
        
            
                
            
        

    















The job was a strange one right from the get-go. That’s even ignoring what came to happen in those apartments upstairs.
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 some of 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 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 and walls with pipes and cables and vents, themselves covered in thick layers of the same 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 coughed. “Haven’t seen one of those in a long, long time,” he murmured to himself.
“Nor me,” I said, but he ignored my jibe again.
“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’d be 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 and set his stare straight ahead through the front window. “Unconventional things,” was all he said to the front window.
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 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.
“I owe you big time!” she said, as she got into her 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 mouth up to it. “It’s Zoey, by the way,” she said, and she laughed.
“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 her 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 a massage.
I frowned and huffed.
“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 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 pro 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 said and she scrunched up her face.
“Speaking of,” I said, “I have to work till 4,” I said.
“Well I’m off today and I don’t go back till tomorrow at 5 PM. 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 big old thing 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 on 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 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, too soft and cool hands wrapped around my eyes from behind.
“Guess who!” Zoey shouted, 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 on 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 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 first 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. “A ‘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 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 behind and below her climbing the stairs on the end of her arm, and she even managed to hold 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. “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 said, and she moaned 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 with my pants and popped open the button in the waist. She tugged down the fly without drawing attention to what she was doing to me. “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 and 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.
“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 hard-working guy 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 and 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, muffled, 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 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 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 further floor down. “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.
“No thank you,” I said.
“Don’t be so scared,” she said. “It’s just for fun. We need it, girls like us, trust me,” she said. “And anyway, she’s my friend now!”
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, Sierra came through the basement hallways. 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 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.
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