
        
            
                
            
        

    















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.
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