
        
            
                
            
        

    















“Should we test it?” Zoey said, “it” being the newly refurbished, antique, two-into-one elevator car I had just finished rebuilding and rehanging from the new cables. Being originally framed in wrought iron, it wasn’t so complicated to unbolt the two smaller cars and rebuild them as one bigger one. The glass, brass, and oak parts went back together surprisingly easily.
Zoey had found me on the 4th floor where I was filing off a part of the door where it protruded and rubbed against the elevator box just enough to annoy.
“Hop in,” I said to her.
She was on her day off, dressed in a short white skirt, sleeveless t-shirt, and flat sandals, a big glass ruby jewel on the toes. With her blonde pony tail pulled through the back of her ball cap, she looked like summer all over.
“Maybe we should inaugurate it,” she said, the way she cupped her hand over her mouth and squealed behind it telling me all I needed to know about what she meant by that. She also meant, I could tell, to convey that lascivious mind of hers to me, the way her eyes danced, the way her dimples pulled.
That infamous night after the building’s demolition permit was denied at City Hall and all four of us ended up celebrating together in Zoey’s apartment, they told me what, in part, attracted them so much to me in such a unique way. “You let us do our lady thing,” Melissa said. “Instead of always being the gatekeepers, you let us try to use our wiles to snare you,” she said. “It’s exciting to be on the other side for a change. To face a challenge.”
“A challenge trying to capture you!” Sierra said, and she laughed with mischief and rolled over and back again. Both her and Melissa were completely naked in Zoey’s bed with me, their taut bodies sprawled down both my sides where I lay on my back between them. Zoey was in the kitchen getting water and bites for us. We were exhausted from what we’d been doing all night in her bed.
“People will see us,” I said to Zoey in the elevator. A unique feature of those century-old cars were the tall and narrow cut-glass windows in their walls that looked out through the wrought iron shaft they rose and fell through, and the wide stairs beyond that wrapped around the shaft.
“It’s called taking a calculated risk,” she said  coolly into my neck, and she poked the tip of her tongue inside my ear and chuckled.
That was something else she said that night when we all ended up in her bed together, the “calculated risk” of it, for all of them. Nobody experienced anything like it before, being naked with other women, for them, and being naked with more than one woman, for me. At one point, I was behind Zoey up on my knees, gripping her hips and jarring her body in front of me, slapping my thighs into her ass and driving my cock through her sopping pussy, while she bobbed and weaved and moaned and cried with her head down between Sierra’s legs, Sierra laying on her back, knees up and parted, back arching high, and head rolled so far back she was facing the headboard upside down, and Melissa beside her, the two of them necking sloppily.
When we fell apart from that particular configuration, huffing and puffing and laughing, I made a joke about how all that was a calculated risk, too, and everyone laughed. “Calculated risk” thereafter became our code-word for sex in general.
I turned to Zoey and she stepped backward to wedge herself in the corner of the elevator car and slid her sandals widely apart. She sucked breath through her clenched teeth and wrapped her hands around the polished brass bars that ran around the perimeter of the car at hip level.
I shook my head and chuckled and tried to look away from her. But she knew what she was doing alright. I turned back to her and had to step up between her spread legs — there was no choice. I pressed my hips into her groin and, pinned to the walls behind her, she lifted her legs and spread them wider. I opened my pants and fished my cock out from my open fly. It’s how it was for all of us in those days: sex was always at the next go around. It was constant. And it was coming at me from three different directions.
She wrapped her arms around my neck and, partly sitting on the brass bars, she brought her ankles up and dug them into my back. I pulled the satin fabric of her panties aside and dipped the head of my cock into the hot, oozing lips of her pussy. I knew enough of the history of that old art deco hotel to be pretty sure that it wasn’t the first shaft shuffle attempted in its elevator, but it would definitely be the first time in the rebuilt double car, and in that there was, I admit, some pride. The building was getting into me as much as I had been getting into it. We were altering each other, me and that building. I felt somehow intimate with it. Entwined within it.
Zoey exhaled over my neck and I pushed myself into her gripping pussy deeper with one slow, long stroke, until my pubic bone bumped into hers, filling her to her brim.
“I love enticing you,” she groaned into my ear. “Distracting you. The working man!” she said, her new pet name for me.
I pulled out nearly all the way and rammed myself back into her harder, jolting her into the glass and brass and iron and oak. She braced the flats of her hands into the cut-glass windows in the walls of the car and groaned out loud. “I love it when you can’t resist anymore,” she said, nearly crying. “You try so hard to be decent!” she moaned, her voice jagged from her body being bumped by my thrusts.
It was like that at the beginning of our four-way night, too. I had by then become accustomed to seeing each of them separately, roughly 8 hours apart from each other through the cycle of the days, balancing them, keeping things in order between them.
But I didn’t understand how to be with them when they were all stripping in front of me that first night. Do you take one at a time, and leave the other two out? Do you try to kiss and stroke and touch all three at the same time? I resisted them. I tried to warn them that we risked upsetting something that was already pretty good. But they all just chuckled, and they all continued to take everything off, and they all walked on their toes slowly toward me, too, their three naked bodies lit by the dim light of night, even as I backed up over the floor and away from them, until I was backed against the wall. There was a different air about them that night. Maybe I wasn’t the only one being invaded by that building. Maybe its vines had been snaking around all of our ankles and up our calves. And further up, too . . . .
“Something about being the aggressor,” Sierra murmured during another interlude later that night. “It’s a new feeling for me,” she said thoughtfully to the ceiling. This was right after she flopped off me, right after having ridden me to the point of frenzied, possessed climax.
“Instead of being the one to always be pushing the guy off,” Zoey said, adding on to what Sierra said.
“See?” Melissa said, lowering her face over mine and kissing me with her tongue out, loose and probing. “When you resist us, you only inspire us more,” she said, and she chuckled. “You can’t escape it,” she said, and she laughed with comical evilness.
Zoey pushed her face against Melissa’s face where they both hovered over my face in bed. “Putting a puck in a net is a job,” she said in a groan, her lips brushing Melissa’s lips. “But having to skate? And use a thin stick to do it with? Now it’s a game,” she said, and she chuckled. They flopped down together and scissored their legs.
That whole night kept coming back to me like that, in unconnected bits that ran five seconds or so, like so many cut chunks of film lying scrambled all over the editing table. Like snippets of a dream coming back to mind. Like pieces of memory you can’t tell if you read, heard, watched in a movie, or experienced yourself.
I kissed Zoey and pressed her against the wall of the elevator car and she kissed me back, loosely and sloppily and noisily. I held her silk-covered ass in my hands and pumped my hips against her hips. The car rocked and groaned. It cupped us in its palm. It stroked and caressed us.
“Is it safe?” Zoey managed to cry out to me in a jolted voice.
“This is how we test all elevators,” I said.
She erupted in laughter in between her grunts and gasps. “Maybe I should join your crew,” she managed to say. Her fingernails cut into the skin on the back of my neck and her heels pushed into the small of my back. I squeezed her ass cheeks under her panties and she rocked her hips up to meet mine with each thrust of mine, in time with me, rocking with the swaying car. The lips of her pussy grasped and sucked on my cock when I pulled out of her, and folded and yielded to me when I plunged back down into her. The car pulled on its new cables and it creaked and groaned in its newly-bolted iron frame. The cut-glass windows shot colored shards of prism-refracted light around the car’s interior, light that reflected off the polished brass and glittered across our faces. The elevator shaft was like a miniature medieval cathedral. The car was like a tabernacle.
I felt her pussy deep inside squeeze around my shaft so hard, it nearly gripped me too tight for me to pull back from her. “Are you . . . ?” I managed to say, before she sucked breath and went stiff in her stomach muscles and squeezed her thighs around my waist too hard.
She flung her head back and bumped it into the oak walls behind her, but didn’t seem to notice. “Fuck ya!” she groaned. I felt her muscles flutter deep inside her and I felt a gush of her even before I ejaculated myself. I was unable to hold back a second longer, and I erupted into her just as she groaned out loud and her body turned to jelly against the wall. I continued to press her into the corner of the elevator box and thrusted myself into her pussy until I had no more ejaculate in me, and I flopped out and helped her legs down to the floor. We both looked around out the windows of the box and laughed with delirious embarrassment at ourselves, and we cleared our throats and smirked at each other.
“It passed the test, I think,” I said.
“Ya think?” she said.
“Going down?” I said.
“Is it actually working?” she said.
I pressed the button for the lobby and the car began, smoothly, I might add, to descend through the spiral of stairs around us.
“Madam,” I said, and I gestured for her to go out before me when the doors slid open, without a sound, I would also like to add.
“That night . . . “ she began to say as she stepped off the car.
But I stopped her. “No,” I said, and I pressed the button to take me to the basement. She laughed and turned to exit the building.
All three of them teased me about our surprising and confusing foursome night together. And they also teased me about doing it all over again, too, and soon. I had told them I was afraid to do it again, that I lost track of who I was at some point during that night.
“Meaning?” Sierra asked, everybody’s nude and spent body sprawled over the bed together after another rambunctious session.
“I felt like I was losing my self-identity, when we’re all going at it at the same time,” I said.
“Is that a bad thing?” Melissa said, her head on my stomach, her body on its back staring up at Zoey’s ceiling.
“It’s unsettling,” I said. “I didn’t realize what a tentative thing it is, self-identity.” 
Sierra rolled over onto her stomach and spread her elbows wide over my chest and laid her chin down on the backs of her hands. She pushed her head forward on her stretching neck and she licked my jaw. “How do you self-identity?” she said. Both her and Melissa casually wrapped their hands around my slumbering cock and slowly squeezed and released me.
“It’s like I can see myself through your eyes,” I said. “Through all of your eyes.”
Melissa rolled sideways, and with her face laying on my abdomen, she closed her warm mouth around the head of my soft cock and touched and licked it and caressed it with her tongue inside her mouth. Sierra at the same time squirmed over my body and readjusted herself closer to me, and she sank her tongue in my mouth and pushed her lips around my lips. Zoey leaned against the headboard. My hand dropped into her lap. I casually ran my finger up and down through the hot and wet crease of her pussy lightly and slowly and with minimal awareness.
“Do you think we all do that?” Sierra said. “See ourselves through the eyes of others?”
“It gets confusing when there’s three of you that one is seeing oneself through at the same time,” I said.
“Confusing?” Sierra said, her breath over my face, her lips brushing my lips. Melissa moaned and hummed with my cock growing in her mouth. Zoey put down her phone and stretched out her legs and rolled her head back. “Is it just too much all at once?” she groaned.
“I don’t know if I lost my self-identity,” I said, “or if I was just overwhelmed with a sudden multidimensional view of myself,” I said.
Melissa came off my cock and pumped it in her fist. I was growing hard all over again. She slurped with her lips and chuckled. “You get so philosophical after you cum, do you realize that?” she said.
“He does!” Sierra said, and she laughed and licked my face and squealed and rolled onto her back. Zoey, who had said nothing by that point, stretched harder in her body and her neck bulged and her arms strained. I looked up and over at her and we all realized she was having a small but long, drawn-out orgasm on my finger.
I stepped off the elevator after it glided to such a smooth stop at the basement, you couldn’t feel the actual stop. I smiled with pride and opened up the motor room. I put away the tools I had been using and shut their boxes and latched their lids. I was running out of final things to do before it became time to carry my tools out to my truck and go over the place with the shop-vac one last time.
I didn’t want the job to end. Rebuilding the motor and the elevator cars was my whole raison d’être for being in the building at all, and it’s what allowed me to go up to see Melissa after work, to play with Zoey after midnight, and to go find Sierra in the morning. I was the building’s elevator repair guy in their eyes — it’s what I was entirely to them, I think, and I could tell that with every time they looked at me, with every time we laid down together. I was part of the building to them: I shared in its attributes in their eyes — solid, quirky, and always there. If I lost my attachment to the building with the job being done, I was afraid I would lose my attachment to the girls. And if I lost my attachment to the girls, I felt like I would lose my own sense of myself, my own access to my vision of myself, if that makes any sense.
The heavy metal door on the motor room closed behind me and I spun around. Sierra had found me and came inside and shut it behind her. I stepped backward with every step she stepped forward. I made to speak but she touched her upright finger to her mouth and  began to push the large white buttons out of their holes down the middle of the front of her short blue sundress. She was in short-heeled sandals and a wide brim straw hat. She’d been out shopping and put her grocery bag down by the door.
She let her dress fall back from her shoulders and caught it behind her back and draped it carefully over her grocery bag. She wore deep red lipstick, dark-lined eyes, drop earrings, silver, and a deep purple lace full-cup bra and low-rise hipster panties, matching, of course. She didn’t used to dress like that just for groceries up the street.
I swallowed hard and let my eyes gaze up and down over the incongruous apparition she presented to me, her small, delicate, and feminine body inside that brutalist fluorescent-lit room filled with motor and steel and electrical panels and cables. True, not a surface was marred by a spot of grease or oil, there wasn’t a cable out of place, and you could eat off the floor, I had so thoroughly tidied and cleaned it in there.
She began to touch the metal motor housing, freshly sanded smooth and painted with a grey, frosted-metallic finish. She ran her long filed and crimson fingernail over it and looked at me with her small round mouth slightly hung open, her eyes glassy, her body arching, straining.
I ran my tongue over the front of my top teeth and curled my bottom lip inside my mouth and bit down on it hard enough to hurt myself.
She pushed a bare leg over the top of the cylindrical housing and straddled the motor, arching her back deeply and spreading her palms over the front-end shield. It filled her between her legs as fully and widely as a pony, and she gripped the housing with her knees and pushed her hands up the sides of her body and over her neck and her jaw, and up into her hair that she proceeded to muss. She dropped her head back and pushed her chest out and she began to slide the dipped-down front of her purple panties up and back over the top of the housing.
I hadn’t put the elevator back into general service yet, but hanging on the wall behind me was the tester unit, a set of buttons on a black handheld unit connected to a thick black cable to the control box, so that an inspector could test the motor under it’s typical work loads. It was safe enough, where she sat on the top of the housing. I made sure to upgrade the covers so nobody would get hurt who might have wondered into the motor room.
Sierra ran her fingertips over her deep red lips and rubbed her palms over her breasts and dropped her head back. She rode the motor like a bronco at the rides. I pressed the green button and the motor instantly purred to life under her groin and between her thighs. She smiled and closed her eyes with her face lifting up to mine, and she wrapped her hands around the cylinder in front of her and began to push the fabric of the front of her panties harder into the finish of the housing under her. The vibrations were smooth as a spinning top. It was just enough for her, I thought, and the look of ecstasy that spread over her face under that harsh fluorescent light told me I was about right.
She shot up and arched deeper in her back and she hung her mouth open and wagged her tongue out her mouth at me. She laughed. She shook her shoulders and tugged her bra straps down so that her bra remained clasped around her lower back, but the cups hung from her stomach, and she pressed her palms into her bared breasts and gasped to the top of her lungs at me.
I pressed the next button that doubled the motor’s speed and it whined and breathed under her, seemingly coming to life, and she writhed and contorted on top of it, losing control. Her thighs strained to squeeze the motor between her legs and her fingers and thumbs tweaked and pulled on her nipples. The front of her panties where she rubbed herself forward and back over the smooth warming metal showed dark where she leaked.
I pressed the third and top speed button and the motor became loud in the small room, and its vibrations became high-pitched, too. But, I noted to myself with satisfaction, there was not one irregularity in the sound or feel of it. It was as smooth as music across the thick cement floor.
Sierra bent at her waist and slid her hands down around the sides of the motor and hugged it to her whole body, pressing her chest into the top and laying her face sideways down over the metal. She humped the motor. She twerked her body on it. He eyes pressed shut and her eyebrows raised high up over her forehead. I saw her toes curl. Her hips pushed down and she cried out loud enough for me to hear over the whine and cry of the motor. But just.
I let the black hand unit hang from the hook in the ceiling and I pulled my pants down and off. Sierra was lost in the motor’s vibrations between her legs with her mouth hanging open and her body clutching to the thing like a lover in her bed. I straddled the motor’s housing behind her. She was right to become overwhelmed by it — those steady, smooth but intense vibrations instantly sent me, as well, around the bend. The loud cry of the motor, the hum of its vibrations, and the hot metallic surface combined in ways that defy description.
Sierra didn’t know I was straddling the motor behind her, she was too far gone. I pulled the fabric of her panties aside and found her dripping and flowing when she curled her spine in and bucked her hips up. I touched her undulating pussy lips with my middle finger and she shot up in front of me and cried out loud at the ceiling, arching so far in her back she was nearly doubled over backward. I shifted on the back of the vibrating housing and touched the tip of the head of my cock to her burning and leaking pussy lips, and she instantly shot her body backward to engulf me all the way inside her. She was tight, but she was wet, too.
I leaned back and held myself upright with my hands around the smooth cylinder behind me, and she pushed her own hands into the hot metal in front of her and drove her hips back into my groin and slid her pussy back over my cock. With her body writhing and contorting in front of me, she fucked me rapidly and with a trembling body, the vibrations of the motor filling us both with teeth-chattering ecstasy.
It was loud enough she could cry out as loud as she wanted, no one would hear her. And so she did, like a howling hyena, she was, with her face clenched against the harsh light filling that industrial space from the high cement ceiling above.
It was more — much more — than I could bear, and I ejaculated hard into her pussy from behind the moment her pussy contracted and fluttered around my cock. We both staggered off the motor housing and I stumbled up against the wall and clutched and grabbed at the handheld unit and shut the motor down.
Sierra said nothing as she got dressed in her pretty blue sundress again. She even fitted her wide brim straw hat back on, picked up her bag of groceries, and slipped out the same door she came in, and just as quietly and unspoken, too.
Me being conscientious to a fault, I got one of my oil rags out and wiped up the manju and cum that spilled over the top and down the sides of the motor cover. It seemed to me to be even more free of irregular or oscillating vibrations than that old German guy with the stethoscope and sensors and software said.
I took tool boxes out to just inside the side basement door ready to load into my truck when I pulled it around. The end of the job scared me. I felt like how a character in a novel might feel, if they had self-awareness about who they were, and sensed the thinning number of pages ahead signaling the coming end of the book. It wasn’t just the end of a job, it felt like the end of self-knowledge.
“What do you mean, though?” Sierra said in bed, the four of us touching and kissing and pawing and licking.
“I read in this thing that we don’t have any access to self-awareness,” I said. “We don’t actually directly know who we are.”
“That makes no sense,” Sierra said.
“No,” I said, “we build a model of ourselves in our head, and its the model we are aware of — we confuse the model with the thing modeled.”
“The MRI images I create at the lab,” Sierra said thoughtfully. “They’re like that.”
“Or like the ‘person’ an incorporated company is,” Melissa said. She lifted herself from my lap on her hands and knees and she pushed her face up to mine and kissed me, her lips still humid and warm from sucking me. “Like we all are. We become avatars of ourselves in the world made up of financial forces, instead of the one made up of material forces, like gravity or magnetism.” She sucked my tongue into her mouth. “It’s how the tax department sees us, anyway.”
Zoey snorted and chuckled and curled up on her side facing me over the pillows. “Obviously social media too,” she said. “Whole other lives we live in the digital world, don’t we,” she said.
“God damn!” I said. “It’s all models all the way down. The medical world, the financial world, the digital world, we’re all just models projected into them.” I squinted up at the ceiling.
“So what do we build your model out of, the one you were talking about?” Zoey said. “The consciousness model?”
I turned to her and squinted. She was right, I thought. That would be the name for it. “This article said . . . ” I said to her, and I paused trying to recall it to mind coherently. Melissa and Sierra began to kiss each other and also the sides of the shaft of my cock that rose up between their faces. “ . . . it said that we first develop a theory of mind as toddlers, that we start to realize that other people have a mind like we do, and that they have eyes that work like our eyes work, that they see like we see, inside their heads l ike we do,” I said.
Sierra and Melissa began to hum with my cock inside their lips and they chuckled, knowing it was distracting me. I ran both my hands through both their heads of hair. “And then we start to imagine what it looks like to see out their eyes — if we’re developing normally, that is,” I said. “The article said.”
“So what do we see when we look out someone else’s eyes?” Zoey said.
We were gazing at each other over the pillows between us. Sierra began to pump her mouth fully down the length of my cock. Melissa had crawled over and began to smooch and lick Zoey’s pussy. Zoey and I both bit our lips and played a staring contest: who would flinch from being gone down on first.
“What do you see,” I said to her, “when you imagine what I am seeing out my eyes right now?”
She chuckled and bit her lip. It was getting hard for both of us to let Sierra and Melissa go down on us without rolling onto our backs and giving into the enveloping pleasure of it, and those two knew it. They both chuckled trying to derail us.
“What do you mean?” Zoey said, her eyes going half lidded, her breath going short and rapid.
I widened my eyes and looked harder directly at her eyes. “What would you see right at this moment if you saw out my eyes?” I said to her.
She screwed her face up and scrunched her nose. “Me,” she finally said.
I had to roll onto my back, Sierra was pumping my cock so warm and smooth and relentlessly in her mouth. Zoey rolled onto her back too — Melissa was no less relentless on her pussy. We rolled our faces toward the other like two people in a spa relaxing with massages.
“That’s what this article said — we imagine seeing through other’s eyes, and we see ourselves, and so we build up a composite image of ourselves using how we imagine everyone around us sees us,” I said. “And that is what becomes the model of ourselves that we hold in our minds — that is what we mistake as our actual selves. Our self identity is how we imagine everyone else sees us.”
“Oh my god,” Zoey said with a gasp. “That’s so wild,” she groaned, and then her body arched hard up, her head pushed deeply down into the pillow, and her jaw dropped wide open.
But I lost track of her. I also arched deeply and every muscle in my body seized up tightly. I tried to hold back, but Sierra knew she brought me to the edge and she wasn’t going to let me go. Zoey and I entwined fingers like lovers jumping from a bridge together, and I emptied myself into Sierra’s mouth and sank back down into the bed spent all over again. Zoey cried out loud beside me. She too sank down, and we all fell into that half-sleep again that late-night sex brings on.
I made my way up the stairs from the motor room and found Melissa coming in the front doors. “Which ya doin’?” she said with a broad smile spreading over her face.
“Just double-checking for anything left around,” I said.
“You should probably check the roof,” she said. “Let me grab a blanket — I can check with you,” she said, and she looked at me slyly out the corners of her eyes.
Like Sierra and Zoey, Melissa looked like summer all over. She’d been out for a run and came in wearing bike shorts, an athletic top, and her long brown hair tied back. I went up to the 4th floor and climbed the long ladder up to the roof hatch and flung it open. Melissa came up not long after me and together we stood gazing all about at the city that teemed around us.
“Not as private as night time,” she said.
“No,” I said, and I chuckled.
“There’s always the pulley house,” she said, and she bumped me with her hip and gestured with her chin to the funny little building perched atop the elevator shaft. We went over to it and I unlocked the door and peered inside. Cleaned and tidied with all the junk that had accumulated in there taken down, it really did look like a doll house. I had found a small table and two chairs that I put in there, thinking of the two guys who came up to rebuild the pulley block at the top of the shaft inside. But the furniture looked good in there, with a small window in the side above the table. There was often maintenance work to do on the roof anyway, whether it was the vents, the tar, the windows, or the shaft, and someone could have lunch up there rather than coming down thought.
“Come here,” Melissa said, and she sat on the edge of the table and reached out with her fingers stretching and grasping at me. “What you said about identity that night,” she said, and she caught me and pulled me between her legs so that I leaned with my thighs into the edge of the table. “It’s been making me think.”
“Think about?” I said.
We kissed. She pushed her hands around my waist and up under my t-shirt to caress my skin under her fingers.
“What you said about the building being alive in a way. Remember what you said at the hearing? Before the big infamous night up in Zoey’s?” she said, and she snaked her calves around my calves and hooked her toes around my ankles.
“I barely remember that, you know,” I said. “I didn’t even know what I was saying at the time.”
“Well, I was thinking,” Melissa said, and she pushed her hand down the front of my shorts. “If the building is alive . . . ” she said, and she fumbled with the waist of my shorts inside until her hand, cool and soft, came around my bare balls. “ . . . and if sensing and detecting people can take all forms, from Sierra’s MRI machine, to Zoey’s social media avatars . . . “ she said, and she sank her mouth down over my mouth. She had eased the waist of my shorts down my legs and pulled her hand out over the length of my stiffening cock, bared to the air. “ . . . to my financial corporate entities,” she said. “Then maybe,” she continued, “what you’re feeling about the job finishing is maybe you losing the self-identity that you get from the building itself.”
I looked up into the corner of the ceiling of the small pulley house and squinted my eyes, thinking. I was unaware that she had quickly stood again and pulled down her shorts and her panties, too, and had sat back on the edge of the table, her pussy bared.
“Are you saying I see myself through some sort of eyes the building sees me through?” I said to the ceiling.
She startled me and I looked down. She had pulled my cock so the head poked into the lips of her pussy, and when I re-focused my eyes down on her body, she flopped back over the table and pulled her heels into my back. I stumbled forward to re-balance myself, and my cock sank into her yielding pussy. She squirmed in her body on the end of my cock, her torso stretched out over the table in front of me.
“It doesn’t have to be eyes,” she said. “Think of Sierra’s MRI machine, and it doesn’t have to be anything material, either, think of my financial reality: What or where is an incorporated company? It doesn’t even have to be in any way physical sense, if it’s a digital company, like an ebook publisher, say,” she said.
I leaned on my hands splayed over the table and pushed my hips forward, sinking my cock into her pussy. She danced vertically in front of me, impaled on the end of my cock. “That’s good,” she moaned.
We had fucked so much, so often, her and I, and Sierra and Zoey too, that fucking became a natural and expected state. Fucking each other became as casual as looking at each other, or talking to each other. If there was a sexual reality akin to a physical reality, we could, I thought, easily imagine how each of us sensed ourselves in the other, and so build in our minds a sexual model of ourselves, too, a sexual self-identity as real as our financial self-identity, or our medical or social media self-identity.
“But if the building is alive like I said . . . . “ I said, bumping her hips with my hips.
“ . . . then it must react in some way to us,” Melissa said. “It must experience us in some way,” she said, finishing my thought.
“How does a building experience us?” I said.
“Fuck,” Melissa moaned, and she rolled onto her stomach and slid her body over the top of the table. She gripped it by the sides of its edge and pushed her ass up at me, lifting herself on her toes.
I took her hips in my hands and re-entered her pussy, bumping her harder from behind. We both lost the ability to talk, swept up in the swirling mind effect of the mounting climaxes gathering in both of our abdomens.
Melissa clenched her teeth and grunted out loud. I slapped my thighs into the flesh of her bared ass. She stretched up from the table and curled over and nearly doubled herself backward, and she pushed her fingers into my hair above and behind her and she yanked on it. I grabbed her breasts from behind and I flooded her pussy with my cum. She cried out loud and collapsed back down on the table. I fell down over her back, weakened and out of breath.
“What’s that?” she groaned softly into the surface of the table where her face was buried under me.
“What’s what?” I said, unable to lift my face from her back.
“That door,” she said.
I barely lifted my chin from her shoulder and looked with one eye down where she was looking with her equally tired and lazily swooping eyes.
There indeed was what appeared to be a door, barely visible through the spokes of the largest of the pulleys, down through the hole in the floor the cables dropped through.
I scrunched my eyes and shook my head to get my vision to straighten and clear, and I stared again. It was dark down there. But I pushed myself off Melissa’s back and got down on my hands and knees on the floor of the pulley house and lowered my face to the large pulley wheel to see closer.
“I labelled the backs of all the doors in the shaft with a spray can,” I said. “So anyone doing maintenance doesn’t have to guess which floor they’re at.” There was no spray-painted number on the back of this door, though, was the point I was making. It made no sense — until I reflected on how the ladder up to the roof did indeed seem taller than one floor.
“What the fuck,” I murmured to myself.
Melissa and I got ourselves dressed again. I could make out no good way to get down to that nearly invisible door from inside the pulley house — not a safe way, in any case. It appeared covered in grime and dust. It was barely discernible when you stood up in the pulley house, taking on the same texture as the walls of the shaft.
“There’s a key in the motor room,” I said to Melissa. “No idea what it’s for.”
We went down through the hatch and down the ladder. It was indeed, in a way that should have bothered me before, far too high a ladder for the fourth floor to the roof. We took the elevator down to the basement and I went to the motor room and found the key again where I left it, inside one of the electrical boxes, where I first found it. We went to the elevator car. I had noticed it before but I didn’t think about it. But there, beside the number 4 button, atop the other buttons from B to 3, was, in place of where a button “5” might have gone, instead, a key slot. 
I looked at Melissa and she nodded. I put the key to the slot, and felt it go smoothly in the way the right key always does. “No fucking way,” I said. I twisted the key and instantly, the door hissed closed and the elevator began its ascent. I looked over my shoulder at Melissa and she looked back at me, equally doubtful. We could see out the windows of the elevator car the stairs wind around us and the floors go by. Including — I noted with a hard swallow — the fourth floor. The elevator came to a smooth stop and its door glided open.
However, the door behind it remained closed. It was stuck. I pried my fingers into the gap between the two sides and pulled. With a horrible grind and a shedding of dust and oily grime, the doors gave way and slid, roughly, open. In front of us yawned a vast open space, dark, dirty, and long abandoned. We held hands and stepped out into it.
The elevator shaft rose up through the middle of the space. The floor was covered in the detritus of decades. I stepped, crunching, over it toward an outer wall where there was facing me a large flat surface, semicircular from floor to ceiling, and completely blank. I scratched at it with my fingernail and instantly daylight flooded through the line I cut in it. I stepped back and looked left and right. The unknown floor was completely surrounded by massive semicircular windows that someone had painted over. I knew them from the ground outside. From the sidewalk, when you looked up, you could see the pale yellow semicircular panels, three to the front and back sides, two to the east and west sides, all around the top of the building. But they weren’t panels. They were windows. And it wasn’t just the top facade of the building. It was a previously unknown floor — a fifth floor. A penthouse.
Melissa and I slowly paced around the perimeter of the floor. There were nails sticking up and shards of broken glass. There was mouse or even rat poo all over. The walls were damaged by moisture. Copper pipes and discarded chunks of lumber lay strewn around.
“It’s not safe up here,” I said to her, and I took her arm and guided her back to the elevator. I let her off at her floor and stayed on to the basement. When I stepped off into the hallways down there, I bumped nearly directly into the back of the owner of the building, who was as startled as I was, and he spun around, alarmed.
“You’re finishing up,” he said.
“Pretty much done here,” I said. “Just checking around for tools.”
“I know we had our differences,” he said. “But all in all, you did a good job,” he said. “I like how clean and tidy you work.”
“Well thank you,” I said. “I take pride.”
I went past him — the awkward silence between us made my uncomfortable. But when I got to the motor room door, I stopped and turned back to him. “By the way,” I said.
It was another of those feelings I had similar to when I was making my speech in the city council chambers about the building being a living thing. I didn’t know what I was saying. there was an auto-pilot taking over my voice. “Did you know about the fifth floor up there?”
The owner stared at me like I asked him about aliens.
“There’s a fifth floor — did you know about that?” I said again.
I knew he had only owned the building two or three years. I also knew he owned a few of them and not just in this city, either. He might therefore not have explored every nook and cranny of each of his possessions. They were clearly only financial instruments to him, to use one of Melissa’s terms.
“The roof?” he said.
“No, “ I said, “a floor above the fourth floor, under the roof,” I said.
He squinted at me and I pulled the key out of my pocket. “I’ll show you, come look,” I said, and I gestured for him to get onto the elevator in front of me.
I inserted the key and looked at him over my shoulder. He frowned, watching me twist it in its slot. The elevator shut its doors and glided up through the floors. He squinted again as it pushed past the fourth floor. This time, though still grinding and groaning, both sets of doors opened, and the vast, dark, and dirty space was revealed in front of us.
He stepped out into it, but only a few steps before he stopped and looked down and noticed the nails and glass and shards of lumber and metal pipes.
“It’s a mess, but . . . . “ I said.
“What is it?” he said.
“My guess?” I said, and I went a few steps past him further into the space. “A ball room from the old hotel days? A meeting room?” I said. “A dining room, maybe?” 
“It’s a hazard, is what it is,” he said.
“My take?” I said.
He lifted his chin to me.
“Clean it up, remove the hazards that are going to be a lawsuit for you someday, get rid of the mice — there’s rat shit all over the place — and deal with the moisture before it gets you condemned for mold. Repair the space.”
“This fucking building,” he said. “It doesn’t pay me enough to pour money into it all over again,” he said.
I stepped up in front of him. I felt like I was levitating. I felt like someone, or something, else, had taken over my mind. “I’d do it for free,” I said to him. “If . . . “ I went on, and I stopped.
“If?” he said.
“I repair it, I fix it up, I look after all the problems we’re going find up here, I do it all for no charge, no price to you, and when I’m done, you let me live up here, rent free.”
He stared at me and frowned and narrowed his eyes.
“Hey,” I said, and I chuckled at him. “You didn’t even know you had a fifth floor until a minute ago,” I said. “And all this is for you is a bunch of pricy problems and potential lawsuits and who knows what more damage will happen to the rest of the building if it isn’t addressed up here,” I said. “If you get in the people who can fix this it up here, it’s going go cost you a lot,” I said. “Up front. But I can do it all — and the only cost to you is rent that you don’t get going forward, rent that you never were going to get anyway because you never knew about this up here, and you were never going to hire somebody to turn it into something to live in, either.”
He started to nod. “You can look after all of this for me?” he said. I looked around. It was the entire top floor of the building.
“I already got all my tools here,” I said and I shrugged. “And I already know this building better than anyone,” I said.
“I’ll cover materials,” he said, and he nodded at me. “Fair’s fair.” He held out his hand, and I shook it. We had a deal.
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