist in my hands. Her body slid up and down over my body, and my cock, now fully hard, pushed through her pussy and back.
“Yes, a lot,” I said. “She loves it.”
“Didn’t you worry she was too easy?” she said, pushing herself up from me with her hands pressing down into my shoulders. Her back arched deeply and her breasts lifted high up over my face.
“Like you?” I said.
She collapsed onto me and screamed into the pillows. “You’re teasing me now!” she cried out loud.
I rolled her over and entered her and she straightened her legs and spread them toward the ceiling. Her fingers gripped my shoulders, her pinkies sticking out. Her face rolled side to side over the pillows and her hair whipped over her eyes. I bounced her body between my hips and her mattres under her like a ping-pong ball. She arched deeply and dropped her chin to her chest and gasped out loud.
“You’re not easy,” I said.
“I’m not,” she agreed, and she pushed her hips up to meet mine and our bodies slapped loud enough to fill her apartment. “But I wish I was more like Zoey,” she said. She barely got that out before she arched even deeper, tapped me with her two middle fingers, and stopped breathing. Her sudden climax was too much for me, the way her pussy constricted around my cock and the way she sounded, the way her body froze, and I came deep and hard inside her.
I flopped down onto the bed beside her and nearly instantly fell asleep.
“Melissa too,” she said in a low groan.
“Melissa what?” I said, barely conscious.
“I want to be more like her, too,” she said, “more like Zoey and Melissa both.”
“In what way Melissa?” I said, unable to keep my eyes open.
“Contemplative, like her,” she said, “but not for some end goal, not to figure something out, or to fix some problem,” she said. “But just able to think with no point to it. Think like her,” she said.
“She might think there is a point to it,” I said.
“What is she like in bed?” Zoey said.
“Contemplative,” I said and I chuckled. “Like there’s no end to it, no goal.”
Sierra snorted. “We’re all so different,” she said. “How did you end up with the three of us for girlfriends?” she said.
It was a good question. “I have to get back to it up there,” I said, by way of evading her question. I don’t think she understood that the bigger question was, how did I end up with three girlfriends period?
She knew I was being evasive, too. She was the queen of evasion, and she respected my clumsy attempt at her expert game. “Go then,” she said. “Just fuck me, just use me, and then just leave me,” she said, and she laughed and kicked me with her bare foot. “All covered and filled with your cum, you big brute.”
“Hey,” I siad, standing up and patting my tummy. “That’s precious happy joy juice to you,” I said.
She laughed and shook her head and I stumbled out to her living room and got dressed. She was asleep deeply buried in her white boat on her white sea before I leaned back through her doors to say goodbye.
I went back up to the 5th floor and tried to look at the problem again with fresh eyes. Sierra was right, professional detachment is good to achieve, but only to a point. So too was Zoey right with her lack of care, her light-heartedness, but only to a degree. I paid no rent anymore, but I didn’t have a place of my own to live either, yet. I wasn’t getting paid currently, either, but then the owner of the building said food was part of supplies, and to therefore put food I ate on the invoices. And Sierra was right about Melissa too, it was good to think long and hard about things, but it didn’t always have to be for a point, or to arrive at a plan or to fix anything at all. Maybe it was enough to think about a thing without a goal in mind — thinking for thinking sakes.
I rented an air exchanger and ran it full time to clear the air as much as possible. I cleared out the kitchen area first and scrubbed it down and coated its surfaces with primer to begin with and filled holes in the walls. I cleaned out the bar too, which must have functioned like a private lounge back in its day, and I scrubbed it down, coated the walls in this stuff that promised to seal in tobacco stink, and primed it and made it clean enough to at least live in. I used industrial plastic and tape to seal off a corner of the vast banquet hall and piled all the waste behind it. I’d have to rent a dumpster and a tube to throw things down inside of, but only when I had all the waste ready to go.
I at least had a semi-functioning kitchen when I put a cheap 4-cube fridge and a hot-plate in there, and a serviceable bedroom, when I put a cot in the old lounge. The air filters were doing their job. I managed to chip the paint out of the seal around one of the huge semi-circular windows that reached from floor to ceiling, and found they opened along their middle, the top half pushing out on hinges about halfway around the curve. Brass, I discovered, when I chipped the paint and crud away. That would look smart, I thought, cleaned off and buffed up.
I stood again in the middle of it all. No income, but no rent, either, I thought, and food expensed. No going out like your average 26-year-old apprentice elevator mechanic, but then, three sharing girlfriends one per floor going down through the building, one in the morning, one in the afternoon, and one at night. No place of my own, either, but with some amount of work — chunked out in smaller portions, as Sierra said — I just might be able to turn that former banquet hall and kitchen and lounge into one smoking-hot pad. If I could think like Melissa, laugh like Zoey, and approach things methodically, like Sierra, I thought, I just might be able to pull the dream together.
I didn’t see Melissa that afternoon, she’d told me earlier she was buried in some rush job, some massive multibillion-dollar mega-merger she couldn’t breathe a word to me about, and she had 18-hour days until further notice crunching the numbers and putting the presentation together. I couldn’t visit her, even, her apartment walls turned into a murder board. I guess when the time called for it, she could think long and hard with a definite goal in mind.
I didn’t see Zoey that night, either, she being away on a four-game road trip with the team. Good thing I cleared enough space on the 5th floor to hang out in and eat and sleep. I missed rent on my own apartment for the last time, and the landlord — sympathetically — told me he just couldn’t carry me anymore. I took what I wanted in the back of my truck and gave him the key.
“You going to be okay?” he said.
I shrugged. I couldn’t tell him about the 5th floor downtown, as it wasn’t exactly to code that I was going to be living in there.
“Well you got your girlfriend, right?” he said.
He was a nice guy and I was going to miss having a good landlord. But I also knew he went to church on Sundays with his wife and two kids, and would have a hard time grasping what I was saying if I told him I had three girlfriends who all knew each other and who were all more than just fine with the arrangement. Hell, the Bible has harems in it, doesn’t it?
“I’ll be fine,” I said to him, and I left it at that.
In the morning, I went down to Sierra’s before she got back from work. A shower is one thing I didn’t have up on the 5th floor, not yet anyway. I washed up and pulled on the white robe and sank into her couch to wait for her. I bought flowers too, and a vase. She wasn’t one much for sentiment, but show me a girl who doesn’t love fresh flowers, especially for no reason.
Sierra came bursting through her door this time with a grin as wide as her face, which was the first unusual thing. I hoped the flowers would have an effect, especially with how she’d been feeling about herself with that rich guy, whoever he was, who she had to deal with, but something else was going on because she barely noticed the vase and flowers.
She whipped off her scrubs and her panties and bra but rather than slip down the hallway to her bathroom for a shower as usual, she leapt onto my lap and straddled my legs. She kissed me up and down my face and yanked at the robe to free me from it. I was startled by her transformation.
“What’s going on?” I said.
“Another guy, even older than the other guy, this one dying too, it was totally obvious,” she said, and she kissed my neck, my chest, and further down my body, pushing my robe out of her way as she went.
I looked doubtfully down at the top of her head. She was still smiling like a maniac, despite the patient she had last night. She stood up high on her knees in front of me and twisted around to find my cock with her long grasping fingers behind her back and between her legs. She pushed her ribs and bare breasts into my face and laughed.
“I ran home, I just had to fuck my man so badly!” she said as though pained.
“You’re so foul-mouthed,” I said.
“I know!” she said. “Isn’t it fun?” She dragged the head of my cock back and forth through the crevice in her pussy lips enough to make me wet with her, and she sank down on me, gasped with wide eyes an inch from my eyes, and took me inside her all the way down in one slow and smooth motion. She wasted no time in starting to bounce on me, to fuck me, to ram herself up and down on me.
“Did I tell you how much I was thinking about coming home to fuck you all night?” she said in a groan and she kissed me without waiting for an answer. “I was so happy to find you here waiting for me.”
It was a different Sierra. I held her by her waist and she laughed and bounced in my lap. “I can’t stand it sometimes,” she said, “how much I want to fuck you.”
It was strange to hear her use that language. But she was clearly enjoying herself even to the point of over-using it.
“I even masturbated in the middle of my shift, it was driving me so crazy thinking about your . . . “ she said and she paused. She put her mouth against my ear. “ . . . cock,” she said quietly and she squealed with scandal. “Inside me,” she added, and she leaned back, found my knees with her hands behind her, and with her body arched over backward like a ballerina’s, she pumped the grasping and soaking lips of her pussy up and down over the full length of my straining cock.
“Not like you,” I said, equally strained.
“You made me like this,” she said. She flung herself forward and threw her arms around my neck. “It’s all your fault,” she said and she kissed me sloppily and noisily on my lips. “I think you fucked my brains out yesterday,” she said and she laughed.
I cupped her breasts in my hands and watched her body ride up and down on my body. “Something happen with that guy at work?” I said.
“Uh-huh,” she said with a desperate cry in her voice. Her body rose and fell on mine and she pushed her chest out to drag her hard erect nipples up and down over my face and through my mouth.
Just like her to not tell me straight up. “Another one who knows he’s dying,” she said, her breath came labored now with huffing and puffing.
“That’s nice,” I said, my breath also coming in fits and starts.
“And you know how I never talk to them about their lives?” she said.
I nodded but I didn’t quite know that before, I didn’t register that as a rule, and I wondered if that was just her or possibly lab policy.
She reached down between us and caressed my cock where it came out of her and went back in, and she rubbed her clitoris with it, too, and bit her tongue. “I knew he had no one just like that other guy, so I let him talk to me about his life,” she said, nearly crying out loud to the ceiling, now, she was so aroused. “He had no one to tell, so I let him tell me, and you know the best part?”
I had to shut my eyes. My mouth was hanging open. Her pussy was sucking on my cock so hard, I was needing to focus myself to keep myself in the game a bit longer. “What was the best part?” I managed to squeeze out.
“It didn’t have to have a point,” she said. “There wasn’t anything to fix, he’s going to die, there’s nothing to do,” she said, nearly bawling out loud now. Her puss was flooding so wet the apartment filled with the slushy sound of our sloppy and uneven fucking. Wet vacuum pops rose up from our laps. “I even made a joke — a little joke — and we both laughed,” she said.
She rode me on her couch despite her livingroom curtains behind me being wide open, early morning. It wasn’t like her, it was more like Zoey. “What was the joke?” I managed to ask her.
She huffed and puffed and kept herself on the edge, rimming herself. “Why can’t the grim reaper ever play hide and seek?” she said, her body contorting on mine, her head swinging around, her expression turning into the very picture of unbridled sexual pleasure.
“Why?” I said, groaning, myself hanging onto the edge of losing it inside her.
“Because he’s always coming for you,” she said, and she gasped and inhaled sharply, her body stiffened and shook, and her pussy nearly chocked my cock to death.
Her orgasm was too much for me and I lost my control and shot up into her like a firehouse.
She fell off me and sank into the couch, her hand cupping her leaking pussy in a futile attempt to keep my cum from running out of her and down over her pristine furniture. We were both struggling to catch our breath.
“He find it funny?” I said, my eyes flickering closed.
She smiled and nodded, sweat on her brow. “He laughed so hard I thought he was going to die on the slab,” she said.
When we finally subsided, I rolled my head over the back of the couch and found her slumped beside me. “You ever make a joke with a patient before?” I said.
“Hardly,” she said. “But something else, too,” she said. “Another first.”
“What was that?”
“I never had a patient say ‘thank you’ to me before, when they left,” she said.
She pushed up and, still cupping her hands around her pussy, she walked backward facing me.  “Don’t leave right away, I just need my shower,” she said, and she ran down her hallway and away.
I didn’t leave, but I did get dressed. My phone pinged while I waited for Sierra to come back. It was my boss. After the elevator job was done, they told me there might be a layoff for a bit. But in the meantime, I’d almost forgotten I was an elevator repair and installation apprentice, and that I was still only halfway to getting my journeyman papers.
It was Stan, the company supervisor and my mentor. “Got a new job tailor-made just for you!” he said when I answered my phone.
I almost needed to ask him who it was. “A job,” I said, repeating him, realizing it was Stan.
“Another specialty job, just the thing for you, you’re going to love this one,” he said.
“Just for me,” I said.
“Now, it’s out of town,” he said. “But I know that’s not going to be an issue for you.”
“No,” I said, rubbing my chin.
Sierra came back into the living room in her long white and thick robe and another white towel around her head. She patted her head to help the towel soak up the dampness there and she looked down at my crotch and wagged her tongue out her mouth.
“This is perfect for a young man with no attachments,” he said. “And a whole new bunch of skills to put on your ticket.”
“Oh yeah,” I said. “Perfect.”
Sierra pushed her fingers into my chest and forced me to sit down on the couch again.
“Research ship,” he said. I knew that he paused expecting me to go “Wow!” or something like that. But he couldn’t have known that Sierra, one of my three girlfriends, had dropped onto her knees, opened my pants, and took my cock into her warm, soft mouth.
“In the Arctic Ocean!” he went on.
“Arctic Ocean,” I repeated. Sierra swirled her tongue around my cock inside her mouth. Her head bobbed in my lap. Her pace was even. Her lips were the perfect pressure around my shaft. She had me right back there in no time.
“Well you think about it,” Stan said, realizing I wasn’t fully absorbing what he was saying.
“I’ll think about it,” I said.
He ended the call with what I could tell was confusion. But what he didn’t know was that I had already dropped the phone on the couch cushions, I was already stretching back with my head buried in the back of the couch behind me, and my body was already shaking with tension, my fingers already curling with a kind of pain.
Sierra was relentless. I erupted into her mouth and cum gushed out the corners of her lips and hung from her chin and she licked me up clean and swallowed me and sat back on her calves and chuckled.
“Good news?” she said, wiping her lips with her fingers and sucking them off, her face the picture of innocence.
My phone buzzed again with a text this time.
“I’m up on the 5th floor of my building to review your progress. Where are you?!” it said. It was the owner of the building.




Chapter 8

The thing no one warns you about when you find yourself in a harem situation is how the ‘feels’ go both ways. Each of Zoey, Sierra, and Melissa encouraged me to take the job up in the arctic with no hesitation. None of them showed an ounce of anguish about missing me. I had to remind myself that having three girlfriends meant that I didn’t have one who alone was my focus, and nor was I for her. Like all fantasies come true, there’s a price. Every beginning implies its own end.
Even the owner of the building I was doing all the work for up on the 5th floor was surprisingly ambivalent about my proposed reduced schedule. I told him I was supposed to be working two weeks up north with one week off back home for the next three months. The guy shrugged. “You get it done when you get it done,” he said. I looked after the worst of the immediate hazards up there and packed my bags. It felt like it could be shaping up as a big mistake before I even left. Why would I mess with a good thing? If it ain’t broke, they say . . .  But there was an inevitability about it. The horizon beckoned, as it does for all men with eyes lifted to it.
I didn’t have time to ponder the meaning of my three girls’ surprising indifference to my extended absence. On the way to the airport, I did wonder — as all modern harem masters must —  if I was missing out on a more meaningful, or more deeply connected, relationship if I had picked just one and stuck with her. I wondered what world I was in, and which worlds I was missing, by spreading myself so thinly amongst three different girls.
The building was like that, too, constructed in a different age and for a different purpose, as a hotel, but now acting as an apartment bundling. I’d worked on the elevator and shaft for months not even noticing there was a fifth floor behind painted-over windows. Now I was being sent by my company to a whole different part of the continent. My whole life felt split down the middle — or even split three ways, to be more accurate. And yet, I felt the magnetic pole pull me up there.
“The ship got our lab placed on the top deck just last week,” my seat mate on the plane told me, flipping open his laptop on the lunch tray. He introduced himself to me as the professor supervising the study up there. “There is a helicopter pad here,” he said, pointing out to me the top of the ship in the layout he pulled up on his screen. “There is a crew of seven on the ship which includes three deckhands who can help you with materials loading, odd jobs, that sort of thing,” he said.
I looked out the window at the landscape below us becoming more severe looking, less settled, fewer roads, more expansive. “And the elevator?” I said, turning back to him.
“Ah,” he said. “There is a team of three researchers who will be gathering soil samples for analysis in the lab on the top deck. It is essential the samples have no chance of contamination from the point of extraction to the storage freezers inside the lab. So,” he said, grinning. “These are heavy containers. They need to be conveyed from the field to the shore, from the shore onto the ship, and from there, up the decks to the top, and thence to the lab,” he said, and he nodded sharply at me.
“Oh,” he started up again and he held a finger up to me. “And then everything must go in reverse so that the samples can go back into the ground to minimize any disturbance to the fragile ecosystem up there.”
“A real set of problems, then,” I said.
“They told me you were the man for it,” the professor said.
I snorted. I knew exactly how my elevator company sold them on me for the job. But I was willing to play my role in that subterfuge. “I do tend to take on the complex and the complicated,” I said to the professor, and I looked out the window again at the landscape below now resolving into an undifferentiated and flat white mass bereft even of trees, and I filled my lungs and exhaled through puffed out cheeks.
I turned back to him. “So a conveyer from the field grid to the shore, another conveyor onto the ship, and an elevator from the deck of the ship to the lab up top,” I said, pointing at his picture of the ship on his laptop. “Three parts.”
“Three parts, precisely,” the professor said.
It always comes to three, doesn’t it, I thought. Beginning, middle, and end.
“Now,” he started up again and he opened more computer files. “The research team is already up there testing out their field equipment. There is a mineral specialist, a glaciation specialist, and a lidar specialist.”
“Lidar?” I said.
“They use drones to capture ground-penetrating radar images that show us hidden structures — in this case, ancient river courses, banks and gravel beds, that sort of thing.”
I nodded. I didn’t have to understand everything, right? But I was curious. “Ancient river courses?” I said.
It was his turn to snort now. “The area they are exposing is known as Kittigazuit,” he said. He saw me squint. “Think Kitty,” he said.
“Kitty,” I said.
“Then, kazoo, like the thing you make music on,” he said.
“Kitty-kazoo,” I said.
He nodded. “We know there was a massive flood that washed up through this sector twelve-and-a-half  thousand years ago,” he said. “What we don’t know for sure is the source of all that water, or what caused the flood. The team is looking for evidence of a comet strike hitting the ice cap — at the time, this whole area to the east of us was under about two miles of ice.”
I looked back out the window. “It looks like we’re about two miles up right now,” I said.
He leaned over my lap to peer down out my window. “About right,” he said and he nodded. “It’s a lot of ice.”
“A lot of water,” I said.
We landed at place called Inuvik. The ship was tied to the government wharf near the centre of town. I counted four decks — it was not a small ship. A crew member brought me up the gangplank and up inside stair cases to the top deck. “Research team lives up here,” he said. “We don’t have anything to do with them you’re own your own far as that goes,” he said. 
I nodded but I wondered about why he clarified things that way. I squinted at him and he rolled his eyes and shook his head and snorted. That didn’t inform me any more than before.
He stepped through a door. “The team should be getting back in an hour or so,” he said. “Meantime, here’s your room,” he said, and he nudged open a door with his knee, one of four in the narrow hallway. “Home sweet home,” he said. He gestured with his head to the end of the short hallway. “Down there on the left is your lounge, on your right is your mess, at the end is your head, and through here,” he said, pulling open a door, “is the ladder to the top where the lab sits.”
“Mess?” I said. “Head?”
He snorted and hung his arms at his hips, dead inside. It was all he needed to assess me completely. “Kitchen, bathroom,” he said with a sneer, and he turned and disappeared back through the door. “Make yourself at home,” he said as the door glided closed behind him. The disdain was palpable. I was sure I heard him chuckle.
I put things away in my room and tentatively poked around the mess — really a college dorm kitchen more or less — and the bathroom, which was a shower and two sinks and a couple of stalls. The lounge was the size of the bedrooms and had a couch, a library-like study table, and a rug and bookshelves to make it look halfway homey. There was a huge screen. I went up the steps to the top and found a door taking me outside about ten feet from a white metal shipping container chained to the deck up there, with a door and a window in it and nothing else. The lab, I concluded. It was locked, as I suspected it would be.
I went back to my tiny room, shut my door, and sat on the edge of my single bed, the bottom of two in a bunkbed set up. I could hear distant bangs and scrapes as the crew below did whatever it was they did when their ship was in port. I had no idea who the research team was. I imagined grizzly men with beards and German accents and no patience.
Before I had a chance to get up and open my door, I heard voices approaching, talking and laughing, the door to the stairway down the decks below fly open, and the clomps of feet trudging through the hallway outside my door.
Three female voices is what I made out. I heard them talking right outside my door where they were taking coats and boots off. Thinking there was no time like the present, I opened my door and said, “Hey!”
Spinning around to face me were three young women. The team, I presumed, the research specialists the professor told me about. No beards, no German accents, and no superiority complexes among them, either. It was three young females and they couldn’t have been more than 21 years old. I gulped. They were also striking. As in, very striking. It’s not what I expected, and I wasn’t sure it was what I needed or wanted, either.
“Oh! You must be our elevator man!” the one with long lazy and curling waves of sandy blonde hair said, she with the deep brown eyes and crooked grin. She held out her hand to me. “I’m Haylee, I’m the glacier specialist!” She said it like everyone had a glacier specialist on their ship.
“And I’m Cassidy,” the one with long straight black hair said, she with the high-cheekbone features of East Asia. She rolled her eyes as though Haylee was always pushing herself up front. She nudged Haylee aside with her shoulder. “I’m the mineral specialist that I’m sure Professor Gordon told you all about,” she said.
“He didn’t actually tell me anything about you guys,” I said.
“Well I’m the reason we’re all here. It is about the minerals,” she said, and she pushed the shoulder of Haylee who snorted in reply and shook her head and grinned back at her.
“As if,” Haylee said, looking sideways at me. That grin of hers was nothing if not expressive. Just what of, I couldn’t yet tell.
“And I’m Tara,” the third one said, quietly and pushing her way between the other two. Her eyes were dark as though shadowed with coal. Her hair was so black and shimmering, it seemed blue. She seemed arabic, but her deep blue eyes were beguiling. “I fly the drones,” she said. “And no you may not play with my toys,” she added, and she made finger quotes with extraordinarily long fingers around the phrase ‘play with my toys.’
“Don’t worry about Tara,” Haylee said, and she intentionally — I could tell — bumped me with her shoulder as she passed by me. “She warms up to you.”
“Eventually,” Cassidy said as though offering me a quick aside and she glanced over her shoulder at Tara and bulged her eyes at her. “Be nice to him!” she groaned to her with a grimace.
Tara narrowed her eyes back at her. “They are children, these other two,” she said to me, and all three of them went through the door into the lounge.
“Do not listen to her,” Haylee called over her shoulder to me.
“You never told us your name!” I heard Cassidy call back from inside the small room.
I came to the doorway and looked in. All three of them were now slumped on the couch in there, their legs straight out over the coffee table neatly in row.
“So I’m Cade,” I said.
“And how old are you Cade?” Haylee said. Her face was so bright and fresh, it was impossible not to answer whatever she asked. She drew an upside down spoon out of her mouth and through her lips. A cup of yogurt was in her hand. She was easily the most direct of the three. Cassidy was by contrast grinning with secrets, and Tara was downright evasive with her darting eyes.
“So, I’m 26,” I said.
Haylee elbowed Cassidy in the ribs. “Told you!” she said quietly. “Cassidy has to make dinner tonight!” she shouted out loud and she squealed and clapped.
Cassidy rolled her face over to Haylee and looked up at her through the tops of her eyes before swinging her face over to me still standing in the doorway. “I’m always making dinner,” she said, and she rolled her eyes.
“It’ll be nice to have some maturity around here for a change,” Tara said.
“So how old are you guys?” I said.
“I’m 21,” Haylee said instantly. She leaned forward and looked back behind her at Cassidy. “You’re 21 too, right?” she said.
“Yup, 21!” Cassidy said facing me, and she wriggled her face and squinted her eyes and smiled and wriggled her toes too. 
“And this one,” Haylee said, reaching past Tara to pinch and pick at the shoulder of Tara’s sweater, “is eighty-one.”
“Very funny,” Tara said to her, and she snatched at Haylee’s hand, pulled it to her mouth and made to clamp her clenching teeth on her finger before letting her go. “I’m 21 as well, but a very different 21 from these children,” she said. “As you can tell.”
“Says the one who got her boot stuck in a mud-hole today,” Haylee said, and all three of them laughed, Tara with her fingers over her mouth trying to hide it, her deep dark eyes glancing up at me. “They didn’t help me either, they’re mean girls!” she said.
“Question,” Haylee said.
I looked at her with squinting eyes.
“You obviously have a lot of questions for us, and of course, we have questions for you, but the first thing is this: I think you can tell we’re all pretty free and easy up here, unlike the crew down there,” she said, and both Cassidy and Tara snorted looking at her. “And when we’re not working, which is hardly ever, we like to relax.”
“Understandable,” I said, and I nodded.
“We are also three young ladies,” she said. “As you can plainly see.” She gestured with her arms outstretched. She bowed.
“I did notice that,” I said.
She smiled and chuckled. “Very good! Now, we’ve been living up here for a week already, just us ladies, and the crew aren’t allowed to come up here. So that means . . . “ she said, but Cassidy cut her off.
“ . . . that means, she’s saying, we’re used to relaxing and lounging around and not watching our language when we’re up here,” she said. “She’s asking if that’s going to upset you.”
I frowned from confusion, unsure what I was being asked.
“They have extremely foul mouths,” Tara said, “when boys aren’t around, and they also like to wear whatever they feel like wearing, too, with no ladylike modesty.”
Haylee and Cassidy gasped with astonished scandal and dropped their jaws looking at me. I couldn’t tell if it meant they disagreed, or if they meant she was the worst of them all.
I stared at Tara unsure what to make of her. Her eyes were like spikes that nailed you to the wall.
“So they are asking you if you are going to feel that it is harassment if they dress and talk the way they do when it’s just us up here,” Tara said. “Instead of when there is a man up here, such as yourself.”
“Harassment?” I said.
“Some men might be made uncomfortable,” Haylee said. “We’re not exactly the lady-like types,” she said and she snorted looking down. The other two looked down and snickered too.
“But,” Cassidy said, “it also means we’re not going to say anything if you wear what you want to wear and talk the way you feel like talking when you’re up here, either,” she said. “We’re jus not the sensitive types either way, you know?” she said, and she scrunched her nose at me.
“Kind of hard to be sensitive when you’re out here doing field work,” Haylee said. “We’re kind of used to keeping everything in-house, if you know what I mean. No telling, in other words. It all stays between us.”
“I think I understand,” I said, but I wasn’t sure what I was agreeing to. The slim-sounding five years of age that separated us seemed to be taking on the scale of a chasm at that point.
Tara rolled her eyes. “They can be what you might call a bit crude or a bit care-free,” she said. “They’d like to know if you’re going to have a problem with that.”
“What I mean is,” Haylee started again, “sometimes girls like to wear things just to remind themselves that they’re still girls,” she said. Cassidy slapped her leg. “Especially if they spend all day up to their knees in mud,” she said to Cassidy and peeled her eyes wide back at her.
“And sometimes,” Cassidy said, turning to me, “we don’t like pretending all the time that we aren’t thinking about certain things,” she said, “that people don’t think girls like us think about.”
“Well that certainly clarifies things for him, I’m sure,” Tara said to her and she rolled her eyes at her. “Can they be relaxed single young ladies with you living up here with us, is the question,” Tara said.
“I didn’t even know you had the option not to be,” I said. “But since you’re asking, then can I be a relaxed sort of single young man with you living up here like this?” I said, and I shrugged and chuckled at the formality of it all.
Haylee instantly squealed and pushed up off of Cassidy’s leg to spring herself out the lounge door and through the hallway to what I presumed was her door, directly across from my room. Cassidy got up too, and she snorted at me as she passed and went to the room closer to the lounge, next door to Haylee’s room.
Tara got up as well. “Correct answer,” she said, and she pursed her lips as though struggling to keep herself from smiling at me. She went into the room next door to mine.
Left alone suddenly, I went into the lounge and plopped down on the middle of the couch. Cassidy was the first one back out. She leaned in through the door. “Put some music on,” she said. “What’s on your playlist?” she added, as she turned around and crossed the hall to the mess. “Dinner will be in like 30,” she called back over her shoulder.
Gone were the jeans and thick wooly sweater and grey wool socks. She was now dressed in a long and loosely-flowing satin halter top with side holes too big to hide her bra beneath, and not opaque enough either to hide the hip-high panties she was wearing beneath, all white, all of it. I watched her leave the doorway frame from behind with my eyes popping out.
“Jesus,” I murmured to myself. “Ok, relaxed it is, then,” I murmured.
I was instantly busted staring by Haylee who came dancing into the lounge, swinging from her hand around the doorframe. “She’s so cute, isn’t she!” she called at me as she flew across the room and landed, rolling, into the side of the couch to my right, her legs flying up, her hair flying around her face. “He thinks you’re very cute, Cass!” she shouted through to the kitchen.
“Knock it off, Hay!” Cassidy shouted back.
Haylee blew me away as much as Cassidy had. She was now dressed in a short black satin cami top and matching shorts that rode up high on her hips. “Like my treat to myself?” she said, and she pinched the fabric of her cami top and lifted it to let it fall like a cloud down over her body again, and she wagged her shoulders and plunged her hands down into the front of her shorts and she laughed. “Nobody’s going to mind if you stare all you like up here,” she said. “It’s only if you try to hide it, that’s the creepy part.” She picked my phone up from the coffee table and intentionally dropped it before I caught it so that it fell into my groin.
“Oops!” she said. “Better music please,” she said to me and she looked at me with deep, wide, and innocent brown eyes for a quiet moment. Her hand fell down from where she was pushing her hair over her shoulder, and it rested as though she was unaware of it on my thigh. She pinched the fabric of my jeans. “I thought you were going to change too,” she said. “You have to relax when we’re up here, that’s the rule. We all do it. It’s fun.” 
Tara came into the lounge next. “What?” she said, and she covered her mouth to hide her smirk. She came down onto the couch on my left side and crossed her arms over her chest and crossed her legs, too. She was now wearing a deep olive green nighty with scallop lace trim around the neck line and hips. In flared out around her legs and was far too short.
“She always has to outdo everybody,” Haylee said, leaning over against me. “She’ll be hurt if you don’t stare and drool, don’t be afraid to stare.” She flopped back into the couch and pulled her knees up to her chest and hugged them there.
“You’re supposed to be in pajamas too,” Tara said to me. “That’s the rule. They make me, too.”
“Those don’t look like pajamas,” I said to her.
She smirked. “Maybe I sleep like this every night,” she said. “You don’t know me.”
Haylee snickered. “What do you sleep in, Cade?” she said. “You have to go and change into it now, fair’s fair,” she said.
“You have to,” Cassidy said, leaning in through the doorway now.
“Where’s dinner, wench?” Haylee shouted at her and she laughed and kicked her heels.
“I had to see what Tara was going to wear this time,” she said.
“This old thing?” Tara said, and she chuckled.
Cassidy went back into the kitchen. “How are you even going to survive up here, Cade?” she said over her shoulder and she laughed.
“Just your shorts and a tee, if that’s all you got,” Haylee said to me. “We don’t as a rule wear working or daytime clothes in the lounge if we can help it.”
“Makes the lounge feel special that way,” Tara said. “So they say.”
“It’s fun,” Haylee said. “Anyway, later, we’ll walk up to town and hit a bar or two. We’re going to be heading up to the site first thing tomorrow, the crew just told me.”
“Thought you were out in the field today,” I said.
“Just field testing equipment. Making sure our stuff is going to work before we get out there.”
“Where’s there?” I said.
“Should be . . . ” she said, and then she leaned forward over my lap to find Tara on my other side. Her two hands gripped my one thigh. Her ribs rested into my lap. Her breasts fell down between my legs. She didn’t seem to notice, or to care. 
I jutted my jaw and kept my eyes up.
“What, 24 hours to the site?” she said to Tara.
Tara nodded. “Depends, but yeah,” she said. “We should be hiking in sometime Monday morning,” she said. “That was all your machinery on the front deck of the ship by the way,” she said to me. “All those crates.”
“Go change,” Haylee said quietly to me. “You can bring something special up to wear next time,” she said. She smiled at me. “If you want to be one of the girls, that is,” she said, and she laughed.
“Lots of rules,” I said, pushing myself up from the couch.
Haylee just smiled widely at me from her end of the couch, where she resumed hugging her knees to her chest. Tara smiled demurely at me from her end of the couch, her arms still crossed over her chest, her foot bobbing where it hung from her other knee. I almost bumped into Cassidy stepping out into the hallway. She was smiling too, just as broadly as the other two, where she was leaning into the doorframe of the kitchen. The mess. “Don’t be too long, stranger,” she said.
It felt like an escape to slip back into my room, and I shut my door and sat on the edge of my bed and rubbed my hands up and down over my face so rapidly it got hot. My phone buzzed. It was Zoey. “Hey, Zoe,” I said.
“Hey Cade!” she said. “You find the boat okay?”
“I’m in my room now, we head out tomorrow, it’s like 24 hours away, apparently,” I said.
“What are the people like?” she said.
“A research crew of three,” I said.
“What are they like?”
“Three scientists, or students, anyway,” I said.
“Students?”
“Like 21 years old, they said.”
“Girls?”
I paused. “Yeah, girls,” I said.
“So what are they like?”
“We just met, sort of.”
“Do you like them?”
I could tell she was talking to me with a wide grin on her face.
“They seem alright, they seem relaxed,” I said, and I pulled a grimace. “They seem fun.”
“Three fun and relaxed 21-year-old girls,” she said. “All to yourself out there in the big wide arctic.”
I snorted. “It’s not like that,” I said.
“It’s sounds pretty wonderful,” she said. “Imagine if your three girls up there one day met your three girls down here,” she said and she laughed.
“Worlds colliding,” I said.
“You’d probably die,” she said. “I bet you couldn’t handle it.”
I heard fingernails tap on my door and Cassidy’s voice through it. “Dinner is on,” she said.
“I think I have to go,” I said.
“I heard,” Zoey said. “You should have fun, you work too hard,” she said. “You have to tell me all about it when you come back for your week off.”
“No details,” I said
“Nothing but the details!” she cried back at me and she laughed.
We ended the call and I looked in my drawer. I took off what I was wearing and pulled on a black tee and changed my underwear. I had new tight fitting boxer briefs, black also. I mean, if the rule was, wear what you wear to bed, I’d walk in there with nothing on, but if it’s what you wear hanging around home alone, fine, underwear and tee it is.
I opened my door and glanced behind me at the door to the stairs down to the decks below, and I hoped Haylee was right, that the ship’s crew had nothing to do with them up here, and didn’t come up. I went down the hall and peered around the edge of the lounge door.
“Come on!” Haylee called to me instantly. “Saved you a spot,” she said, and she patted the couch between her and Cassidy. It wasn’t quite big enough for me.
“Um,” I said.
“Don’t be silly,” Cassidy said, “We aren’t going to eat you.”
“Yes they are,” Tara said.
I huffed and stepped over Tara’s outstretched legs, and then Cassidy’s too, nobody thinking to pull them up and out of my way, and I came down slowly squeezing between Cassidy’s white satin halter top and panties, and Haylee’s black cami and shorts. I put my feet up on the coffee table joining the forest of long bare legs already there.
“We match!” Haylee said, pushing herself against me. “Black on black,” she said to Cassidy leaning over to find her past my chest.
“But we complement each other,” Cassidy said, leaning over as well. “White on black.” She twisted her fingers into the fabric of her halter top and pulled it against my tee shirt. “See? Or black on white,” she said and Haylee snorted and flopped back into the couch. “Eat,” Cassidy said, and she handed me a plate of rice and vegetables and beef.
Both Haylee and Cassidy couldn’t say anything about the show we had on without laying their hands on my thighs, tapping me there, or just leaving their hands to rest on me there. It was like it wasn’t even noticed. We finished eating and Cassidy took the plates back into the kitchen. Tara flopped over and, without asking, gathered her hair around one shoulder and laid sideways with her head coming down on my lap.
“You don’t mind do you?” she said.
Haylee didn’t even look. Cassidy came back in and did her best to stand on the couch and work her way around the bodies to slide back down beside me and under Tara so that Tara came to rest over both of our laps. Eventually Tara stretched out and pulled her legs up and pushed her feet into the far arm of the couch to land with her head on Kaylee’s lap, her body lying over mine and Cassidy’s too, now.
I looked down at her hips where she shifted and rolled to get herself comfortable on top of me.
“She thinks she’s a cat,” Cassidy said and she rolled her eyes and pulled at Tara’s body, shifting her on her lap to make it more comfortable for herself too.
She had turned the lights down low when she’d come back in. “Lower,” said Kaylee.
“Really?” Cassidy said. They looked at each other with wide eyes and crooked grins. Cassidy turned them off so that only the show lit up our small room. She shut the door to it, as well. It was suddenly a very private, very intimate small space. And dark.
With Tara lying over my lap, Haylee’s hand moved around her hair, down her neck, and over her shoulder, before it found its way back into my lap. Cassidy rested her hands on Tara’s hip, then her waist, and finally on my other thigh. Both of their pinkies touched, barely, my balls through my tight shorts, but I wondered if they even knew.
I remained as still as possible. They might have been only 6 or so years younger than Sierra, Zoe, and Melissa, but they acted like a whole different generation.
“So,” Haylee said, not taking her eyes off the screen, “do you have a girlfriend back in civilization down there?”
“Haylee!” Cassidy said.
“Well does he?” Tara said.
I turned toward Haylee and she turned toward me. I could see only her blonde hair and bright eyes. “It’s complicated,” I said.
She pulled a half-grimace. “Isn’t it always,” she said.
“So nobody then?” Cassidy said. Her hand gripped me around my inner thigh, hidden by Tara the way she laid across all our laps.
How to explain what was going on back south, in that old hotel building between me, Zoey, Sierra, and Melissa?
“There’s sort of three girls,” I said sheepishly, almost as though apologizing.
Haylee spun around and Cassidy gripped my inner thigh nearly too hard. Even Tara rolled in our laps onto her back to face up to us looming over her. “Three girls?” she said.
“Well, not girls so much,” I said. “They’re more my age.”
“But three of them,” Haylee said and she nodded as though to confirm she heard right.
“It just sort of happened,” I said and I shrugged. I did my best to make it sound normal, but I knew it was far from that.
Cassidy pulled her knees up on the couch and tucked them under her and twisted sideways to face me. Haylee struggled to push and pull until she was sideways too, leaning against the arm of the couch with her legs half up. Tara’s head was now nestled between Cassidy’s knees, and she was looking at me straight up from her groin.
“Do they know about each other?” Tara said.
I laughed and shook my head. “Of course, what do you think I am?” I said. “They all live in the same building.”
Cassidy’s elbow rested on the top of the back of the couch and her wrist bent over so that her long slender fingers came down to play in my hair. “So do you have sex with all three of them?” she said.
“Oh my god, Cass!” Haylee said, and she cupped her hands around her face and inhaled sharply with her eyes bugging out.
I only looked at Cassidy, but then it was Tara again who forced the issue. “So do you?” she said. She twisted and turned until she was lying on her side now facing us, her head still tucked up into Haylee’s lap. She rested her cupped hand over and around my balls where her breasts pushed against them. I wasn’t sure if anyone could see. Nobody was watching the show anymore. I swallowed hard.
“I guess so,” I said, and I shrugged.
Haylee smiled deeply at me and pushed her toes under my leg and wiggled them. Cassidy drew her fingernails around my neck and leaned her head sideways onto her arm.
“All at the same time?” she said more quietly, more conspiratorially.
Haylee again gasped and dropped her jaw down looking at her with wide eyes. “What are you saying, girl?” she said.
“What?” Cassidy said to her, lifting her face enough to find Haylee around the other side of me. “He can probably figure things out already.”
“Do you?” Haylee said. She leaned against the back of the couch beside her. She snorted lightly with her eyes staying on my eyes, but her hand moved down Tara’s face, around her shoulder, and inside the top of her nighty. She knew I could see it plain as day dark as it was in there.
I swallowed again and looked down in my lap. I could see Haylee’s hand under Tara’s top, where it flowed around her bare breasts below.
“There’s not a lot to do up here,” Tara said to my stomach. “As you can probably tell.” She pulled the waist of my shorts out from my abdomen and stretched them down.
“Move,” Cassidy said close to my ear and she snickered.
When I lifted my hips, both her and Haylee pushed my shorts down to my thighs. My cock sprang up from below. With Cassidy’s and Haylee’s eyes deep, wide, and zoned in on mine, I felt Tara’s soft warm mouth close around the head of my cock, and her lips, soft and light, slide all the way down my shaft.
“Do you girlfriends down there treat you nice like that?” Cassidy said, and she wrapped her hand, cool and strong, around my chin and pulled my face toward hers where she leaned it sideways on her arm over the back of the couch.
I leaned my head back into her arm there too as she twisted me toward her, and she pressed her mouth against my mouth and invaded my lips with her tongue.
Haylee pulled my chin to make my head roll over Cassidy’s arm behind me and I came to face her as she closed her lips, thicker, softer, down over mine, and came into my mouth with her tongue, too.
I strained in my back and dropped my chin down to my chest and looked with wide, shocked eyes into my lap. My cock emerged from inside Tara’s mouth glinting with her saliva.
“Tara just loves cock,”Cassidy said and she rolled away from me, but only to drop down onto her elbows and knees beside me. She pushed the flared skirt of Tara’s nighty up around her waist, and while looking up at me above her, she lashed her tongue out at the front of Tara’s panties. “And I love both,” she said, and she laughed. Tara had rolled onto her back by then, her head twisted sideways to stay closed around my cock. “Is this okay for you?” Cassidy said to me. “Do they do this too, those other girls?”
“I guess somebody should have warned you,” Haylee said. “But something tells me you’re used to this sort of thing. Those other girls do it too, don’t they, don’t lie,” she said and she smirked. 
“It’s never who you think it would be, is it,” Cassidy said to Haylee. “I wouldn’t have thought he’d be, when we saw him,” she said, and she pulled the leg of Tara’s panties aside and exposed her pussy. But only long enough to push her face down between her legs. “One of those guys, the one’s you can trust,” she said.
Tara grunted and strained hard in her back in response. My cock popped out of her mouth. “It’s always who I suspect,” she said. “I can always tell.”
“Are they going to mind too much about us?” Haylee said to me. She looked down to watch how her hand teased my cock against Tara’s face, until Tara grabbed her wrist and captured my cock in her mouth again.
“Who?” I said, barely able to talk.
Cassidy lifted her face from Tara’s groin. “Your three girlfriends down south,” she said. Her face was smeared with Tara’s wetness which she didn’t seem to notice.
“They phoned me in my room,” I said. “I told them there were three 21 year old female students on the team,” I said.
Cassidy kissed me with sloppiness, smearing my face with Tara’s wetness. “What did they say about that?”
“They said to have fun,” I said.
Cassidy looked over at Haylee and they both snorted and smiled. “They know. They sound just like us,” she said.
“They aren’t quite as bad as you three, I don’t think,” I said, my breath coming in short, sharp fits and starts.
Cassidy went down on Tara with renewed energy. Tara stopped sucking on my cock and strained in her body, her chest pushing up and her head sliding back. “Fuck, Cass,” she groaned. Cassidy did not let up on her, though.
Haylee laughed and leapt up to place her leg over my lap and she sat down on me, pushing Tara out from my hips. Tara pushed herself up onto her knees and Cassidy fell back onto her back down the length of the couch behind her. Tara straddled her face under her hips and gripped the arm of the couch behind Cassidy’s head. She pushed her pussy down into Cassidy’s face and Cassidy’s hands wrapped around her thrusting and curling hips.
Haylee laughed and stuffed my cock inside the leg hole of her black satin shorts and she let it poke up against the material, and to slide against her pussy lips inside. She pressed her hand down against my cock through the fabric of her shorts and the head of my cock poked at the entrance of her pussy and got got with each passing, nearly slipping inside her.
She gripped the back of my neck with her other hand and twisted her face in close to mine and licked my lips, kissed my neck, and sank her tongue inside my mouth. “We’re much, much worse because we’ve been left so all alone up here,” she said. “Anyway, don’t you ask yourself how come you keep ending up in these situations?”
She rode up and down on her knees arching her back and sticking her chest up into my neck and face. Cassidy’s legs stretched out over my legs behind where Kaylee rode up and down on me. Tara knelt over her face and peered down between her legs, holding her skirt up to watch Cassidy eat her out.
“I’m afraid to ask,” I said, “in case I mess with whatever it is.” I gasped and strained hard back into the couch cushions behind me and held my breath. Haylee snickered. She had caught the head of my cock with her pussy, but this time, when she pushed a little, my cock popped inside her rather than up her stomach.
“Oops,” she said.
Tara held onto the back of the couch and twisted all the way around. Her hips drove forward and back over Cassidy’s face under her. Her eyes were glassy. Her mouth hung open. “Are you fucking him already?” she said to Haylee.
Haylee only looked at her and bit her lip and shrugged. Tara reached over to her face and Haylee pulled her middle finger out and inserted it into her mouth and sucked on it, moaning and groaning. She rubbed her pussy while she rode me. Tara started to gasp and lose her breath. I looked down behind her and saw Cassidy rubbing herself, too, and I reached down and entered her pussy with my finger.
That proved to be too much for her, and instantly, too. Her body spasmed and her back arched up under Tara hard. Tara gasped and looked down at her, but she was swept up in her energy and, sounding as though surprised, she started to shake all over. Haylee fell against me and sucked on my ear. “Oh fuck, what did you say your name was again?” she said as though in pain.
I began to say “Cade,” but she shook so hard on me, I was alarmed. Besides, her pussy contracted too hard around my cock and my eyes bugged out. I had never been so thoroughly squeezed by anyone’s pussy as I had been by Haylee’s. Just when Cassidy, and then Tara, and then Haylee, all started to cry out in high pitched and inhaled cries, I shot hard up into Haylee’s pussy in wave after wave of involuntary spasms.
I must have nearly passed out, because when I opened my eyes again, when I regained consciousness, all three of those girls were gone. I was vaguely aware of them lifting themselves up, murmuring to each other, playfully slapping each other, even, and leaving the room. I sat up straight and looked around. I scratched my head and took a deep, restorative breath. Darkness filled the doorway and I swung my heavy head around to face it.
It was Cassidy. She was now in a short and cute red plaid pleated skirt and black boots up past her knees. She was tightening a wide black belt around her waist, and wore a soft, seemingly unfocused thick and loose white sweater, a thick turtle neck, with long hanging earrings. Her hair was pulled up inside a red beret.
“Cone on, hurry up, sleepy bones,” she said. “Already told you, we’re going out, last chance to see some local bars.”
I struggled up and staggered out into the hallway just as Haylee came out of her room. I forgot I was completely naked. She was in a black leather skirt and tight body suit top with peek-a-boo shoulders and high spike heel white ankle boots. “Oh my god, get ready!” she said to me and she widened her eyes and dropped her jaw and shook her head. “What do you think?” she said to Cassidy who was tucking strands of her black hair up inside her red beret.
“I’d fuck you,” she said. She pushed herself against me as I tried to pass. “‘Cept I don’t have a cock,” she said and she laughed and slapped my ass I thought on the hard side.
I squeezed against the wall to get past them. I only noticed then a mirror in the hall attached to the wall between my door and Tara’s door. Tara came out while I was pressed against her door trying to get by, and I stumbled into her room and caught myself against her. She helped me get back to standing and guided me back out her door. “Later, big boy,” she said. I turned to look at her.
She was dressed in white strap heels, tight tan leather pants, and a loose white French tucked blouse with about five necklaces on and even more bracelets on each wrist.
“Holy fuck,” I said, looking her up and down.
Cassidy laughed. “He likes,” she said.
“Hurry up,” Haylee said. “Uber’s going to be here.”
I turned around and stepped backward through my door. All of Cassidy, in her short plaid skirt and tall black boots, Haylee in her back leather skirt and tall brown boots, and Tara in her white heels and tan leather pants, preened and twisted in the mirror in the hallway, tucking strands of hair and tails of blouses, and standing collars up and pushing them down.
I pulled on jeans and a tee and a sweater and a coat — I didn’t bring anything else, I wasn’t expecting to go clubbing up there — and I stepped back out into the hallway.
“That’ll do, I suppose,” Haylee said, and she pulled my sweater sideways, mussed my hair, and pulled my jeans down my hips an inch.
“You look good enough,” Cassidy said in a reassuring but unsure voice, and she untucked my tee and mussed my hair around more.
“Come on,” Tara said, and she grabbed my hand in hers and lead me down the steep stairs to the decks below.
A car was waiting for us on the wharf we were tied up to. It was nine at night or thereabouts and the crew were off work, but for the one stationed in the wheelhouse for night watch. Two guys were on the bow of the boat leaning over the railing talking quietly. They stopped talking and watched as the three girls and I climbed into the waiting car. I sat between Tara and Cassidy in the back, Haylee sat in the front.
Why indeed did I find myself in these situations, I thought to myself. It was a good question.
Tara turned me by my chin and she kissed my mouth. “Are you ready for this?” she said.
“Ready for . . . ?” I said. But the car stopped and the doors flew open. There was a small flickering neon sign above a black door that was tucked nearly hidden behind a 7-11 wall.
Tara and Cassidy looped their arms around my two arms, and Haylee lead the way. Inside, there was a dark hallway and a narrow, even darker, very long staircaseup. We could hear only the beat of a bass line. At the top, there was a guy looking bored swinging his legs sitting on a high stool. All three girls nodded at him and he nodded back and gestured, lazily with his outstretched arm.
I caught his eyes, but he wasn’t looking at me, he was checking out the long legs and tight skirts, nodding to himself. Haylee looked over her shoulder at me and grinned. She grasped the copper steampunk pipe that was the handle to a black double door. “You ready?” she said.
“Why does everybody keep asking me if I’m ready?” I said.
Just then, she flung the door open and a thick, heavy waft of sweat, steam, perfume and cologne flooded out. The pounding of the bass line and the yelling of voices hurt my ears with its suddenness. Lights flashed up and down blue red and white behind and in front of the stage. A thunderous thud of feet bounced the floor and I saw the silhouette of a bopping sea of heads fill the space in front of the stage.
Haylee laughed over her shoulder at me, but there was no way I could hear her. Tara pushed my shoulders from behind. The four of us wormed and pushed our way through a thick forest of nondescript bodies. I was pushed and yanked and dragged through them whether I wanted to go or not. I was finally pushed toward the row of windows down the side and found myself, blinking and disoriented, around a tiny and tall round table with four stools underneath it.
“What do you drink, sexy?” a voice yelled right against my ear. I turned around and found a server standing impatiently beside me.
“Beer?” I shouted.
She rolled her eyes and bugged them out at Haylee.
Haylee laughed and cupped her hand around the server’s ear and shouted something. The server glanced up and down my body and nodded and grinned. Haylee leaned over from her stool to cup her hand around my ear. “We’re starting with a round of shamrock shots,” she shouted, “For luck. Don’t argue!”
I couldn’t if I tried, it was too loud. Around the table, Tara, Cassidy, and Hayley sat in their stools and bopped their heads to the beat of the live band, and scanned around the place as though seeing who was there. But with the bright lights of the stage and the darkness in the place, the tightness of it, I didn’t know how they’d recognize anyone if they were there.
I leaned over to Cassidy was waving me nearer her with her hand. Then a man’s mouth came right to my ear. “You the guy they sent up to help these girls?” he shouted loud enough to hurt my inner ear.
I turned around and said, “What?” but no one was there. I looked down and watched as though it were a slow motion movie as this huge man tumbled to the floor and rolled out between the forest of legs, holding a pint of beer up and not spilling a drop of it. Three other huge men pulled him back up by the armpits without showing any concern about him on their faces. The guy staggered back onto his feet enough to clink his mug against the shot Haylee had put in my hand, and he said, “Right fucking on!” and he laughed and turned around and disappeared into the sea of bodies again.
I turned to the girls just as they tipped their shot glasses back at their mouths, and Tara lifted mine and tipped it against my mouth, too. We drank and slammed out glasses down on the table.
“Come on!” Haylee shouted, and she wrapped her hand around my bicep and dragged me off my stool. We pushed again through the mass of bodies until we arrived on the dance floor in front of the band on the stage.
Our four bodies were pressed together by all the other people on the floor, and there was no way not to dance with the floor bouncing under your feet in four-four time. Cassidy turned her body around against mine and pushed her red plaid ass against my hip. Tara pushed her tan leather ass against my other hip. Haylee stood in front of me, lifted her mouth to my ear, and shouted, “Having a good time?” She turned around too, and grinded her black pleated ass against my groin.
All three of them pushed their asses against me between them, like that. A guy leaned over and shouted in my ear, “Fucking A, buddy!” and he tried to high five me. I looked around myself in the middle of the girls who pressed and ground themselves against me in the middle of the dance floor. Guys nodded and grinned and gave me thumbs up. Their girlfriends smiled and looked away and shouted things in their boyfriend’s ears and peeked at me again through the corners of their eyes. The lead singer and guitarist in the band on stage, when I looked up, pointed right at me, thrusted his hips out at me, and winked and nodded.
We went back and forth as a group together. At the table, guys came by and clinked glasses with me. Girls squeezing by glanced at me and glanced away, smirking.
“What the fuck is going on here?” I finally shouted at Haylee.
She shrugged and looked away, as though scanning through the crowed again. But I saw her smirk, too.
“Cassidy!” I shouted.
She did the same thing, shrugging and shaking her head and sipping her drink, but grinning, too, to herself, and hiding it.
I looked over the table at Tara. “Somebody tell me what the fuck is going on here!” I shouted. “What is this?”
They all looked at each other as though deciding something before Haylee tilted her head and gestured to the door. We filed back through the crowed and out the door and down the narrow stairs and back out onto to the sidewalk in single file all the way.
“We’re heading up to Gold Tooth,” Haylee said, taking my hand in hers.
“What was that all about in there?” I said, and I planted my feet and stopped walking.
They all glanced at each other again and started to snicker and cover their mouths. Finally Haylee said, “So it was me who started it,” she said. “We were getting hit on non-stop every time we went out, and we only wanted to get out and dance and drink and stuff,” she said. “Nothing else. So I told a little story about some guy who was coming up and that they better be careful.”
“And then I added to it,” Cassidy said. “They  believe anything you tell them up here. So I said you were this hot-shot tech billionaire who was funding our research,” she said.
“And then I guess I added to the story,” Tara said. “I said we were all with you, in that special sort of way,” she said. “I mean, it’s the ultimate young male fantasy, isn’t it?”
“And maybe we got carried away,” Haylee said. “But it was kind of fun, too. They believe everything, like Cass said.”
“We said you fly around the world and do whatever you want,” Tara said. “That you’re super powerful and connected to everybody and super rich,” she said. “We just kept going with it.”
“It worked, though,” Haylee said. “They believed us, and they left us alone.”
“We kept saying you were coming soon, you were coming soon, and then, tonight, you finally arrived,” Tara said.
“So everybody here thinks I’m some billionaire tech bro dude just playing around all over the world?” I said.
“Who has three superhot girlfriends who nobody better touch,” Haylee said, and she laughed and covered her mouth. “You have to admit, it’s kind of funny.”
“Come on,” Cassidy said. “We were just having fun.”
“I didn’t like the idea of it from the start,” Tara said.
Both Haylee and Cassidy slapped her shoulder and gasped at her.
“You were the one who supercharged it!” Haylee shouted. “She was the worst one of all of us!” she said to me.
Tara shrugged at me. “We vowed to each other not to fuck anyone from up here while we’re working here,” she said, “to avoid complications.”
“But . . . “ I started.
Haylee spun around and put her finger to her lips walking backward, barely able to stop her grin. “Shh!” she said. “You’re not really from up here, are you,” she said.
“That’s true, right?” Cassidy said. “Anyway, girls have to have some fun, right?” She elbowed me in the ribs.
Tara held a door open. I looked up at a sign saying “The Gold Tooth“ above it. “Another bar?” I said.
“Go!” Haylee said, and she pushed me from behind.
“There’s six bars in this tiny town,” Tara said.
“And all of them have to see that what you said was true?” I said. “About some billionaire playboy douchebag?”
“Uh-huh!” Cassidy said, nodding and grinning. “And just in time before we head out, just to keep all their wheels spinning!” she said, and she laughed.
So we filed inside. I mean, who was I to spoil a perfectly good fantasy?
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