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I  woke  up  to  a  gentle  breeze  billowing  white  linen  curtains  and  the  scent  of magnolia and honeysuckle snaking around my head. The pillow under my head was soft and clean and cool. The sheets under me were tight and white and thick. The  bed  was  high  and  solid.  I  blinked  my  eyes  open  to  smoked  glass  walls  all around  me,  thick  and  rich  abstract  oil  paintings  above  my  head,  and  hidden, recessed, and indirect lighting making the ceiling glow like sunrise. Gone were the  sirens,  the  car  alarms,  the  screeching  and  the  random  cursing  in  the  street below.  The  only  sounds  that  tickled  my  ears  were  those  of  a  young  female’s light, breathy, and repeatedly inhaled gasps.

I blinked to clear my eyes and I pushed my chin down to my chest. I thought I recognized those high-pitched and needy, desperate moans. Long, straight-black hair swept up and down over my stomach like a curtain. Orbital and shiny round shoulders  poked  up  around  a  low-hung  and  undulating  head.  Thin  arms  were locked straight down. The heels of two hands were pressed into my chest. Long, graceful fingers wrapped around my ribs. Refined painted nails, pink and matte, scratched my skin where I was clutched at and released.

I  tightened  my  core  and  pushed  myself  up  onto  my  elbows  under  me.  Small breasts  hung  freely  from  a  bare  chest  where  they  bobbed  and  jiggled  low  over the skin of my chest, grazing me. A naked spine twisted and contorted and bare hips  curled  and  uncurled  over  my  groin.  I  looked  further  down.  Knees  were spread  around  my  hips,  toes  were  curling,  and  thighs  were  stiffening  with tension, and releasing. I looked under the waving bottom edge of the curtain of waving  hair  and  into  the  darker  shadows  between  the  two  bodies.  Stomach muscles clenched and released against my stomach.

It  was  only  when  I  forced  my  eyes  further  open  that  I  realized  the  smooth, shiny object between the spread legs that was being uncovered and covered up again was my cock. And that, what was doing the covering and uncovering, was a  slinky,  steaming  hot,  and  suckling  pink  pussy.  That  explained  the  sloshing, suction sounds that arose from deep down between the bodies.

The  sensations  coalesced  in  my  brain  all  at  once.  I  had  woken  up  to  Jun fucking me, that little rascal.

My cock was fully hard and engorged. It strained when she pulled her sopping wet  pussy  lips  up  over  the  head,  and  my  mind  exploded  when  she  plunged herself  back  down  on  me,  and  ground  her  groin  hard  into  my  lap.  She  had evidently  been  on  me  a  while  by  the  time  I  woke  up.  Her  entire  groin  was smeared  with  her  glisten.  Her  breath  was  short.  Her  little  body  stiffened  and buckled all over mine. She was already shuddering.

I wrapped my hands around her hips;  instantly she bucked and spasmed. Her body  was  seized  by  clenches  from  her  bulging  neck  to  her  straining  toes.  She groaned at the dimly lit ceiling as though the tension gripping her was too much to  bear.  Her  release  wavered  on  a  precipice  and  she  stopped  breathing.  Her movements  stopped  altogether.  The  release  was  whole-body.  It  was  epic.  Her muscles shivered inside and out.

She collapsed onto me like a bag of balls and rolled onto her back, huffing and puffing. “So good,” she groaned in that new English kind of way, and she smiled at me over the pillow through matted strands of hair and a sweat-glowing face. I gasped like a gutted fish and sucked back a lungful of breath. “Yeah,” I said. I blinked more with my eyes still straining to focus.

It  all  came  back  to  me  when  Jun  got  up  and  tip-toed  silently  to  her  spa-like bathroom. Oh yeah — I was napping on my old second-hand couch in my grotty apartment in that old firetrap called the Ballmore, four floors above my littered, graffiti-tagged, smelly and noisy street, when Brit texted me.

“You have to rescue Jun,” she wrote.

“What happened?” I wrote back, rubbing nap out of my eyes.

“She’s horny — again!” she wrote.

“She said that to you?” I wrote to Brit.

“Not in so many words,” Brit said.

“What did she say exactly?”

“She asked what you were doing, right???” Brit wrote. “I was talking to Holly and Dani. I think we should put you on something like a retainer,” she said. “The donor keeps giving us more budget! It’s hard to spend it.”

I  guess  that’s  how  I  ended  up  over  there.  I  flipped  my  phone  around  in  my finger and thumb and sat hunched over my own lap in Jun’s bed. “What have I become?”  I  groaned  to  myself.  I  remembered  now  —  I  had  staggered  in  that dazed post-nap state down the stairs of my building and drove across town and up into the hills to the gates of Jun’s house.

We  didn’t  do  too  much  talking,  on  account  of  the  fact  we  didn’t  know  each other’s  language.  When  she  dragged  me,  stepping  backward  through  her  door and away from the staff, she attacked me. “Horny,” as Brit said, did not begin to describe this girl. She was hanging from my neck with her legs wrapped around my  waist,  ramming  her  groin  down  over  my  cock  and  shoving  her  tongue through my mouth within a minute of her double bedroom doors closing.

I struggled to push myself up from her bed and I padded naked and sagging to the  bathroom.  I  found  Jun  inside  leaning  over  the  edge  of  the  counter  with  her face close to the mirror, drawing a stick of eyeliner carefully through her lashes. I stood behind her and clasped her smooth, narrow hips in my hands. She arched her back and stuck her ass further out at me behind her and she snorted. I spread her cheeks and pushed my still-raging hard-on up into her still-hot and lubricated pussy.  The  previous  evening  and  night  was  a  blur  of  fucking,  sucking,  licking and sleeping, all of it mixed up and overlapping with no definable edges. There was  not  a  single  word  exchanged  through  all  it.  We  had  learned  how  to communicate with our bodies. And mostly what we had to say was “fuck.”

I  pushed  until  my  groin  ground  against  her  butt  cheeks.  She  braced  herself with her hands flat against the mirror in front of her and she dropped her head down between her shoulders and gasped. The sound of flesh slapping flesh filled the bathroom. I reefed back hard on her hips and buried myself in her grasping flesh until I felt my whole body ripple yet again with spasms. I felt like I barely had anything left in me. It would be misleading to suggest how many times we did  it,  because  it  was  really  just  once  throughout  the  previous  several  hours, interrupted now and then for water, fresh air, or deep, if short, sleep.

She  sucked  breath  through  her  tightly-clenched  teeth  and  reached  down between  her  legs  to  find  my  slamming  ball  sack.  She  caressed  it  and  teased  it with her fingernails. I erupted into her with a particularly triumphal if truncated ejaculation, my whole body arched backward until my face stared at the ceiling. I kept pumping into her with my hips slamming her ass into the counter’s edge until  there  was  nothing  left  to  give  her.  I  dropped  out  of  her  and  staggered backward and turned toward the shower to try to wake myself up. I slapped her ass hard.

She only snorted. She cupped her hand under her sopping, draining pussy, and she dashed on her toes around the glass wall to join me in the rain garden shower that was hung with ferns and tropicals, with sprays of gentle water that fell from everywhere.  She  made  me  lean  my  hands  into  the  glass  and  she  insisted  on soaping and washing me everywhere. She rubbed her small, tight and lithe body all over mine. I hung my head and closed my eyes. It was good.

She  kissed  my  mouth  under  the  warm  rain.  “Have  to  hurry,”  she  said  in  her broken English. We came out together.

“Huh?” I said.

She  threw  my  clothes  at  me  and  squealed.  These  were  the  new  clothes  that Brit,  Holly,  and  Dani  had  left  for  me,  gratis  the  donor  and  their  seemingly limitless budget. Jun rushed me and pulled me by the wrist and dragged me out her bedroom door, through the hall, and down the stairs. Out the tall glass doors we went, that lined the entire back of the house.

There  was  a  massive  garden  terrace  behind  the  house,  leading  to  a  stepped yard with a lap pool and a golf putting range and low stone walls and vines and beautiful  shrubs  and  tall  exotic  grasses  and  flowers  of  every  possible  color. Seated at a table on the terrace were Brit, Holly, Dani and Orchid. I shook my head as though seeing apparitions.

An  older  couple  was  there  too,  seated  at  one  and  the  other  end  of  the  table. Liveried staff were just then serving orange juice and eggs and bacon and toast and fruit and yogurt. Jun made me sit beside her. Brit grinned at me and flared her eyes. The morning sun was up. The air was fragrant and fresh. Birds casually chirped. I exhaled and lifted my face to the clear blue sky. Jun tittered beside me, squeezed  my  thigh  under  the  table,  and  dangled  a  strip  of  fresh,  perfect  bacon into my mouth from above. “Death take me now,” I heard quoted in my head.

“These are our donors!” Brit said. “Mr. Cheng and his wife, Sally.”

I lowered my face and filled my lungs. Coming to, I realized with a startling shudder  that  I  was  in  fact  awake  and  not  dreaming.  I  half  stood  and  rapidly nodded and thrusted my hand forward, trying to shake hands with one and then the  other.  They  both  waved  me  off  and  chuckled  —  they  were  amused  by  me. Everybody around the table gently chuckled. It was like they all knew. I was an act, a spectacle, an amusement.

Mr.  Cheng  started  speaking  again  as  though  Jun  and  I  had  interrupted  him when we came out. “Myself and Mrs. Cheng are very pleased with the Welcome Committee’s work,” he said toward Brit with a nod. “And our new addition,” he said with a wide smile and a nod to Orchid, “was a great and grand idea.”

Holly  turned  to  me.  “Orchid  is  on  the  committee  now  too!”  she  said  with exuberant  delight.  “She’s  the  official  interpreter  and  liaison  with  the  families back home.”

I  nodded  at  Orchid.  She  looked  back  at  me  and  dropped  her  eyes  down  the front of my body to where my groin would be, if she could see through the table, before  she  slowly  raised  her  eyes  back  up  to  mine.  I  glanced  at  our  hosts.  Did they  not  notice  that?  Jun  did.  She  dropped  her  mouth  open  at  Orchid  with  a barely  concealed  grin,  it  was  so  wide.  She  squeezed  my  balls  under  the  table without looking at me.

The donor couple spoke to Jun in Chinese. Orchid quietly interpreted for the rest of us.

“He says, How is everything?” she said.

Jun  covered  her  mouth  with  her  hand  as  though  embarrassed,  before  she grinned and nodded and spoke back to him.

“She says she is very delighted and that everything is perfect,” Orchid said for our benefit.

The  donor  then  turned  to  me  and  spoke.  I  let  him  finish  before  I  turned  to Orchid,  not  knowing  a  single  word  he  said.  “So  you  are  the  new  expert  of  the city,  he  says,”  Orchid  said.  “He  wants  to  know  if  there  is  anything  you  need, anything at all, to make your job easier.”

I  shot  my  glance  to  Brit.  She  widened  her  eyes  at  me  and  bit  off  a  piece  of toast.  “What  are  we  calling  my  job,  Brit?”  I  said  to  her  over  the  table, maintaining a steady expression. But my eyes flared at her, I was beading them so hard into her eyes.

She looked back serenely. “You’re the team’s official guide,” she said to me and  she  faked  an  expression  of  confusion  at  me  for  not  knowing  this  already. “Don’t you know that?” she said. I caught her looking down to stop herself from bursting out laughing. I looked in turn at each of Dani and Holly too, and they both  looked  down  the  same  way,  and  away  from  each  other  to  keep  from erupting in laughs just as badly as Brit.

The  donor  started  talking  again.  I  let  him  finish  his  much  longer  sentence before  I  scanned  my  gaze  blankly  through  each  of  Brit’s,  Holly’s  and  Dani’s eyes, before I came back to Orchid’s eyes.

“He  says  you  can  guide  and  teach  the  girls,  show  them  around  and  protect them, and that you know where the best food is for girls that age, and where the better  and  safer  dancing  clubs  are,  and  the  culture  of  the  city,”  she  said  to  me, and she smiled and nodded.

His wife spoke up and Orchid waited until she finished before turning to me. “She  says  that  she  is  so  happy  that  you  can  look  after  all  of  the  girls’  needs,” Orchid  said.  “Just  like  a  boyfriend,”  she  added,  and  she  smirked  and  looked down.  All  of  Brit,  Holly,  and  Dani  erupted  in  chuckles  too  that  they  obscured behind  the  backs  of  their  hands.  The  woman  spoke  again  and  Orchid  turned  to me when she stopped. “But she is worried that you’ll be worn out if you have to meet a new girl every two weeks,” she said. She kept her eyes on my eyes but she twisted her lips to keep from bursting out laughing. Holly had to turn around in her chair and pretend to be looking for something in her purse to keep from bursting out laughing, too.

The  man  spoke  again  and  Orchid  translated.  “He  says,  You  need  to  rest  and look after yourself so they don’t shorten your life,” she said.

I  turned  to  the  man  and  nodded  with  my  eyes  square  onto  his.  “You  are  so right,”  I  said  to  him.  I  flared  my  eyes  at  Brit.  She  looked  away  from  me  and toward the woman to keep from laughing.

“He  lives  30  minutes  away,  on  the  east  side  of  the  city,”  Brit  said.  “It’s  the driving  that  will  shorten  his  life.”  Orchid  translated.  The  woman  gasped  and spoke  quickly  and  at  length,  her  brow  furrowing.  Orchid  nodded  and  squinted, taking  it  all  in.  When  the  woman  finished,  Orchid  turned  to  me  and  put  it  all together  in  her  mind  before  she  spoke.  “She  says,  Why  don’t  you  live  in  the chapel?”  she  said  with  a  question  mark  before  turning  back  to  the  woman.  “I don’t  know  the  word,”  she  said  to  us  over  her  shoulder  and  she  repeated  the word in Chinese to the woman and frowned. The woman instantly gestured with frantic pointing toward the enshrouded and overgrown back of the property. She spoke and nodded.

“Um,”  Orchid  said,  and  she  frowned.  “She  says  there  is,  I  think,  a  chapel? Back  there?  That  their  daughter  used  to  live  in?  I  don’t  know  some  words,  I think I might be getting something wrong,” she said. “The daughter married and lives in London now.”

The man spoke up. “You understand,” he said to her, and he pushed his chair back from the table. “Let’s go,” he said, and he started to stroll down the terrace steps  and  around  the  pool  and  through  the  landscaped  yard  toward  the  back  of the vast property.

His wife followed and then Brit, Holly, and Dani got up too, and asked each other what they should do.

“Let’s  go  look,”  Orchid  said.  Jun  went  around  the  table  and  joined  Orchid, thrusting  her  arm  around  her  elbow.  She  looked  over  her  shoulder  at  me  and beckoned me to follow. We all strolled in single file around the shrubs and pool and  through  the  trails  and  over  the  tiny  bridge  and  under  the  trellis.    We meandered  through  the  winding,  foliage-covered  trail  until  we  emerged  in  a slightly overgrown clearing in the centre of which stood an old stone church-like building with a high-peaked roofline and massive wooden double doors. It was draped in overgrown vines. It had tall, round-topped gothic windows down both sides. It looked like an ancient and miniature cathedral. It looked like something you’d come across in the old part of an ivy-league university. But it was clearly unused.

The  donor  beckoned  us  to  follow  him  through  the  high  double  doors  he pushed open. Inside was an opposite world. It was a fully converted and modern home,  complete  with  modern  furniture  and  fixtures.  Brit,  Holly,  Dani  and  I turned around and around with our faces lifted to the high ceiling, captured in a state of paralyzing awe. The choir loft was a bedroom. A kitchen was installed in one wing leading off to the left of the former alter.  A dining room with was in the other wing to the right. It was all painted white inside. Natural wood beams shot up in graceful arcs to the ceiling. There wasn’t a choir harmonizing a long single and high note, but if there was, it wouldn’t have been out of place.

The woman spoke and Orchid translated. “She says they need someone living in it — that these things disintegrate without a human filling them up,” she said.

I said, “Rent it?”

The woman understood the word and laughed and patted my arm. “No, no!” she said, like it was unthinkable.

The donor beckoned me with his hand and spoke to Orchid. “If you can find the  keys,”  she  said,  translating,  “you  might  as  well  see  if  it  works  and  use  this too,  he  says.”  He  pushed  open  a  stiff  door  that  sounded  like  it  hadn’t  been opened in years, and patted around the wall inside before finding a light switch. I stepped  down  the  two  steps  and  tried  to  adjust  my  eyes  to  the  darkness, wondering what he was trying to show me in the cold dark room.

The lights suddenly came on all at once. Sitting in the middle of the spacious garage was a shape filling out a blue tarp. I looked at the man. He shrugged and gestured  for  me  to  look  under  it  and  he  said  something  to  Orchid.  “He  says  if you  can  make  use  of  it,  go  ahead.”  The  man  shrugged  and  backed  up  and mumbled something else. “Or he will get rid of it if it’s just in the way,” he says.

I pulled the tarp off. Sitting in front of me was a gleaming ’67 E-type Jaguar, British  racing  green  with  a  tan  ragtop  roof.  “Holy  fuck,”  I  mumbled.  My  heart skipped  a  beat  and  I  looked  over  my  shoulder  at  the  man.  He  shrugged.  “No key,” he managed to say in English. I opened the exquisite half-tall driver’s door and didn’t even look when I pulled the sun visor down. I caught the keys in my waiting hand and dangled them at him.

The  older  couple  looked  at  each  other  and  laughed  heartily.  They  doubled over and spoke through their laughs to Orchid.

“They say they looked everywhere for the keys except there, starting 5 years ago,” she said.

I lowered myself into the snug driver’s seat and twisted the key in the ignition. It  instantly  rumbled  to  life  and  purred  with  a  deep  groan.  “Fuck  me,”  I murmured  to  myself.  The  steering  wheel  was  cherrywood.  The  dash  was mahogany. The seats were kid leather. I gasped.

Jun spoke to the couple and Orchid told us what she said to them. “She says to the donor that it would be so much better for her and the other girls yet to come if  their  guide  lived  close  to  them  because  they  could  learn  the  language  and customs better, and also not be too alone,” she said. Jun nodded and laughed and shot a glinting gaze at me over her shoulder.

The  couple  spoke  to  her  and  Orchid  at  length.  Finally  Orchid  turned  to  me. “They  want  to  know  when  you  can  move  in.  They  would  be  delighted  if  you could occupy it like it needs. And you should use the car, because it needs to be used as well. Played like a good violin, he says.” Brit, Holly, and Dani laughed knowingly at that, and I shot them a gaze each. Fakers, I wanted to say.

But  I  was  the  faker.  I  had  honed  an  identity  as  a  struggling  writer,  a  failed painter,  and  a  poor  cab  driver,  holed  up  in  a  tiny  old  apartment  dealing  with noisy  neighbours,  dangerous  streets,  and  all-night  shifts  prowling  the  city  and making no money at all. It was supposed to be all about the grimy grit of reality. I was supposed to be subjecting myself to the experience of the struggle.

We moved me in later that day. I didn’t have much stuff to move. As evening came, we ordered food from the main house, prepared by the staff, and all of us, Brit, Holly, Dani, Orchid, Jun, and I, settled down on the modern sleek sectional and put on a comedy show on the huge screen and clinked glasses.

“I guess I better give notice to my landlord downtown,” I said.

“You like it here, you think?” Brit said.

I  looked  at  her  with  my  eyes  falling  out  of  my  face,  and  she  doubled  over herself laughing. The kitchen was ultra modern. The loft was elegantly tasteful. The  bathroom  was  sumptuous.  The  ceiling  in  the  main  space  was  30  feet  tall. The  light  that  filled  the  place  was  awesome.  Everything  churchy  had  been removed.  It  was  sleek,  minimal,  and  angular  inside,  white  and  airy  and  full  of height. I went to the bathroom but slipped outside to look at it the building again. Old fitted stonework, covered mostly in vines, the structure was nearly invisible from  twenty  feet  away,  it  was  so  buried  in  the  forest-like  surroundings  at  the back of the property.

Confused  by  the  garage,  I  went  around  the  side  of  the  chapel  and  found  the door. It opened onto two narrow, overgrown paths that I followed through low-hanging  bows  and  tall  weeds  to  a  high  gate  obscured  in  weeds  that  was  rusted and locked. I pulled the weeds and vines from it and pressed my face against the bars. I could see there was an alley-like dirt road that passed behind the property that lead around to a side street. A little trimming was all that was needed.

I turned around and leaned against the iron bars and gazed at the building and drank back my beer. “Holy fuck,” I moaned. “I live here now?” I murmured to myself. I didn’t even register when earlier Orchid said to Brit, in translation from the  donor,  that  he  thought  maybe  $4,000  per  month  might  be  appropriate  for  a guide. The man had spoken again and Orchid nodded and relayed the message to Brit: “After expenses,” she specified. “But he says you must keep receipts — tax wise.”

Brit  nodded  dutifully  and  shot  a  gaze  at  me.  I  was  too  over-awed  by  the building  to  understand  what  was  being  said  about  my  pay  at  the  time.  Now  I turned around on the front step of the chapel and looked back inside through the double  round-top  gothic  doors.  I  could  see  the  backs  of  their  three  heads,  their ribbons of silk, dark, brown, and blonde, cascading down the back of the couch. In  chairs  to  either  side  of  the  couch  I  could  see  the  sleek,  compact  bodies  of Orchid  and  Jun,  their  legs  crossed,  mirroring  each  other  in  profile  to  me,  short hair and long hair, both shimmering and black.

Behind  them,  my  painting  easel  and  my  writing  desk  under  tall  windows looked out on trees and vines and endless sky. Down the side of the building, the garage  door  still  open,  I  could  see  the  ’67  E-type  Jag  lurking  inside  as  though hunched  forward  and  wanting  to  run.  I  still  had  the  keys  on  my  finger  like  a marriage  ring.  My  phone  buzzed  in  my  pocket.  I  pulled  it  out  and  gazed  at  its face. It was a notification: a deposit of $4,000 had just been made.

Dani,  for  no  reason,  suddenly  twisted  around  and  found  me  framed  behind them  by  the  open  double  front  doors.  I  gestured  with  my  head  and  came  in.  I turned right — there were two mirrored stairways up to the bedroom choir loft — and I ascended. She slipped away from the couch largely unnoticed, the show was so engrossing, and came up the opposite staircase. She was dressed in a pink cami  and  loose  satin  drawstring  shorts.  I  pushed  my  pillows  up  against  my headboard and motioned with my hands for her to come to me.

She tittered and knelt on the foot of my bed and walked up on her knees. She bent at her waist and came down on her elbows. But I tugged her arms. I didn’t want  her  to  stop  there.  She  squinted  her  eyes  at  me  and  grinned  with  her  head turned sideways. I urged her forward more. She looked at me slyly and walked further up over my body on her knees. I reached up around her hips and hooked my  fingers  in  the  waist  of  her  shorts  and  pulled  them  down  so  they  stretched between her thighs. She gasped.

I gripped my hands around her bared butt cheeks and pulled them wide. She wriggled  on  her  knees  until  she  came  forward  enough  to  drape  her  head  and arms over the top of my headboard. Her knees slid sideways on my bed until her legs  parted  as  far  as  her  stretched  pink  satin  shorts  would  allow.  I  kissed  the surface of the tuft of hair between her legs. She inhaled and held her breath. She looked  down  under  her  arms  folded  over  each  other  against  the  headboard  and dropped  her  mouth  wide  open.  I  lashed  lightly  at  the  lips  of  her  glowing  hot pussy.

“Darryl!” she whispered.

I pulled on her butt and she curled her tailbone in and jutted her pelvis at my mouth. I touched the tip of my half-rigid tongue to spots up and down the puffy lips  of  her  pussy  and  I  hummed  against  her  flesh.  She  inhaled  sharply  and  her body  shivered.  We  could  hear  the  show  down  below.  I  could  see  the  screen behind  her.  She  rotated  her  hips  and  dragged  her  pussy  up  and  down  over  my mouth. I flicked my tongue all over her lips and she grunted and threw her head back. I sucked on her clit and she dropped her head sharply forward.

“Fuck, Darryl,” she groaned.

I sucked on her clit and let it snap back. I traced little circles around her with the tip of my tongue, loosely and lightly. I reached up over the front of her cami top and I caressed her breasts from below.

She  scrunched  down  in  her  hips  and  pushed  her  body  forward  into  my  face. She reached down and twisted her fingers in my hair. I lapped at her pussy and kissed  and  licked  her  lightly  all  over,  and  she  gasped  and  moaned  and  shook. When I flicked my tongue rapidly over her clit, she inhaled quickly and deeply and held onto the top of the headboard with whitened knuckles. I kept flicking my  tongue,  even  after  she  spasmed  all  over  her  body  and  cried  out  loud  to  the apex of the ceiling.

Finally,  she  clenched  up  all  over,  stopped  breathing,  and  dropped  her  mouth open. A moment later, she rolled off me and sank into my new bed beside me, catching her breath.

“Jesus  fuck,  Darryl!”  she  said  like  she  was  angry  with  me,  and  she  pushed herself  up  and  scrunched  her  fist  into  her  groin  as  she  paused  at  the  top  of  the stairs.  “You’re  not  supposed  to  be  that  good,”  she  said,  and  she  wagged  her tongue out her mouth at me and drew her eyes down to my groin.

I  could  see  the  screen  from  where  I  was  propped  against  the  headboard.  I crossed my arms behind my head and spread my legs out wide over the bed. It was a good show, whatever it was.

Holly  appeared  moments  later  over  the  edge  of  the  floor  above  the  staircase and  through  the  stanchions  of  the  railing.  She  snorted  and  shook  her  head  and rolled her eyes. She came up to the loft and crawled onto my bed, being sure to duck  down  to  not  block  my  view.  Like  Dani,  she  had  few  words.  She  was dressed  in  a  loose,  long  tank  top  and  pale  blue  floral  textured  lace  hipster panties.

She  flopped  down  on  her  stomach  between  my  legs  and  kicked  her  heels  up behind  her.  She  twisted  her  ankles  together  and  propped  herself  up  on  her elbows. She gripped my cock in her fist and stood it up in front of her face.

I made to say something but she covered my mouth with her palm and sank her  mouth  down  over  the  head  of  my  cock.  Satisfied  I  understood  to  keep  my mouth  shut,  she  sank  a  her  mouth  further  down  my  shaft  and  wrapped  both hands  around  me  to  pump  me  as  she  drew  her  suckling  mouth  back  up.  She moaned her approval at my silence. I crossed my arms behind my head and sank down into my bed.

It  became  difficult  to  follow  the  show,  despite  the  sound  being  crystal  clear and  the  picture  being  even  better.  Holly  gathered  her  hair  around  her  shoulder and  calmly,  gently,  bobbed  her  head  in  my  lap  and  drew  her  mouth,  soft,  wet, and loose, up and down my shaft.

She popped off me and pumped my cock in her hands against her cheeks and forehead and eyes and through her hair. “Do you want to cum in my mouth or do you want to cum with another lady?” she said.

The question was genuine. It had become like that between all of them. They seemed  to  like  leaving  it  up  to  me  to  decide  who  got  me  to  spurt  my  cum.  On those nights they weren’t teasing me with denial, anyway.

“You can make me cum if you want,” I said.

She  snorted  and  smiled  widely  to  herself  and  sank  her  mouth  down  the  full length of my cock. She came up and mouthed the words silently to me, “Thank you!” and she went back down on me.

She pumped me in her mouth with both hands and her tight lips, and she came up again and studied my face. “What alpha guys don’t get . . . ” she said, before she  sank  her  mouth  back  down  over  the  length  of  my  cock.  She  pumped  me furiously and lightly several more strokes, before she came back up, leaving me breathless and panting. “. . . is that the urge to control another is human, it isn’t just male.” She pumped me in her mouth and moaned with my cock deep in her mouth. “It’s not that girls like us are opposed to control . . . ” she said, and she lashed her tongue up the underside of my cock and peeked up to see the effect on my  face.  “  .  .  .  it’s  just,  we  like  to  do  it  ourselves,  too,”  she  said.  “Now  and then,” she groaned in a high, light voice.

She  dropped  her  face  down  into  my  groin  and  sucked  me  off  with  serious determination.  She  came  back  up  and  checked  on  my  condition,  on  my expression, and she snorted to herself. “Who knows,” she said. “Maybe you fell in with a coterie of alpha females,” she said, and she sank her mouth down my shaft and sucked so hard, she made my body quiver and the inside of the soles of my feet twitch.

I  arched  in  my  back  and  pulled  my  elbow  over  my  eyes.  She  sucked  harder and I bit my bicep.

“Cum  for  me,”  she  said,  and  she  swirled  her  tongue  so  maddeningly  around my  shaft  deep  inside  her  mouth,  I  lost  my  mind.  She  knew  it  too.  She  moaned deeply on me and squeezed the base of my cock. But she laughed too. After all the play we did with denial, it was a joke. She released me and I ejaculated into her  throat.  She  pumped  on  me  the  whole  way  through,  and  she  slowed  when  I sank down. She licked me up as I groaned and closed my eyes.

She  rolled  over  and  cupped  her  hand  under  her  chin  and  tittered.  She  flew away  and  into  the  bathroom  before  I  managed  to  open  my  eyes  again,  spent, wasted,  and  deflated.  No  sooner  had  she  come  out  and  slipped  down  the  stairs with nothing more than a quick, tiny wave of her fingers, but Brit came up.

She was dressed in panties, like Holly, and one of my old band t-shirts, torn at the side of her breast and at her stomach. She just snorted at me and shook her head.  “You’re  my  best  friend,”  she  said,  and  she  kissed  me  and  snuggled  in beside me. We watched the show awhile before she slid her hand under the sheet and found my slumbering cock.

She made me hard again. It wasn’t difficult. She laughed and rolled over onto her elbows and knees in front of me and between my legs, and she sank her chest down to the bed. “Is it better not seeing who it is?” she said. With only her hips, she enticed me and teased me and taunted me, writhing and contorting facelessly in front of me. She reached through her legs and slipped her long fingers around my  erection  behind  her  and  aimed  the  head  of  my  cock  at  her  pussy  lips.  She caught me and pushed herself down the length of me.

I  watched  with  my  head  leaning  back  against  my  arms  folded  behind  me against  the  headboard,  sunk  in  my  bed,  the  show  playing  over  her  twisting, contorting back. She pumped her hips up and down on me. Her pussy lips, tight, wet, and grasping, folded down around my cock and made suction sounds when she pulled back up.

I  didn’t  even  know  she  was  so  close  to  cumming.  She  was  already  gasping and twitching before I knew it. I climaxed inside her and she moaned loudly and long. She twisted around and kissed my cheek and said “thank you” to me and she struggled up onto her bare feet and went down the stairs.

I groaned and exhaled, emptied of both body and mind. My head swirled. My body  sank  through  the  bed.  Brit’s  family  place  in  Mexico  was  fabulous.  Her house  in  the  hills  was  luxurious.  Orchid’s  house  was  out  of  this  world.  Jun’s bedroom  was  dreamlike.  But  my  new  chapel?  Old  and  stoney  and  ivy-covered on the outside, sleek and white and modern on the inside, my studio, my writing table,  the  big  modern  kitchen,  the  bathroom  with  the  entire  sloping  wall  a skylight  looking  out  onto  surrounding  greenery,  the  choir  loft  bed,  huge  and perfect: I had never experienced anything like it before.

And  then  up  opposing  staircases  appeared  Orchid  to  my  left  and  Jun  to  my right. They were both dressed in nothing at all but necklaces and bracelets and rings  and  earrings  and  chains  around  their  stomachs  and  ankles  with  little glinting  stones  in  their  belly  buttons  and  noses,  one  with  short  black  hair,  the other  with  long  black  hair.  I  heard  Holly,  Dani,  and  Brit  laugh  down  below. “Enjoy!” I heard Brit’s voice call up from under me.

Orchid crawled into my bed on one side and Jun crawled into my bed on my other  side.  I  stretched  my  arms  out  and  brought  them  both  in  against  my  body and we watched the show like that, the two girls kissing each other, teasing each other, fingering each other, and laughing.

Orchid  pushed  Jun  down  over  my  stretched-out  legs.  Jun  made  a  play  at resisting her, but feigned frustration about losing, and spread her legs over mine. Orchid crawled up between my legs, and Jun’s too, and Jun reached up and over her head to lock her fingers together behind my neck, her little body spread over mine. Orchid cupped her mouth over Jun’s pussy and Jun flinched and squirmed over  my  body.  She  stretched  and  twisted  so  hard.  She  huffed  and  puffed  and kissed me as Orchid went down on her.

I  watched  with  the  dispassion  of  someone  drained  of  every  ounce  of  their essence  as  Jun  pushed  Orchid  back  and  reasserted  dominance  over  her.  She pushed her down under her sideways across the foot of my bed and ducked her face down between Orchid’s pulled-up knees. Orchid pulled on Jun’s waist and pulled a pillow under her head. The two small quiet and demure college girls did 69 together in front of me on the end of my bed. I watched with fascination as they made each other cum. I had never seen it before, and it intrigued me how they drew it out from each other, how they wouldn’t give in, how they pushed and  relaxed,  pushed  harder,  and  pulled  back.  It  looked  cruel.  It  looked  like teasing gone too far. They were both moaning loud and squirming tightly.

Until  they  didn’t.  They  seemed  to  communicate  through  their  bodies.  They suddenly  came  apart,  and  with  renewed  strength  and  vigor  flooding  their  tiny bodies,  they  pulsed  and  bulged  and  pushed  and  pulled  each  other  with  clear anger and need. I pulled my legs up out of their way. It was only then I realized that there was a relationship between them. A relationship they weren’t allowed very often to express before, no doubt.

They  scissored  each  other,  grinding  their  pelvises  so  hard  together  it  looked like  it  would  have  hurt.  I  pulled  my  legs  up  to  sit  cross  legged  leaning  against my headboard watching as Jun and Orchid lost themselves, grasping each other’s wrists  in  their  hands  and  yanking  their  bodies  more  tightly  together  in  their groins  as  hard  as  they  could.  Both  bodies  spasmed  and  jerked.  They  gasped loudly and in harmony. Together they added up to one organism, but locked in a battle of groins like that, shivering and jolting all over the foot of my bed. I felt like I should look away, it was so intimate, so needful, so rare.

That’s when I noticed Holly sitting on the top of one set of stairs, and Dani on the other, both of them massaging their pussies through their panties, staring at little Jun and Orchid go at each other with such noisy and vigorous energy. Brit had  crawled  into  my  bed  beside  me.  She  also  rubbed  her  pussy  through  her panties.  She  looked  over  at  me  and  dropped  her  jaw  down  to  her  chest  and opened her eyes wide as the full moon.

Dani and Holly crawled up onto the bed with Brit. Orchid and Jun continued at the foot of the bed to strain and yank on each other and to rub their sopping noisy  pussies  together.  Dani  and  Holly  glanced  at  each  other  over  my  body prone  and  spent  between  them,  my  cock  flaccid  and  used,  slumbering  between my legs. They raised themselves on their knees and kissed and cuddled, leaning over my lap.

Where Jun and Orchid pumped and yanked at each other with the familiarity of sneaky lovers cut loose, Dani and Holly were clearly first-time explorers, both with each other and with anyone else. They cupped each other’s pussies in their hands  and  tittered.  They  caressed  each  other’s  breasts  and  laughed,  and  they covered  each  other’s  mouths  with  their  own.  They  kissed  and  mashed  their chests together and moaned and lost all restraint.

I retracted my legs further up and out of the way. Holly was clearly dominant and Dani was clearly receptive. They fell onto each other and rolled around and necked on my bed in front of me. Jun and Orchid caught their breath and raised themselves to look down on Holly and Dani in front of them, kissing, touching, and  rolling  around  together  as  naked  as  Jun  and  Orchid  were,  who  hung  their arms around each other’s necks and kissed and cuddled and watched.

“It’s because of you, you know,” Brit said, and she dragged her tongue up my neck and over my cheek. “You make us all feel like we’re not really doing what we’re doing. Being a man,” she said, and she poked her stiff tongue into my ear. “It’s because we’re your harem, entertaining you,” she groaned. She took off her clothes like everyone else had. She kept her eyes on mine as she fell away from my side and over the bodies of Holly and Dani until she laid on her back with her face under the bodies of Jun and Orchid.

The  show  still  played  on  the  massive  screen  below.  Jun  dropped  down  onto Dani’s  body  and  she  kissed  her  breasts,  her  stomach,  and  her  groin.  Orchid touched Dani, and then followed her mouth with her hand. Brit was under all of them. She caught my eye and she snickered.

I hugged my knees up tight to my chest and scanned with my gaze around the purview of my bed up there in the heavenly choir loft of my new and exquisite chapel.  Five  young,  nubile,  female  bodies,  all  lithe  and  firm,  soft  and  pure, undulated and strained in a single mass before my eyes. S

oft  pink  mouths  closed  around  softer,  pinker,  pussies.  Breasts  were  caressed and mouths were penetrated. A choir of moans and squeals and gasps and forced exhalations  filled  the  loft.  The  five  bodies  writhed  and  contorted  as  one,  toned and  stiffening  limbs  wrapping  around  each  other,  needs  and  wants  and  desires and  expressions  flowing  all  over  the  surface  of  my  bed.  It  was  a  pit  of femininity.  The  musk  of  undulating  pussies  filled  the  air.  The  groans  and stretches  penetrated  my  ears.  Breasts  were  sucked  and  pussies  were  lapped. Cries rose up and breaths were caught.

I sank down in my bed and flowed my body out under that single undulating mass of rolling and squirming female bodies like it was a warm lake of lapping water that I sank into. I spread myself out like I was making a snow angle. On top  of  my  body,  five  girls  licked  and  sucked  and  lapped  and  penetrated  each other. My cock, my fingers, my limbs, and my whole body, became part of that single, writhing and contorting organism. The girls orgasmed spontaneously and unpredictably.  They  triggered  each  other  but  they  carried  on  unrelentingly.  I closed my eyes, buried under five girls’ bodies all twitching and squirming and crying out and losing their breath together.

It was late when I woke up. They were all up and about, dressing and looking away from each other. Everyone felt awkward. Jun went to the main house and Orchid walked home. Holly and Dani took Dani’s car home the way they came. Brit stayed behind, but only for a bit longer.

“Think this place might work out, then?” she said. She was as awkward about what happened as everyone else. She bit her lip and looked up at me through her fallen hair.

“Yeah, seems okay, doesn’t it,” I said. “Works.”

She  snorted  and  looked  away.  She  turned  back  to  me.  “Jun’s  going  back Sunday,”  she  said.  “I  think  she  had  a  rich  cultural  experience,  don’t  you?”  she said.

I smirked at her. “Is that what that was?” I said. She crawled up over my body where I laid on the couch and she kissed my nose. “Shut up you, not a word to anyone,”  she  said.  “Anyway,  new  girl  coming  Monday,”  she  said.  “Luli.  It means dewy jasmine,” she said, and she snorted. “I thought you might like that.”

She left. I got water and put on my painting apron with no clothes at all. My windows had no curtains and never did. It didn’t need them — it was surrounded by thick foliage. In bare feet I slashed my canvas with paint-dipped brushes and sought, in my mind, the look of nothing.

Is there even a word for pure, unselfconscious and unquestioned happiness? I felt  drunk  though  I  hadn’t  had  a  drink  all  night.  I  went  out  to  the  garage  and opened the big door and fired up the motor of that E-Type Jag sitting out there. I floored  the  accelerator  and  felt  as  much  as  heard  its  roar  of  frustration.  I  was only in my apron, but I clutched, I shoved the stick into first, and I pressed my bare foot down onto the pedal and released my other foot. The Jag popped like a spurred horse. We flew out of the stable and careened through the turns and shot over the straights and dropped down into the city with a ferocious rumble. 

It wasn’t my car. It wasn’t my home. None of them were my girlfriend, really. It wasn’t my life at all. But who cares?

I faced the red light and the railway underpass ahead, but this time, when the light flashed green, I opened the throttle, I popped the clutch, and I slammed the stick into first — and pulled the cherrywood wheel hard left and took off like a green-sheathed bullet up the street the other way and away from own home. My old home.

The  wide  tires  gripped  and  screeched  in  the  pavement  like  tortured  animals and  my  body  pressed  hard  back  against  the  back  of  the  seat  behind  me.  But second gear was harder yet. Third made my cheeks ripple.

Boys’  dreams  are  silly,  everybody  knows  that.  I  flew  past  cops.  They  were already busy giving someone else a ticket.
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