
        
            
                
            
        

    















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.
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