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Everyone  was  rushing  around.  The  countdown  was  on.  Tempers  flared  and tension was high. Our inaugural “McKay Street House Virtual Events” broadcast was about to go live.

I  heard  Brit,  trouble-shooter-in-chief,  shouting  for  Jun.  Jun  was  in  charge  of getting all the attendees into the event and fixing technical problems on the fly. We had aging university admin types from three countries, political types from four, and money people from all over the world, none of whom were particular adept at the technology on their end.

But  Jun  was  nowhere  to  be  found,  not  by  anyone  besides  me,  that  is.  They were  rushing  upstairs  and  down,  everyone  shouting  her  name  like  some  lost kitty, panic setting in and desperation gripping their minds.

But  she  was  not  lost.  Not  in  body,  anyway,  although  perhaps  in  mind.  From her waist up, she was still moderately dressed in a business outfit suitable for the cameras:  a  long  black  business  jacket,  sleeves  rolled  back  from  the  wrists,  a white buttermilk-collar sheer blouse, her long silky and shimmeringly black hair tied back in a loose pony tail, a few strands left enticingly around the sides of her face.  A  thin  gold  necklace,  a  few  jangling  gold  bracelets,  nude-tone  lipstick, matte of course, cosmetic black-rimmed glasses. From the waist up, she was the model of office efficiency and propriety.

But not from the waist down. She was lying on her shoulders on the VIP bed, her heels dangling over my shoulders and her tiny fists scrunched into the sheets at the edge of the bed. She had only her high heels on, and nothing else from her waist  down.  Or  up,  in  this  case.  I  had  wrapped  my  arms  around  her  up-turned legs  and  hugged  the  back  of  her  thighs  to  my  chest,  struggling  to  keep  her writhing, contorting  body somewhat firmly in place. Her turned-up ass slapped against  my  thighs.  Her  chest  heaved  with  each  thrust.  Her  body  jiggled  with reverberations from each jolt. There wasn’t a limit to how hard I was slamming my body into her. There never was with Jun. She preferred to be thrashed.

Her neck muscles strained and her eyes clenched shut. Her head flailed side to side  and  her  pony  tail  whipped  over  her  face  and  the  pillows.  Her  mouth  was pulled tightly back in a clenched-teeth grimace. The tension in her body rippled with tectonic-like spasms. I knew Jun well enough to know that if I didn’t tackle her  with  overwhelming  force,  she  would  attempt  to  attack  me  —  and  we couldn’t  have  any  of  them  get  messed  up  above  the  waist  before  they  were  all going to be visible in one way or another on screens flickering to life around the world.

But  I  also  knew  that  Jun  wavered  on  the  knife-edge  of  confidence  and  her anxieties  knew  only  one  direction  once  triggered,  which  was  up.  It  wasn’t  just the release of a climax she needed to get her head back in the game, she needed her body to be put through the wringer and thrashed and whipped just to remind her  that  she  was  connected  to  it  intimately.  She  needed,  as  they  say  in  high-pressure boardrooms and critical-game dressing rooms, a good stiff fuck.

She went hard as a beam and went flat in her body from her heels hooked on my  shoulders  to  the  top  of  her  head  pressed  into    the  pillows,  her  face  nearly upside  down  squinting  at  the  headboard  behind  her.  She  slapped  the  bed  with violence  and  her  toes  nearly  curled  right  off  her  feet.  She  dropped  her  mouth wide  open  and  went  “Ah!”  like  it  was  the  last  moment  she  was  going  to experience in life. That’s when Brit finally checked the darkened and closed VIP room.

She  watched  from  the  barely  open  door  as  I  heaved  my  entire  weight  into Jun’s high-strung, megavolt body, vibrating like a violin string and straining to the  point  of  bursting  out  of  every  muscle  group.  The  release,  when  she  finally found  it,  was  like  an  avalanche  letting  go  from  the  top  of  a  mountainside.  It lasted as long, too, cascading and gaining speed, relentless and unstoppable as it swept everything before it, and it buried her. Everything in her came loose and flowed down.

She huffed and puffed flat on the bed with complete exhaustion, but only for a moment,  before  she  rolled  over  and  off  the  bed,  ran  while  pulling  up  her  tight black pants and kicking on her heels, and she fled out the door and to her station, straightening her hair on the fly and not even saying goodbye.

I  huffed  and  puffed  myself,  my  knees  buckling,  my  head  hanging.  My  shirt was on but my pants were crumpled around my ankles. Brit only shook her head, rolled her eyes, and gently closed the door on me. Jun was already on-line with people, guiding them in their struggles to get into our virtual space. But she was fully engaged and back on the job. Fixed, you would say. I recoiled my hips and managed to ease my still-stiff cock back into my pants, sticking it up against my stomach, and I carefully did my fly up and twisted closed the button. I sank on the edge of the bed to catch my breath.

Orchid, our in-studio host, went live. We had lights, a back screen, an anchor desk:  we  had  it  all.  And  we  had  it  all  twice-over,  too.  Looking  like  a  totally different space, she handed things over to our “event host” Holly, outfitted with remote  headset  that  she  touched  her  fingers  to  like  she  was  receiving  breaking news,  holding  a  microphone  in  front  of  her  mouth,  her  excitement  about  who was showing up and coming in palpable.

In  reality,  she  was  four  feet  away  from  Orchid  who  was  grinning  at  her  and covering her mouth trying not to laugh out loud. It was all Tori’s magic, putting different  images  behind  them,  making  it  look  like  our  basement  spanned  the world.

It was Brit’s idea to get right to the headline act, our semi-famous comedian, and  keep  things  snappy  even  before  the  event  was  fully  introduced.  “In  res media,” she called it. Luli was going to be up next, introducing the silent auction and describing how attendees could take part.

It was, we all knew, where the rubber hit the road. The silent auction was the primary  means  of  raising  funds.  Raising  funds  was  the  primary  purpose  of  the event.  Monetarily  successful  events  was  the  raison  e’tre  of  the  McKay  Street House Virtual Event company.

“I can’t do it!” she said to me, standing in the doorway to the VIP room. Her knees were literally shaking. Her eyes were bugging out of her head. She was to do it like a weather girl on TV, standing in front of a blank screen following the off-camera gestures of Brit to make it appear as though she was pointing at and gesturing  toward  prized  objects  behind  her  —  which  Tori  controlled  from  her three-screen-wide work station. But Luli was forgetting her lines. She was losing her ability to hold herself up. She was falling apart.

“Close the door,” I said, lifting my head from the bed where I still sagged, my legs hung over the side.

She was dressed in a light, loose pastel-pink satin halter and tight, short, black leather skirt, topped off with high platform peep-toe pumps. She was supposed to be utterly distracting, and she was. We wanted the benefactors, most of them over 50, to salivate and imagine. She didn’t look hot, she looked incendiary.

She shut the door to the VIP room and scooted high over the floor on her tall shoes,  skittering  to  avoid  falling  over  in  them,  and  she  pushed  her  narrow  hips between my knees and shimmied her shins up against the edge of the bed under me.

“What  if  I  do  it  wrong?”  she  said.  She  was  almost  about  to  cry.  Her  mouth hung  wide  open  and  her  eyes  went  glassy.  The  pressure  on  her  was  too  much. The  others  were  teasing  her  about  playing  the  role  of  lynchpin  to  the  whole operation,  but  that  was  only  because  everyone  thought  Luli  had  the  toughest interior and could take it. Everybody else wore their nervousness on their faces, except  for  Luli.  She  kept  her  true  state  hidden  almost  all  the  way,  to  the  very moment, nearly, of going live with the silent auction introduction.

But she didn’t bring it across the line.

“Luli,” I said.

She dropped her jaw open and her eyes dilated. She was about to come apart. I needed  to  do  something  drastic,  something  to  put  her  mind  somewhere  else entirely.  I  could  think  of  only  one  thing.  It  was  Luli  in  front  of  me,  after  all.  I pushed my hands up under her short, tight skirt, and I hooked my fingers around the waist of her panties, and I yanked them down.

She looked down at them stretching between her knees like she was looking at someone else’s body. I pulled on her hips and she fell forward on her knees that spread  around  my  hips  like  she  was  riding  around  in  someone  else’s  frame.  I slowly uncurled my back and reclined before her over the bed, and I tugged on her hips as I went.

She  waddled  on  her  knees  over  my  body  and  wrapped  her  fists  up  in  her palms and pushed them into the underside of her chin looking down over them at me with scared, but also curious, eyes. It was the first crack in the facade of fear since she came into the VIP room. I had reason therefore to believe I was doing the  right  thing.  There  was  limited  time  and  no  change  in  course  could  be considered. I pulled her hips harder, she walked on her knees further up my body until it centered over my face, and I saw her eyes peer down her breasts at where I was tucking her tight little skirt up and out of our way.

I  pulled  a  pillow  under  my  head.  She  looked  down  at  me  with  wide  eyes. Curiosity and consent was slowly replacing fear and constraint. I lifted my head from  the  pillow  and  I  touched  the  very  tip  of  my  tongue  to  the  line  formed between the converged lips of her pussy. She emitted a tiny, high-pitched chirp with  a  questioning  hook  on  the  end  of  it,  and  she  spread  her  knees  a  little  bit wider around my shoulders. “More,” she said under her breath.

I saw through the corners of my eyes but I didn’t directly look. I didn’t  have to. I knew that Brit was checking in on things, peering through the tiny crack in the door.

I dragged the tip of my tongue through the cleft of Luli’s flooding pussy. She sucked her hips back and dropped her mouth wide open. It wasn’t the first time I licked  her  by  a  country  mile,  but  she  reacted  like  it  was  an  all-new  sensation. She was playing with the fear now. She was half pretending it. She sucked in a short, sharp breath and pushed her hips out at my face. She dangled her warming and wetting pussy lips over my mouth. She liked to think that she was the tease. She was regaining her sense of control. Of power.

Brit  withdrew  and  pulled  the  door  shut  silently  to  be  sure  not  to  disturb  the state of transition Luli was going through.

I  wrapped  my  hands  firmly  around  the  sides  of  her  hips  and  I  steadied  her wavering  frame  over  my  face.  She  might  not  have  fully  realized  it  yet,  but  I knew  from  experience  that  she  exploded  with  more  release  when  she  was constrained. She’d never admit it — she liked to think that freedom defined her. But that’s probably exactly why holding her down made her so balled up inside. And made her so explosive when her release came.

Her  skirt  fell  from  her  waist  and  dropped  around  my  head,  hiding  me  under her.  She  curled  her  shoulders  up  and  around  her  chest  and  thrusted  her  pelvis forward.  Her  thighs  went  hard  and  her  knees  trembled.  I  couldn’t  see  —  the lights were off, the door was closed, and her skirt draped around my face. I had to feel my way around her body, touching and probing to guide my fingertips to her  pussy  lips,  which  I  gently  opened.  I  coaxed  her  clitoris  out  from  under  it’s hiding  hood,  and  I  blew  cool  breath  on  it  all  over  and  made  her  gasp  with  a jagged, catching breath.

She shook violently once and tightened her body. I kissed her pussy and she made  a  tiny,  hurt-sounding  cry.  I  spread  her  pussy  lips  with  my  gentle  fingers, and she whined in a desperate tone. I slowly lashed the flat of my spread tongue over  the  entirety  of  her  pussy,  and  she  cried  out  with  an  inhaled  and  silenced whisper.  I  wrapped  my  hands  more  tightly  around  her  hips.  She  was  so  small compared to my hands, my fingers pressed into the flesh of her buttocks even as my thumbs pressed into the dips to the side of her mons pubis.

I was able to hold her tightly — and I needed to. She struggled, sort of, to pull her hips up and away from my face. I’d learned before that to give in to her pulls and struggles only disappointed her. There was a part deep inside her that liked the fight. I pulled her frame harder to my face and penetrated her pussy with my tongue.

She shivered and held her breath and pulled back just as hard against my grip as I pulled her forward. I licked up and over her clitoris with the soft, loosened flat of my tongue, and she cried out loud at the ceiling. I circled her clit with the stiff point of my tongue and she panted like a small, overheating dog. I touched her  with  my  probing  tongue  here  and  there  all  around  her  pussy,  keeping  her guessing, and she sucked in her tightened stomach and recoiled hard in her hips. It was as though I was touching her with a hot branding iron.

And then I tightened my grip on her ass, I pulled her body down over my face, and I began to write my name on her pussy with the tip of my tongue and I made her stop breathing altogether. Her lungs filled. Her body vibrated. Every muscle in  her  went  tight  and  hard.  Waves  of  tremors  flowed  around  her  and  her  limbs rattled. Her hand sank down into the hair on the back of my head and curled up in it and tugged it harder than I could stand. But I made myself take it. I wasn’t going to stop, or change my pattern, or alter my pressure. I think she needed to know  that  I  was  going  to  take  her  to  the  edge  and  push  her  off.  We  all  knew there wasn’t time to play.

Her juice spilled first, even before she breathed or lost the rock-hard tension in her muscles. It was like the first high-pressure spouts breaking through a damn that was shaking it was so close to completely blowing open. I felt her run down my  chin  in  tiny  rivulets.  Her  face  fell  back  to  the  ceiling  and  her  fist  nearly scalped me. I didn’t change a thing.

When she finally broke, she broke wide open. She fell over me on her hands and  knees.  She  rammed  my  face  so  hard  with  her  hips  she  hurt  my  nose.  She smeared  her  soaking  pussy  all  over  my  chin  and  cheeks.  Her  body,  small  as  it was, beat me up. It thrashed on me and gyrated hard and bit all over me. I kept on  licking  her,  slightly,  small,  and  incessantly.  She  flooded  me  again  and collapsed like the bones in her body evaporated out of her. And then she began to laugh.

Her body, lying heavily over my face, jiggled, she got such a bad case of the giggles. Brit had evidently been listening at the door the whole time. She came in like a studio producer, clipboard held to her chest, short skirt and long jacket stating her no-nonsense order, and she took Luli up off the bed, helped her pull her panties back up, and took her out to the studio screen.

I could see from where I lay on the bed, panting and wrecked, my nose feeling bent  or  broken,  my  face  caked  in  her  cooling  wetness,  Luli  instantly gesticulating  to  an  invisible  array  of  auction  items  behind  her,  her  smile,  her eyes, the curl of her lips enticing — daring — all those men out there to pull out their credit cards and get some donating going. Luli nailed it. She was a natural. She was utterly relaxed.

Dani was in charge of lining up the keynote speakers, making sure they were up  and  ready,  coaching  them  through  their  own  crumbling  facades  of confidence. Everybody was doing it in front of no-one — it was entirely a virtual event. Reactions were  upside down. People  accustomed to speaking  in front of crowds  large  and  small,  powerful  and  common,  were  losing  their  trains  of thought sitting alone in a room somewhere looking at themselves on their laptop screen.

“Fuck me!” Dani said at the door.

“What’s wrong now?” I said to her, barely able to lift me brutalized head off the bed. I was checking my nose for cracks.

She shut the door and stepped over the floor to the bed. “No, I mean fuck me, I need you to lay me out, I want your weight on me, I want you to disrespect me, Darryl!”  she  said.  She  was  wearing  a  smart,  conservative,  blue  business  jacket and  skirt,  and  a  black  turtleneck  under  it.  She  crawled  up  onto  the  bed  and lowered  herself  onto  her  elbows  and  knees.  She  pulled  her  skirt  up  over  her back, she yanked her panties down to stretch between her thighs, and she curled her back down and in, and wiggled herself up at me.

“I waited patiently for my turn, didn’t I?” she said, and she tittered.

“Don’t  you  need  to  be  out  there?  Aren’t  you  supposed  to  be  interviewing speakers?” I said. I rolled over and got up on my knees behind her.

“Luli’s live for another 90 seconds,” she said, and she laid her cheek down on the bed and grinned at me behind her.

I  wiped  my  fingers  up  between  her  legs.  Her  groin  was  wet.  Her  pussy  lips were swollen. Her hips rattled when I touched her. “Just fuck me, would you?” she groaned, and she pressed her face down into the sheets and stretched her hips up further toward me.

I  hefted  my  cock  in  my  hand.  She  pushed  her  ass  back  at  me  and  bounced herself off my hips. “Darryl!” she cried out loud. “Would you fucking put it in me already?” she said.

I  sank  my  cock  in  between  her  sopping  pussy  lips  and  took  her  hips  in  my hands.  I  barely  thrusted  myself  forward  before  she  rammed  herself  backward, nearly toppling me over on my knees behind her. I steadied myself and remained mostly still. Dani fucked me fast and hard, rocking back and forth on her knees, slamming her ass into my abdomen.

“Fuck yeah!” she cried out.

Brit  leaned  through  the  door.  “Too  loud!”  she  whispered  in  a  harsh,  hushed voice.

Dani laughed, her voice jolted with the violence of her fucking me. “Darryl is cock-teasing me!” she cried out to Brit.

“Darryl!” Brit said, and she tsk-tsk’d me and shut the door on us.

“Brit says you have to fuck me harder!” Dani said.

I  took  firmer  hold  of  the  sides  of  her  hips  and  rammed  myself  as  hard  as  I could into the furthest depths I could penetrate within her.

She went down further on the bed and stretched her straight arms out over the sheets  in  front  of  her.  “That’s  what  I  need!”  she  groaned  in  a  crying  voice, broken by the jolts of the thrusts I threw into her body from behind. I struck her so hard, she collapsed down onto her stomach and I came down on top her and continued to thrust myself as hard as I could into her beneath me, bouncing her body  between  my  body  and  the  bed  so  rapidly  it  sounded  like  a  washing machine, the rapid slapping our bodies made.

I got so swept up in it, I didn’t realize she stopped breathing and that her body went  stiff  under  me.  I  knew  Dani  enough  by  then  to  know  she  got  off  on  the quick and the dirty. But this was quicker than usual, and a little bit dirtier, too. I frowned  at  the  back  of  her  head  when  I  felt  her  pussy,  deep  inside,  start  to rapidly contract around my cock, impeding my ability to thrust fully and deeply into her, she got so tight around me. Just as I was thinking that that was typically the signal that she was on the cusp of climaxing, her body seized up all over, her back  muscles  strained  under  me,  and  I  felt  her  pussy  release  and  clamp  and release again, and a fresh barrage of her cum flow out of her.

She flopped down lifelessly under me and she chuckled quietly into the sheets under her. But Brit gave her no time. She shoved me off her, my dick still hard and my heart still pounding, to roll me on my back and drag Dani out from under me by the wrist. I could hear Luli “signing off for now!” and handing it back to Dani, who Brit pushed, so freshly fucked, her own juice ran down her thigh, in front  of  the  camera  Tori  started  already  rolling.  Dani  was  to  interview  the speakers, prompt them, get them talking in a loose question-and-answer format.

Dani did one body shiver and a sideways grin at the camera. I shut my eyes and rolled away. I didn’t want to see — it was obvious to anyone that that girl had  just  cum.  Her  eyes,  her  mouth,  her  hair  —  all  of  them,  her  Luli,  and  Jun, were  all  looking  the  same  when  they  appeared  on  camera:  freshly  fucked.  A pattern  was  emerging.  If  anyone  was  paying  attention  at  home,  they’d  surely guess something was happening off camera.

I rubbed my eyes and inhaled and tried to get my cock to go down. I needed to go  out  there,  speak  with  Brit,  and  settle  things  down.  But  Holly  came  through the door, not Brit.

“Aren’t you supposed to be out there?” I said. “You’re the event host!”

She  grinned  and  shut  the  door  and  sauntered  over  to  the  bed.  “Supposed  to be,” she said. “But Dani will be busy a little bit longer.” She leaned over the bed, pulled  her  hair  out  of  her  way,  and  sank  her  mouth  down  over  the  head  of  my cock. “I just don’t feel . . . “ she said, and she shrugged and climbed up on the bed. “ . . . myself?” she tried.

She was in a pencil skirt and buttoned-up blue shirt with a men’s white tie. “I could hear Luli earlier in here,” she said. She rocked on one knee and then the other and worked her panties down her legs and off her feet. She knelt high up over my lap and reached under the edge of her skirt and found my cock with her cool, smooth hand. She let her fingers stroke it down and curled her nails in to scratch it coming back up. “It was driving me crazy,” she said. She sank down enough  to  touch  the  head  of  my  straining  cock  with  the  lips  of  her  pussy.  “I forgot where I was and what I was doing,” she said. She let go of my cock and sank her tight, wet pussy down over the head — and then, one slow inch by one slow inch, she engulfed me inside her completely.

I flicked her white tie out of my face and she laughed. I gripped her breasts in my  palms  through  her  shirt  and  lacy  bra  beneath,  and  I  squeezed  her.  She chirped and hung her mouth open in a broad smile, and she chuckled and licked her lips.

“I  just  knew  our  Darryl  was  doing  it  for  everybody  else,  but  nobody  was doing it for poor Darryl,” she said, and she grinned, she pouted, and she mashed her groin down into my groin.

I draped my arm over my eyes and filled my lungs sharply.

Holly  chuckled  and  came  down  over  me  on  her  hands  and  knees  and  she rocked her body back and forth, pumping her pussy up and down on my cock. She pushed her face against my arm to move it out of her way and she sank her mouth over my mouth and she penetrated my lips with her tongue.

“Darryl does everything for everybody, doesn’t he, but he never gets to cum, does he,” she said. “Does he want to cum in Holly’s tight little pussy?”

I  stretched  my  arms  out  to  my  sides  and  clenched  my  fists  in  the  sheets.  I hadn’t  been  up  off  the  bed  the  whole  time.  Holly  pushed  her  straight-locked arms down and pressed her hands into my chest. With her heels and skirt still on, she  rocked  her  hips  on  my  hips  and  worked  her  pussy  up  and  down  over  my cock.  “That’s  it,  baby,”  she  said  in  a  soft,  breathy  voice.  “Cum  in  Holly’s pussy,” she said, and she snorted lightly.

The  dirty  talk  was  new  for  her.  It  began  to  come  up  the  last  few  times,  and though  we  didn’t  talk  about  it  yet,  we  looked  at  each  other  and  communicated that way about it. And what she communicated to me was that she got off on it exceedingly deeply.

“Baby want to fill Holly’s tight little pussy with his cum?” she said in a high, sympathetic voice. “Baby need an orgasm right now?” she said.

I  caressed  and  massaged  her  breasts.  She  started  to  rock  on  me  harder  and deeper.  Her  voice  grew  higher  and  more  breathy.  She  started  using  even  more foul  language,  which  she  didn’t  use  anywhere  outside  the  bedroom.  “Fuck  me baby!”  she  said,  and  she  curled  her  spine  in  and  thrusted  her  hips  down  at  my groin. “Fuck me good and hard!” she cried in a simpering voice.

I would have talked back to her in a similar vein, were I not so swept up in the energy of it. She was taking me up over the top, and it wasn’t the first time for me  that  evening.  She  was  right,  though  —  everybody  was  getting  what  they needed to keep the show rolling on, but I was getting left high and dry left right and centre.

“Cum baby, fuck me good and deep!” she growled at me. But her eyes were closed and her body was tightening. “Fill me up!” she said, barely audibly.

I peered up with one open eye. Her face was filled with tension and her own eyes  were  closed.  She  rocked  on  me  steadily,  but  she  was  losing  her  rhythm.  I knew Holly by then, however. I knew she climaxed a lot. Usually it was several times  in  any  one  session.  She  orgasmed  more  than  anyone,  and  they  liked  to tease her about it, too.

She was fun to watch cumming, as well, the way her body scrunched down, went tight, and the sounds she made, which were always so deep, so harsh, and so guttural.

She started talking to herself more than to me, “Fuck me harder!” and “Fuck me  faster!”  I  was  struggling  to  focus  my  mind  and  hold  myself  off  a  moment longer. I knew that when Holly erupted on me, I was going to lose it, and I loved losing  it  on  her  when  she  was  having  one  of  her  famous,  long  and  engrossing, climaxes.

She clenched her teeth and hardened her body and I knew she was losing it. I held  on  a  bit  longer  —  she  often  came  twice  in  quick  succession  if  I  let  her climax first and then lost it inside her when she was still quivering.

I  felt  her  pussy  quiver  around  my  cock  and  then  I  heard  her  possessed-like voice go deep and low and I knew she was cumming. I smiled and clenched my groin down and held off until she collapsed and started settling down. I knew it was going to be epic, the way I was feeling, the energy I had built up in me with her  and  all  the  others.  Just  when  she  kissed  my  neck  as  though  it  was  over,  I grinned to myself. Little did she know! I grabbed her waist and readied myself to throw her over and drive myself down into her and pound her into the bed and make her cum again, with my own jism gushing from her pussy.

But  just  as  I  readied  to  thrash  her,  her  body  slipped  out  from  under  me.  I darted my gaze around behind me. Brit was dragging her out the door. She even waved at me and blew me a kiss. Holly was pushed in front of a camera — she was instantly on and live. I knew Holly and I knew her body was still climaxing with after-shocks, even while she began to talk to the audience.

I  looked  down  again  at  the  empty  space  under  me,  the  messed  sheets,  the tossed pillow, and the indent in the bed where her knees were, and I fell onto my face and groaned out loud — I even hurt my hard cock.

I rolled over onto my back and clutched my hands around my groin and pulled my knees up. “Ow, ow, ow!” I murmured to myself. But my moment of pain and solace was short lived. The door shut and I peeked up with one eye.

Tori  quickly  yanked  her  skirt  down  and  then  her  panties.  She  laughed,  too, and  she  rolled  onto  her  back,  spread  her  legs,  and  poked  her  feet  up  to  the ceiling.  She  yanked  on  whatever  part  of  my  body  she  could  grab.  She  was laughing.  She  was  kicking.    “Hurry!”  she  said.  “We’re  going  to  announce  the tally soon!”

I groaned and I rolled on top of her the way I had readied myself over top of Holly moments earlier.  I was starting to lose my mind. I needed to struggle to pull  one  eye  open  and  look  down  and  check  to  see  who  it  was  under  me  this time.  But  her  hand,  gripped  tightly  around  my  cock,  should  have  been  hint enough about who it was. Tori was easily the most squirrelly and grabby of all my seven girls. She moaned the most, too, and laughed a lot. She was bubbly.

Both her hands pulled and milked at my cock and she crossed her ankles over my back and locked them hard enough to lift her hips off the bed and search with her pussy for my cock that she tugged down. When I felt her pussy replace her hands  with  their  tighter,  even  more  milking  pull,  she  flung  her  arching  body back  on  the  bed  under  me,  spread  her  arms  wide,  rolled  her  head  side  to  side, and  smiled  wildly  up  at  me.  “Fuck  yeah!”  she  said  in  a  tiny,  breathy  voice. “Hurry, make me cum too!” she pleaded, and she giggled.

Brit leaned through the door. “Need you Tori!” she called through and into the dark.

I  pushed  myself  up  and  off  her,  but  she  tightened  her  heels  in  my  back  and threw  her  arms  around  my  neck  and  came  up  with  me.  I  turned  to  Brit  and shrugged. Tori pushed her face into my neck, bit me, and used her heels in my back  to  thrust  her  body  forward  and  back,  and  her  pussy  up  and  down  on  my cock.

“You have to update the tally!” Brit said to her, trying to pull her off me.

But Tori clung tightly to me and kicked her heels into my ass like I was her horse.  I  walked  with  her  clinging  to  me  to  her  central  work  station  out  in  the main  studio  room.  With  my  cock  still  buried  in  her  pussy,  she  let  herself  hang lower  from  my  neck  and  she  twisted  around  and  reached  for  her  keyboard.  I pulled  her  high  and  perfect  office  chair  out  and  sat  down.  She  spun  around against me and sat down hard on my lap, taking my cock back inside her pussy from behind.

She  bounced  on  me  slowly  and  ground  her  ass  all  over  my  lap,  even  as  she clicked and typed and pointed at Brit to tell her the tally was updated and live on screen. Nobody drew attention to the fact she was fucking me in her chair while doing  her  job.  Having  updated  the  tally,  she  slid  off  my  lap,  bent  over  at  her desk, and stuck her ass up at me.

I stood behind her, I took her hips in my hands, and I thrusted my cock into her  pussy.  She  draped  her  body  over  her  screens  and  hung  on.  With  her  eyes clamped shut she twisted around to face me over her shoulder, and with her body jolting, she said, “That’s so good!”

I scanned around the darkened studio room with its glowing and blinking red and green lights, the place crammed with new and humming tech. The other six girls  were  deeply  absorbed  in  their  duties.  Dani  glanced  at  me,  but  then,  half-grinning,  flipped  me  the  bird  and  looked  back  at  her  screen.  The  event  was coming off without a hitch.

Tori orgasmed in the tiniest way among the seven. It often came up so fast, it caught  me  off  guard,  and  it  was  over  usually  with  a  slight  shiver  of  her  body. She at most emitted a tiny, brief chirp even when it was the most gripping kind to her. Any noisier, and that was her hamming it up. Her climaxes were private matters.

So  it  was  no  surprise  that  she  climaxed  with  me  pummeling  her  body  from behind hung over her desk and computer screens, unaware she was even on the edge.  And  when  she  came,  she  fell  right  back  into  deep  absorption  with  her spreadsheet and her numbers and her calculations. I slipped out of her, my cock still hard and raging. But Tori, her body now soft and yielding, pushed me out of the way as she hooked her ankle around the post of her chair and scooped it back up behind her to sit in.

Naked from my waist to my ankles, I walked back to the VIP room to find my pants  and  get  my  breath.  My  shirt  had  come  off  somewhere  at  some  time.  I walked out of my underwear shorts as they fell around my ankles. I wasn’t even aware that I was completely naked when I came to the VIP doorway and bumped into Brit standing in the way.

She bent at her waist, she grabbed me by my hips, and she pulled me walking backward  into  the  VIP  room.  She  grinned  and  laughed  and  said,  “My  turn, finally!”

Brit and I had something special between us — but it was always unspoken. It was  a  tension.  With  the  other  six  girls,  the  sex  was  unambiguously  and  purely physical  and  strictly  recreational.  With  Brit,  it  was  always  with  the  knowledge that  it  could  have  started  and  ended  with  her  all  the  way  back  at  that  vacation mansion in Mexico before she ever introduced me to Dani and Holly, and then Orchid, and Jun, and Luli, and Tori. It was unspoken between us that the whole thing was her doing and that she put Dani onto me, and then Holly, and then the rest of them, as some way of keeping her and I from getting too close.

Even  now,  she  found  ways  to  keep  things  from  getting  too  personal,  even though we had started to have sex all the time — just as I had so long dreamed of. She turned toward the back of the closed doors, she pushed her hands up high over her head against it, and she spread her feet on the floor in front of it. Brit liked it a little forced. She liked it a little blind. A little trapped.

I yanked her skirt up behind her. She moaned. I pulled her panties down to her knees. She gasped. I seized her hips in my hands. She went “Ah!” The clipboard fell to the floor. She pulled her feet out of her stretched panties. I slapped her ass hard  and  she  yelped.  It’s  what  I  could  have  done  in  Mexico,  but  I  wasn’t  that kind of man yet, back then.

“You’re not needed out there?” I said to her close to her ear in a low, groaning voice. I had scooped the strands of her hair around her neck and licked her skin. She liked me to menace her like that. She never said so, but her body gave her away.

“It’s nearly done,” she said. “They ran it themselves — I was barely needed at all, thanks to you,” she said.

I poked the head of my cock at her pussy, hanging open and wet behind her, and I drove my hips forward and penetrated her hard enough to pin her hips to the back of the door.

“How so?” I said against her ear.

“You fucked all of them, didn’t you,” she said.

I  grunted  and  hurt  her  body  against  the  wood,  I  pressed  her  so  hard  into  it. “Now I have,” I said.

She grunted into the door. “It’s how they all nailed it,” she said, out of breath, groaning as though in pain.

“By me nailing them?” I said. I thrusted her harder with my hips.

She gasped and dropped her mouth wide open. Her cheek pressed sideways to the door. Her eyes clenched shut. “Focusing them,” she said, barely able to talk.

This time, I thought to myself, I’m finishing it. I leaned hard against her back and  rammed  her  from  behind,  burying  my  cock  deep  in  her  grasping  and  slick pussy. I wasn’t going to stop. I wasn’t going to be pulled off. Brit cried out loud and pretended to struggle to free herself. It’s what she liked best. I pinned her to the door harder, and I felt my muscles twinge and my vision go dark.

She  said  things,  or  moaned  them,  and  her  body  struggled  and  her  breath stopped.  I  was,  however,  this  time  the  one  losing  control.  I  fucked  her  deep, hard, and methodically. I was, for once that day, using the girl, instead of being used by them. I wasn’t  going  to  stop,  either,  not  until  it  was  me  running  down someone else’s legs. I grunted more forcefully and I squished poor Brit into the door even harder.

I felt my foot twitch and my mind flooded. The tension in my limbs hardened. I held her hips in my hands and lit into her with wild abandon. I felt the squeeze rush  up  my  legs  and  down  my  body,  and  begin  to  grow  inside  my  core.  I clenched down and held it back, increasing the pressure, nearing the trip line. I couldn’t  hear  Brit  anymore,  I  couldn’t  see  her,  I  could  barely  even  feel  her.  I motored myself into her and smashed her into the door at speed.

My toes curled and my head rolled back. I sucked breath in and held it. I was curled  up  behind  her  like  a  humping  dog.  Every  muscle  in  my  legs  and  arms went  stiff  as  steel.  I  clenched  my  teeth,  I  grimaced  widely,  and  I  clamped  my eyes shut. A long, pained groan escaped the back of my throat.

I  felt  the  climax  enter  my  cock  and  rush  to  the  tip.  Still  I  fucked  her  ragged body like I was thrashing a stick. Everything came to a painful point in the very tip of the head of my cock. I sucked more breath in my lungs than they held. My stomach  was  clenched  as  tight  as  a  steel  wall.  My  calves  cramped.  My  neck bulged to the point of breaking. Wavering on my toes and heels, I thrusted my hips  against  Brit’s  body  hard  enough  to  break  her  through  the  door.  Her  body slammed  against  it.  Everything  rushed  to  my  head,  the  tip  of  the  head  of  my cock went white hot, and I felt the orgasm thrust forward from the centre of my body and out to my groin.

Just then, both Brit and I were flung backward from the door. We flew across the floor and crashed into the bed. Brit rolled off me and over the bed and above my head. Still gripped in the black terror of a moment held over the precipice, I felt myself covered in a mass of curling, contorting, and collapsing flesh.

My  hearing  flickered  on.  The  room  was  filled  with  female  voices  laughing and cooing and ahhing and oohing. I tried to lift my head but I was buried under legs and arms and heads and hair. The shock stood me back from the precipice I had  been  wavering  over.  One  mouth  covered  my  mouth.  Another  mouth swallowed my cock. Five other mouths kissed and licked and bit and nibbled my body all over.

“I’m gonna cum,” I groaned.

Everybody  shouted  for  Brit.  I  was  drained  of  strength  and  couldn’t  even  lift my head. Bodies flew over and around me. And then one body — Brit’s — was lowered down over me. Brit guided my cock into her pussy and settled down on me to rock on me, envelope me inside her, and to fuck me slow and sweetly. Jun and Luli curled up on both my sides and cooed and kissed me on the shoulders and chest. Tori and Dani leaned over my face and kissed my cheeks and neck. Holly  and  Orchid  rubbed  my  legs  and  kissed  my  stomach  and  sides.  And  Brit leaned down over me and smiled at me and kissed my mouth.

I  exploded  with  the  spray  of  Old  Faithful  up  into  her  pussy.  It  felt  like everything  on  the  inside  came  out  of  me.  And  all  my  girlfriends  groaned  and moaned like it was they who were climaxing, and they licked and kissed me and petted me and soothed me until I passed out into a deep, lost sleep.

I came out of the dark room later, rubbing my eyes wondering where everyone was. They were chattering quietly in the studio, packing equipment away, rolling up  cables,  taking  down  screens.  I  staggered  and  steadied  myself  and  emerged into the main room far enough to fall down on the couch.

“How’d we do?” I said.

Brit spun around from a box she was closing. “Exceeded the goal!” she said with her eyes dancing and her grin all the way around her face.

Everybody  whooped  and  hollered  and  clapped  at  each  other,  at  me,  and  at everyone together.

“Without a hitch,” Holly said.

We  decided  to  treat  ourselves  to  a  celebratory  meal  out,  altogether.  We clinked  our  glasses  of  champagne.  I  stood  up  and  offered  the  toast.  “To  all  of you, and the launch of a very successful business!” I said.

We  were  just  about  to  all  sip  in  unison  when  a  voice  broke  from  over  my shoulder behind me.

“Except of one small detail,” it said.

I spun around. I recognized that voice!
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