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I dreamed  I  was  driving  down  an  unlit  empty  highway  at  night  with  my headlights  off  when  my  engine  started  making  intermittent  horrible  knocking sounds. I heard them again and I strained over my steering wheel trying to figure out  what  it  could  be:  was  the  piston  thrown?  Was  the  axle  broken?  Was  I dragging something I hit?

Dani’s voice shouted, muffled, through my door in the other room and shook me  awake.  I  pulled  the  duvet  around  my  shoulders  and  swept  my  way  to  my front  door,  frowning  with  confusion,  lost  in  a  spiral  of  disconnected  imagery. Her door knocking was my engine breaking up.

“Oh  my  god!”  Dani  cried  out  loud  as  she  flooded  through  my  door  with  a murder of shopping bags slung from her arms. “I was pounding on your door for five minutes!”

She  dropped  her  bags,  all  paper,  all  marked  with  the  distinctive  logos  of  the top-most tier of clothing and shoe stores. “Dad’s driver is waiting,” she said. She pressed her splayed fingers into my chest, backing me up dressed in nothing but the  duvet.  She  made  me  stumble  backward  over  the  edge  of  it  where  it  spread over the floor behind me. “We have to hurry.”

She pushed me again as she stepped on the edge of my duvet. I fell backward without it and onto my bed. She laughed. I was still shaking off the sense that I was  doomed  on  an  empty  highway  in  the  middle  of  nowhere  with  a  broken-down car where I’d been speeding to get away from something.

She was dressed in high, heavy and stylish white-strap platform pumps and a swirling  aqua-toned  pleated  chiffon  dress.  She  wore  triangular  cut-copper earrings  and  seemingly  thousands  of  bracelets.  She  smelled  like  rain  had  just fallen on a summer morning. She hiked her skirt up around her hips and knelt on the edge of my messy bed. I crab-walked backward over it slipping away from under  her  spread  knees.  She  crawled  on  her  hands  and  knees  over  my  feet  and shins and sat on my knees. I struggled with my heels digging into the sheet, but I made no further progress.

“Oh no you don’t!”  she  said,  and  she  tittered  and  grabbed  my  cock  where  it poked up between her smooth, creamy, and white spread thighs.

I gasped and exhaled sharply, half propped up on my elbows under my back, my chin pushed down to my chest. She brought her pink glossy-painted lips and fresh-from-the-make-up-bar face down over the head of my strengthening cock. She  emitted  a  high-pitched,  pleased-sounding,  and  surprised  “Mmm!”  moan before  she  slid  her  round,  pursed  lips  down  over  my  thickening  shaft.  I  sank back on the bed and dropped my arm over my eyes.

Her  freshly-done  blonde  and  highlighted  waves  swept  over  my  stomach  and lap  like  a  curtain  billowing  in  the  breeze  on  a  beach.  When  she  pressed  her tongue against the underside of my shaft and curled it around my cock, I arched in  my  back  and  sprang  open  my  eyes    at  the  peeling  ceiling  with  my  mouth falling loosely open.

She laughed and rolled onto her back and pulled her knees up to her chest. She pushed  her  hips  up  off  the  bed  and  hooked  her  thumbs  under  the  waist  of  her white thong panties. She shoved them down her legs and over her big platform pumps. She climbed back over my prone body further up my legs and spread her dress around herself, covering me in it from my ribs to my knees. She petted my cheeks and stroked my neck with her panties and tittered. She bit her bottom lip and dropped down onto her elbows and knees to crouch over me.

“I  just  couldn’t  wait,”  she  said,  and  she  sucked  my  bottom  lip  up  and  let  it snap back. “Hope that’s okay,” she said. She reached down between our bodies, wrapped  her  hand  around  my  now-stiff  and  straining  cock,  and  she  drove  her hips  down,  enveloping  the  head  of  my  cock  inside  her  hot-to-the-touch  pussy lips, all freshly oozing wet and puffy soft. She let go of my cock with her hand and sank further down over me, her pussy caressing me inside. She pressed the heels  of  her  hands  into  my  shoulders,  locked  her  arms  out  straight,  and  arched her  back  in  deeply,  pushing  her  shoulders  and  head  high  up  over  me,  her  hair falling down around my face, enshrouding me in a kaleidoscope of morning sun-lit  and  wavering  blonde.  Her  hot,  snug  pussy  sank  further  down  over  my  cock inch  by  inch  until  her  pelvis  mashed  into  my  pelvis.  She  gently  rocked  on  me like  that,  a  calm,  sweeping,  undulating  fuck.  Her  fingers  curled  up  so  that  her nails dug into the skin of my shoulders. She exhaled as though with final relief.

“I  so  needed  this,”  she  groaned.  “You  have  no  idea.”  She  began  to  increase her pace. She pressed her hips down harder on mine with each thrust. Her back writhed on me like waves breaking up a beach. Her hair swooped over my face. She breathed in a broken way, catching it and gasping with frightened-sounding inhalations. I could feel her pussy muscles deep inside her grip and slide up and down my cock like some sort of internal hands were stroking me, urging me. 

Being  still  half-asleep  and  with  no  talking  between  us,  no  eye  contact,  not even  any  kissing  or  foreplay  or  lead-up,  I  fell  back  into  a  semi-wakeful  state, slipping  in  and  out  of  conscious  awareness.  Dani  fucking  me  mixed  with  a dream image of an angel stroking me as we floated in the clouds. I could hardly tell reality and dream apart as I flitted back and forth between them. I held onto the only thing I could — her thighs.

Dani  suddenly  stopped  breathing  and  her  pussy  clenched  tightly  around  my cock  repeatedly.  Her  whole  body  became  gripped  by  the  same  spasms  that gripped my cock deep inside her generously flowing pussy. I could feel her leak onto  my  thighs.  It  ran  down  between  my  butt  cheeks.  She  shuddered  hard  and sucked breath like someone pushed off a cliff. Her head fell back and her chest pushed  out.  Her  nipples  arched  over  my  face  sticking  out  hard  as  stones.  She shook like a death rattle gripped her before she collapsed down onto me. A smile spread over her face. She cooed purrs of soft light moans from deep in the back of her throat. She pressed her lips lazily along my neck.

I hardly even noticed that I had ejaculated into her. I only realized it when she pulled her pussy up and off my cock. My jism leaked out of her and ran down over my thigh. I think I slept through it.

She wiped herself with a towel from my heap of laundry on the chair and she tittered.  She  pulled  her  panties  on  again,  yanking  them  up  tight  into  her  groin and  letting  the  waist  snap  back  on  her  hips.  She  laughed  and  spun  around  and shuffled  on  her  high  shoes  toward  the  other  room  where  she  squatted  down  to scoop  up  the  handles  of  her  shopping  bags  and  pull  open  my  door.  “Brit  has  a special  treat  for  you  later!”  she  called  over  her  shoulder,  and  she  laughed  and disappeared out my door.

I picked my duvet up off my floor and hung it back around my shoulders and struggled to the window. I looked down the front of my building and saw Dani come  skidding  out  of  my  apartment’s  front  door,  dash  over  the  sidewalk,  and rush into the back of a black idling SUV parked on the street.

I  decided  not  to  clock  in  that  day.  I  needed  to  recover  from  the  excess  of “attention”  I  was  receiving.  I  needed  to  sort  out  what  was  going  on,  what  my role was in it, how I was supposed to respond. What was I? Who was I? It was going to be one of those days, I could tell.

I  moped  around  with  a  blank  canvas  on  the  easel,  primed  and  ready  for something, anything. But I could only push a dry brush around it, searching for and not finding any edge or shape or color to chase. I spun my laptop around and away from me. Its blank page stared back at me with the same empty whiteness as the canvas. What character? What situation? What even is a conflict anymore, I thought to myself, staring blankly at my wall. What is subject, what is object?

I went down into the street and hung my hands in my pockets and shuffled up and  around  the  corner  to  the  diner  cafe.  I  ordered  a  very  late  breakfast  of  eggs and bacon. I hunched over my greasy plate with my back to the door in the very last  booth  in  the  back  of  the  diner.  My  mind  was  truly  empty.  I  felt  like  I  was taken apart like a motor down, each individual part laid out across a hard cement floor. Nothing was connected to anything.  I folded an entire strip of bacon and pushed it into my mouth.

About to chomp down, my phone pinged in my pocket. I meant to not take my phone out, to not scroll anything, to not open any texts from anyone. But it was so automatic and unthinking, I was staring at Holly’s text before I remembered that I wasn’t going to communicate to anyone that day. I chewed my bacon and read what she wrote.

“Where’s Dani?” she had texted. “Is she at your place?”

I sighed and stared at the face of my phone and picked at stuck bacon in my back teeth with the tip of my tongue and I groaned. Finally I decided to write her back. “She was,” I said.

“I’m at your front door, why aren’t you letting me up?” she wrote.

I  shut  my  eyes  and  sank  down  in  my  shoulders  and  chin.  My  forehead dropped  down  to  prop  up  against  the  face  of  my  phone  that  I  held  in  my  hand where it wavered atop my elbow on the table.

“Aw, god,” I groaned.

I stuffed my mouth with the remainder of my breakfast but I couldn’t get the toast down. I came back up my street but I didn’t see her in front of my building. I came up to the fourth floor and tried my door. It was open. Holly was pacing around in my living room, texting furiously on her phone.

“There you are!” she said cheerily.

I shut my door behind me. “How’d you get in?”

“One of your neighbours let me in the front, finally! So rude of you!” she said, and she came to me and lifted herself on her toes to hold me by my jaw and she kissed the tip of my nose.

“I mean into my apartment,” I said. I figured that was how Dani got into the building, too. Great neighbours in a great ‘hood, you can say that again.

“It was open,” Holly said blankly before going back to texting on her phone, spinning away from me with a shrug.

I was forgetting thing now, apparently, like locking my door.

Holly  was  dressed  in  a  crop-cut  cold-shoulder  grey  angora  top,  black  sport leggings,  and  white  sneakers.  She  also  had  exclusive  shopping  bags  spread around on the floor inside my door.

“Shopping like Dani,” I murmured to myself.

“Shopping with Dani!” she said. “But we got separated. Need you to tell me which  ones  look  good,”  she  said,  and  she  tossed  her  phone  in  my  lap  and skittered over to bend low over her bags. “Take pictures for me so I can see too.”

I flopped into my couch, my blank easel to my left with nothing to paint and my blank laptop to my right with nothing to write, mocking me with their bright, blooming blankness.

In front of me, Holly, her back to me, bent at her waist and knees and tugged at  her  tight  leggings,  curling  them  over  inside-out  and  down  her  legs  and  off over her feet. In pale purple floral lace hipster panties, she stretched and arched and pulled her soft angora top up over her head. She combed her fingers through her hair to spread it back down over her shoulders in soft cascades of descending chocolate  brown  clouds.  She  wore  a  strapless  pale  purple  floral  lace  matching bra up top.

“I don’t know any guys like you I could ever do this with,” she said. “Helping me  model  my  new  clothes.”  She  pulled  out  of  one  bag  a  black  leatherette choker-neck  sleeveless  mini  tube  dress.  It  was  so  tight  on  her,  she  struggled  to get  it  on  her  body  straight  and  sorted.  “There,”  she  said,  turning  around  in constrained and tiny steps. “Take a picture!”

I did.

She spun around again, all the way. “What do you think of this one?” she said.

I swallowed hard. “Um,” I said.

“Yeah,  I  thought  that  too,”  she  said,  and  she  pulled  it  up  and  over  her  head, revealing her body to me underneath all over again. This time she stepped over to me, bent down, twisted around, and pulled her hair up off her back. “Would you?” she said.

I unclasped her bra.

She  skittered  over  to  her  bags  and  pulled  up  over  her  arms  the  straps  of  a black full-cup bra, and she came back to me and laughed, not needing to ask me this time to clasp it in her back.

Over  that  she  tossed  a  transparent  black  veil-like  top  that  left  her  ribs  and stomach  uncovered,  as  well  as  her  bra,  visible  beneath.  She  pulled  up  a  shiny black mini skirt that she could barely get up over her hips, it stretched so tightly around her.

“Right?”  she  said.  “Fuckable  or  what?”  she  groaned,  and  she  snorted  and turned around in tiny steps.

“Very fuckable, yeah,” I said.

“I thought so too. Dani said it was too slutty though, like she would know!” Holly said, and she snorted again and posed, looking over her shoulder. “Picture please!”  she  said,  and  she  made  a  peace  sign  behind  her  back  at  me  and  my phone.

“Last one,” she said, “I promise.” She pushed the black skirt down and off her hips and tossed the sheer top over her bags. Still pulled back on her strapless bra and  then  threw  up  over  her  head  a  blue,  off-shoulder,  flared  and  short  dress. “You  like  this  one  the  best,  don’t  you,”  she  said,  spreading  it  down  over  her body with her splayed hands. “I knew you would.”

I did, but I didn’t want her to know that she knew me that well. “It’s okay,” I said.

She snorted and she tiptoed over the floor to me. She dropped a pillow on the floor in front of my knees. “Thank you for the help,” she said, and she shrugged pretending  to  be  coy  and  shy,  before  she  placed  her  palms  down  on  my  knees and  let  her  body  drop  down  to  her  knees  between  my  legs.  “Just  for  you,”  she said.

I sank back into the couch. She opened my jeans, pulled my shorts and pants half-way down my thighs, and began to lick and kiss my slumbering cock.

“You’re always so nice to me and Dani and Brit,” she said. “And now Orchid, too,”  she  said,  and  she  lifted  her  eyes,  glassy  and  half-lidded,  to  mine.  She circled her tongue snake-like around my cock and she slurped at the head of it before  closing  her  lips  around  the  ridge  and  moaning  out  loud  as  she  sank  her mouth down the length of my shaft.

I stared with multiple categories of disbelief.

She pulled up and off me with a loud popping sound, she had been sucking on me  so  hard.  She  stroked  my  cock  against  her  face  and  kissed  it.  “How  come you’re so nice to us, anyway?” she said. She took the head of my cock in her lips and  went  madly  over  it  with  her  wild  tongue.  “Orchid  told  us  what  you  did  to her,” she said, and she took me all the way down to the back of her throat.

“I thought she didn’t want anyone to know,” I groaned. I pushed my fingers through  her  hair  and  bent  half  sideways  to  watch  her  soft,  full  lips  close  down around my cock and plunge slowly back down over me to my pelvis.

“She’s  just  trying  to  remain  prim  and  proper.  But  I  think  in  private  she’s  a complete wild child,” she said.

I snorted and grinned. “You could say that, yeah,” I said. I was still recovering from the rigours of the fucking she laid on me the previous evening.

“She  said  you  made  her  cum  a  lot.  Was  that  fun  for  you?”  she  said.  She whimpered to herself as she pumped my cock with a loose grip and soft lips.

“I  couldn’t  count  the  times  she  came,”  I  said.  I  petted  her  hair  and  held  the back of her neck.

“That  is  so  hot,”  she  said,  and  she  sank  down  on  me  and  pumped  me  with greater pace and increasing pressure.

I exhaled deeply and fell back into the couch. Her tongue curled around and lashed at me. Her lips closed and pressed tighter around me. Her hand pumped me and her fingers closed tightly around the base. It was her high-pitched private moans  from  deep  in  her  throat  that  sent  me  over  the  edge.  I  could  tell  without looking that she was fingering herself under her dress and panties.

She whimpered like she was helpless to stop. My body stiffened and I groaned out loud. I strained with my neck muscles and clenched my thighs and pumped up my hips. Holly sucked harder. She was erupting at the same time as me. Her body tightened and loosed on mine with spasms that rippled around inside her. She got loud, even with my cock muffling her mouth.

I  came  in  her  throat.  The  moment  of  timelessness    seemed  to  last  forever.  I sank back from her and curled up on the couch. She let my cock come out of her mouth, flaccid and drained, and she stood up over my fetal body with her hands on her hips.

“You  hardly  came  at  all!”  she  said,  feigning  disappointment.  “You  fucked Dani when she was here, didn’t you!”

I peeked up through one of my half-lidded eyes.

She spun away. “That Dani! I told her I wanted you to cum hard with me this morning! She’s always trying to fuck you before I get to!” she whined, and she pulled her blue dress up and off her body. She got dressed in her Angora top and black tights again and sat in my chair facing me.

When I opened my eyes and pulled myself up to sitting, Holly rolled her eyes and shook her face at my ceiling. I pulled my shorts and jeans half way up my thigh, but didn’t have the strength. “Stop fucking Dani so much,” she said. “Let her wait her turn like the rest of us!” she said. Her phone buzzed. She laughed and  answered  it.  “Dani,  you  fucking  slut!  Stop  fucking  my  boyfriend!”  she shrieked and she laughed.

She  got  up  and  went  out  my  door  talking  and  laughing  with  Dani  on  her phone.  She  waved  a  tiny  finger-fluttering  wave  to  me  as  she  slipped  away  and down the hallway.

I managed to roll over and pull myself up enough to see the same black SUV down  in  front  of  my  building  again,  and  to  see  the  back  door  flung  open  from inside by Dani’s arm reaching across. Holly was laughing and squealing as she climbed into the back seat with her, and the car u-turned sharply and sped away up my street.

I rolled back over and sank further down in my couch. My eyes dropped open and my shoulders sank down. I was not surprised to find, when next I opened my eyes, Brit coming through my door. My eyes refused to come uncrossed though I blinked had several times.

“Just come on in,” I moaned, and I waved my hand over and back in front of my face. “Dani and Holly were here earlier,” I said, and I hooked my thumb over my shoulder with one eye still closed. “In case you were . . . “ I mumbled, before trailing off.

She  was  dressed  in  a  red  and  white  sun  dress,  frilly  and  60s  housewife-like, with white high-heeled shoes. She wore a headband in her hair and earrings and bright red lipstick. She crossed the floor toward me. She stopped directly in front of me and reached up under the wide-flaring skirts of her dress, and she filched around inside until she found and pulled down her white, lacy panties.

“But . . . “ I said. She pushed my head back with the heel of her hand and used my shoulders for balance to step up and onto the cushions of my couch. Her high heels came gingerly down astride my thighs.

“Quickly,” she said, and she bent her knees and settled them into the back of the  couch  to  either  side  of  my  ears.  She  projected  her  hips  forward,  pulled  her skirts up around her waist, and looked down with her chin on her chest as though carefully docking spaceships.

She brought her pussy, fragrant with perfume, to my mouth, and she shivered. “A quick one?” she said. “Then we can talk.”

I  slid  my  hands  up  the  backsides  of  her  bare  thighs  under  the  skirts  of  her dress  and  I  took  her  bare  butt  cheeks  in  my  grip  and  squeezed  her.  She  sighed and  fell  forward  and  pushed  her  fresh,  clean  pussy  into  my  face.  I  used  my thumbs to spread her lips and I exposed her clit and sucked it and kissed it.

She  sighed  and  collapsed  harder  against  my  face.  “That’s  so  good,”  she groaned.  “It’s  like  you’re  one  of  us,  the  way  you  know  what  to  do,”  she murmured.

I  drove  the  tip  of  my  tongue  down  through  the  cleft  of  her  pussy  lips  and  I teased  her  perineum.  She  shivered  and  pushed  her  hips  out  harder.  “Make  me cum,  Darryl,”  she  moaned,  and  she  dropped  her  head  back  and  gasped  deeply through her dropped-open mouth. “Don’t fuck around.”

I  held  her  hips  hard  between  my  hands.  They  shivered.  I  sucked  on  her  clit. She  cried  in  tiny  whimpers  up  to  the  ceiling.  I  slipped  my  tongue  into  her  and she tugged my hair and clenched her teeth and grunted. I only licked her another moment  or  two  before  she  started  to  buck  hard  at  my  face  and  she  stopped breathing.  I  sucked  her  clit  and  let  it  snap  back  and  she  laughed  as  though nervous.  She  cradled  the  back  of  my  head  in  both  her  hands  and  ground  her groin  all  over  my  face.  I  lashed  at  her  pussy  again.  I  could  feel  her  muscles clench, her breath stop, her legs quake. She was hung out over the edge. I licked her one more time, and she erupted in violent spasms before she fell down over me and sank away, astride the couch, her legs haphazardly over my lap, her arms as though detached from her body.

“So  good,”  she  groaned  with  her  eyes  closed.  Her  phone  buzzed.  “They’re here,” she moaned sleepily without budging from her full-body sprawl spread all over me. I strained to look out the window and down into the street. The black SUV was back out front.

“Come on,” she said, and she pulled herself up laboriously before yanking on my wrist and dragging me up, too. “We have business to discuss,” she said. She pushed me from behind with her hands on my hips out my door, down my hall, and all the way down the stairs. We came out onto the sidewalk. The back door of  the  SUV  was  flung  open  from  inside.  Brit  pushed  me  up  by  the  ass  from behind and I fell into the back seat.

Dani  was  in  the  front  seat.  It  swivelled  around  to  face  the  back  of  the  car. Holly was in the left back seat. It also swivelled out in front of her door, as did Brit’s seat to my right, so that the three girls and I came to sit in a circle facing each other in the SUV. There was a small round table in the middle with holders for  cups.  Holly  poured  a  glass  of  champagne  for  me    —  they  all  already  had their’s full, if not half sipped away.

The Escalade smoothly and silently glided away from the curb and made a u-turn. “We have a proposition for you,” Brit said, and she sipped from her glass. “How much does it cost to hire you and your cab for a day?” she said.

“I don’t even know,” I said. “That’s never happened.”

“Why don’t we just a rent a car for him?” Dani said.

“That would actually work better,” Holly said.

“Ok,” Brit said. She sipped thoughtfully again. “How much do you personally earn on your best day?” she said.

They  had  no  idea  of  what  money  was  on  my  level,  what  ordinary  people earned, what they had left over to spend, what basic things like rent cost.

“Two hundred dollars is a good day,” I said.

Holly  blinked  blankly.  Dani  sipped  her  champaign  with  her  eyes  darting silently  to  Brit’s  eyes.  I  could  have  said  $20  or  I  could  have  said  $2,000,  it wouldn’t have made much difference to them.

“Why are you asking that?” I said.

They  all  remained  tight-lipped.  “Are  you  able  to  book  time  off  work  if  you had to, if you had another type of job to do?” Brit said.

I shrugged. “Yeah, of course. I booked today off, for example,” I said. “I don’t book off, I just don’t book on,” I said.

Brit looked to Holly and Dani in turn, and they looked back to her, nodding once  each.  Brit  turned  to  me  and  cleared  her  throat.  “We  have  a  special  case,” she said. “A girl who just arrived. She knows Orchid but nobody else. We were wondering if you could make her feel welcome, show her around the city, take care of her,” she said, and she sipped her drink with her eyes steady over the rim, locked on my eyes.

“Show her around,” I said.

“Show her around,” Brit repeated herself slowly and clearly and she squinted her eyes at me. “We can pay you,” she said. Holly and Dani nodded in unison, their  eyebrows  curving  high  over  their  forehead  with  meaningful-looking sympathy.  They  knew  enough  about  money  to  know  that  people  like  me  did things for it.

I knew enough about driving to know when a driver was given instructions to drive but not go anywhere. I stared up through the middle of the car and out the front window pondering the vague spy-movie-like proposition Holly, Dani, and Brit were making to me. I gritted my teeth enough to bulge the joint in my jaw.

“Four hundred,” I said, and I brought my narrowed Clint Eastwood eyes down slowly over to Brit’s eyes.

She  shrugged  and  widened  her  eyes  and  frowned  at  Brit  and  Holly.  “Sure, yeah, of course,” she said. She asked for my phone and put in an address and a time. “But pick up Orchid first,” she said, handing my phone back to me. “So the new girl feels safe.”

“Also,”  Dani  interrupted  her,  putting  her  finger  up  to  make  a  point.  “She knows  zero  English.  Her  name  is  Jun.  And  she’s  staying  in  a  house  a  little further up behind Orchid’s.”

I looked at the address Brit put on my phone. I didn’t recognize the name of the  street.  I’d  never  had  reason  before  to  know  it.  I’d  never  been  sent  up  that high. The SUV came to a gliding stop. I looked up and out the side window and startled. We were in front of my building again. Holly, Dani, and Brit relaxed in their seats as the driver scurried around the car and pulled open the side door.

As  I  climbed  over  and  past  Brit,  she  stopped  me  with  her  hand  around  my waist.  “Just  be  yourself,”  she  said.  “Don’t  ever  try  to  be  anything  else.”  She looked serious. She nodded, too.

I frowned and continued my roll to land on my feet back on the sidewalk. Me and the driver nodded at each other. But he showed nothing on his face. I went up and inside and shut my door behind me. I leaned back against it and exhaled to the bottoms of my lungs. The whole thing sounded ridiculous. But it sounded like an easy $400 too.

I stared at my blank canvas until I heard car doors close down below. I looked out. A smaller SUV, sporty and red, was parked in front of my building’s doors. A moment later, my phone pinged. I message was texted to me — an eight-digit code for keyless entry.

At the appointed time, I came back up to Orchid’s gate driving the sleek red SUV.  The  same  act  played  out  —  the  white  gloves  behind  the  back,  the  bent waist,  the  long  “got  you”  stare,  and  the  smoothly  gliding  gate.  Tough  Guy checked me over again while his mate circled around the rental with his mirror projected underneath. The butler opened the door and stepped aside. He glared at me  with  the  same  judging  eyes,  narrow  and  cold.  Out  came  Orchid  with  the same stoic demeanour as the first time. Haughty, you might say. Aloof.

She gave me the slightest of nods when our eyes met in the rearview mirror. I rolled out the driveway and through the gate. This time, however, I turned right. We  were  entering  virgin  territory  for  me.  We  climbed  up  a  couple  of switchbacks  and  emerged  onto  a  street  banked  with  hillocks  on  both  sides,  the kind they use to hide nuclear power plants and level-4 biohazard buildings.

Jun’s  house  had  a  solid  wall,  not  an  iron  gate,  enclosing  it.  There  were  two guards with wires in their ears wearing dark suits, not uniforms. We parked and were  brought  to  the  “house”  in  a  golf  cart.  Through  a  golf  course.  This  house dripped so much wealth it didn’t need to show it. It was exquisitely tasteful.

Orchid spoke in staccato to guards at the doors before she lead me past them and  inside.  She  took  me  up  massive  double-helix  staircases  that  rose  high  to  a mezzanine around the enormous lobby. We came to 12-foot high double maple-wood  doors.  “Jun’s  room,”  Orchid  said  over  her  shoulder  to  me.  She  pushed them open.

Her “room” had its own foyer. We emerged through an arch into not a room but  a  suite  —  an  apartment.  A  wall  of  smokey  glass  panels  separated  a  living room  and  kitchen  from  a  barely  visible  bedroom.  There  was  an  office  with  a couch. It had a patio outside a wall of glass that lined one whole side. It had trees in pots, a cabana, and a swimming pool. There was expensive abstract originals on the walls. A bathroom that looked like a spa. There were towel heaters.

“What are we doing up here?” I quietly moaned to Orchid.

She  only  slapped  at  my  wrist  behind  her  without  looking  and  made  a  quick, sharp “Sht!” sound. She knocked lightly on a double door and said something in Chinese.

The girl who I presumed was Jun opened it from the inside and stepped out. She was not more than an inch or two taller than Orchid, and about as light, too. She  had  long  brown-tinted  hair  that  swept  gracefully  over  her  face  and  hung down most of her back in long lazy waves. She was dressed in torn jeans and a blue off-the-shoulder sweater. She had happy eyes.

She  inhaled  as  though  nervous  before  she  suddenly  squealed  and  ran  up  to Orchid and threw her arms around her neck. She hugged her close, rocking side to side agains her. She spoke a mile a minute, but I had no idea what about.

Orchid  finally  calmed  her  down,  held  her  hand,  and  turned  her  to  face  me. They stepped over the carpet in front of me and stopped. “This is Jun,” Orchid said, and she nodded once sharply.

She turned to Jun and spoke a paragraph inside which I heard one word that I knew: “Darryl.” Whatever Orchid was saying, it made Jun blush and cover her face with her hand and go “Ooh!” and “Ahh!” She tittered and flashed her eyes up at me as Orchid grinned and murmured in her ear. 

Orchid  said  something  to  her  that  sounded  like  permission.  Jun  widened  her eyes  back  at  her  friend  with  doubt.  Orchid  pushed  her  by  the  hip.  Jun  laughed and pushed back against her hand and said, “No-no-no-no!” She shook her head and  giggled.  Orchid  nodded  deeply  and  pulled  harder  on  Jun’s  wrist.  She brought  both  of  them  up  closer  to  me.  Jun’s  eyes  widened  and  she  bit  her  lip. Orchid wrapped her free hand around the back of my neck, tilted her head, and brought her lips up to mine, kissing me softly.

She  turned  to  Jun  and  nodded  again  and  yanked  harder  on  her  wrist.  Jun finally  stepped  up  in  front  of  me.  She  said  something  in  Chinese  to  me  and covered  her  mouth  and  laughed.  She  ducked  her  face  down  but  she  steadied herself  as  though  stiffening  up  with  courage.  She  slipped  her  cool,  long,  agile fingers around the back of my neck the way Orchid had done, and she dropped her  eyes  closed,  she  raised  herself  on  her  toes,  and  she  touched  her  lips  to  my lips.

Orchid squealed and snatched at her waist and pulled her back into the closet. She dragged me in with her. It was bigger than my apartment inside . “Help Jun decide  what  to  wear  for  showing  around  the  city,”  Orchid  said,  and  she beckoned me to csit down.

I looked at the settee and clasped my hands together. I glanced up sideways to catch Jun pulling her sweater up and off her lithe body. She was discreet but not hidden  —  she  changed  clothes  the  way  a  woman  would  with  other  women around. She wore a delicate white satin bra.

Orchid  yanked  on  the  belt  loop  of  her  jeans  and  turned  to  me.  “Are  these cute?” she said.

“Those are fine,” I said, and I cleared my throat and sat down.

She  turned  to  Jun  and  issued  lengthy  instructions.  She  pointed  around  the closet furiously. Jun put on a pink crop-cut hoody and returned to stand in front of me.

“Cute?” Orchid asked me.

“It’s good, yeah,” I said and I looked away.

Orchid issued more commands to Jun before barking commands to me. “Stand beside her,” she said. “You’re her boyfriend today!” She pushed us together and stepped back to take a picture. “So she feels protected.”

Jun found my hand with hers and wrapped it around mine. Her thumb rubbed my  hand  softly  and  slowly  as  though  hidden.  Orchid  stepped  back  and  issued more  commands.  Jun  tittered  shyly  into  her  hand  before  rising  on  her  toes, turning  toward  me,  and  kissing  me  on  my  cheek.  “Hold  her,  kiss  her,”  Orchid said without taking the phone away from her face. Jun guided my hands around the bared skin of her waist where her hoody rode up her body as it stretched and arched against me.

“On the mouth,” Orchid said.

Jun snorted lightly and smiled up at me. She pushed her face up to mine. She had  no  hesitation.  She  pushed  her  lips  against  my  lips  and  sank  her  hot,  hard tongue  deep  into  my  mouth.  Orchid  stepped  further  back  and  laughed,  taking pictures the whole time. Jun pushed her fingers through the hair on the back of my head and arched further in her back to press her chest against my body and her  thighs  against  my  thighs.  Our  hips  bumped  and  she  tittered  and  rocked  her hips side to side against mine.

I  glanced  over  her  head  to  Orchid.  She  had  sat  down  on  another  piece  of furniture  and  sank  back  and  crossed  her  legs.  Her  grin  was  permanent.  Jun pressed her tongue into my ear and she kissed my neck. She turned around inside my arms and pushed her tush out into my groin and rubbed it back and forth over me and laughed. She twisted around and looked up at me through fallen strands of hair and she bit her lip and flared her eyes back at me. She said something in Chinese to me and she arched deeply in her back and pushed her hands down her legs to her shins, bending over double in front of me.

“She wants to know if you like to do it like that in bed,” Orchid said, and she squealed, took more pictures, and laughed out loud.

“What the fuck is this, Orchid?” I said.

She didn’t take her phone away from her face. “Don’t you like her?” she said.

I couldn’t answer.

Orchid said more things to her and she covered her mouth with her hand and turned against me. She came up to me with her face held high. “Don’t you like me?” she said in struggling English, and she moaned as she covered my mouth with another kiss. She penetrated my lips with her tongue. “My boyfriend?” she said in her heavy accent, and she tittered.

We  came  down  from  her  suite  together  and  said  nothing  to  anyone  in  the house on our way back out the front doors. I couldn’t count the staff we passed. We  were  taken  in  the  golf  cart  back  to  my  car  and  Orchid  got  in  the  back. “Girlfriend rides up front with you,” she said, and she laughed with delight and clapped.

She  ordered  me  to  drive  to  what  I  knew  to  be  the  most  top-end  clothing retailer  maybe  in  the  country.  We  were  ushered  through  the  store  by  staff  and brought to a private showing room in the back. There, Orchid, Jun and I found Holly,  Dani,  and  Brit,  already  seated  on  couches,  champagne’s  in  hand,  music playing, and racks of clothes spread around the room.

“Finally!” Brit said. “Jun  needs  a  wardrobe,”  she  said,  nodding  at  me.  “And you’re going to help us pick!”

“You’re  the  final  judge!”  Dani  said,  and  she  pulled  me  down  on  the  couch between  her  and  Holly.  They  both  held  my  hands,  and  they  also  both  moaned with smiles into my neck and petted my thighs. Holly absently played in my hair with her long fingers.

The  four  girls  spent  two  hours  changing  Jun  into  and  out  of  clothes  and underwear  and  nightclothes  and  shoes.  They  laughed  and  teased  and  drank champagne and danced. They never asked me my opinion on anything, but they told me my opinion on everything. The pile that was deemed good was shown to the staff. It was understood it would be delivered to her home. We came out and piled into the SUV, Dani, Holly, and Brit in the back, Jun and Orchid in the front with me.

We drove to the lakefront park. They all made Jun and I hold hands and walk under  trees  and  along  the  water  pretending  to  be  boyfriend  and  girlfriend.  We ended  up  back  at  Jun’s,  up  in  her  apartment  in  that  house  up  high  in  the  hills. They put more music on and danced and laughed.

Brit  plopped  down  beside  me  on  one  of  Jun’s  couches.  “Her  university  and our  university  are  now  sister  universities,”  she  said  with  a  nod.  I  knew  Holly, Dani,  and  Brit  attended  a  private  elite  school.  “And  they  started  an  exchange program,” she said. “Every two weeks, another girl comes over, and we send one of  ours  over  to  their  school!”  she  said,  and  she  slapped  my  knee.  “And  Holly, Dani and me get to be the official welcoming committee! Isn’t that going to be fun!?” she said.

“Every two weeks?” I said.

“It was our idea that every girl needs to have an American boyfriend for their time here — it’s the whole cultural experience, right?” she said. “Plus, it’s  part of their safety plan!”

“I’m going to be their boyfriend?” I said, screwing up my face at her.

“Isn’t  it  perfect?”  she  said,  slapping  my  thigh.  “You’re  perfect  for  the  job, too!n  We  don’t  want  them  going  around  with  no  college  frat  boys!  Bleh!”  she said.

I turned my head and stared out the window and across the vast treed patio out there. “They come to this same house all the time?” I said.

“Always this house,” she said. “Belongs to a big donor — and he went to both universities!”

“Show them around the city?” I said.

She  snorted  and  rolled  her  eyes.  She  pushed  herself  up  in  the  couch  to  poke her  tongue  into  my  ear.  “They  must  have  the  full  American  boyfriend experience,” she groaned against my neck. “It’s not about the tour, silly.”

Jun glanced at me from across the room. She blushed slightly and darted her face  away.  She  knew  we  were  talking  about  her.  I  saw  her  murmur  something into  Orchid’s  ear  with  whom  she  danced.  Orchid  glanced  over  her  shoulder  at me  and  waved  and  tittered.  She  cupped  her  hand  over  Jun’s  ear  and  said something that made Jun squeal with embarrassment.

Soon everyone left. It happened so quickly and smoothly, I wasn’t even fully aware that Jun and I were left alone in her apartment. I came out of the bathroom and looked around for the others, but only saw Jun on the couch sitting forward with  her  shoulders  curved  around,  her  back  slouched,  and  her  hands  pressed between her thighs. She bit her lip at me and brushed her hair from her face. She was back in her torn faded jeans, crop-cut pink hoody, and bare feet with painted nails. Even Orchid our interpreter was gone.

I  sat  on  the  couch  facing  her  over  the  coffee  table  on  her  other  couch.  She stared at me and turned away and stared again. I got out my phone, and I wrote, “What would you like to do?” on it, and translated it into Chinese for her.

She took my phone, read it, and peered up at me through strands of hair fallen over  her  face.  She  wrote  something  and  passed  my  phone  back.  “Can  I  say anything?” she wrote.

I got up and came around the table to sit on her couch beside her, rather than reach so far over the table. She instantly cuddled up against me and put my hand down  on  her  thigh  before  putting  her  own  hand  down  on  my  thigh,  and  she tittered sideways and up at me.

“You can say anything,” I said.

She  bit  her  lip  harder  and  turned  her  eyes  far  into  their  corners.  “No!”  she said, and she shook her head and grinned nervously. She wrote on my phone and handed it to me. “I don’t want to say it,” she wrote.

“How will I know then?” I wrote back to her.

Her shoulders heaved up and her chest filled. Her face reddened. “I can show you?” she wrote.

I  nodded  at  her.  She  swallowed  hard.  And  then  she  stood  up,  she  faced  me, and she popped open the button in the waist of her tight jeans. She grinned and she  chuckled  and  she  peeled  them  down  her  legs  and  stepped  out  of  them.  It wasn’t the first time by far that she stripped down in front of me. But this time, she  didn’t  stop  at  her  panties.  She  peeled  them  down,  too,  and  stepped  out  of them. Her pussy was covered in a fine, nearly invisible brown floss.

She  laughed  and  covered  her  mouth  with  her  hand  and  twisted  her  feet together.  “What  you  did  to  Orchid,”  she  wrote  on  my  phone,  and  she  dropped her mouth open at me and widened her eyes. Slowly she pushed her hand down the front of her pink hoody. She uncurled her finger to point further down at her pussy below.

I nodded. I understood. And I swallowed hard.

She squealed and ran away high on her toes. She came back with a thin white linen  scarf.  She  plopped  herself  down  on  the  couch  sideways,  leaned  back carefully against the arm, and flicked her hair up and over it to hang down the side. She shifted around on her bare ass until she was perfectly comfortable, and then she spread the see-through scarf over her face. She pulled her knees up  and she used her hands to push her legs open, as though fighting herself. I could see her  scarf-obscured  face.  Her  eyes  were  blinking  closed  and  her  mouth  was quivering  open.  She  arched  in  her  back,  stretched  her  neck,  and  flopped  her knees wide open at me.

I twisted around and crouched sideways on the couch. I eased myself down to my  elbows  and  knees  between  her  bent  and  spread  legs.  I  didn’t  realize  how flowing and wet she was until I pressed the flat of my tongue against the puff of her lips. She tasted like cherry. She smelled like whipped cream.

She  grunted  to  the  ceiling  and  widened  her  mouth.  I  narrowed  my  tongue. With  just  the  hardened  tip,  I  drove  it  like  a  plough  through  the  furrow  of  her pussy  lips.  Her  body  quaked  and  her  hips  pushed  up  from  the  couch.  She groaned her first words of English: “Fuck yes!” she cried out to the ceiling in a thick accent.

Her clit was not the size of Orchid’s clit, but it was hard as a pebble. I moved the tip of my tongue around it. She gripped the cushions of the couch and shook again  throughout  her  body.  She  said  Chinese  things  in  deep,  guttural  moans.  I dragged  my  loose  tongue  down  to  her  perineum.  She  slapped  and  tore  at  the fabric of the couch. She spoke a lot, just not words I understood. I had to back up and  look,  she  was  flooding  herself  so  much.  Her  entire  area  was  glistening.  I kissed her clit and sucked it up between my lips. Her whole body came up with me, and when I let it go, her hips rattled with aftershocks and her body flopped down hard on the couch.

I had only got started. But she began to heave deeply in her chest. She cried out  so  loud,  I  wondered  about  the  staff,  or  about  her  hosts,  wherever  and whoever they were. I pushed my tongue inside her and her entire body went stiff as a plank. When I sucked on her clit, she sucked air through her teeth to the tops of her lungs and the muscles in her legs bulged. I circled her clit with the hard tip of my tongue again and her body levitated on only her strained and curled toes and the back of her head, her neck muscles bulging and quivering. Her stomach was  hard  under  my  hands.  I  reached  up  under  her  hoody  and  found  her  small breasts through her bra. She began to heave throughout her body. I twisted her nipples and she fell off the cliff.

Her hips dropped down and smashed back up so hard, she punched me in the nose with her pelvis. I pressed her hips down and she strained hard against me. I licked  her  whole  pussy  and  without  breath,  she  punched  my  back.  I  licked  her again and her body sprang fully straight out, her ankles twisted together, and her butt clenching hard. She rolled half over and began to shake violently with her face and body pressing into the crease in the back of the couch. I sat back on my calves. I wasn’t even touching her, and she strained and arched and writhed and contorted in front of me like a torture victim. She moaned louder.

Suddenly she rolled off the couch, hopped up on her toes, and ran away into her  bathroom.  She  came  back  out  after  a  time  still  in  her  hoody  but  with  new panties on. She ducked her grinning face and darted just as quickly back to me on the couch. She found my phone and wrote on it.

“Too embarrassed,” she wrote.

“It’s normal,” I said. It wasn’t, the way she climaxed so hard without me even touching her, but I didn’t want to tell her that.

We talked a little more before there was a light knock on her door. Jun tittered at  my  fright.  It  was  Orchid.  Jun  wrote  to  me  and  handed  me  my  phone  before jumping  up  and  dashing  over  to  Orchid  coming  in  her  room.  They  held  hands and came over toward me together. I looked down at my phone.

“I  asked  Orchid  to  come  back  and  show  me  how  to  do  it  to  you,”  she  had written.

I looked up to find Orchid inhaling deeply, biting her lip, and looking through strands of her hair at me. She didn’t say anything. She pulled her jacket off and pulled her tank-top up over her head. She stared at me the whole time, biting her lip and widening her eyes, as she opened her pants, pulled them down, and then took her panties off, too. She looked at Jun and Jun understood. She un-zipped her hoody and let it drop on the floor behind her. She turned sideways keeping her  eyes  on  mine,  and  let  Orchid  unclasp  her  pretty  white  bra.  Then  Orchid turned sideways and let Jun unclasp her black bra. They laughed when they both shrugged their shoulders and let the slack straps fall down their arms and expose their equally small breasts to me.

They  held  hands  as  they  came  up  to  the  front  of  my  couch,  both  of  them completely  naked  but  for  anklets,  bracelets,  tummy  chains,  rings,  earrings, necklaces,  and  piercings.  Orchid  pushed  my  shoulder  to  make  me  slump  back into  the  back  of  the  couch.  Jun  laughed  nervously  beside  her.  She  pushed  my other shoulder and playfully stuck her tongue out at me. With both of their eyes deep and dark and hung heavily on mine, Orchid took her hand in her hand and pulled her down, sinking to her knees in front of me. She pushed my knees open and made her and Jun squirm and push to fit both their small bodies between my spread thighs.

Orchid  undid  my  pants  and  tugged  on  one  side.  Jun  tugged  on  the  other.  I lifted  my  hips  and  they  took  my  pants  off  together.  They  removed  my  shorts, too. My cock sprang up.

Orchid wrapped her cool hand around my shaft and squeezed it until her arm shook.  She  jutted  her  jaw  at  me  and  clenched  her  teeth.  She  sucked  breath noisily. And then she twisted around to face Jun, she laid her eyes on her’s, and pushed her small, round, and full mouth down against the top of the head of my cock.

Jun watched where my cock touched Orchid’s lips, her eyes wide as those of a student.  Orchid  lifted  her  face  up  and  steered  my  cock  toward  Jun’s  face.  Jun tittered  and  covered  her  mouth  with  her  cupped  hand  and  looked  away.  But Orchid peeled her hand from her mouth, bending her fingers back, and slid her other hand around behind Jun’s neck.

Jun  experimented  with  how  wide  to  open  her  mouth.  Orchid  pressed  on  the back of her neck. Jun gathered her hair around her shoulder and out of her way, and  raised  herself  higher  on  her  knees.  She  glanced  up  at  me  and  darted  her tongue out from between her pursed lips and touched the tip of my cock with it. She laughed and rolled her eyes at me.

Orchid  pulled  my  cock  back  toward  her  face  and  sank  her  lips  down  around the  entire  head  of  my  cock,  her  deep  dark  eyes  on  Jun’s  eyes  the  whole  time. And then she pushed my cock toward Jun’s face.

Jun swallowed hard and bit her lip. Her breath was deep and hard. Her eyes were wide and her body shook. Orchid pushed on the back of her neck and Jun closed her eyes. Orchid pushed harder and Jun’s mouth, her lips pursed, pushed into the top of the head of my cock. Orchid pushed again and Jun’s lips parted. Her  hot,  wet  mouth  slid  down  over  the  head  of  my  cock.  I  could  feel  the vibration of her moan from deep inside her throat.

Orchid  lifted  her  face  from  my  cock  and  nodded.  And  them,  still  staring  at her, she sank her mouth all the way down the shaft of my cock. She pulled up and  off,  leaving  strings  of  saliva  stretching  from  my  cock  to  her  lips,  and  she wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.

She pushed on the back of Jun’s neck. Jun glanced up at me. Orchid covered Jun’s  mouth  with  her  mouth  and  I  could  tell  from  her  cheeks  and  lips  that  she was swirling her tongue around inside Jun’s mouth deeply and rapidly.

When  she  pulled  off  Jun  laughed  and  murmured  in  Chinese  to  her.  It  was  a question.  Orchid  answered  her  by  opening  her  mouth  wide  in  front  of  her  face and swirling her tongue around inside it. Jun watched with studiousness.

When  Orchid  urged  her  again  with  a  nudge  on  the  back  of  her  neck,  Jun closed her lips around the head of my cock. She sank her mouth down my shaft all the way to the back of her throat.

I strained in my neck and sprang my body back against the back of the couch. Jun moaned on me. Her tongue swirled around my shaft deep in her mouth. She came up and pushed back down, enveloping me in a sea of warm wetness. And then she started swirling her tongue around my cock.

I  groaned  and  lost  my  breath.  Jun  wrapped  her  hand  around  my  cock  and pumped  me  in  her  mouth.  Her  tongue  was  like  something  from  another  world. She moaned in high pitches rising and falling in my lap. Her whole body writhed and  waved.  I  could  barely  open  my  eyes  her  tongue  swirled  around  me  so furiously.

Orchid  climbed  up  beside  me  and  turned  my  face  with  her  palms  on  my cheeks.  She  kissed  me  with  her  tongue  doing  in  my  mouth  what  Jun’s  tongue was doing around my cock. I tried to pull away, I tried to moan to tell them both they had to stop. But Orchid held me tighter, she pressed her mouth harder over mine, and Jun went on me below more quickly, too, and more mercilessly, yet.

My body stiffened and my breath went short. Orchid moaned inside my mouth and  Jun  moaned  all  over  my  cock.  My  toes  curled  and  my  hips  shook.  Jun pumped  up  and  down  on  me  unaware  I  was  passing  the  point  of  no  return. Orchid commandeered my face and mouth and kept me from warning her.

I erupted inside Jun’s mouth. She screamed, but it was muffled by my cock in her throat. I ejaculated again and my cum erupted from the lips of her mouth ; ike geysers. Orchid moaned deeply on my mouth and Jun popped off my cock. I couldn’t see, but I could feel my cock erupt over and over, spraying who knew what where. I heard her squeal with laughter.

Finally  Orchid  laughed  and  rolled  off  me  and  slumped  down  beside  me.  We both  looked  down  on  the  floor.  Jun  writhed  there  in  front  of  us,  her  body sprawled, her limbs spread out and disjointed, her mouth open in a blissful grin, and  her  eyes  closed  with  the  lightness  of  a  butterfly  wing.  My  cum  lay  in  arcs and  pools  all  over  her  small,  naked,  and  twisting  body  and  face  and  hair.  She contorted like she had been blessed with something holy.

Feeling spent, Orchid struggled to pull me up from the couch. Jun staggered to her feet and they exchanged words and laughed. I fell forward and up out of the couch. Orchid and Jun dragged and pushed me, tittering and squealing, to the spa that  was  her  bathroom.  The  tub,  hot,  swirling,  and  bubbling  and  gurgling,  was big enough for all three of us, comfortably. They made me sit down in it first and then  together,  they  massaged  me,  they  washed  me,  and  they  did  my  hair  and kissed me and rolled around in it all over me like playful smooth eels.

Together they laughed and played and did my nails. They rubbed creams into my  face  and  plucked  my  eyebrows.  In  panties  and  tank  tops  they  cut  my  hair. They rubbed oils into every inch of my body. And then they made me dress, they pushed me to the door, and they told me to go home.

I  went  down  through  the  house.  Staff  nodded  at  me  and  I  looked  sharply away. I went out the front doors and the golf cart guy was ready for me. I drove out  the  gates  and  down  past  Orchid’s  house,  curved  around  and  back  and dropped a few more hundred feet before I passed Brit’s house, and eventually I flattened out back in the city.

When I got home, I found a parcel leaning against my door. I went inside with it and untied it. Inside was a box containing new pants, new shirts, and a card. It said,  “For  the  new  honorary  member  of  the  UOT  Welcoming  Committee!”  It was written in Brit’s handwriting, but there were three sets of imprinted pink lips spread over the inside of the card in puckered-up kisses.

I thought of having a shower. But I’d been so pampered, so caressed, and so bathed  by  Jun  and  Orchid,  I  never  felt  so  good  in  my  life.  I  laid  down  on  my couch to relax and scanned my phone. It notified me of a $400 deposit.

“Fuck me,” I moaned to myself, and I put my phone away.
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