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The donor adored his niece Luli. Or who he imagined she was, anyway.

“You have to throw out the first pitch,” I said to her. She chewed her cheek thoughtfully. “You have his ear already.”

We  all  learned  by  then  how  to  shift  seamlessly  between  our  mutual  double lives. Upstairs in the living room and kitchen and bedrooms further up, it was all sweatpants  and  hoodies  and  headphones  and  laptops  —  seven  serious  students working  double  hard  on  their  degrees,  hitting  the  books,  slurping  bowls  of ramen, and scrolling on their phones.

Downstairs, once we fixed it up — the studio, the “lounge,” the VIP room — it  was  all  panties  and  tank  tops  and  make-up  and  heels.  It  was  seven  sensuous sirens playing and laughing and teasing each other, and me, ceaselessly.

The  “studio”  part  was  our  green-screened  stage  from  where  we  planned  to host our virtual events. The “lounge” was our couch and overstuffed chairs and TV and kitchenette where we hung out and tossed around ideas and relaxed. We also  had  a  long  table  with  eight  chairs  —  our  “lab”  —  where  we  worked, collaborated, and planned our intriguing little virtual event planning and hosting business.

The “VIP room” was where we put our huge bed and other couches and dim lights  and  high-quality  sound.  The  house  was  big  enough  to  contain  it  all. Upstairs, everyone kept  to themselves, busy  with their lives  of classes, friends, exams,  and  degrees.  Downstairs,  no  one  could  keep  their  hands  off  each  other, busy between each other’s legs, in their mouths, in their hands, limbs entangled, breaths mixed, cries and whimpers in harmon, late into the nights.

“That’s only fitting,” Holly said. “Luli is getting her degree in finance — and the donor, no disrespect, Luli, is all about the money.”

“No  disrespect  taken,”  Luli  said,  and  she  snorted  and  nodded.  “He  pretends he’s very concerned about me, but he’s never learned the first thing about me,” she said. “Besides the fact I’m getting my degree in ‘money,’” she said. “As he calls it.”

“You never know how long these things will last, do you,” I said. We were in the lounge, sprawled in chairs and along the couch. We had some show on but no  one  was  watching  —  it  was  only  providing  us  background  noise  and distraction. It was the end of a long week and none of us could wait to shed our upstairs clothes and get down below decks, and naked with each other.

“These things?” Brit said.

I  was  in  my  sarong  —  Tori’s  gift  to  me.  The  girls  wanted  me  to  dress  in something  more  special  than  just  underwear.  They  all  had  dedicated  items  to wear for the lounge — lacy lingerie, camis, thongs, anything that shimmered in silk  and  satin  and  lace  and  strings.  My  sarong  hung  low  around  my  waist,  all orange  and  black  and  purple  and  green  like  some  tropical  jungle  swirly camouflage.

I was laying low in the middle of the couch, sunk into the back with my legs straight out and my heels hung on the low coffee table in front of us. Brit sat on her folded legs under her to one side of me, where she casually, absently, stroked my  hair  and  brushed  it  with  her  fingertips  across  my  forehead.  Orchid  was  on my  other  side,  leaning  against  me,  using  my  shoulder  like  a  chair  back, slouching against me with her knees up and facing away. Her feet were tucked snugly under Jun’s thigh where Jun slumped against the far arm of the couch.

Dani  was  sitting  on  the  crest  of  the  back  of  the  couch  with  her  legs  spread around  Brit’s  shoulders  from  where  she  brushed  Brit’s  hair  with  a  brush.  She loved doing everyone’s hair. Luli and Tori were tangled up together sharing the larger of the two overstuffed chairs facing the coffee table from the other side, holding  each  other,  leaning  their  head’s  together,  rubbing  and  purring  against each other. It was like we knew this was limited time — our business idea was strong. We sensed that it would quickly take over our lives.

“These  things,”  I  repeated  myself  to  Brit.  I  closed  my  eyes.  She  was  lightly massaging  my  scalp.  “All  of  us,  this,  hanging  out,  being  together,  everybody thinking  as  though  with  one  brain,  everybody  humming  as  though  with  one tune.”

“It  is  amazing,  isn’t  it,”  Dani  said,  her  voice  lilting  and  breathy.  “Everyone completes the whole just so . . . “ she trailed off, her eyes gazing into the dark middle distance.

“.  .  .    just  so  perfectly,”  Holly  said  just  as  dreamily.  She  was  sitting  on  the floor with her head back against the front of the couch. Jun was massaging her neck.  “It  probably  wouldn’t  work  at  all  if  Darryl  wasn’t  here,”  she  said.  She snorted, she twisted around to find me behind and above her on the couch, and she smiled.

“I’m the least part of it,” I said.

Brit kissed my cheek. “You’re the sun around which all these planets orbit,” she said.

“I mean,” Dani said from behind all of us, “someday, we might become more normal,  find  boyfriends,  settle  down,  do  what  other  people  do.”  She  stroked Brit’s hair out. “But for now?” she said and she snorted and grinned. “Weird as all this is, as unusual as it is, as surprising as it is?” she said. “I’m loving being in  the  moment  of  it.  And  besides,  in  some  strange,  crazy  way,  the  eight  of  us together are somehow going to create a totally new and very successful business, I really believe that,” she said.

Everybody else nodded and agreed with her and smiled and sank deeper into the  furniture  and  sighed  together.  Luli  and  Tori  whispered  to  each  other  and tittered  and  they  both  slid  down  out  of  their  chair  together  and  crawled,  slinky minx-like, over the coffee table toward me.

“What are you two doing?” I said with a smirk. 

“No Luli!” Brit said, and she snorted and shook her head and grinned.

They pushed my sarong up my legs and came down onto the floor in front of the couch on their knees, one on either side of my stretched-out thighs.

“Luli has got to be the most oversexed girl that ever lived,” Dani said, before she leaned over and around Brit’s neck and nuzzled her face with her own. Brit cupped her jaw in her hand and twisted sideways enough to find her mouth with her own. I looked over my shoulder and watched Brit and Dani start to make out. I looked the other way over my other shoulder and watched Jun and Orchid start to  kiss  as  well.  They  fell  in  together  with  their  legs  entangled.  Holly  twisted around and started kissing the insides of their thighs, first one and then the other, where she knelt on the floor in front of them. They continued kissing each other lightly and making tiny moans together the more Holly kissed them there.

Luli  and  Tori  pushed  my  sarong  off  my  hips  completely  and  they  both wrapped their cool, smooth hands around the shaft of my cock. They took turns kissing the side of it and the head, teasing each other, pulling it away from the other’s  mouth  and  pushing  it  toward  each  other  again,  grinning,  kissing, laughing.

Dani slid down over the back of the couch and pushed herself up against my other side. She and Brit started kissing again, making out with serious lover-type kissing, before they both turned their faces toward mine and started penetrating my mouth with their tongues and sucking on my lips, taking turns with me and each other.

Orchid  and  Jun  started  crying  out  loud  —  they  were  always  the  noisiest  of everyone — and Holly pulled their panties down their legs and pushed their legs apart, spreading them both. They teased each other’s pussies in between Holly’s kissing  and  poking  and  licking  tongue.  I  glanced  down  between  Brit’s  and Dani’s kissing faces to see Orchid’s and Jun’s pussies gleaming in the flashes of light from the TV screen. Someone put on a soaring nature video and someone else put on some arabic droning music.

I  clamped  my  eyes  shut  and  sprung  my  body  backward  into  the  back  of  the couch  —  Luli  and  Tori  had  begun  flicking  their  tongues  hard  and  fast  all  over the  head  of  my  cock  and  down  its  sides.  They  laughed  and  kissed  and  fought playfully  over  who  got  to  push  their  mouth  down  over  the  full  length  of  my cock. Their saliva and breath and titters was stirring me up severely.

I  reached  my  arms  far  out  to  my  sides  and  wrapped  one  around  Brit’s bared shoulder and back where she and Dani kissed each other and me. They struggled to get out of their fancy tops and panties without stopping. My other arm draped around the backs of both Jun and Orchid who slinked further and further down in the  couch  together,  side  by  side,  pushing  their  hips  up  and  out,  and  wrestling with  their  legs,  fighting  over  who  got  to  thrust  their  pussy  into  Holly’s  face more.

Luli and Tori started taking turns sucking on my cock, plunging their mouths down all the way over it, the one laughing and pushing on the back of the head of  the  other,  making  each  other  gag  and  cry.  Luli  always  got  so  rough  so  fast! That, amongst other things, was what her uncle didn’t know about the meek and mild and diminutive and bashful girl, the finance major who “liked money,” just like him.

Holly stripped herself naked and fingered her own pussy as she licked one and then the other of Jun and Orchid. Dani and Brit fell over sideways and ended up in  a  side-lying  69  position,  and  they  gnawed  on  each  other’s  pussy  with  a particular hunger.

Luli and Tori started wrestling and laughing with each other, climbing up my body and falling back when the other pulled her off and climbed on me instead. They finally both straddled my lap kneeling over me and facing each other and embracing  their  nude  bodies  tightly  together,  their  small  breasts  mashing together,  their  lips  all  over  each  other’s  mouths,  and  their  moans  mixing together.

Tori’s back was toward me. They both pulled their hands up the shaft of my cock  below  and  between  them,  before  Tori  sank  her  ready  and  ripe  pussy  lips down over my cock, engulfing me, and she grunted loudly. She came up and off me  and  laughed  as  Luli  pushed  her  belly  into  her  belly  and  sank  her  pussy, wetter,  tighter,  and  hotter,  down  over  my  already  slick  cock,  wet  from  Tori’s glisten.

They  kissed  and  held  each  other  and  laughed,  taking  turns  sinking  their pussy’s  down  over  my  cock,  first  one  and  then  the  other.  They  fought  and struggled  and  moaned  and  complained  about  it.  Dani  and  Brit  were  both moaning and whining too, to my side, bringing each other closer, quickly, to the edge. They knew each other’s bodies that well by then. To my other side, Holly was  moaning  with  a  near  cry,  she  was  rubbing  herself  so  fast  and  hard,  while Jun’s  and  Orchid’s  bodies  both  snapped  up  and  shivered  and  squirmed  and writhed against Holly’s face.

The next thing I knew, both Luli and Tori yelped and fell sideways, whooping and hollering. Before they could fight back, Jun and Orchid, laughing in squeals, had  taken  their  place  over  my  lap  and  fought  to  stuff  my  coated  cock  in  their own pussies. They kissed and bit and nibbled, embracing over me, fucking me, first  one  and  then  the  other,  just  like  Luli  and  Tori  were.  Their  pussies  were distinctive  from  Luli’s  and  Tori’s  pussies,  though.  Jun  was  a  more  sensuous lover,  and  Orchid  had  become  the  more  squirmy  one,  compared  to  Luli,  who remained  the  most  vigorous  of  all  the  girls,  and  Tori,  who  was  the  least experienced, and yet the most easily tripped up and over into orgasm. Her pussy fluttered  and  contracted  the  most  on  the  inside  when  she  climaxed  with  me inside her.

Holly laughed and carried on eating out now Tori and Luli who fell into where Orchid  and  Jun  had  been  on  the  couch.  Still,  it  wasn’t  long  before  Jun  and Orchid were pushed away from my lap. Holly and Dani knelt over me, both of them facing away, and they laughed and shrieked and pushed their hips together, play-fighting to fuck me in reverse cowgirl position. They were even more wet than  Jun  and  Orchid,  having  been  rubbing  themselves  or  getting  eaten  out already.  I  was  wet  too,  having  been  coated  already  first  in  Tori’s  and  Luli’s pussies,  thoroughly  soaked  in  their  “mantou,”  as  they  taught  us  was  the  word, and then from Orchid’s and Jun’s pussy, too. Holly leaked all over my lap and Dani gushed over me — she often sprouted like that when she was particularly excited. I was becoming a musky garden-of-delight mess.

Brit  finally  pushed  both  of  Dani  and  Holly  off  my  lap  and  they  tumbled together onto the floor and began scissoring their groins together. They sounded very  close,  both  at  the  same  time.  Jun  and  Orchid  were  also  crying  out  and losing their breath — they sounded like there were getting each other closer than even  Dani  and  Holly  were.  Meanwhile,  Tori  and  Luli  were  rolling  around  in  a fighting, kicking, and hair-pulling 69. I think they were both already climaxing together. That’s when Brit took my chin in her hand, straddled herself down over my lap, and sank her own distinctive pussy down snugly over my cock.

She  rocked  her  forehead  against  mine  and  kissed  me.  She  rolled  her  hips gently  against  mine,  sucking  my  cock  as  deep  as  possible  up  inside  her  pussy, and  she  smiled  down  at  me.  “Do  you  remember  what  you  thought  that  day  in Mexico?”  she  said.  “When  I  told  you  my  friend  Dani  was  coming  over  to  the mansion?”

I wrapped my hands around her waist and looked up at her. All around us was the  churning  crescendo  of  six  young  female  bodies,  panting  and  gasping  and moaning and grunting, each on the cusp and falling back and rising again higher, each one becoming higher in pitch, more needful in urgency.

“I remember I was disappointed I wasn’t going to be alone with you,” I said.

She  snorted  and  held  my  chin  in  her  hand  and  kissed  me  with  her  tongue penetrating my mouth. “Didn’t see this coming, did you,” she said.

I laughed. “I’m pretty sure you didn’t either,” I said.

She  laughed  too  and  buried  her  face  in  my  neck.  “I  always  wanted  to  do  it with you, you know,” she said. She rocked on my lap and her pussy pulled with deep suction on my cock, before it flushed with wetness when she pushed herself back down over me with her thrusting, grinding hips. “But I was too afraid we’d lose our friendship if we did it.”

“And now look at us,” I said.

She laughed and pushed her hands into my chest and began to fuck me more vigorously. Tiny whimpers came from deep in her throat. Her fingers curled over and  her  nails  scratched  my  skin.  She  often  climaxed  like  that  —  as  though  by surprise, as though she lost it the moment she stopped focusing on it. I felt her warmth and wetness spread over me and run down inside my legs. Bodies left, right, and centre  were straining with  muscles bulging, fingers  curling and nails scratching. Toes curled and heads flung back. Hair flew. Gasps and cries pierced the air.  The whole couch shuddered with the seven bodies on it or against it, all of them twitching with spasms and contractions, all at once.

Brit cried in a whimper directly into my ear.“Fuck, Darryl!” she groaned, and her pussy fluttered and gripped my cock deep inside her. I flooded her with my cum  and  pumped  myself  up  and  into  her  over  and  over  until  I  was  completely drained, and I nearly passed out.

“Tomorrow,  lunch,”  Holly  said  to  Luli,  piercing  the  post-coital  fog.  We  all struggled up and helped to clean up, putting the couch cushions back from where they were flung or had fallen. It was time to go back up into the normal world of students and beds and laptops and headphones. We had gotten good at restoring order  to  the  lair  below.  I  was  last  up  and  lingered  with  my  finger  on  the  light switch, looking back down over the scene below me, betraying nothing of what had just happened down there. Our times down there, below the floor, felt like a dream I was waking from, whenever I came back up.

I  brought  the  trap  door  down  over  the  stairs  and  pulled  the  rug  back  over  it and  I  put  my  hands  on  my  hips  and  turned  completely  around,  surveying  what was, once the floor was down and the rug pulled back, a normal looking, if small and  minimalist,  sorority  house’s  proctor’s  room.  That’s  what  anybody  would think who poked their head in my door. It all looked so normal above ground.

I went with Luli, as did Brit and Holly, to her lunch with the donor. We didn’t want  everyone  to  go  and  overwhelm  the  guy,  but  we  also  didn’t  want  Luli having to face him alone and take the full brunt of his questions. I didn’t have a role to play, but Brit said Luli was 100% more confident a young woman when I was in the room with her. I downplayed it, but she was backed up by Holly on the point. “It’s like she’s someone else — like she loves to show you what she can do. She reverts the moment you leave,” she said.

“I’m not saying anything,” I said. “I’m pretty sure the guy doesn’t like me — he doesn’t trust me,” I said.

“He’s like that with everyone,” Luli said.

“Everyone but you,”  Brit said.

Luli  twirled  her  hair  in  her  fingers  and  tilted  her  head  and  looked  up  at  the ceiling. “I’m his special one!” she said.

“Well  get  him  signed  up,  oh  special  one,”  Holly  said.  “We  need  him  as  our inaugural client — the credibility is going to be through the roof if someone like him  signs  us  up  to  do  a  virtual  charity  gala,  and  it  doesn’t  even  matter  if everyone knows he’s your uncle,” she said. “They follow the guy slavishly.”

Luli  finished  explaining  to  the  donor  the  concept  we  had.  It  was  to  bring together  the  new  recruits  from  over  there  with  the  ones  already  over  here, include past alumni of the exchange program, plus the usual professors they will all  have,  the    admins  of  both  schools,  a  few  political  types,  and  the  important business people who rely on all these relationships and sponsor the program. The event was going to feature a charity silent auction and a routine by a headlining comedian,  as  yet  unnamed.  It  was  a  heavy-hitting  audience  and  we  weren’t positive we had what it took to pull it off.

“Do I get this service for free . . . ?” was the first thing the donor said when Luli  had  finished  describing  the  entire  vision.  She  gulped  and  turned  to  Holly, Brit and I. Of all the things we coached and practiced with her, anticipating all the different ways it could go, that reaction was not one we had thought up.

Maybe we had practiced the meeting too much. Maybe we had rehearsed all possible replies too often. Maybe we were taking things too far too fast. But all three of them, Brit, Holly, and Luli, just kept staring at each other with eyes like trapped animals and caught completely off guard.

Free? I thought. Why should he get it all for free? The girls had been killing themselves working it all out. I sat forward over the table and turned my face to him.  “This  is  a  premium,  end-to-end  service,  and  this  isn’t  even  half  the  team here,” I said, sitting up straighter. The others looked at me with horror. We had all agreed as late as in the car outside the restaurant that I wasn’t to say anything. But I started and I wasn’t able to stop.

“Brit here knows contracts inside out, Holly,” I said, touching her arm, “is  a ruthless  strategist.  Luli  isn’t  studying  ‘money,’  she  is  a  cracker-jack  financial analyst with an unblinking eye for detail. Back at the ‘lab,’ Orchid, one of your first exchange students, is a highly-connected political analysis, Jun, another of yours, researches people and institutions like an archeologist on a dig, and Tori is like an idea factory, turning brilliant new ideas out like cookies. Dani, too — she makes marketing plans and she delivers them, too. This thing is already all worked  out.  This  crew  has  been  working  night  and  day  hammering  every  nail down, sawing off every loose end, and sanding round every sharp corner.”

I  took  a  breath.  He  look  affronted.  His  chin  was  recoiled  into  his  chest.  Brit murmured  something  and  Holly  touched  my  shoulder.  Luli  was  staring  down into the table looking like she was going to cry. I knew the exhaustion that ran like fumes in all their blood. We might have played a lot downstairs in our lair. But we worked a lot, too.

“There  may  not  be  a  lot  of  experience  between  them,”  I  said  to  him.  “They are,  after  all,  still  students,  full  time,  earning  their  degrees  in  finance,  in marketing, in law, in all of the areas we need, and yet they put this plan together all by themselves. Nobody has experience in this field because it’s a new field. They’re inventing it!” I said. “We’re going to host it from our own studio — that we built! We’re going to bring in remotely the comedy act, we’re going to bring together people in a dozen different cities spread across three countries and two continents. We’re going to accept all forms of payment, we’re going to entertain, we’re going to raise funds, and it all going to be live and in real time, all entirely virtually.”  I  huffed  and  puffed  like  I  had  been  running  a  race.  “And  you  want this . . . “ I said, and I leaned forward and narrowed my eyes at him across the table. “ . . . for free?!” I seethed at him. 

“Do I get the service for free,” he said again, “I was trying to ask, if I invest in the company?”

“Invest?” I said. I shook my head like I didn’t know anymore what the word meant.

“I love the idea,” he said. “I can tell it’s going to take off. I don’t just want to hire you, I want to propel you forward. We can use my event to show off what you  can  do  —  and  I  want  to  make  sure  you’re  ready  for  the  reaction  you’re going to get. This is a winning idea — and I know lots of people who are going to want this. I want to give you the resources you’re going to need to handle the explosion in business you’re going to get.”

Luli gasped and Brit and Holly beamed and clapped. But I wasn’t celebrating yet. I was glad Brit was with us — our contract expert.

“What are you proposing?” I said to him.

“One  million,”  he  said.  “For  10%  of  your  business.  And  the  option  to purchase additional blocks.”

“No say in the running of the company,” I said.

“Silent partner,” he said.

“No surprise visits to the place of business,” I said.

“Never.”

“What if we need more?” I said.

“You  get  the  option  to  make  me  buy  additional  blocks  of  10%  for  1  million three more times.”

“We get the same option on each other?” I said.

“For  me,  minimum  1  million,  unless  you  find  other  buyers,  then  I  get  the option to match what they offer,” he said.

By  then,  Luli,  Holly,  and  Brit  had  stopped  celebrating  and  starting  paying attention. Luli heard the money figures, Holly heard the strategic elements, and Brit heard the beginnings of a complex contract.

I  sat  back  and  gripped  the  arms  of  my  chair.  “You  knew  we’re  all  young, we’re all inexperienced,” I said. “You could be taking us for a ride, we wouldn’t know,” I said.

“Take your time and be careful. Have your contract lawyer,” he said, and he rubbed Brit’s shoulder, “draw something up. I’ll have my lawyers go over it with her. Have your finance people,” he said, and he smiled at his neice, “go over it, and I’ll  have  my  people  go  over  it  with  her.  I  won’t  take  from  you.  I  promise. This is how you’re going to learn how to do it. It is like when an expert plays Go with you — and teaches you how to play as you’re playing.”

He stood up and dropped his napkin on his plate. The meeting was over. We made our way out of the restaurant. But the donor stopped me at the door after Luli, Brit, and Holly had already gone out. He put his hand on my shoulder and turned  me  to  face  him.  “I  used  to  drive  taxis  myself,”  he  said.  “Not  a  very lucrative way of life.”

“No,” I said, and I snorted.

He leaned in closer to me. “It rewards the . . . “ he paused. “ . . . we don’t have a word in Chinese for it. What you call ‘hustle.’ Is that the right word?”

“You  mean,  like,  scrapping  and  thinking  and  scheming  and  taking  risks?”  I said.

He leaned back and smiled broadly at me. “Exactly,” he said. “One does the money,  one  does  the  contracts,  one  does  the  marketing,  and  one  does  the research. But every good team needs also the ‘hustler.’” He patted my back and guided me out the door before him where the girls were waiting, confused and frowning. “Someone who does the fighting,” he said from behind me. “Someone who  knows  the  struggle,”  he  added,  leaning  down  closer  to  my  ear.  “Like  you showed in there.”

I  looked  back  at  him  and  we  met  gazes.  I  had  never  seen  it  before,  but  this time, in his eyes, I clearly saw it: the cold, clear sheen of the calculator. And I knew it then: he spent some part of his life wondering if he was going to make rent, and yet he always did, but not without going out there and kicking it loose out of the city. Just like I used to do it.

We  climbed  back  in  the  car  and  went  back  home.  “What  were  you  talking about with him so intensively?” Brit said.

I  shrugged.  “He’s  just  looking  out  for  his  niece,  wants  to  make  sure  we’re looking after her.”

“Is  he  serious  about  investing  in  us?”  she  said.  “Like  seriously,  a  million dollars?”

“He knows a great deal when he sees it,” I said. “One million for 10% of us? And free events? It’s  a  steal.  Should  have  squeezed  him  for  more  money  for  a lower stake,” I said, and I chuckled.

Brit laughed. So did Holly. But Luli wasn’t laughing. “You’re right,” she said. “That million is no gift.”

We had to buy a lot of upgraded equipment — cameras, microphones, servers. The technical problems we had to solve were immense — and expensive, for the right kind of specialist to sort out for us. We were doing it from the seat of our pants, but we were also a bunch of perfectionists aware that we were inventing our  own  systems.  Plus,  we  were  all  still  going  to  school.  The  whole  thing  was supposed  to  be  taking  place  in  our  spare  time.  What  was  supposed  to  be  a  fun lark, a do-it-yourself gig to practice a few skills from school, was fast becoming the central focus of all of our lives.

Orchid came away from the Lab and flopped on the couch. “I can’t do this,” she said. “We were crazy to think we could.”

I  came  over  to  the  couch  with  her  and  faced  her,  sitting  on  the  coffee  table. Around  the  long  table,  frustrations  and  exhaustion  had  brought  first  a  shouting match,  then  a  spate  of  silence.  Everyone  was  on  short  tempers  with  everyone else.  We  had  a  target  date,  but  getting  ready  in  time  seemed  impossible  The investment from the donor was quickly living up to how Luli first described it: no gift. We felt the crushing weight of responsibility once we’d accepted it.

“We’re doing something new,” I said to Orchid. “Not just new for us, but new for anybody. We’re taking a risk, we’re taking chances.”

“I don’t take chances,” she said. “I calculate probabilities and find degrees of confidence,” she said. “Nothing happens that hasn’t been foreseen.”

“Things are never so easy to foresee. Not always,” I said.

“I can’t have unforeseen things going off all around me!” she shouted and she crossed her arms over her chest and stormed into the VIP room. Jun had earlier discovered some things that should have been noticed earlier. It affected Dani’s marketing  plan,  and  required  a  total  breakdown  and  rebuild.  It  made  Luli,  in charge of the numbers, yank her hair and growl at the ceiling.

Brit and Holly got up from the Lab but I waved them off and nodded at them to leave it. I went into the VIP room alone with Orchid and shut the door.

She  was  on  her  back  over  the  bed  with  her  legs  hanging  over  the  side.  She pressed her curled up fists into her eye sockets and kicked her feet and punched the bed beside her hips. She was having a fit.

“I cannot work like this!” she screamed. “There are too many moving parts! I cannot think if I don’t know what I’m thinking about!”

“Orchid,” I said, approaching her cautiously. I knew she could get explosive, and then, once exploded, she could go nuclear. “Do you remember when we first met? When you first came over?”

She  rolled  onto  her  stomach  and  kicked  her  feet  violently  over  the  bed.  “Of course I remember!” she shouted into the sheets.

“We didn’t know anything,” I said. “Certainly nobody predicted any of this,” I said.

“You’re being stupid!” she cried out back at me.

“Do you know how . . . ” I started again, and I laid on my side beside her and touched my fingertips to her back. “ . . . when we’re playing, all of us, and you never know who’s going to do what to who?” I said.

I  heard  her  snort  and  I  saw,  buried  in  the  sheets,  the  curl  of  a  grin  in  her mouth. “It’s exciting,” she said.

“You  like  it  like  that,  don’t  you.  Nothing  stated,  nothing  planned,  nothing known,” I said.

“That’s different,” she said. “That’s sex, this is business.”

“It’s still just us, though,” I said. “We have the upstairs world and we have the downstairs world, and we like to pretend we’re totally different people if we’re up there compared to down here,” I said.

“We are,” she said, and I saw her smirk into the sheets again.

I wrapped my hand around the small curve of her butt and pressed my middle finger down into the triangle of her panties between her legs.

She slightly parted them. “What do you think you’re doing,” she groaned.

“You’re the same person whether you’re up there reading for your class, down here  in  the  Lab  drawing  up  our  business  plans,  or  in  here,  in  our  VIP  room, getting eaten out and flopping all of your limbs madly around,” I said.

She rolled onto her back and pulled her knees up. “I do not do that,” she said.

I pulled at the waist of her panties and she pushed her heels into the bed to lift her hips up and she let me peel her panties down her legs and off her feet.

“You  do  —  and  it’s  because  you  don’t  expect  it,  you  don’t  anticipate  it,  the feeling takes you by surprise,” I said.

“I don’t like surprises,” she said.

I moved over her and pushed myself down the length of the bed and I raised myself on my elbows so that I was hovering with my face over her bare pussy. I gently nudged her knees wider apart.

“You love surprises,” I said.

She smirked and covered her face in her hands. “Sex is not life,” she said. “Or business.”

I kissed the inside her right thigh and the inside of her left thigh. She eased her knees further apart. “It’s Orchid in all three guises, though,” I said.

“Sex doesn’t matter, life and business do,” she said, before closing her hands back over her face.

“Was that true for you even before you came over?” I said.

“You changed me,” she said.

“Can’t  change  something  that  isn’t  ready  for  change,”  I  said.  “Didn’t  you teach me that? Isn’t that a core principle of politics?”

“No fair,” she said. “You’re using me against me!”

I kissed her thighs further down, where the skin is softest, closest to the crease between  her  legs  and  her  abdomen.  “What  do  you  like  about  sex  so  much?”  I said.

“Don’t be stupid,” she said.

“Seriously,” I said. “Think about it — how would you describe it to an alien that didn’t know what it was?”

“That’s silly,” she said.

I kissed the fringe of her tuft. She squealed and sucked a short, sharp breath between her teeth. “But how would you?” I said. I put my lips to her lips, barely.

“It’s always new?” she said, trying.

I poked at her pussy lips with the hardened tip of my tongue. She shivered.

“And?” I said.

“And,”  she  said,  pausing  to  breathe.  “You  never  know  what’s  going  to happen?” she said.

I flattened my tongue and dragged it up and over her whole pussy.

She squealed and pulled her knees up to her chest. “I wasn’t expecting that!” she said.

I  pried  her  knees  apart  and  pushed  her  hips  down  into  the  bed.  “You  don’t control things,” I said, “not all the time, anyway,” I said. I sank my mouth down over her pussy and sucked her clit into my lips and pulled up.

Her  body  convulsed  and  she  grunted  at  the  ceiling  and  clenched  her  eyes. “That’s true,” she whispered.

I circled her pussy with my tongue and I licked it and kissed it and sucked on her. “You give yourself over to the wild chaos of it,” I said.

She spread her thighs wider for me and wrapped her hands around the inside of her thighs. Her hips pushed up against my hands holding her down. Her back arched up off the bed. “You lose yourself in it,” she said.

“You do things you didn’t plan to, that you didn’t expect to,” I said. I dragged my tongue sideways and back over her lips. Her body shuddered and she caught her breath and dropped her chin down.

“And have things done to you that you didn’t think . . . “ she said.

But  she  stopped,  overcome  with  spasms  rippling  through  her  body.  I  kissed her pussy and circled her clit with my tongue. “You’re not planning,” I said.

“No,” she said in a tiny voice.

“You’re not thinking,” I said.

Her  breath  was  uneven,  sharp,  and  short.  Her  body  quaked  and  her  fingers curled in. “No,” she said.

“You lose control completely, eventually, however hard you try,” I said.

Her  body  shivered.  Her  muscles  from  her  neck  to  her  core  bulged  and clenched. “Yes,” she squeezed out.

“You  don’t  want  to  let  go,”  I  said.  I  found  the  movement,  the  pressure,  the spot, and I wouldn’t relent.

Her body went hard and her breath stopped and started. She stretched further back and gripped the sheets in her hands. Her knuckles turned white. “No!” she said in a quavering, high-pitched voice.

“But eventually you have to,” I said.

She stretched further back and strained deeper throughout her body. Her teeth clamped  and  her  eyes  clenched.  She  pulled  the  sheets  up  from  the  bed.  “Yes!” she cried out loud.

I  circled  her  again  and  again.  Her  hips  chased  my  mouth  and  her  stomach went hard. “And yet it’s so good when you do lose control, when you do let go, when you have to,” I said.

“Yes!”  she  shouted.  It  sounded  like  she  was  crying,  it  was  so  frantic,  so desperate.

“The crescendo between holding on and losing grip,” I said, and I licked her more lightly.

“Fuck yes!” she whimpered. Her hips leapt and her breath caught. She shook all over. Her toes curled down.

I kissed her clitoris and I felt her manju run down over my chin.

She  curled  further  back  with  an  impossibly  arched  back  and  she  stopped breathing altogether. Her body went stiff as a plank and her face clenched hard. One final massive quake ripped through her body, and she groaned like a devil to the wall behind her and fell down onto the bed as though from a height. She cried out loud and thrashed with her head side to side. Her hair whipped over her face.

I  pulled  the  sheet  up  over  her  still-trembling  body  and  I  cupped  my  body around hers. “It’s just the nature of the hustle,” I said to her and I kissed her ear from behind. “You figure out your best shot, but then you just eventually have to take it, ready or not,” I said.

She rolled over and faced me. “But what if you got it wrong?” she said, and she kissed my lips.

“Ask Luli,” I said. “Risk gets reward, reward is a measure of risk.”

“For everything?” she said.

“Letting go is a risk, in business and in bed,” I said. “You seem to enjoy the rewards you get for it in bed,” I said.

She  laughed  and  scratched  her  nails  lightly  into  the  underside  of  my  chin. “Come on, we have to see what they came up with,” she said.

We  dressed  and  came  out  of  the  VIP  room  holding  hands.  All  the  others glanced at her and glanced away and smirked.

“Were you guys listening?” Orchid said.

Everyone burst out laughing and shrieking. Of course they could hear her. She was always so loud.

“I vote Orchid to be the live host!” Dani burst out.

“Totally!” Holly shouted. She spun around. “You’d be amazing!”

“Do you think so?” Orchid said and she looked down and bit her lip.

“It’s unanimous!” Brit said. “Orchid’s the host!”

“I’ve never done anything like that!” she said.

Jun laughed. “Do you think any of us have?” she said.

Orchid  turned  to  me.  “What  if  I  freeze  up?  What  if  I  get  too  nervous?”  she said.

I kissed her forehead and put my hand on her back to urge her back to the Lab table. “You just let it go,” I said. “Let if flow.”

She  snorted  and  rolled  her  eyes  and  narrowed  them  at  me.  “You  think  you know everything,” she said.

“Me?” I said, and I laughed. “I don’t have a job here!”

“Of course you do!” she said, and she lifted herself on her toes and kissed me under my ear. “You’re our master!”

“Not  sure  I  can  handle  that  responsibility,”  I  said.  “I’ve  always  just  been  a two-bit hustler.”

“I  guess  you’re  just  going  to  have  to  learn  to  let  go,”  Orchid  said,  and  she tittered and scampered back to the table with the others.

Brit caught my eye and mouthed the words privately to me, “Good job.”

What’s the word for a guy who spins plates? A platolio. I felt like that. As our inaugural event date drew nearer, I was spinning back up one and then the other of  all  seven  girls,  doing  little  directly  for  the  cause  myself,  but  keeping  all  of them doing their yeoman’s work.

This became my full-time job: spinning those seven plates, winding each one up  again  as  soon  as  they  started  to  wobble.  It  was  tough  work,  but  hey, somebody had to do it . . . .
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