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The new virtual events hosting company the girls and I launched from the basement of our shared house pulled off its inaugural event smooth as chocolate pudding. We clinked champagne flutes around the restaurant table. I stood up and held out my glass with my elbow up and out triumphantly, and I said, “To the start of something beautiful!” But I didn’t quite touch the glass to my lips before an old familiar voice from behind me made me double clutch.

“Except for one small detail,” it said.

I spun around. It was Kiera, my ex, who I last saw — who I broke up with — the day before I flew to Mexico to console myself with my oldest and best friend, Brit, who had since become something more than only a best friend, though what we were to each other now was hard to say.

“Kiera!” I said.

“Fancy meeting you here!” she said. She raised herself on her toes and attempted to kiss my lips and then my cheek with her puckered lips, but I pulled back just quickly enough for her to kiss the air between us.

“Too many names to introduce everyone,” I said, “but everyone, this is Kiera, my . . . “ I said, but I stuttered and stammered.

“His ex girlfriend that he dumped for a trip to Mexico!” she said, and she laughed in that way you laugh when something’s the opposite of funny to you.

She slipped her hand around inside my elbow and turned me with her and took me to the other side of the restaurant, toward a table of four girls.

“My workmates!” she said. She had become a flight attendant on intercontinental routes. “It’s our first time all together out here!” she said. “This is Brooke, and Zoe, and Trinity, and April!” she said, grinning and nodding at each of them. I nodded back politely. “This is my boyfriend — sorry,” she said, and she tapped my forearm that she continued to squeeze in a hold between her arm and ribs, “my ex boyfriend, Darryl!”

“How are you,” I said to the floor more than to anyone in particular. She had intended that mistake.

“Darryl drives taxi cabs,” she said. “Are you still doing that?” she said to me. “He’s a painter, too!”

“Yeah, no,” I said, and I rotated the ball of my toes into the floor side to side. “Not so much anymore,” I said and I chuckled. I didn’t want to give too much away. The distance in time and mood between us was like looking through the wrong end of binoculars.

“So who are they?” Kiera said with that same plastic grin flight attendants wear at the open door to the planes at the end of interminably long flights.

I spun around and gazed across the room to the table of seven girls laughing and clinking drinks and whooping and hollering. “Them?” I said. “Yeah, they’re students,” I said. “I’m caretaker of a house,” I said. “I’m the building manager, I guess,” I said to the girls around my ex’s table.

“They’re celebrating something with you, though?” Kiera said, probing, prying.

I spun around again and looked at them all. It was hard to think up any likely story so fast. “Yeah, no, they came up with a little side-gig, something they invented and it makes a little money, maybe,” I said, trying not to give too much away.  “Kind of just kicked it off last night,” I said.

“And are you their painter or their driver?” Kiera said.

Visions of the previous night came back to me, the 8-person sprawling and naked orgy all over the bed in our VIP room, the harmony of high-pitched and frantic breathy gasps, the shuddering bodies, the flooding pussies. My ejaculate flying in great arcs over their pretty faces and perky breasts.

“Just the building manager,” I said, and I swallowed hard.

“They’re all so cute,” Kiera said, glaring over my shoulder behind me. “How are you keeping your hands off them?”

I smiled and chuckled. “Yeah, with difficulty, I guess,” I said, and I rolled my eyes and shook my head. Her four friends were all staring up at me expectantly, their eyes wide, their mouths held open, four girls as though at their first communion, all of them hanging on my every word like I was some sort of celebrity descending down to their humble table.

Kiera leaned into my neck and nibbled on my earlobe. “I can come over if you want, later,” she said. “Are you still in that apartment on Kent?” She snorted lightly against my skin. Her hand snuck down my back and squeezed my ass. She hated that apartment.

“No, not there anymore. I live in the house,” I said.

“You live with all those girls?” she said, standing back from me. 

I glanced over my shoulder at them again. “Yeah,” I said after a pause. It was hard for me to believe at times, too.

“How on earth do you manage to live in a house with six girls?” she said.

“You barely managed a weekend alone with one, before.”

I chuckled. “Seven of them, actually,” I said.

“Well,” she said, popping her eyes wide at the table behind me and over my shoulder. “We’re all sharing two adjoining hotel rooms downtown, so you can’t come over to visit with me there,” she said. “My friends wouldn’t keep their hands off you!” she said loud enough for them all to hear. They cheered and whooped. “Not sure what that would turn into!” she said, and she laughed and high-fived one of them.

I cleared my throat and looked at the floor.

“So give me your new address then, dummy!” she said.

I didn’t think it was a great idea to do that, but I saw no way out of it.

Back at home, I flopped down on the couch in the main room and sighed. Holly flopped down beside me and pulled her legs up under her and brushed my hair sideways off my forehead with her light, dangling fingers. “What’s the matter, poopsy?” she said.

“I don’t know what she wants,” I said.

Dani flopped down on my other side and pulled her legs up under her the same way. “She wants you,” she said. “She sees what you are now, and she regrets losing faith in you.”

“Unlikely,” I said. “She’s very conservative, bordering on the prudish.” I chuckled. “If she knew an ounce of what was going on in here, she’d lose her freaking mind.”

“Maybe she’s changed,” Brit said. She knelt in front of the couch and flopped her body down over my lap so that her hair fanned out over my jeans. I stroked my fingers through it and massaged her temples. “Look at you,” she said. “You’ve changed.

“True that,” I said, and I chuckled. She’s the only one who knew me both before and after. “Lots has happened since I went down to Mexico with you that time.”

Brit snorted. “You think?”

I tidied up the house and cleaned up the kitchen. If I supposedly managed the house, I thought it should look at least somewhat managed. Then I straightened up my small proctor’s room at the front of the house. I made sure the trap door in the middle of the floor was well obscured by the oval rug. No need for Kiera to get curious about what was down there.

I sank back into my tall-back and comfy office chair that Brit made a present of for me, and spun side to side thinking. Jun, Luli, and Tori burst in wearing only panties and bras, laughing and squealing and holding hands. I lost my train of thought immediately. That was no doubt their intention. They saw me pensive earlier.

“Just so your ex knows who’s boss now,” Tori said, and they all came down onto their knees around the front of my chair. They kissed each other and laughed playfully and bumped each other’s elbows and shoulders, crowding each other out around my lap. Six little hands and countless long, elegant fingers, pulled and twisted at the waist of my jeans, and they tugged my pants and shorts down to my knees with moaning, groaning, and chuckling insistence.

They laughed and play-fought over who got their hands around my shaft first. Jun and Luli kissed the sides of my cock from the base to the head and kissed each other over the top. Tori pushed her face between their two faces and pushed her pursed lips down over the tip of the head of my cock. Jun bit her lip and pushed her hand into the back of Tori’s head and watched from a low angle and close up as my cock filled her mouth with Jun pushing down on the back of her head.

Jun tugged Tori’s hair to pull her up and, moaning with some pain, Tori came up and off me, saliva and pre-cum strings stretching from her full and pouting lips to my hard and thick cock, and they French-kissed each other. Luli moaned and pushed her own mouth down over the length of my cock and swirled her tongue around the shaft inside her mouth as madly as a snake, writhing and snapping around me.

She came up and off me with a pop and Jun fell down the length of my cock next and swirled her tongue around me even more frantically inside her mouth. When she came up and off, Tori took me even further down into her throat.

Jun and Luli kissed and licked me all over my legs and hips and abdomen as Tori pumped her hand and mouth slowly and lightly up and down my cock. Their tongues were soft and stiff at the same time, hot and wet and pointed. Their lips were pushed into my skin like girls sealing love letters with lipstick. They moaned, sending light vibrations through my groin. They had all just come from the shower and the smell of rain, of a cut lawn, and of feminine sweat filled my nose.

Tori sucked on me in a way that insisted against me, that pulled me up and out of myself. She cupped her cool palm around my balls and gently encouraged me, warm and rhythmically. She played her flat tongue out her mouth and slurped me with it up and down to the base of my shaft. The heat was too much. Her lips were too soft. Her moans were too light, too airy, too needy. I was losing my mind.

I gripped the arms of my office chair and curled my toes down hard. Jun and Luli giggled and Tori pushed her shoulders up higher and dropped her head down lower. I strained in my biceps and bulged in my neck. Tori would not change her pace or pressure. She ignored all the signs. Jun and Luli playfully kissed each other and licked me with even more enthusiasm all over. Their hands roamed up under my t-shirt and clutched at my chest. Their fingers curled down and their nails scratched at my skin.

I shook all over and Tori dropped her mouth deeper down over me and sucked on me harder. She wrapped her hands under my thighs and pulled. Jun groaned as though it was her on the cusp of climax. Luli shivered. Tori pushed her mouth further down on me and took the head of my cock into her throat. I saw it bulge.

I planked out of my chair and vibrated like I was gripping a high-voltage wire. They all cooed and gasped. Tori pushed her mouth down over my cock taking me deeper in her throat and she jerked me off with her swallowing muscles. I could not stop myself from ejaculating like a geyser hard enough I worried I’d pop the top of her head off.

It was too much, even for her. My cum gushed out her nose. She squealed and recoiled and laughed hysterically, slapping at her face. My cock continued to ejaculate in great, arcing spurts, before Luli got the head in her mouth, and swallowed what she could before it came out her mouth and ran down her chin. Luli tittered and licked me up all over. The doorbell rang just as I fell back in my chair, still erupting with after-tremors of cum dribbling out and down my cock.

I stuffed it in my pants and did up my button. Jun, Luli, and Tori danced on their does and flew like sprites out of my room and down the hallways, laughing and squealing.

I let Kiera in. She toured my room and went out to the main rooms where most of the girls were in their at-home t-shirts and drawstring pants crouched over their laptops and doing school work.

“You’re really not seeing any of them?” she said. “You should. They’re all so cute.”

“Wouldn’t be appropriate,” I said. “I’m sort of unofficially the proctor. This used to be a sorority house,” I said.

She steered me back into my room and closed the door. “It’s been a while, hasn’t it,” she said, and she smirked out one side of her mouth. She opened her suit jacket and let it slide down her arms extended behind her, and she caught its neck in her finger and thumb, and draped it over the back of my new high office chair. I spotted a drop of fresh, glistening cum on the seat and pulled my eyes away.

“Where have you been to lately?” I said, trying to steer the conversation away.

“Every continent and then some, it feels like,” she said. She sat down on the seat of my chair and I shut my eyes momentarily. There was no telling her what she sat in. She disapproved of masturbation, so that excuse was out. We couldn’t have anyone including her learn anything about any contact at all of an illicit nature between me and the residents of the house. Kiera couldn’t be sworn to secrecy, either. Her adherence to principles and the rule of law was obsessive and compulsive. We didn’t watch movies that hinted in their description at even the chance of a sexualized scene, let alone a bona fide sex scene. She never used words for anything sex related, just beading eye expressions to stand in for the words. You had to have the deciphering skills of an ancient Egyptian archeologist to conduct a meaningful conversation with her about any related subject.

“You must be tired,” I said.

“Not so tired,” she said, and she grinned.

I was unaccustomed to her flirting. “Let me just step out and get some wine,” I said. “Maybe a small plate of nibbles.”

She nodded and smiled. I slipped out and darted around the house looking for Brit. I needed advice. Kiera was acting strange. She knew Kiera a little bit from before and would be able to tell me if I was imagining things. But she wasn’t in the main room and she wasn’t in her bedroom. In fact, nobody was in the main room, the kitchen, or in any of their bedrooms.

Our basement had an entrance around outside that was well hidden by shrubs. We didn’t use it much, preferring to drop down through the hole in the floor in my room, which always felt more daring and spy craft-like. I went outside and around the back of the house and cleared my way through the branches to the door and I tapped on it.

Dani opened it. She acted like she knew I was coming. She yanked my wrist hard enough to nearly dislocate my shoulder, and she pulled me across the floor and directly into the VIP room, which was located directly under my room upstairs.

There on the bed were Brit, Holly, Jun, Luli, Tori, and Orchid. Dani pushed me and laughed and, stunned at the sight of them all, I fell down and into the bed with them. They were all in panties and bras or camis or satin shorts and tops, and they all tittered and moaned and crawled over each other like it was a snake pit I’d fallen into. They let their movie roll on but smothered me under a sea of bare, writhing limbs.

They were hamming it up, and laughing, too, all of them pretending to be in a porn movie all at once. I tried to crab-walk away from them, but they teased me, throwing themselves on me and moaning about how they can’t live without me, and other silly lines. They held me down. Dani pushed the loose, gold satin fabric of the front of her cami shorts all around my face, thrusting her hips at my mouth.

“Poor thing, not getting any tonight?” she said.

I struggled to pull myself up, but Jun and Luli sat their bums down on my arms spread out to my sides. Orchid and Dani sat on my legs the same way. All four of them gyrated and moaned like they were losing their minds sexually, rubbing their crotches on my limbs. It was an act and it was overdone, but my cock doesn’t know the difference, and it raged inside my pants. Holly and Brit took turns kissing me and laughing. I made the mistake of telling them how impossible it was to imagine my ex ever watching a porn flick.

“You need to be quiet,” I said.

Brit shushed me and tsk’ed-tsk’ed. “Don’t you worry,” she cooed in my ear. “Darryl’s harem is here for you, baby.”

Somebody opened my pants and somebody else fished out my cock. A mouth closed around it. Several hands pumped on it. Another mouth replaced the first mouth and hands felt me up all over my balls, my legs, my body, and my face.

I strained to pull myself up. “I have to go back up,” I groaned. “She will wonder where I am.”

“Shh,” Brit said, and she kissed my mouth deeply. “Just relax, baby.”

My head fell back into the pillows and a third mouth fought the first two mouths to take my cock inside it and to pump down on it.

I gave up and laid back. The girls cooed and rubbed me and someone’s wet pussy snuggled down over my cock. I strained in my stomach. Brit laughed and nibbled my ear. Dani straddled my face backward and dangled her bared pussy lips over my mouth. I touched them with my protruding tongue and her body shivered.

Whoever it was who fucked me started kissing Dani. They both knelt high up over my body and groaned too loud against each other, one on my cock, the other on my mouth. I saw in the corner of my eye Luli and Jun fall over and away, lost in their own love-making, like they often did, lately. Tori and Orchid watched Dani and — I surmised, Holly — fuck my mouth and my cock, and they dropped their mouths open and masturbated.

Brit chuckled in my ear. “Your old girlfriend would be so shocked,” she said.

I didn’t have a chance to confirm that thought. Holly ground her hips down on my groin and her pussy sucked my cock up inside her. I slapped the sheets of the bed and strained in my neck. But those lithe little bodies pressed their weight down on my arms and legs, pinning me to the bed like so many Lilliputians, straining against my strains. Dani began to orgasm on my face. I felt Holly leak all over my lap. I erupted up and into her, lifting her body off the bed, I strained so hard in my hips.

I rolled onto my side and the girls rolled away from me. It was intense. But it was not unlike any number of other work-breaks the whole house took together. We were casual with each other after. I got dressed and went back out the back door. They did that sort of thing to me often. “Got to back up,” I said.

“Good luck with that,” Brit said, and she rolled her eyes at me and grinned.

I brought a plate of nibbles and two glasses with the bottle of wine into my room. At first I thought Kiera might have heard or somehow seen something — I couldn’t see where she was. Then she flung the sheets of my bed back and she laughed.

She was in my bed. And she was evidently naked. “Poor thing,” she said. “If you’re not getting any, then why not?” she said, and she laughed uproariously.

We had made love back in the day, but it was always with lights out and much preparation put in. It was “special” she always said. “It’s not a game.”

That was the old her. I put the food and glasses down on my table. “Come on!” she said, and she pushed the sheets further away, confirming that she was completely naked. She had never been completely naked with me before, and certainly not in daylight hours. “If you’re not getting any, you might as well let me help you. It’s a mercy fuck,” she said, and she squealed and covered her mouth.

A mercy fuck? With what had been going on all year, the only form mercy could take with me was to be not fucked or sucked or kissed or stroked for at least one day and one night. I couldn’t tell Kiera what I just came up from. There was no choice but to take my clothes off and climb in bed with her.

She watched me and giggled. I lay down on my back. She flung the sheets over our bodies and threw her body over mine. She crouched over me and pulled her hair in a gathered chord around her shoulder and dropped her face down to kiss me lightly.

“How long has it been for you, poor thing?” she said. “Not since I left you, has it?”

I bit my tongue. Not only had I been the one to leave her, but for me, it had been at that point less than two minutes since I last “had it,” in the room directly below her, and with seven girls all at once, too. 

She sank her hips down and took my cock inside her pussy. I was hard, but not stiff. I was still in recovery mode from the VIP bed downstairs. “There,” she cooed. “Remember how that feels?”

Besides provoking me, she was confusing me, as well. She never used to talk when we played around. Sex was always a serious thing. She also never initiated things. It was always to be, in her mind, plausibly deniable. She had to have sufficient cover from her own surveiling self to explain to herself that she was taken advantage of. It was always a fraught experience, sex with her.

She ground her hips down into mine and I grunted under her. She was considerably heavier than any of the seven in my harem. I wasn’t used to the weight. Four of my girlfriends weren’t even 100 pounds. She humped me and breathed hard in my ear.

“Kiera,” I said.

She gasped and buried her face in my neck. I looked at her head doubtfully. Was she already cumming? She shivered and fell off me and pulled the sheets up and over her body. I knew what was coming: the crippling doubt.

I let things lie as they were, rolled over to spoon her, and we fell asleep. She was always overcome with shame after, and that, at least, hadn’t seemed to change.

Sometime in the middle of the night, the light from the crack in my door made me peel open my sleep-stuck eyes. It was Holly and Orchid sneaking in. The covered their mouths and snickered.

“Get out, you guys!” I shouted in a whisper.

They crouched down and closed the distance to me on their hands and knees. They were both on the verge of bursting out laughing. I glared at their slinking shapes with my eyes beading out. I glanced over my shoulder. Kiera was out.

Orchid lifted the side of the bedsheets. I tried to push them back down with my hand but they both struggled against me until they pulled the sheets over their heads. I rolled onto my back to peer over at Kiera beside me through the corners of my eyes and I gasped. One of them had sunk her mouth down over my cock. I pulled the sheet up and peeked under it. It was Orchid at first, but she came off, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand and, gripping the base of my cock, held it toward Holly’s mouth. She sank down on it deeper than Orchid had. They took turns on me, and I dropped the sheet over their heads and laid my head back into the pillows and stared at the ceiling.

They were wet with their tongues and hard with their suction. The sounds of sloshing cock-sucking filled the quiet room. It would be a disaster of epic proportions if my ex woke up. I rolled sideways, pushed Holly and Orchid away, and guided them in front of me out the door that I gently closed behind me.

I shushed them and took them outside, around the side of the house, and downstairs. I decided to sit on the couch rather than sprawl on the bed directly under my ex above. Jun and Luli came tottering in through the door after us. I rolled my eyes and slapped the cushions beside me. The four of them giggled and got naked and began climbing all over me and each other. It was all I could do to at least put my finger to my lips and shush them to stay quiet. There was no stopping them, though, I knew that well enough by then.

I slunk down in the couch. Luli got on her knees between my legs and sank her mouth down over my cock. Jun and Orchid stifled their giggling and knelt at my sides and pushed their small breasts into my face and over my lips and nose and eyes. Holly leaned over me from behind the couch and massaged my temples and the base of my skull and my nape. “Enjoy baby,” she cooed in my ear.

“Shh,” I said to her.

“I know,” she said, and she pushed Orchid’s body aside enough to wrap herself around me and kiss me on my mouth, sinking her tongue between my lips. I slipped my hand up between Jun’s legs and found her pussy, hot, wet and swollen. I sank my finger inside and she recoiled and moaned and pushed her chest into my face harder.

Orchid and Holly started kissing each other and I touched and tickled Orchid’s pussy. She pulled her hips back, but when I relented, she pushed them forward and gyrated them, searching for my finger. Jun tugged my face and held it with both her hands to kiss me long and deep on the mouth. Luli slurped on my cock and pumped me in her hand.

I heard a noise and, alarmed, I spun around. But it was Dani and Brit. They laughed and I shushed them with my finger to my lips l ike I had all the others. Behind them came Tori, of course, and why not.

I was pushed and pulled and tugged and stroked. Soon I was lying on my back down the length of the couch with my head propped up on the arm. Squeezed between me and the back cushions was Tori, naked like everybody else, rubbing my shoulder and chest and making out with me, moaning and licking me, her tiny body writhing against mine. On my other side clinging to the edge of the cushions was Luli, kissing me when she tugged my face away from Tori, and grinding her groin into my right hip, her breath panting, her eyes big and dark. Jun and Orchid were both on their knees between my spread legs, crouching together and taking turns slurping their loose and wet mouths up and down my cock. Holly sat on the arm of the couch behind my head with her legs widely spread around behind Tori and Luli, and she massaged my temples and skull and behind my ears. Dani sat sideways facing me and she rubbed the souls of my feet with her deeply probing thumbs. Brit sat on the arm of the couch at the other end behind her. She made eyes at me and smiled and rubbed her pussy with glistening fingers.

“Heaven, I’m in heaven,” I heard the song play in my mind. I felt myself leave my body and float over the scene, looking down. My body was flat on its back, my legs straight out, my arms widely spread. Two cute girls ground their hips and chests into my sides. Two other cute girls crouched between my legs and took turns licking and sucking on my cock. Another two cute girls massaged the sides of my head and the soles of my feet. And, finally, one more extremely cute girl, my first crush in life, showed me her pussy, showed me herself rubbing it, and her eyes went glassy at mine, her mouth fell open and grinned, and her hips gyrated from her light, slow touch. She pushed a breast up into her mouth and circled her nipple with her poking tongue, wetting herself there, and laughing at me.

I saw from up in the ceiling floating above my body the door creep open. I saw the foot step inside. I was frozen to the top, unable to re-inhabit my body, unable to come unglued and down to my body. I looked at myself below me, my eyebrows dancing high up my forehead, my eyelids lightly closed, and my lips spread wide with the most contented smile possible. My body was pulled and pushed and rubbed and soothed, ridden and sucked, even, by seven moaning and undulating nubile princesses. I heard myself murmur in melody from under the contorting mass of seven naked and feminine bodies, “I seem to find the happiness I seek when we’re dancing cheek to cheek, to heaven, I’m in heaven.” I held my breath. I couldn’t move. I was frozen with terror.

“Mexico? With Brit?” Kiera laughed and she sneered at me, that day back then. I told her I wanted out of it, I wanted change. She reverted to warning me, the way she always did in reaction to anything new I ever wanted to try. “Ha!” she shouted, throwing her head back. I had wanted to do it without a fight, and I could have done it over text, but I thought in person was the respectful way. “You’re permanently in the friend-zone with that Brit!” she scoffed. “You’ll never get anything from her, if that’s what you’re after!”

I felt grateful that she reacted like that, that she reverted to form so quickly and easily. It made my decision to scram and take Brit up on her offer to have me down to her family’s summer mansion in Mexico much easier to settle on. But she was a vengeful one, that Kiera. She could hold a grudge. And I knew my fleeing to Brit for comfort and solace was going to burn her up inside. She sneered at the wealth. She knew all the families, too. She could wreck so much. And she would not hesitate.

She stepped inside the basement door and brought her cupped hands up to her face. She raised her eyebrows up through the top of her forehead and she filled her lungs and held her breath. I hung from the top of the room a moment longer before the ghost body I filled evaporated and my eyes closed, my head fell back, and I settled like dew settling on flower petals back into my body prone on the couch. It was the last place I wanted to be. I opened my eyes.

My seven girls slowly, smoothly, pulled up and back from me and gathered the blankets strewn around the couch over their naked bodies and sat up, everyone quiet as mice. They all looked with wide, bulging eyes at Kiera who stood stock still inside the door, not breathing, her eyes not even seeing, she looked so deeply through me and through the arm of the couch, the floor of the basement, and the Earth underneath, all the way out to outer space that yawned out the other side. 

It was only after a few moments that I dropped my eyes down her body and realized she was dressed as though ready to go in her flight uniform, and I squinted my eyes, confused.

“I told them to come get me at 3,” she said. “We have an early flight out.”

I frowned with confusion. Behind her, four girls filed in through the door — Brooke, Zoe, Trinity, and April. April shut the door behind her with her foot extending on her leg pushing out. “Not that early,” she murmured, and she snickered.

“Oh my god,” Kiera said through her cupped hands that she parted slightly. “What is this?” she said.

“Can’t you tell what this is?” Trinity said. She rolled her eyes and bumped her shoulder into Kiera’s shoulder.

“Does anyone know about this?” Zoe said. She began to grin as widely as Trinity was grinning.

Brooke and April looked sideways at each other past Kiera between them and they both smirked. “Why didn’t you say?” April said, and she stepped one step forward. She sneered crookedly at the couch groaning under the weight of the eight of us, and began to pull the tail of the belt that cinched her blue and grey uniform dress around her waist.

Kiera stared at me but spoke to April. “He’s changed,” she said in a state of near-trance. “I guess.” She also began to feed the tail of her belt through its loop.

“Is anybody going to tell?” Brooke said. She pulled down the zipper of her dress behind her. The shoulders fell down her arms and she held the dress as she stepped out of it. She turned as casually as someone looking for a glass of water to drape her dress over the arm of a chair behind her. She was in black heels, dark sheer stockings, athletic grey cotton panties and bra, and nothing else.

Zoe, Trinity, and April, all in a row with Brooke shoulder to shoulder to shoulder, pulled the zippers down their backs, let their uniform dresses fall from their shoulders, and tossed them behind them over the same chair. They were all in the same black heels and the same dark stockings, Zoe in gleaming white panties and bra, Trinity in shimmering black satin, and April in red.

Kiera chuckled and shook her head at me and rolled her eyes. Still staring at me, she let her own uniform fall from her body, and stepped out of it. “Now this,” she said, “is what I call a layover!” I gasped. She did not seem like the same Kiera.

All five of the girls came to the other seven girls on the couch. Brit, ever the host, popped up and put music on. Champagne was poured. Everyone started to giggle, at first nervously, and then with awed exploration. There were tentative kisses and careful touches. Eyes met eyes. Lips were bit. There was tentative kissing.

I pulled my knees up and rolled onto my side attempting to slip out from inside the much-expanded mass of bodies, but Brit pressed my shoulders down from behind me and leaned low over my ear. “Oh no you don’t,” she said. “You have to stay right here.”

“Why?” I said, giving in to her downward pressure on my shoulders.

“Because, silly,” she said, and she kissed my neck under my ear. “Without you in the middle of it, it’s just . . . “ she paused.

“Just 12 girls playing around with each other?” I said.

“Just 12 girls playing around with each other,” she said. “Which of course none of us do because we’re not like that, are we,” she said, and she snorted and kissed my neck.

“But with me here?” I said.

“With you here,” she said, “each of us get to tell ourselves there was a man, of course, so it wasn’t that.” She licked my ear with the tip of her tongue.

I attempted to sit up again, but she pressed me down. Everyone was kissing everyone else. The remaining clothes that the new girls had on soon came off. Everyone was naked. They explored each other, they marveled at each other, and they surprised each other. When I was ready — when she decided I was ready — Brit let me up, and I came to my feet.

Someone turned the music up louder. We already knew that down in that basement, we could have it as loud as a club, and it was virtually soundproofed from outside. In ways that only psychologists could explain, it became the rule that we were only allowed to stand and dance on the space given for us by the round carpet that extended out from the front of the couch. I began to dance to the beat. The 12 young, nude female bodies bounced to the beat with me, all pressed together tightly inside the circle of the rug.

Girls bent at their waists and stuck their tushes out into the hips of other girls. Girls twisted on their waists and seized other girl’s faces in their hands and buried their tongues in their mouths. Feminine hands, all fine and white and painted on their nails, wrapped around breasts from behind and massaged. Palms cupped pussies. Smooth, toned stomachs bumped and rubbed. Arms reached up to the ceiling and knees bent and twisted. Cries of freedom and relief rose from the mass of writhing, contorting, and mashing-up bodies.

I turned on my feet by small increments all the way around in the very middle of the undulating mass of bare, hot, and smooth flesh that pushed against me and lifted me and dropped me in time with the incessant beat of the tunes. All around me, blonde hair in loose cascades, short, bob-cut hair in shimmering black, brunette and red and sandy, straight and wavy, long and short, bounced and flew at the height of my chin. I surveyed around the tops of their collectively undulating heads, their hair intermixing and flying around, their shoulders rising and falling, their bodies pressing and turning, and I raised my face to the ceiling and dropped my chin to my chest.

They laughed and moaned and squealed and shrieked. Someone took my cock in her hand, someone else took it in her mouth. Another head of hair dropped down between the heads and another face lifted like mine to the ceiling, and her eyes closed and her chin dropped open. The mass of bodies moved as though powered by no one and everyone at the same time across the floor and into the VIP room. We laughed and squealed as each of our legs in turn felt the edge of the bed, and the pressure of the group surged to bring us all falling down on the bed together.

It felt like the whole bed spun slowly around. I ended up spread-eagled in the middle of it. It appeared as though the five new girls were mixing in well with the other seven, I thought to myself, and I laughed at the mere thought of it.

Kiera’s head came out of the mass of young limbs and plopped down on the pillow beside my face. “How long has this been going on?” she murmured to me. We rolled our faces toward each other. Someone was eating her out. Someone else was sucking my cock.

“It began in Mexico,” I said to her.

“When did you get with Brit?” she said. “I thought for sure she friend-zoned you.”

“She did,” I said. “But I’m not with her. She took me from the friend-zone straight to the harem zone,” I said.

My ex gazed around at the other eleven girls moaning and squirming together, kissing, rubbing, licking and caressing their bodies everywhere altogether. “Is that what this is?” she said to me. “Your harem?”

“I guess so,” I said, and I rolled over, I found an unoccupied pussy that I sank my mouth into, and another one to finger. Kiera rolled away the other way, and swam equally effortlessly into and through the beating, swelling and heaving mass of flesh.

I came up to find Jun’s face. “Hi!” she said, as though caught by surprise. I twisted around and found the face of Zoe. “Nice to meet you,” she said, and she shivered and gasped for some reason I couldn’t see. I crawled on my hands and knees and came face to face with April, who was also crawling on her hands and knees. She said nothing but she buried her tongue in my mouth and we necked. When I opened my eyes, I was surprised to find it was Brooke with whom I was necking. She dropped down my body and took my cock in her mouth. The mouth that had been sucking my cock came up and took her place, and that was Trinity.

“Like this every night down here?” she said, and she snickered.

“Not every night,” I said.

Her and I knelt up high together and against one another, kissing and hugging in the middle of the all the groaning and moaning. “But this is clearly not the first time,” she said.

“No,” I said.

She sank her mouth over mine. Someone else draped their body over my back and stuck her tongue in my ear.

“We have a layover here every two weeks,” Trinity said. “It would be so easy,” she whispered in my ear.

“But you aren’t like that,” I said.

She snickered. “No, we’re not!” she said. “But you’re here, aren’t you. At least one man!” she said, and she squealed into my ear and wriggled against me.

I pushed my back against the headboard and lifted myself to up to standing on the bed. I looked down. Spread around me all over the bed, the 12 girls writhed and spasmed together. One’s climax spawned another’s. Bodies started to buckle and shake. Necks clenched and hands strained. The wave of orgasm spread like a bomb through the mass of bodies. They all cried in their light or heavy or breathy or pitched voices.

I stroked my own cock looking down over the limbs and stomachs and breasts and hips and asses that jutted and clenched and shimmied and shook, and I sprayed my cum in wide arcing shots over the mass of them. Some laughed and rolled on their backs and shut their eyes and opened their mouths. Others shrieked and stuck their chests up and pushed their tits out to catch some there. Some rubbed drops of my cum into other’s stomachs. Others scooped it from other’s faces and licked their fingers and swallowed me, laughing.

The five newcomers roused themselves and nodded. They had to get going. The other seven helped them find their correct clothes and wrapped themselves in sheets and blankets and robes and we all crowded the door out, saying goodbye and making sure to know when they were going to be back. Phone numbers were shared, texts were sent. Eyes gleamed at eyes and there was much snickering. Whatever it was that happened down there, everybody liked it.

There was nothing to talk about and we all went to our own bedrooms up the usual way through the floor of my room upstairs.

It was nearly noon before I rolled out of bed, pulled on my jogging pants, and struggled out into the kitchen.

“You didn’t tell us everything about your ex Kiera,” Dani said, and she laughed and stroked my jaw with her fingers, passing by me on her way to the coffee machine.

“Kiera wasn’t like that,” I said. “Before.”

“Neither were you,” Holly said, “if memory serves.”

“Nor you,” I said, glaring at her.

“Touche,” she said and she laughed.

“Anyway, nobody is like that,” Brit said. “There’s a boy involved, so what if he’s the same boy for all of us? It just works out easier that way,” she said.

“Zoe wants to know if they should stay at the hotel in two weeks,” Tori said, waving the face of her phone at all of us.

I pulled her body by the waist and she spun around and fell back into me, her robe falling open. She shrieked and bent over and laughed and I wrapped my hand around her bared stomach and pulled her hips back into my groin. “You like Zoe, don’t you?” I said.

She snorted and heaved up in her shoulders. She twisted around to find me over her shoulders above her and she ground her ass into my groin, pushing my cock into her ass where my robe opened and hers had fallen up over her waist. “Maybe,” she said and she grinned. “Does she please you, master?” she said.

I snorted and slapped her ass and she skipped away laughing. “Crazy talk,” I said.

Brit leaned against the counter facing out beside me and sipped her coffee. “There are two couches up here, two couches down there,” she said. “And the VIP bed.”

“Five,” I said, nodding. “But you know what they say,” I said, slurping my coffee and looking at her through the steam rising off it.

“No,” she said, her eyes wide and dark, dropping to my lips a moment before retuning to my eyes, a grin spreading crookedly over her face.

For all the business in our lives with so many others around us, she still found a way to be private and intimate with me. I smirked back at her and pulled her closer against me with my hand slipped around her waist. “Twelve’s a crowd,” I said.

She burst out laughing and slapped my hand and staggered away and back into the living room. “You sir,” she said, raising her arm and pointing at me with exaggeration, “are living in some fantasy!”

“Some fantasy,” I said back to her.

But I scanned around the kitchen and living room. Memories of Brooke, Zoe, Trinity, April, and the new-fangled Kiera, filled my mind. “You got that right,” I murmured to myself. “Thee fantasy.”

“Tell Zoe we have room for them here,” I said to Tori. “We can make room.”

All seven of them cheered like there was some doubt about it. But soon enough, everyone’s head was down, their laptops were open, and their gazes were occupied. I went to my room, I shut my door, and I set about my own work, too. For starters, I had to tell Kiera that it was essential the whole thing remain a closely guarded secret. But I also sat back and began to form a vision in my mind. Or a vision began to spontaneously form in my mind for me: With our new connections to the intercontinental flight industry, it occurred to me our virtual event hosting company might not always have to be so exclusively virtual.
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