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Lecture One – Three Objects Exercise
Choosing three objects on the premises, incorporate them into a story about falling in love

Chosen objects – An elevator, a sandbag and an umbrella.
_____________________________________________________________________________________

Miranda Warning

The elevator is my favourite place. 
It changes, comes with the job I suppose, but now it’s definitely the elevator. This is because, in that squat box, Miranda graces me with her presence. I’m with her right this moment, in that elevator. She works here, answers phones for a living, reading from a script and dealing with irate customers. That’s not something I could do, I couldn’t get disrespected by some old coot from the comfort of his own home. I would want to reach through the receiver and throttle the person on the other end, or loosen their teeth, or jam a thumb into one of their dull, filmy eyes, maybe all three. She can do it though. She has the patience of a saint. I think I love her.
The elevator starts its ascent, smooth as can be and humming slightly. I only ever see Miranda in this elevator, nowhere else. We work on different levels, leagues you might say, kept apart by the powers that be. She takes the elevator halfway up to some grey office space, but I go all the way to the top, to the construction site. She isn’t looking at me but that’s because of my luminescent orange vest, I think. It is obnoxious to look at. She’s a shy girl anyway, I have to coax her out.
“What is it today?” I point at her coffee.
“Oh, just a vanilla latte, pretty boring.” She says with a shrug. I knew that. I watched her order it this morning. I just needed something to say.
“Eh, I’ve never tried. Only coffee I know is, well, I just call it coffee. Sticky black stuff. Basically tar.” I say through a smile. She stares. Her mouth raises on one side, pulled taut into a diagonal, impish grin. She does it often, it’s more of a tic than a real smile.
“Are you allowed to use the café?”
I nod. “Sure, as long as we’re building. I’m just not that into lattes and frappuccinos, all that nonsense.”
A deep breath to calm myself. The elevator hums in the silence between us. I shift on my work boots and lean against the elevator wall. She’s closer than she was yesterday, now just mere inches away from me. The scent of her makes me feel high. Before I can fumble for something else to say, the elevator doors open, and she leaves me with a white smile. I watch her find her desk and sink into her chair, stretching into its scant back support, shuffling under the desk to kick off her heels. On lucky days, the elevator is left unused for long enough that I get to stay on this floor and watch her eat something. It’s quite the display. She becomes all careful bites and wide eyes, scanning to see if anyone could see her eat. Cute. She never saw me. Today isn’t a lucky day. I wait, but she just goes straight into her work.
The climb to the site is now a lonely one, but that was usually the case. I itch the front of my trousers where I’m now throbbing. A ding sounds out, and the elevator doors open to a chilling wind. The level is pretty much done, or at least I am. I’m just an extra pair of hands for whatever else needs doing. Not much is being done this week though so I’m keeping busy in other ways.
Just the thought of her makes me sick with want. My hands shake, and I bite the air around me, feeling veins in my neck run thick with blood and tension. My cock ached from the constant excitement, and it does now, but I’ve managed to keep it at bay for the time being. I found a spare sandbag, cut a hole in it, drained it a bit to loosen the burlap, and used warm water to wetten it to try and make it softer. It’s nothing like what Miranda must have going on. If anything, it hurts, but it’s the thought of her that I pump into.
I find it in its hiding place and take it to where I know I won’t be disturbed. The motions are almost unconscious now, so I just thrust and think, but only ever about one thing. I don’t think about the smell, warm, wet sand and burlap, with the bleach-like stink from past uses. I don’t need to remember that glowing smile anymore either. You see, I ripped a picture of her from the company website, a little something to look at during. The quality is terrible. That was half the company’s fault and half my own. They had the disrespect of putting her at the back of a team photo, instead of front and center for everyone to marvel at. I had to zoom and brighten the picture to get at least a suitable image of that grinning face, tucked in at the back of a crowd, pixelated. 
I think to myself, I’ll have to get her outside work some time. Then there’d be no elevator shafts between us. Then I shoot into the sack, growling. One day.
I’ll do this a few more times before the day is done, flipping between selfish desire and certain despair that once this level is done it’ll be on to the next building. She won’t be like the others though, certainly not like the last. This time will be different.
After what seems another empty day my work is interrupted by building security, and out from them and their light blue shirts steps a scrawny police officer in a darker blue. He speaks loudly at me, from a distance.
“You need to come with us, sir.”
“What is it?” I say. They start walking at me, quick strides.
“You’re being arrested on suspicion of criminal contempt.” He shakes his head, then continues in what must be his normal speaking voice, a Bronx sneer. “You violated your restraining order, big guy.”
They get closer. On he goes, the Miranda Warning, but I only wish it has anything to do with that angel. It’s just some slut from my last contract, before I knew there was better out there, before I knew there was Miranda. I smile, because I know it could be worse. Just a breach of a restraining order? That means they haven’t found the bitch yet. I breached more than her damn restraining order.
I’m not going. That’s a no brainer. I grab the nearest thing to hand, and with my luck it isn’t some kind of tool, a sharp or heavy stick or powered drill that would give me a fighting chance. It’s an umbrella. Flesh pink. I swing it wildly but it’s no use. I sprint through the rebar columns and plastic sheets, ducking and jumping over all the shit we left out in the open. They’re on my turf, but the elevator is in use. I can’t escape. I fantasise that maybe it’s Miranda on her way for another of those lattes in her break. 
“It’s okay.” I say aloud. “I forgive you.”
I back away from the police. I’m not fucking going. I’m not going to pay any fine, let alone pick up dogshit or be put inside. They’ll figure she’s missing anyway. I’m not going to prison.
Something clicks against my boot. I’m still holding the damn umbrella, I’ve been too rigid to drop anything. They come at me now quickly, the officer speaks into a radio, something about risks in making the arrest.
Fuck it. A slight chance is better than no chance at all. I once read about some axe wound who survived falling out of an exploding plane mid-flight, smashing into the side of a mountain. So, I open the umbrella. I don’t look down. I jump, and now they don’t follow me. Figures. I’m alone as usual, just going from place to place, but always heading downwards. I think this time will be the last. My eyes are closed tight, but I can see Miranda projected onto the flesh of my eyelids. She’s smiling, the smile she puts on when she answers the phone, to make her voice sound happier.
[bookmark: _GoBack]My fingers hurt clinging to the shaft of the umbrella. Above me I can hear it, broken and buffeted by the wind. A warmth rushes up under my clothes with the realisation that this is it. My heart stops beating. Instead of praying to survive, I pray that I’m gone before I hit the bottom.
