
        
            
                
            
        

    















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