
        
            
                
            
        

    















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