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It was 7 and the dining rush was dying down. All the good paying fares were safely  inside  their  posh  restaurants.  I  circled  back  around  behind  the  rail  yard and coasted my cab up its sloping parking lot to nose my hood close by the front doors of the Ton Lon. I took a seat along the back wall where the tables-for-one were  strung  out,  each  chair  facing  the  same  way  so  we  didn’t  have  to  look  at each other. The uncovered fluorescent tubes blinked and buzzed.

I’d been there enough times that it only took a nod to the perennially grouchy and frowning servers racing around to get my usual order of a large wonton soup and a plate of egg rolls. I always ordered to go, but ate there anyway — I wanted to be able to up and split if a call-out came in.

She  didn’t  remember  that  part  this  time,  and  sure  enough,  no  sooner  had  I brought the first glorious mouthful of that thin salty broth to my mouth than my phone pinged. A ride came in.

Another request-call kind of ride, too. I jutted my jaw sideways at the garish gold-and-red  velvet  wallpaper  I  rubbed  shoulders  with  and  I  heaved  up  in  my chest and puffed out in my cheeks on the return breath. It had to be one of Brit’s again. The call gave me the pick-up address — it was on one of the streets even higher up the side of the hill than where Brit lived. The exclusive neighbourhood to even those in the exclusive neighbourhoods.

My  server  dropped  her  head  back  as  if  she  slapped  it  and  I  waved  her concerns  off.  It  didn’t  matter.  I  ducked  out  the  front  door.  She  shrugged  and smiled and waved goodbye. “Next time!” she said.

“Won’t be a next time,” I said over my shoulder. She laughed in an “Oh you!” kind of way and she waved me off. She’d look after me next time. Maybe send me home with a feeding of chicken fried rice for my fridge.

The  homes  around  those  higher  circles  of  heaven  were  even  more  cleverly hidden than the ones I’d glimpsed below. The address this time was nailed to a guard shack, one inhabited by a true-to-life guard, too — and it wasn’t just for show. He bent at his waist with his white-gloved hands held behind his back and he stared me down. He wanted to make sure I knew that he got a good look at me. I nodded back at him with a grim expression all my own. Sure, buddy, I’m in  the  same  spy  movie  as  you,  let’s  play.  He  pressed  a  button  inside  the  shack and the gate glided smoothly and silently open. No shudder nor clang, this one.

I  pulled  up  in  front  of  the  abstract  Zaha  Hadid-designed  house  —  the  style was  unmistakable.  It  felt  like  I  was  docking  with  a  space  ship.  The  wealth  on display  here  was  something  next  level.  This  must  be  12-figure  territory,  I figured. I didn’t intimidate easily. But I was intimidated up there.

The  white  double-wide  front  doors  glided  open.  A  tough  guy  in  a  uniform complete with a little machine gun came up to my passenger window. He bent down to gesture at me with his chin.

I fumbled with the buttons in my armrest and put the window down. “Yes sir,” I said. I was running on instinct. I didn’t want to make any sudden movements. Who was I picking up, anyway? The President of China?

He glanced at his phone. “Darryl — ?” he said.

“None other,” I said.  But then I castigated myself for trying to sound chummy and  cool.  I  was  neither  of  those  things  and  I  never  was.  I  was  a  cab  driver,  a wanna-be writer living on a monthly budget smaller than that house’s water bill.

He  slapped  the  sill  of  the  window,  he  smiled  at  me,  and  he  nodded.  I  didn’t even notice the other guy walking around my cab with a mirror on the end of a stick looking up under my car’s skirt and through every orifice it offered him. I caught the exchange of nods between them and they both stepped back from the car,  grimly  satisfied.  Tough  guy  pressed  his  uniform  collar  and  muttered something sideways into his shoulder

The  front  doors  parted  again.  This  time  an  old  grey-haired  and  rickety  tall dude in a black-tie tuxedo stepped one step out and one step sideways. He folded his white-gloved hands in front of his waist and slowly lowered his nose to fix me  with  his  piercing  thin  eyes.  A  moment  later  and  around  from  behind  the towering butler emerged a small Asian woman. The word “mouse” would be the one that most readily came to mind if I were to describe her.

She couldn’t have  weighed 100lbs. She  couldn’t have stood  taller than 5’2”. She  wore  her  hair  straight  and  black  except  for  the  curl  at  the  end  where  it touched  her  shoulders.  She  pulled  a  strand  from  over  her  eye  and  tucked  it behind her ear. Her face looked like that of a porcelain doll. Her dark eyes were huge  and  almond  shaped.  They  looked  permanently  frightened.  Her  lips  were thick  and  full,  but  her  mouth  was  tiny  and  round.  She  curled  her  shoulders around her chest and snuck a peak at me and my cab through the tops of her eyes before  she  stepped  down  the  three  steps  like  a  new-born  gazelle  and  into  the driveway beside my cab.

What she was wearing utterly clashed with her features and expression and I couldn’t make sense of it. I couldn’t make sense of much that whole night. Black leather  motorcycle-cut  waist-jacket,  loose  and  clinging  low-slung  off-white  t-shirt, tight and stretching black leather pants, and spike-heel black-strap sandals. She wore tiny gold chains loosely thrown around her neck, a ring on her thumb, and  glossy,  but  not  colored,  nails.  She  was  all  frightened  little  mouse  on  the inside,  all  urban  chic  sophisticated  on  the  outside.  Girl  knew  how  to  dress  for clubbing.

The slope of her nose, the cut of her jaw, the point of her chin, I couldn’t look away. She was so angular, you wanted to rub your thumb on her edges just to see if  she  cut.  She  floated  as  though  carried  on  a  cloud  through  my  back  door  that Mr. Tough Guy held open for her. She settled down so lightly on the back seat, I felt the car give nothing. She sat up straight, she lifted and straightened her chin, and she stared dead ahead. Down over her face fell the passive expression of a classic  portrait  on  the  wall  of  a  pricey  gallery.  The  only  crack  in  her  whole demeanor was a slight twitch, a wavering, a momentary and quickly recovered-from quiver in the very corner of her mouth. What was the act, and what was the real girl? I turned back forward in my driver’s seat and twisted my key.

I  started  the  motor  and  dropped  the  stick  down  to  drive.  We  rolled  coasting around  the  remaining  circumference  of  the  circular  driveway  giving  zero acceleration. I glanced in my rearview mirror and saw her chest heave and sink with a quick, deep breath that she took in and put out silently through her nose. It flared so slightly you could have missed it looking right at it. I pride myself on not missing things like that. Her eyes shifted half the front window width toward my  mirror  and  to  my  eyes  hanging  inside  it,  before  she  caught  herself  and resumed her far-away distant gaze over the back of the headrest of the passenger seat and back blankly through the front window.

The white gloved guard at the front gate let us out. I didn’t have to pause at the  street  —  right  only  put  us  up  even  higher  in  those  hills,  and  there  wasn’t much higher to go on that one. We rolled out turning left and coasted through the tight  arcs  and  steep  drops  down  the  single  unmarked  street  and  down  into  the world  as  it  really  was  —  back  into  the  noise,  the  grime,  and  the  drama  of  the city.  Even  my  passenger  seemed  to  take  slightly  easier  breaths.  The  air  might have smelled more, but it wasn’t so thin, either.

“Where to?” I said, shattering the silence.

She found my eyes with hers this time in the mirror and she held them without an expression for a few beats. Finally her mouth opened, but she hung back on the precipice of speaking, as though thinking things over one last time. Her eyes half squinted.

“Didn’t my friend Brit tell you?” she said.

I  could  hear  her  moist  lips  come  apart.  Her  voice  was  like  the  scent  of cinnamon.  Breath  came  out  of  her  like  honey.  But  it  shook.  Her  eyes involuntarily flared wider at me. She kept them on my eyes, too, and they dilated with defiance.

I tore my eyes off hers — I had to, or I was going to sail through a stop sign or off one of the winding streets and drop down through thick foliage into one back yard or another.

What exactly did Brit tell this girl? Bringing party girls like Dani or Holly to my  firetrap  of  an  apartment  was  one  thing.  Those  rich  college  girls  always  get off on pretending to be cool against the grit of legit reality. But surely Brit did not  mean  for  me  to  bring  this  one  to  my  filthy,  dangerous  place.  Even  I  could plainly see that it was a bad match.

“What’s your name?” I said. I clamped my eyes and winced. Wrong question. Too  soon.  Inappropriate.  Since  when  does  a  cab  driver  ask  a  ride’s  name?  I flared  my  eyes  out  my  side  window  and  throttled  my  fists  around  my  steering wheel. She was throwing me off and she was doing nothing at all.

“Orchid,” she said. “And I’m 22, in case you’re planning to ask that next,” she added.  She  swivelled  her  face  and  looked  out  her  side  window.  “Everyone’s always asking that,” she murmured more quietly to herself.

“Darryl,” I said, nodding at my mirror and the side of her face. The door was opened.

“I know,” she said disinterestedly. She didn’t move her eyes from her gaze far out to the side of the road.

I  grew  increasingly  worried  about  what  I  was  doing,  about  what  Brit  said  to Orchid, about what I was supposed to do with her, or for her. “Are you sure you want to . . . “ I started, and I trailed off.

“I  am,”  she  said.  We  met  gazes  again  through  my  rearview  mirror.  Her  face shivered  just  once  before  her  neck  muscles  bulged  to  stop  it.  Her  lips  nearly imperceptibly pursed.

She was being tough and cool and brave. But I could tell she was nervous. She glanced around herself, too, unable to keep from noticing, from startling, at the increasingly worrisome scenes passing by the windows of the cab.

“We can go anywhere you want,” I said.

“I don’t want to go anywhere else,” she said.

I puffed my cheeks out and tugged my hair down over my forehead. I flared my eyes at my own side window. Not funny, Brit, I thought to myself. Not funny one bit.

When  the  light  turned  green  I  stared  far  ahead  at  the  railway  bridge  that spanned the underpass, but I stayed still.

“Go! It’s green!” Orchid said, and she widened her eyes at me. She shook her face at the back of my head and dropped her mouth open.

We  dropped  down  under  the  railway  pass  and  came  back  up  into  the  tagged and gaudy and littered streets of my side of the city. We finally pulled up in front of my old sagging red brick building and stopped the car. I left the motor on this time.

“Are you sure?” I said, and I twisted around in my seat to find her. I laid my arm over the top of the back of the bench seat.

She opened her own door and pushed herself up  out of my car to stand on the sidewalk beside it. “Is this it?” I heard her disembodied voice from outside the car.

I twisted my key off and rushed around the back of my car to come up beside her. She was leaning her head back to gaze at the top corner of my building. “Is this it?” she said again, impatiently this time, demanding.

I gazed up with her. “This is it, yeah,” I said.

She immediately started walking up the stairs to the grand and heavy double glass  front  doors.  When  I  opened  them  with  my  key,  she  stepped  through without hesitation. She didn’t wait for me when I got my key stuck in the door. She started walking further in before I got it out, twisting my wrist in the process of trying to catch up.

“Fourth floor,” I said.

She stood in front of the elevator.

“Not a good idea,” I said.

“Does it work?” she said.

I chuckled. I looked up at the wrought iron cage the box slid up and down in. “In a manner of speaking,” I said.

She pushed the call button. I shrugged and grinned. Brave girl, I thought.

I  pulled  aside  the  collapsible  iron  grill  door.  She  stepped  in  like  she  knew these  kinds  of  things.  I  yanked  it  shut  and  pressed  the  button  for  4.  The  walls were  bars  of  wrought  iron.  You  could  see  the  ornate  marble  staircase  wind around  and  around  from  inside  the  square  cylinder  the  tiny  box  wheezed  and rattled up through.

“There are wolves on your roof,” she said. She looked up as though impatient for our floor to arrive outside the bars of the elevator.

“I’m sorry?” I said.

She turned to me and looked up from under my chin. The box was so small, we stood nearly touching. She smelled vaguely like cherry.

“Wolf gargoyles at the two front corners,” she said.

I stared at her eyes. She returned the stare for at least three full beats.

“I never noticed them before,” I said.

“People  don’t,”  she  said,  blinking  her  eyes  deliberately  at  me  before  turning away. “The wolf is cunning and dangerous in China,” she said. She turned back to me with her big wide eyes. “Very fierce, too,” she said, her lips curling and thinning.  Her  eyes  narrowed  before  she  looked  away  from  me  with  vague disgust. “But very loyal, too, if you can tame one,” she murmured.

I swallowed hard and cleared my throat. The elevator groaned and shook. We finally came to our stop a few inches off the mark of the 4th floor. I reefed the collapsing  door  open  and  gestured  for  her  the  way  down  the  wide,  carpeted hallway to my door.

“The Hotel Ballmore,” she said, and she wiped her pointer fingertip along the faded, stripe-textured wallpaper.

“You know this building?” I said, surprised. I was taken aback.

“I looked up the address,” she said. “I like to know where I’m going whenever I’m being taken somewhere,” she said.

“Are  you  taken  places  a  lot?”  I  said.  It  was  another  idiotic  thing  to  say.  I clenched my jaw and clamped my eyes and filched with my key in the lock of my door. Dumb, dumb questions.

“I am,” she replied without emotion.

I went inside first and held the door wide open for her. I stretched my arm out to  gesture  her  inside.  She  gazed  around  from  outside  the  door,  leaning  at  her waist  and  swinging  her  downcast  face  side  to  side  inside  the  doorjamb.  She folded  her  arms  over  her  chest.  I  nodded  at  her  to  reassure  her.  She  stepped inside  one  step.  I  nodded  again  and  I  half  swung  the  door  closed.  She  stepped another half step forward — just enough to give me clearance to shut my door behind her.

I left her standing there and I went through to my kitchen. I’d make up a plate of  cheeses,  I  decided,  maybe  some  baguette  with  oil  and  balsamic  to  dip  it  in, maybe  some  prosciutto  and  salami.  I  took  my  time.  I  turned  my  back  to  the kitchen  entrance,  let  her  look  around  the  place,  let  her  move  around  it  and  get comfortable  on  her  own  terms.  I  put  music  on  with  my  phone.  I  thought  of pouring two glasses of wine, and then I smirked to myself. No, make it a beer to share in two squat glasses. After all, she looked vaguely adventurous to me. I left the baguette uncut. I’d tear off chunks for her and gauge her reaction to that, as well.

I came out and set the board down on my studio table. This time I didn’t push anything aside but put it on top. It was a mess. I felt like pushing her.

She  twisted  on  her  bare  feet  —  I  didn’t  notice  when  she  took  her  shoes  off. She  sat  down  on  the  chair  kitty-corner  to  mine  and  she  straightened  her  arms, pushed the heels of her palms down into the wood seat between her spread black leather legs, and she pushed her shoulders up to her ears. She curled her ankles around the legs of her chair and stretched in her back.

“Is this what you do with Brit’s other friends?” she said. She picked up a slice of  hard  cheese  and  bent  and  broke  it  off  between  her  clenched  teeth.  Her  lips pulled back to not touch it, before they closed down to seal themselves over her teeth. She was dextrous with her mouth.

I snorted and rolled my eyes. That Brit, she was going to pay for this. “We do whatever,” I said, and I tore a chunk of bread off and offered it to her.

To my slight surprise, she was unimpressed. She took it, she tore it in two, and she pushed a dollop of ripe brie onto it with a knife. She pushed that also into her tiny mouth.

I couldn’t get a read on her. “Kind of really don’t talk about it with others,” I said. “Lawyer-client privilege kind of thing, maybe,” I said, and I snorted.

She  didn’t  react  to  my  joke.  She  chewed  slowly  and  thoroughly,  her  mind turning things over. She dropped her ankles from the legs of her chair and leaned more  heavily  forward  on  her  elbows  to  reach  for  one  of  the  squat  glasses  of settling foamy beer. “I say anything here?” she said.

She drank it. I watched it flow into her mouth. I saw her throat take it down, swallowing it, and I watched her bottom lip curl at the rim of the glass to catch the drop. No reaction. She was familiar enough with beer.

“Look,” I said, “I don’t know what Brit told you, but there are no rules here. We’re not doing some scripted thing. There’s no expectations,” I said. “I didn’t even know Brit was sending me to pick you up.” I winced at my poor choice of words.

She  narrowed  her  eyes  at  me  and  pushed  another  chunk  of  bread  into  her mouth. She rested one elbow on her other upturned hand. She stared at me like she  was  trying  to  get  a  read  on  me  right  back.  She  apparently  didn’t  listen  to what I said, or maybe she completely disregarded it. “So you won’t tell anyone what I say or do?” she said.

I tore a chunk of bread off and collapsed back in my chair. I drank some beer myself. She followed suit. She mirrored me. She fell back in her chair, slumping loosely,  just  like  me.  Her  body  for  the  first  time  seemed  to  relaxe.  She  was unfazed by anything she’d seen so far.

She chewed awhile in silence, staring at me. “Do you like to laugh at girls like me?” she finally said. She put her eyes directly on mine. They flared. 

I  shook  my  head  and  frowned  and  grinned.  “What’s  a  girl  like  you?”  I  said. “That’s ridiculous.”

“You can tell, I know you can,” she said. “You’re obviously not stupid. You have a lot of books,” she said, not taking her eyes off mine.

“Tell what, exactly?” I said.

“You’re teasing me now,” she said, and she turned her face away. I saw her cheeks  blush.  She  even  grinned  a  moment.  She  looked  sideways  through  the corners of her eyes at me and through fallen strands of her black hair. She pursed her lips to erase her grin.

Was she playing? “I am seriously not teasing you,” I said. “I just don’t know anybody else quite like you.”

She  spun  her  face  up  to  me  and  stretched  her  legs  straight  out.  She  propped them up on her heels and curled her toes down under the front of my chair and between  my  own  feet.  She  pressed  her  palms  together  and  pushed  them  down between  her  thighs  and  squeezed  her  knees  together  over  them.  “I  obviously don’t want to really do it,” she said in a soft, quiet, and shy voice. “I’m not like Holly  or  Dani  or  Brit,”  she  said.  “They’re  more  .  .  .  “  she  paused.  “  .  .  . experienced. I was . . . “ she trailed off.

“It’s okay,” I said.

“I  was  sheltered,”  she  pushed  on.  “You  saw  my  home.  I’m  sure  you  can imagine,”  she  said.  She  looked  at  me  with  her  dark,  now-glassy  eyes.  They pierced me. “Brit said you’d be safe for me,” she said.

“Safe for you how?” I said. Nothing was clear to me. I had no idea what Brit said.

Orchid  spun  around  and  searched  over  both  her  shoulders,  twisting  in  her chair  and  gripping  the  top  of  the  back  of  it.  “Where’s  your  bed  anyway?”  she said.

“Through those double doors,” I said. I gestured with a nod but I didn’t move.

She  slumped  in  her  seat  again  and  snorted  and  smiled  to  herself.  But  she covered  her  mouth  with  her  cupped  hand.  She  took  it  away  a  moment  later. “What  if  I  want  to  touch  it?”  she  said,  and  she  covered  her  mouth  again.  Her eyes  smiled  over  the  top  of  her  hand.  They  dilated.  Her  eyebrows  shot  up  a moment  high  on  her  straight  forehead.  I  could  hear  from  behind  her  palm  the light, high-pitched chirp of a titter.

I swallowed and looked down at my plate. “We can do that,” I said with one shoulder  shrugging.  I  wasn’t  clear,  though,  on  what  she  meant.  Touch  what, exactly?

“You’re going to tell!” she said, and she flung herself forward and leaned over the edge of her seat leering closer toward me. She reached out and wrapped both her hands around my forearm where I had crossed my arms over my chest. She arched in her back to stretch further forward and she brought her face up close to mine.  She  leaned  her  face  back  to  look  up  into  my  eyes,  switching  back  and forth between them from below. She grinned widely at me “How do I know you won’t tell!?” she said.

“I  just  don’t  do  that,”  I  said.  It  was  my  turn  to  swallow,  my  turn  to  curl  my shoulders around my chest, my turn to squelch the shiver up my spine.

I crossed my ankles and pushed my legs straight out, slumping on the edge of my chair. I gripped my hands around the sides of my seat as though I needed to hold on.

She  got  up  from  her  chair,  stepped  forward  widely  around  my  legs,  and  she dropped  her  shoulders  back  one  at  a  time  to  let  her  black  leather  jacket  slide down her arms and way from her back. She caught it where it slid over her hands and she stretched, twisting all the way around directly in front of me to drape it over the back of her chair. She stuck her ribs out at my face. Her shirt came up over her bare stomach a moment. She turned back to face me and she hung her curled thumbs inside the waist of her tight black leather pants.

She dropped her chin down and looked up at me behind loose strands of her black  hair  and  through  the  tops  of  her  eyes.  “Through  those  double  doors  you said?” she said in a murmur so low I could barely hear her. She rocked on her hips side to side and pouted. The tiniest curl of a grin tugged up the corners of her lips.

“We  could  just  hang  out  on  the  couch  for  a  bit,”  I  said.  “Maybe  watch  a show?”

“Do you like doing it there better?” she said.

I  was  surprised  and  confused.  I  did  not  expect  to  be  back-footed,  to  be following.  “Doing  what?”  I  said,  feigning  innocence.  I  was  terrified  of committing a horrible misread of the situation.

“Touching  each  other,”  she  said,  and  she  widened  her  eyes  at  mine.  She dropped her mouth open in a crooked, widening grin, and she flared her nostrils down  at  me.  Her  back  arched  behind  her,  her  chest  pushed  out  in  front  of  her, and she sank one hip and then the other in front of my mesmerized eyes, dancing for me, almost. She waved her projecting ribs at me. She chuckled, too.

I  could  see  the  imprint  of  her  black  floral-patterned  lace  bra,  full  cup,  small size,  pushing  against  the  washed-thin  off-white  fabric  of  her  sleeveless  t-shirt, and I gulped.

“Why don’t we cuddle on the couch a bit?” I said. I gestured with my tilting head. I swallowed hard.

“I’ve done a lot of cuddling,” she said, not changing her expression, her body movements,  or  her  stance,  which  remained  wide  over  my  legs  stretched  out under her.

I  pulled  myself  up  to  stand  in  front  of  her.  She  did  not  shift  her  feet.  Our bodies  brushed  against  each  other  as  I  rose  higher  over  her.  She  wavered  her head back on her thin neck and she drove her eyes up through their tops to find mine  rising  high  over  her  head.  I  stepped  sideways  and  I  took  her  hand  in  my hand  and  I  lead  her  to  the  couch.  We  sat  down  together,  me  facing  the  screen, her with her legs folded up under herself, sideways, facing me, and close. As I found the stream and quickly got a show — any show — playing, she pushed her fingers  into  my  hair,  lifted  it  over  my  forehead,  and  she  draped  her  other  arm around my far shoulder. She stared at the side of my cheek from an inch away, and she snorted with a grin.

“Why are you nervous?” she said. Her small hand pressed flat into my chest and her thin, long fingers spread out over it. She let her hand slide down my ribs, over my stomach, and, finally, over the waist of my jeans.

“I’m not nervous,” I lied. “I like to check in, take things slowly, carefully,” I said. “Consent and all that. You know?”

“Do you think you need to be careful with me like some china doll?” she said, and she slid her hand out over my lap. Her fingers pressed down into my groin. She  outlined  the  shape  of  my  cock  through  the  front  of  my  jeans.  I  gulped, watching  her  do  it.  “Because  you  don’t  have  to,  you  know,”  she  said,  and  she wrapped her cool hand around my wrist, she slid it down over my hand to isolate my  middle  finger  in  her  thumb  and  first  finger,  and  she  sucked  in  her  tummy. She pushed my finger down inside the waist of her leather pants.

I felt the lace fabric of the front of her panties inside. She caught her jagged inhalation, she twisted the button in the waist of her pants, she smiled at me, and she  pushed  her  face  up  close  to  mine.  She  sank  her  lips  down  over  my  lips.  It was all as one motion.

Her  tongue  penetrated  my  mouth  forcefully  and  furiously.  She  moaned.  She rolled  up  onto  her  knees.  With  shaking  hands,  she  struggled  to  push  her  tight stretching leather pants down over her butt and down her thighs. She jumped up and off the couch and whined and exhaled. She hooked her thumbs in the waist of her pants and shoved them down her legs the rest of the way and she yanked her feet up and out of them frantically.

She sat on my one knee in only her loose white t-shirt and black lace panties and  she  tugged  and  tore  at  the  button  of  my  jeans  and  my  fly  below  her  lap. “Off!” she cried out loud, and she tittered at herself. “I want to taste you in my mouth,”  she  groaned  at  me.  Shhe  fell  forward  with  a  deeply  arching  back  and pouted close to my face. She moaned loudly and with her mouth, she swam over and against my mouth, her tongue like an eel inside it. She snapped her hips in and curled them out, rubbing the front of her groin up and down over the denim of my jeans, and over my thigh and back.

I was paralyzed with indecision.

She  was  not.  She  hopped  off  me  and  tugged  with  all  her  tiny  might  at  the bottoms of my jeans until I rocked on my hips. They slid down my legs and off. Without  hesitation,  she  curled  her  fingertips  around  the  waist  of  my  shorts  and tore them off just as roughly.

She stepped around my one thigh and sat back down on my single knee, now bare. I felt the lace of her panties on my skin. She rocked her forehead against mine and curled her chin in to look down over my face and down my body to my bare lap. She shivered and emitted a tiny groan. She wrapped her fingers around the girth of my exposed cock. Her fingers, fine, long, and cool, stretched to grip me, and she gasped and shook.

“Do you want me to try putting it in my mouth?” she said, and she twisted her tongue  between  her  teeth,  she  tittered  at  my  face,  and  she  snorted  at  me.  She waved her face side to side in my face and gasped and squeezed my cock in her hand. She brought her other hand down in my lap and rubbed the palm over the head of my cock. I had creamed a little in her hand.

“Do you want that?” I said, my voice tight, my breath short.

“I’ve done it before, you know,” she said, and she shut her eyes, she pushed her chin up at me, and she waved her head side to side. She stuck her tongue out between her teeth, taunting me. “It’s nothing.”

“You don’t have to,” I said. I could tell she was lying.

“Do  you  think  it  would  fit?”  she  said,  and  she  pulled  her  back  inward  and looked down where both her hands, her fingers entwined, pulled up and pushed down over my cock.

“We can just watch a show,” I said.

She let saliva come out her mouth and stretch in a string down from her loose bottom lip. She laughed with a squeal when it spread over the head of my cock where it emerged from between her slowly pumping and tight fists. “As if,” she said  with  a  breath.  She  bent  over  still  sitting  on  my  knee,  and  pushed  her  tiny round  lips  down  against  the  tip  of  the  head  of  my  cock  where  it  squeezed  up through her hands. 

She came up from that slightest of touches and heaved with breath so heavy and deep I thought she was going to hyperventilate. Her grip shivered around my cock and she squeezed it as hard as she could, and she shook it. She slid off the front of my knee and sank down onto the floor and onto her knees. She sank her head down deeply between her shoulders and into my lap.

I gasped with a jagged inhalation and stretched back into the couch. I gripped the forward edge of the cushions and strained the muscles in my legs. I grimaced at the top of her head. It sank down further in my lap. Her shoulders, perfectly round,  poked  up.  I  felt  the  extraordinary  heat  and  enveloping  wetness  of  her small,  tight  mouth  slowly  sink  down  around  my  cock.  Her  lips  pressed  hard around my shaft like a padded vice. Her tongue pressed and rubbed side to side, caressing  me  all  over  the  underside  of  my  cock.  Her  fine,  pretty  face  pushed against my abdomen she took me so deep.

She  just  as  slowly  came  back  up  the  length  of  my  cock  the  same  way  — pressing, swirling, and sucking hard. I thought my brains were going to evacuate through my cock. She came off the top of my shaft and lifted her most innocent questioning face up to mine.

“Holy fuck, Orchid,” I groaned.

She squealed and smiled and wriggled in her back, and she dropped her mouth back down over the length of my cock. She pumped me in her mouth with both her  hands  following  her  lips  up  and  down,  fully  and  completely.  She  was enthusiastic.

She  moaned  on  me,  muffled  and  deep.  She  swirled  with  her  tongue  and  she undulated  through  her  back.  I  tapped  her  shoulder  but  she  clamped  her  hands more  tightly  around  my  shaft  and  whined  with  my  cock  pumping  through  her tiny mouth. She didn’t want to come off

“Orchid!” I said. I needed to warn her.

She shook me off and rose and fell in my lap with her whole body heaving up and falling down on me. Her glee was off the charts. I squeezed her ribs under her  arms  and  tried  to  pick  her  body  up.  She  hung  from  my  embrace  making herself heavier and she slipped her hands around my hips, dug her nails into my back, and locked her body onto my groin. She bobbed her head in my lap with a driven kind of ferocity. She went faster and deeper. My body twitched all over. My  mind  swirled.  I  tugged  her  hair  and  she  squealed  from  deep  down  in  her throat and only sucked me harder.

She cut her nails into the flesh of my butt. She pulled my hips up into her face. Her tongue worked around my shaft inside her mouth like something mad, like something  gone  crazy.  I  pushed  at  her  shoulders  but  she  dug  down  harder.  My legs stretched out stiff and hard around her body. She would not relent. My arms strained, my neck bulged, and my eyes clenched shut. I grimaced at the ceiling and ground my teeth. She emitted higher-pitched cries muffled by my dick deep in  her  throat.  My  breathing  stopped  and  my  stomach  went  hard.  Her  hair  flew around  my  lap  in  waves.  She  sucked  on  me  deeper  and  my  pelvis  clenched  as hard as my eyes.

She wouldn’t let up. She wouldn’t get out of the way. I erupted with the force of  pressure  inside  her  mouth.  She  cried  out  loud  with  shock  and  surprise.  I erupted  again  and  it  gushed  from  the  corners  of  her  small  mouth  and  burbled down her chin. She squealed with alarm and punched my chest with both of her tiny  fists.  I  could  see  her  throat  swallow  and  swallow  again.  I  erupted  with  a third  and  even  harder  gush,  and  she  popped  her  face  up  and  off  my  cock  and inhaled like someone up from drowning in a lake. She clamped her hands around the shaft of my cock as though she could stop the geyser. I sprayed her hair and face and mouth and neck, and she dropped backward onto her back on the floor between my legs. My cum arced up and over her chest and covered her exposed stomach and thighs and her black lace panties.

I  sank  deeper  into  the  couch  delirious  and  utterly  spent.  Her  body  remained splayed on the floor in front of me, her limbs akimbo like a shooting victim. And then she began to shake and giggle.

“Oh  my  god!”  she  said.  She  absently  rubbed  circles  with  her  fingertips  into her bare stomach, spreading my cum into her skin like some healthful lotion. She touched  her  face  and  found  my  puddles  there,  too,  and  she  laughed  and  licked her fingertips and went “mmm!” with emphasis.

She  pulled  herself  up  and  stood  in  front  of  me,  smeared  and  ruined  by  my ejaculate  all  over  her  pretty  hair  and  face  and  body.  It  dripped  in  large,  sticky strings  from  her  chin  and  it  hung  in  a  glob  from  the  front  of  her  naked  chest. “Bathroom?”  she  said  in  a  tiny,  grinning  voice.  She  pressed  her  hands  into  my knees, she bent at her waist, and on straight arms and shoulders poking up to her ears, she leaned over my wasted and sunken body, and she kissed me lightly on my lips. I tasted my own cum on her lips.

“Through there,” I said, not able to point. “Up the hallway — steps there,” I said. “Watch your head,” I called after her. 

She  tittered  and  dashed  off  on  her  toes.  I  heard  my  water  go  on.  She  came back clean. “Now you do me,” she said.

I groaned. She laughed and reached for my wrist and leaned hard back on her heels to pull me up out of the couch. She held me by my finger in both her hands behind her back as she nosed her way through the double sliding doors into my bedroom.  I  pushed  them  open  wider.  She  spun  around  and  stepped  backward, hanging  her  arms  over  my  shoulders  and  pressing  her  body  up  against  mine, stepping high on her toes.

“I’m too shy, though,” she said, and she kissed me and moaned on me.

She  stepped  backward  up  onto  my  messy  bed.  It  allowed  our  faces  to  find each other at the same height, me standing on the floor. “What if I . . . “ she said, and  she  covered  her  mouth  and  turned  away.  “Turn  around!”  she  suddenly ordered  me,  and  she  tittered  and  tried  to  twist  my  shoulders  away  from  her. “Close your eyes!” she said, ordering me more sharply yet.

I turned away and shut my eyes.

I heard her titter and I heard the rustle of clothes and the springs of my bed. Then nothing for several moments. Finally, she said, “Okay!” and she shrieked.

I turned around. She was lying in my bed, but she had covered her body in my sheets,  every  part  of  her  body  but  for  a  square  of  about  five  inches  by  five inches, centered on her groin. She had removed her panties.

I  caught  my  breath  and  jutted  my  jaw.  She  didn’t  shave  herself  down  there. She barely had any hair at all to shave there.

“Ready,” she said from somewhere under the sheets. Her legs spread wider. I looked down at her groin. She was leaking. Wetness seemed to ooze out of her. Her  lips  were  pink  and  ripe  and  glistening.  Her  thighs  were  wet.  I  didn’t  say anything. I heard her breath catch and a tiny moan escape her throat.

I  exhaled  through  puffed  cheeks  and  scratched  my  head  and  tried  to  look away.  But  her  hips  gyrated  and  her  thigh  muscles  clenched  and  released.  I climbed onto my bed and kneeled between her legs spread under the sheets. Her hips  pushed  up  from  the  bed  like  some  blind  creature  searching  for  food.  Her pussy lips closed and opened, grasping as though alive. I could tell her back was arching  deeply.  Her  breath  was  short  and  jagged.  I  could  hear  from  under  the sheets  little  inhaled  gasps  like  she  was  frightened  or  hurt.  Her  hips  pushed  up and tiny cries erupted from deep in her throat.

I crouched down on my knees and elbows between her legs. Her hips pushed further up and rotated under my face. I put my hands down on the front of her hips  and  she  gasped  harder  and  stopped  breathing.  I  pushed  them  down  harder into the bed and her pussy lips undulated below my face. The sheets above me tugged  and  pushed.  I  could  tell  her  head  was  thrashing  side  to  side.  Her  fists were punching the bed and her fingers were tugging the sheets where her arms stretched out at her sides.

I  touched  my  tongue  to  the  flesh  of  her  exposed,  inside-out  pussy.  Her  head pushed back onto its top upside down. Her hips strained hard upward against my hands.  I  pushed  on  her  with  all  my  strength  barely  able  to  hold  her  down.  She tasted  like  raspberry  juice.  I  touched  her  again  with  my  tongue.  She  cried  out loud  and  her  whole  little  body  twisted  hard  side  to  side,  straining  against  my hold on her hips. She oozed visibly down over her perineum and her hips began to vibrate unevenly and violently. She groaned like someone stuck under a wall.

I licked up through the cleft between her pussy lips, thick with juice, sopping and quivering. Her body bounced like someone being electrocuted. She clenched her fists in my hair and nearly scalped me. I circled her clit with the tip of my tongue  and  her  body  nearly  tore  itself  into  pieces,  it  strained  so  hard.  I  had  to pull  back  and  look.  Her  clit  was  shockingly  large  compared  to  every  other feature of her body, including her little pussy. It was uncovered and white, it was so hard. I kissed it and her body thrashed wildly without breath. I sucked on it and  her  stomach  muscles  clenched  so  hard,  her  body  sat  up  like  a  devil possession.  I  licked  it  and  she  flopped  back  down  so  hard  on  my  bed  she bounced my body on it.

I  began  to  lick  her.  It  took  every  ounce  of  my  strength  to  hold  her  hips  still enough to keep her from flying up off the bed, or from punching me in the face with  her  groin.  The  sheets  flew  off  her  body  and  she  tore  the  under-sheet  up from  the  mattress  with  her  twisting,  white-knuckled  fists.  Her  back  arched  so deeply I could reach my arms around under her. Her toes curled down so hard, her feet turned into ballerina circles. I licked her more and she slapped the bed, she kicked her heels down into it, and she lifted up and flopped down her back repeatedly  and  violently  on  the  bed.  She  didn’t  breathe  the  whole  time.  She spasmed like the last thrusts of a drowning victim. When I licked her again, she clenched in her stomach, half sat up, and clenched her teeth and eyes down hard, grimacing at me wildly, her whole body shaking.

I  licked  again  and  she  inhaled  deeply,  she  screamed  out  loud,  and  her  body released so entirely and completely, it was like her skeleton had left her. “Oh my fucking god,” she moaned. “So fucking good!” she groaned. She gently pushed the top of my head and rolled onto her side and pulled her knees up to her chest. “Go  away  now,”  she  murmured  into  the  sheets  that  she  pulled  up  to  her  face. “I’m embarrassed.”

I went out of the bedroom and plopped down on the couch. I found my phone. Brit  had  texted  me.  “Having  a  good  time  with  your  cute  little  Orchid?”  she wrote.

“I’m going to kill you,” I wrote back to her.

She didn’t text back, she phoned me. I dashed down the hallway, up the three tiny  steps,  walloped  my  head  on  the  door  frame,  and  sat  on  the  toilet  in  my shorts,  rubbing  my  new  welt.  When  I  took  the  call,  I  heard  all  three  of  Dani, Holly, and Brit going “Whoo!” and laughing.

“What the fuck, Brit?” I groaned into my phone.

“You did it to her, didn’t you!?” Holly cried through the phone so close it was distorted against my ear.

“He did!” Dani screamed, and they all laughed.

“No business of yours,” I said.

They all squealed and laughed harder yet. 

I heard Brit’s voice up close to the phone they had on speaker. “Did you make her cum?” she said.

“Not your business,” I said.

“He did!” Dani screamed, and they all whooped again and hollered.

“I’m going to go now,” I said.

“Good boy,” I heard Brit’s voice as though she had cupped her hand around the phone to speak to me privately.

I came back down the steps from the bathroom and through the hall. I nearly bumped  into  Orchid.  She  was  already  dressed,  including  in  her  black  leather jacket and heeled sandals. “I’m ready to go home now,” she said. She raised her chin and half-lidded her eyes at me. She was back in the mode I first found her in. Stoic.

“Okay,” I said, “let me pull some pants on and get my keys.”

“You’re  just  going  to  drive  me  home,  just  like  that?”  she  said,  and  she frowned with suspicion at me.

“You want to go home, I thought,” I said.

She  studied  me  through  squinting  eyes  as  I  knelt  to  tie  my  shoes.  “I  didn’t expect you to be so courteous,” she said. “It’s just not what I was told men were going to be like.”

I got up and shrugged at her. “I don’t know,” I said, and I reached for the door knob.

“Can I kiss you? I just want to thank you for not pressuring me,” she said. “I know I’m not like those other girls that you’re used to.”

“I don’t even know what you’re talking about,” I said.

She shook her head doubtfully. “I bet you wouldn’t be so restrained if I was standing here with my top off, and my bra off, too,” she said.

I stepped back from her and tilted my head and snorted. “Orchid . . . “ I said.

“I bet!” she said, and she dropped her jacket down off her arms and onto the floor. I stepped backward and she stepped forward. She reached her arms across her  body  and  tugged  her  top  up  by  the  bottom.  She  pulled  it  up  and  over  her head,  and  off.  I  stepped  backward  once  more  and  she  stepped  closer  up  to  me. She folded her arms behind her back and I saw the tension in the straps of her black  lace  bra  relax.  She  curled  her  shoulders  around  her  chest  and  jiggled  her arms  held  down  in  front  of  her  body  until  the  cups  fell  from  her  small  breasts and the ribbony straps dropped down her arms. She let her bra fall on the floor and stepped over it, closer to me. I stepped further back and caught the front of the couch in the back of my knees. I tripped and fell back into it. She twisted the button  in  her  pants  and  pushed  them  down  her  legs.  And  then  she  hooked  her thumbs in the waist of her panties and pushed them down her legs, too, stepping out of them and leaving them on the floor.

She laughed and cupped her hands over her bare pussy. She collapsed down on my lap and mussed my hair with her fingers. She kissed me on my mouth and started  to  pull  my  t-shirt  up  and  off  me.  She  pulled  my  pants  off  me,  and  my shorts, too. She stripped me as naked as she was stripped herself, and then she turned, she laughed and she squealed, and she ran away on her toes and into my kitchen.

I  wondered  a  moment.  Finally  I  pushed  myself  up  and  peered  around  the corner into my kitchen. She shrieked and ducked down under my arm and took off, running through my living room. She got away from me and hid behind the sliding  wood  doors  of  my  bedroom.  I  came  across  the  living  room  and  peered around  the  edge  of  the  bedroom  door.  She  shrieked  again  and  ran  up  and  over my bed and darted left and right, looking for a place to hide. She found the tiny closet door and ran, laughing, into it, closing the door on herself.

I went to it and pulled it open. She laughed harder. She dropped down to her hands and knees and she scooted between my legs and jumped up and ran onto my bed. She covered herself in my sheets. I came over to the edge of the bed and pulled  the  sheets  slowly  out  of  her  grip,  exposing  her  tiny  naked  body  to  my eyes. She squealed and kicked and thrashed and pulled the sheets back up over her body, laughing harder and more fully and deeply.

I pulled at the bottom of the sheets and crawled under and over her writhing body  below.  We  began  to  laugh  and  struggle  and  wrestle  on  the  bed.  She grabbed at me and strained against me and we tickled and teased each other. She pretend to hold me down under her. When I pushed my hips up, lifting her off the bed, she turned herself around and straddled my shoulders with her hips and she pressed her hands down into my hips. She took me in her mouth and I kissed her pussy where it dangled above mine.

She  began  to  palpitate  and  whine  and  writhe  and  contort  on  me.  She  sucked me deep in her mouth and moaned loudly. I kissed her pussy and she mashed her hips down into my face.

Suddenly she thrusted her body up from mine and twisted around to straddle my hips with hers. She pulled my straining hard cock up against her tummy, and she  petted  it  there.  “What  if  we  just  touched  them  together?”  she  said.  “Not actually do it-do it,” she groaned, and she bit her lip.

“Not safe,” I said.

She snorted and lidded her eyes as though to dismiss my concerns. She lifted herself high on her hips, kneeling over my body. She reached down between her legs  and  wrapped  her  hands  around  my  cock  and  pulled  on  it  lightly,  like someone pulling a rope up through a floor.

“Just a little,” she said, and she looked down at the head of my cock where it emerged from her sliding grip around me. “Just a touch,” she moaned to herself in a quiet murmur. She let her knees slide sideways on the bed and her hips came down. Her pussy lips, wet all over again, touched the tip of the head of my cock. Strings of her glisten stretched between her pussy and my cock. She pulled back up with gasp and a shiver.

“I was very protected,” she said, and she raised her eyes to mine. She sank her hips  down  and  pressed  the  underside  of  my  cock  against  the  wet  lips  of  her pussy again and raised and lowered herself to rub her pussy up and down against my shaft. “But that doesn’t mean I don’t want to,” she said.

“I understand,” I said.

She sucked a short, sharp gasp through her clenched teeth and rolled her head back  to  face  the  ceiling.  She  brought  her  pussy  up  the  length  of  my  cock.  The head pushed through the cleft of her lips. “I masturbate many times a day,” she groaned,  “for  your  information.”  She  shivered  throughout  her  body  and  the muscles  in  her  stomach  clenched  tightly.  She  folded  her  pussy  lips  down  over the head of my cock briefly, and she pulled back up like her hand touched a hot element. “Do you like my little pearl?” she said. “I think it’s very sensitive.”

“It seems pretty sensitive, yeah,” I said, and I swallowed hard. I didn’t want to say how big it was.

She let go of my cock and fell hard over my body and landed with her hands on my chest. She dropped her head down between her shoulders and her hair fell around  my  face.  She  kissed  my  bottom  lip.  “I  cum  all  the  time,”  she  said.  She gasped hard and her breath caught. She curled her hips in and out and her pussy lips folded around the head of my cock. She sank down a little on it but she kept it inside her. “Do other girls cum like me?” she said.

“I don’t know,” I said.

“You  liar,”  she  said,  and  she  sat  back  on  my  legs  and  played  with  my  cock against the front of her pussy. “My family is extremely rich,” she said. “We have to be careful about everything.” She lifted herself on her knees and pushed my cock  under  her  hips.  “I  didn’t  even  go  to  private  school,”  she  said,  and  she closed  her  eyes,  she  spread  her  knees,  and  she  sank  her  tight  little  pussy  down over  the  head  of  my  cock.  She  bit  her  lip.  “I  always  had  private  tutors  in  my home,” she said, and she eased me deeper inside her.

Her body shook violently, and her thighs hardened and released. She gripped her legs in her hands, she arched deeply in her back, and she closed her eyes up to the ceiling. Her body clenched and shook. She lowered herself further down the shaft of my cock. “But now I’m at college,” she groaned, “and I’m finding out some things,” she said. She grunted and bit her lip harder and clenched her eyes  shut.  She  forced  herself  further  down  on  me.  Her  pussy  clenched  and released around my cock. I felt the end of her pussy press into the head of my cock.

When  she  pulled  her  body  back  up  my  shaft,  she  hung  her  head  down  and watched  it  come  out  of  her,  wet  from  her  pussy,  straining  from  her  squeezing. “I’m  so  wet,”  she  said,  and  she  plunged  herself  back  down  on  me  and  she mashed  her  pelvis  in  rotations  into  mine.  She  moaned  and  groaned  and  gasped and cried, and she rode herself on me, plunging down and pulling up and rocking my world.

“Now you do it!” she squealed, and she laughed. She rolled herself off me and positioned  herself  on  her  back  beside  me.  She  spread  her  legs  and  pulled  her knees up and spread her arms out as though hugging me already on top of her. “On top of me, I want to feel your weight crush me down!”

I rolled over on top of her and guided my cock back into her sopping pussy. I sank  down  into  her  and  she  arched  more  deeply  than  before.  She  moaned  so loudly I knew my neighbours would hear. I was being careful, but she suddenly snapped  her  hips  up  and  engulfed  my  entire  cock  in  her  pussy.  I  bounced  her back  down  and  I  banged  her  body  into  my  bed  to  make  her  bounce  back  up against  me.  We  found  the  frequency  that  made  her  smash  into  me,  and  she screamed and orgasmed again.

Unsatisfied,  she  laughed  and  pulled  herself  out  from  under  me  and  took  off through  the  doors  into  the  living  room.  “Do  it  to  me  here!”  she  cried  over  her shoulder. “Like you wanted to, admit it!” she said, and she laughed. She bent her little body over the arm of the couch and strained with her toes to push her ass up for me. She gripped the arm and braced herself and wiggled her ass at me and ducked her head down to watch me take her from behind. When I entered her, she  reached  back  through  her  legs  and  scratched  my  dick  with  her  nails. “Harder!” she groaned. I rammed her ass with my hips and I jolted her body so hard, the couch skidded on the floor. Her head thrusted back and her hair flew up. “Harder!” she cried out loud. I seized her hips in my hands and I pumped my hips  into  her  as  hard  as  I  could.  Her  cries  and  groans  were  hiccupped  by  my thrusts against her body.

She  laughed  and  crawled  up  and  over  the  arm  of  the  couch  and  scampered away. She darted into the kitchen. I staggered back and came around the couch and looked inside. She was sitting on the edge of the kitchen counter, the back of her  head  propped  up  against  the  bottom  of  the  cupboards.  Her  hands  were wrapped around and under her thighs, her knees pulled up to her chest, her heels hooked widely around the edge of  the counter.

“I dare you!” she said, and she yanked her legs wider apart.

I  thrusted  my  cock  into  her  and  she  dropped  her  jaw  down  to  her  chest  and inhaled  with  a  deep,  satisfying  breath.  “Against  the  window,”  she  suddenly groaned,  and  she  closed  her  knees  around  my  waist,  she  locked  her  ankles together  behind  my  back,  and  she  wrapped  her  arms  around  my  neck.  She hoisted  herself  up  onto  my  hips  and  she  sank  her  body  down  into  mine.  I wrapped  my  hands  around  her  tiny  ass  and  carried  her  like  that  to  the  big window. I flicked off the light, at least, and I pressed her bare back against the cool glass. She whimpered and bit my neck and moaned into my ear.

She  let  herself  slide  down  my  body  and  twisted  around  inside  my  embrace. She lifted her arms over her head and pressed her entire upper body flat into the window, before arching her back and sticking her hips out behind her. She didn’t have  to  tell  me  what  to  do  this  time.  She  laid  the  side  of  her  face  against  the glass  and  I  thrusted  my  cock  into  her  pussy  from  behind,  ramming  her  against the  window  four  floors  above  the  street  below.  She  quivered  on  the  end  of  my cock  and  she  gasped  and  winced.  It  was  too  much  for  me.  I  erupted  just  as  I pulled out, and I covered her back in whatever jism I had left in me.

She  lead  my  sagging  body  to  the  bathroom  and  filled  the  old-fashioned enamel-iron claw-foot tub and stepped inside. We necked standing up and then she pushed me down and she straddled me in the hot water and took me in her pussy  again.  Finally,  she  came  off  me  and  fell  back  on  her  side,  languid  and loose.  We  splashed  each  other  a  bit  and  laughed  lazily  and  we  started  to  talk about her classes and her friends and what she does for fun at home in her gilded cage.  She  experienced  the  finest  Parisian  restaurants  and  private  Tokyo  art shows  and  exclusive  fashion  shows  in  Milan.  But  she  never  sat  in  a  bar  in  her own city, she never went alone through a mall, and she never bought groceries.

We dried each other and got dressed and snacked a bit before we went back down and got in the cab.

“You promise you won’t tell?” she said.

“Of course not,” I said. “But you know that Brit and Holly and Dani are going to be able to tell,” I said.

“I know,” she said, and she turned and covered her mouth with her palm. She couldn’t hide the wide grin that spread over her face.

She leaned over the back of my seat and made love to my ear and neck with her  lips  and  tongue  all  the  way  through  the  city,  moaning  and  groaning  and reminding herself and me of the things we did and how it felt. “So penetrated!” she moaned and she winced, reliving it. “You almost hurt me when you fucked me on top,” she whispered in my ear and she pushed her tongue in it.

I  stopped  at  the  gate  in  front  of  her  house  when  we  got  back  up.  The  guard gave  me  the  same  look.  I  glanced  at  Orchid  who  had  fallen  back  into  the  seat behind  me.  She  stared  off  into  the  distance  like  she  does.  There  was,  for  the second time in two hours, no expression on her face all over again.

When I stopped in front of her house, she got out without a word and without so much as a glance over her shoulder. The tough guy guard at the door gave me a  reassuring  and  grim  nod.  Orchid  went  through  and  inside.  The  butler  was standing by to close it behind her. She didn’t even glance back at me.

I pulled away from the door but stopped halfway down the driveway. I had to check  my  phone,  put  my  computer  back  on,  see  if  there  were  any  trips  in  the neighbourhood. I got a text immediately from Orchid.

“I have a friend who’s even more nervous than me,” she wrote. “But she’s not allowed  out  unless  it’s  with  me.  Maybe  she  can  come  with  us  next  time?”  she wrote.

I dropped my phone in my lap and curled around the rest of the driveway and headed  out  onto  the  street  and  down  the  hill  and  back  into  the  city.  My  phone pinged again and I looked at the face. It was Orchid again. “Brit says its okay.”

“For fuck sakes,” I groaned to myself. “Going to kill you Brit.”
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