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“Luli  is  arriving  this  evening,”  the  donor  announced.  We  were  all  seated around  the  large  terrace  table  behind  his  mansion,  Brit,  Dani,  Holly  and  I. Orchid was there, too, translating. We all glanced at each other. He never made an occasion of it to introduce the new girl before.

He  switched  to  his  mother  tongue  and  he  and  his  wife  both  snorted  and ducked their heads and smiled.

Orchid  took  a  moment,  squinting  at  the  donor  and  pulling  her  mouth sideways. He nodded at her as though to assure her she heard correctly.

She turned to us. “He says,” she began, and she checked with another glance at the donor. “The Exchange Student Welcoming Committee — us — should not mess this one up, or the chapel home, the car, the pay — everything ends.”

I raised my eyes through their tops and brought them up to the man at the head of  the  table.  He  was  staring  directly  back  at  me.  And  he  was  not  smiling anymore.

I  noted  that  he  didn’t  mention  the  committee’s  budget,  only  those  items  that were  directly  related  to  me.  Brit,  Dani,  and  Holly  must  have  caught  that  detail too. They all turned their eyes to me as one.

The donor’s wife spoke and we all waited with nervous anticipation as Orchid digested it and turned to us, her eyes rising to the sky as she gathered the words.

“She says, This one is fragile, this one was sheltered and unexposed. This one is special,” Orchid said. She turned to the donor’s wife and repeated a word. The wife nodded — yes, she heard right. “This one is special,” Orchid repeated to us. She shrugged a little too. She didn’t know anymore than we did what “special” meant here.

“She  is  my  niece,”  the  donor  suddenly  said  in  perfect  English.  His  eyes narrowed  and  his  lips  tightened.  He  stared  right  through  my  soul.  He  said something else and I turned to Orchid.

She  thought  long  and  hard  about  how  to  translate  what  he  said.  Finally,  she said, “It’s a phrase we see in museums,” she said. She shrugged and winced. “It kind  of  means  what  the  ‘Do  not  touch’  signs  mean  here,”  she  said,  and  she chewed her cheek. “But with a warning.”

“What’s the warning?” I said.

She  chuckled  nervously.  “It  doesn’t  really  translate  well.  It  just  means,  like, really, really, do not touch.”

“What’s the literal translation?” I said.

She snorted and squelched her grin. “Touch it and you die?” she said.

We finished lunch in mostly silence. The donor and his wife made small talk about the weather. He kept checking his watch. Finally, he stood up and said we should wait in my converted chapel home at the back of the property — the new girl, his niece, would be brought down to meet us there when she arrived.

Brit,  Dani,  Holly,  Orchid  and  I  quietly  went  to  my  chapel  home.  We  all exhaled  with  a  tension-releasing  sigh  and  plopped  down  on  the  big  couch together.

“Luli,” Brit said. “That’s her real name.”

“More  like  Doozy,  as  in  this  one’s  a  real  doozy,”  said  Holly.  Everyone snorted, but no one quite laughed.

“I miss Jun already,” Dani said.

“We’re  going  to  have  to  be  extremely  careful  the  next  two  weeks,”  Orchid said. “I don’t know her. I can’t find out anything about her, either.”

There was a knock on the big double front doors. We all leapt up and stood in a  row  to  face  it.  The  donor’s  wife  came  in  the  double  doors,  followed  by  the donor who stood beside her facing us. It felt ceremonial, it felt diplomatic. They had  expressions  on  their  faces  like  they  were  about  to  tell  us  she  died  or something, before they parted as though on cue, and they both shifted one step sideways.

Looking  tiny  between  them  and  making  herself  even  smaller  with  her shoulders  curled  around  and  her  head  hanging  down,  was  Luli,  or  so  we presumed.  She  stepped  forward  a  few  steps  and  pulled  her  hair  strands  off  her eyes before she lifted her face to us.

She  was  in  black  MaryJane  shoes,  white  ankle  socks,  a  pleated  grey  plaid skirt, and a black tank top. The bright red straps of a backpack hung around her shoulders. Her dark hair hung in a thick, lazy braid down one side of her neck and  over  her  chest.  Strands  of  loose  hair  framed  her  face.  Her  features  were small.  Her  eyes,  though,  were  big.  I  pursed  my  lips  and  glanced  at  Brit.  Brit’s mouth  tugged  tight.  She  was  thinking  the  same  thing  I  was  thinking  but  she wouldn’t look at me: This girl looked exactly like an anime cartoon.

She walked up toward us excessively formally and polite. She bowed her head and  shook  Orchid’s  hand  and  said  something  in  Chinese,  before  stepping sideways and doing the same thing to Holly, only this time saying, “I am Luli. I am pleased to meet you.” She went down the entire line of us, saying exactly the same  thing,  stopping  in  front  of  each  of  us  and  bowing  her  head  each  time. When she got to me, she raised her eyes to my eyes and hesitated.

“You  are  Luli,”  I  said.  I  couldn’t  help  it.  I  knew  it  was  no  time  to  joke,  but hearing  her  say  it  five  times  was  too  much.  The  donor  cleared  his  throat  and narrowed  his  eyes  at  me.  She  didn’t  say  her  second  line  to  me,  but  a  slight, discrete  grin  in  the  very  corners  of  her  mouth  pulled  up  for  the  shortest  of moments, before she turned away from us and went back to stand between her uncle and aunt.

They spoke quietly together before the donor addressed us again. Luli turned to face me directly, standing in front of him. He put his hands around her bare shoulders.  She  grinned  again.  “She  can  come  to  you  for  help,”  he  said  to  me. Then he spoke to Orchid and nodded with firmness.

She turned to me. “It’s another warning that I don’t think I can translate well,” she said.

“Tell him I get the message,” I said.

She  told  the  donor  what  I  said  and  he  fixed  me  with  his  steely  eyes  and nodded  at  me  once  and  sharply.  The  donor  and  his  wife  left.  Brit,  Dani,  and Holly said goodbye and good luck, and finally Orchid took Luli away, too, up to Jun’s old room in the mansion.

I  shut  the  door,  rubbed  my  face  roughly  with  both  my  hands,  and  shivered from the cold that suddenly swept through the place. I shook my body out and swung  my  head  side  to  side  and  put  some  music  on.  Everything  about  the arrangement  took  on  a  dangerous  tone.  I’d  been  around  enough  sketchy situations on the streets of the city at night to be able to tell apart the truly scary dudes from the mere posers, and those warnings the donor was directing at me were no bluster. Luli was out of bounds. I didn’t need it drawn for me.

I  tried  to  draw  or  paint  or  watch  a  show  to  settle  my  nerves.  There  was  the slightest  tap  on  my  front  door.  Maybe  Orchid  came  back  to  warn  me  again. Maybe Brit came back to commiserate with me. I went to the door and pulled it open.

Luli stood there, alone, small, meek. She suddenly laughed in a high-pitched titter, and then she leapt at me, all four of her limps wrapping around my neck and my waist, all at once. She squirmed her body against mine and pushed her face  hard  down  into  my  neck.  I  felt  her  tongue  and  her  lips  flying  around  my skin. She was squealing and laughing maniacally.

I  staggered  backward  and  shut  the  door  —  and  locked  it.  She  laughed  and squealed and slid herself down the front of my body. I backed up more and lifted my  arms  to  the  ceiling  like  someone  under  arrest,  I  was  trying  so  hard  to  not touch her. She pushed her face into the chest of my t-shirt and bit the fabric and tugged  it  out  and  moaned  with  deep,  dark  chuckles  up  to  my  face.  Her  fingers popped open my jeans and tugged down my fly.

I dropped my chin to my chest and leaned against the counter edge behind me. Luli went down on her knees and yanked my shorts down to my thighs. My cock was hard, of course, being blind to danger as usual. Luli, with big dark glinting eyes, lashed her tongue out at the head of my cock and smiled widely up at me. “Jun told me all about you,” she said, her voice full of breath. It was in perfect English. She pushed her round lips against the head of my cock hard enough for me to pop into her mouth deep and hard. She grunted, and so did I. She moaned like she was already climaxing.

I tried to push her head away from my hips, but she wrapped her hands around the back of my thighs and dug in with her fingernails. Her tongue moved inside her  mouth  like  some  kind  of  wild  water  snake.  She  moaned  and  contorted throughout  her  body.  She  cupped  her  palm  around  my  balls  and  squealed  all muffled  with  my  cock  bumping  the  back  of  her  throat.  I  shivered  and  looked again to make sure the doors were locked. This girl was full of surprises.

She  got  back  up  on  her  feet  and  pushed  her  long,  elegant  fingers  into  my chest, backing me up across the floor of my chapel house. Stunned, I squinted at her  and  staggered  backward.  She  unbuttoned  the  side  of  her  pleated  grey  plaid skirt and let it lay where it fell. She laughed and kicked off her shoes and lifted her feet behind her to pick off her socks. She pushed my shoulders and threw her head back and laughed at the ceiling. I bumped into the back of the couch and she laughed and pushed me until I fell over into it.

She  climbed  up  on  the  couch  and  stood  on  the  cushions  over  me  where  I rolled on my back along the length of the couch. She stood over me, straddling high  over  my  hips.  She  stretched  further  back  than  was  necessary,  arching  her back and sticking her chest out, before pulling her tank top up and over her head. She  tittered  and  looked  down  at  me  as  she  chicken-winged  her  arms  and unclasped  her  small  white  bra.  She  let  the  slack  straps  fall  down  her  arms  and she tossed it aside.

“For  you,”  she  said,  and  she  clasped  her  fists  together  under  her  chin  and looked  down  at  me  below  her.  She  thrusted  her  hips  forward  and  rotated  them around in large arcs and she giggled.

“I don’t think so,” I said.

“Jun told me you like to,” she said, and she giggled some more.

I pushed myself up to rest my head on the arm of the couch under me. I gazed down  her  body.  She  swung  her  hips  slowly  clockwise  and  counterclockwise  at me,  enticing  me,  daring  me.  She  pursed  her  lips  and  made  her  eyes  even  more impossibly wide.

“Pwease,”  she  said  in  an  exaggerated  and  cartoon  accent,  and  she  chuckled. “Just  a  little,”  she  said  in  a  moan.  “But  with  your  mouth,”  she  whispered.  She pulled some strands of hair aside from her face with her long fingers. “I won’t tell,” she said.

I wrapped my hands around her thin ankles where she stood wavering on the spongy cushions of my couch. She slowly let her hands come down from under her chin, and let her arms fall down at her sides. Her body stood fully exposed to me, towering above me. Her hands hung at her hips turned slightly forward. She bit her bottom lip. I could see her small naked chest rise and fall with her breath that grew deeper and more jagged.

“Jun told me everything you did to her,” she said.

I  looked  down  at  my  hands  wrapped  around  her  ankles,  and  watched  them slide,  stubbing,  jerking,  up  over  her  smooth,  bare  skin,  around  her  calves.  She shivered  and  grinned  briefly  down  at  me.  Her  hips  protruded.  She  made  a  tiny moan from deep in the back of her throat. A tiny wet spot appeared at the bottom of the front of her white cotton panties.

“Jun isn’t the donor’s niece,” I said.

“You don’t have to be afraid of him,” she said.

I  looked  down  from  her  huge,  dark  eyes,  to  my  hands,  where  they  wrapped around her knees. They slid inexorably up as though they were someone else’s. I gasped,  unable  to  stop  them  sliding  up  around  her  smooth  creamy  thighs.  Her knees shook but she tensed her legs to stop them. I could feel her thigh muscles harden  inside  my  hands.  They  strained,  they  trembled.  Her  skin  was  velvety smooth and slid over her hardened muscles below like silk cloth over steel. Her knees buckled and she stepped forward and back to regain her wavering balance.

“Sorry,” she whispered. Both of her small hands wrapped around both of my index fingers. I moved my hands around her thighs and felt in my fingertips the more tender flesh of the back of her legs. She gasped and clenched her teeth and emitted a single, high-pitched chirp.

My  fingers  reached  the  fabric  of  the  ass  of  her  panties.  Her  knees  buckled again  and  she  chuckled  and  staggered  and  regained  her  footing.  There  was  no music,  there  was  no  sound,  there  was  just  her  breath,  short,  sharp,  and  jagged. She pulled on my fingers wrapped inside her tiny fists. “You can,” she said. “It’s safe, I promise.”

I watched with the amazement of someone not even there, like it was a screen, a  movie,  as  my  fingertips,  of  their  own  independent  accord,  touched  the  tiny elastic band around the waist of her cotton panties. There was a tiny pink heart on  the  middle  of  the  front  of  them.  The  wet  spot  below  the  heart  had  grown larger. She shivered. Her whole body wavered uncertainly above me. She looked down with her chin on her chest. Her long, lazy and thick braid hung half way down  her  body.  “Pretend  I’m  your  girlfriend,”  she  said  in  a  tiny,  light  voice. “Pretend I’m Jun,” she said.

I caught my breath and shuddered. My head shook with a violent shiver and my  eyes  momentarily  darkened.  I  could  not  stop  my  fingertips  curling  around the elastic waist of her panties. I could not prevent my hands from pulling them down. I grimaced as though I were being subjected to pain. I raised my eyebrows and  dropped  my  mouth  wide  open.  My  arms  grew  extraordinarily  heavy.  My hands went stiff. My fingers curled in.

I fought it as hard as I could. I half turned my face away and half-blinked my eyes  like  someone  lighting  a  firecracker  in  their  hand.  I  could  not  stop  myself from pulling her white cotton panties down her smooth hard thighs as slowly as a tide going out, and down over her knees, and down her calves to her feet.

She  leaned  forward  and  planted  her  delicate  hands  on  the  top  of  my  head  to balance herself as she lifted first one bare foot, and then the other, stepping out of her panties. She straightened back up and tossed them away with her toes, and she tittered.

My  breath  grew  harder  and  deeper.  I  felt  the  dizziness  of  hyperventilation.  I dared to lift my eyes back up her legs, to their apex. Her pussy was smooth and bald. Her lips were blazing pink — they were engorged and heavy, falling out of her slit. They glistened. She was wet all over. I touched her with my finger and pulled it away, amazed at the elastic stretch of her glisten, feeling it between my thumb and finger, tasting it on my lips.

It was like milky honey. My thumb and fingertip slid over each other with no friction. I touched the back of her knees and she pressed her hands into the top of my  head  and  lowered  her  knees  to  kneel  around  my  chest.  I  wrapped  my  arms around her hips and urged her forward with my fingers pressing into the flesh of her smooth, round butt. She curled her fingers into my hair and pulled hard on it. Her  pussy,  hot,  wet,  and  sparkling  as  though  dusted  with  glitter,  projected forward toward my mouth. The scent of fresh bread and melted butter filled my head.  I  strained  in  my  neck  and  puckered  up  my  lips  and  I  gently  kissed  her hanging, protruding pussy lips like they were the mouth of a girl offering up to me her first kiss.

“Fuck!” Luli said,  suddenly exhaling with  a guttural groan.  Her back arched deeply  in,  her  neck  strained,  and  her  head  drove  so  far  back,  she  clenched  her eyes at the ceiling. Her body shook like it was electrocuted. She curled her spine out  and  shoved  her  hips  forward.  Her  pussy,  soft,  wet,  vulnerable  and  pure, mashed into the whole lower part of my face like a hot, soaking sweat band. She slobbered  all  over  me  with  her  sopping  pussy.  Her  hips  vibrated  violently  over my face and her pussy ground into my mouth and chin and nose.

I felt her clit rub over my lips. It was prominent, red, and as hard as a polished pebble. I flicked my tongue across it and Luli bellowed to the ceiling. I sucked it between  my  lips  and  pulled  back,  and  she  gasped  with  her  chest  filling  like  a barrel.  I  flicked  my  tongue  at  it  between  my  lips,  and  her  body  heaved  up  and her hips crashed down, crushing my face. She pushed her fingers into the hair on the back of my head and held it like a basketball to her groin. Her back rose up like a humping dog’s. She squeezed my head between her thighs and tugged my hair, pressing my face harder into her groin. Her hips drove up and down and her pussy ground all around into my face. The girl was fucking my mouth.

I held her small waist in my hands. She hurt my face, her body rubbed me so roughly and hard. I couldn’t breathe, I couldn’t hold her still, I couldn’t press her away. She started to shake more violently and she grunted more gutturally. I felt her  juice  run  down  my  chin  and  drip  down  to  my  chest.  She  sounded  like  she was sobbing. I pushed my tongue inside her pussy. Her muscles clamped around it,  and  like  fingers,  her  pussy  walls  sucked  and  pulled  on  me,  drawing  me  in deeper.

I  hardened  my  tongue  inside  her,  and  with  the  pointed  tip,  I  curled  it  up against  the  top  of  her  pussy.  She  clenched  down  hard  in  her  abdomen  and strained in her curved back. Her thighs went hard and her body shook all over. I sucked on her clit again and she stopped breathing. I flicked my tongue over it and  she  sucked  breath  in  like  someone  stabbed.  I  snaked  my  tongue  back  up inside  her  pussy,  and  she  grimaced  as  though  in  excruciating  pain.  She  shook like she was going to fling her limps off. She groaned like a devil at the ceiling. I felt spasms seize her body from the inside out. Ripples of tension felt like they were tearing her apart from the inside out. A flood of fresh juice drained over my mouth  and  down  my  neck.  I  touched  her  again,  barely,  and  she  cried  out  loud, her body lost all its stiffness, and she collapsed down more heavily on top of me than I could have expected from her small frame.

Her body pooled over me and she began to laugh. I rolled out from under her and she fell onto her back and pulled her knees up to hug them to her chest like a stuck  beetle.  She  jiggled,  she  laughed  so  hard.  I  stood  up  and  looked  down  on her  wasted  body  flung  over  my  couch.  She  stretched  out  like  a  cat.  She  rolled over and over, and she curled up and stretched backward, laughing and moaning and going “Mmm!” She peeked at me through half-lidded eyes and she stuck her tongue out at me and grinned. “So embarrassing,” she said, and she coyly turned away as though to hide her face and nude body in the back of the couch.

I  went  to  the  kitchen  area  to  get  us  water.  She  got  up  completely  naked  and ran  on  her  toes  over  to  me  and  greedily  snatched  at  my  glass,  and  with  both hands, devoured it. “Oh my god, that was so good!” she said. Completely naked and devoid of any shame or awareness, she wandered around my place drinking the water she held in both hands and examining my in-progress painting on the easel, the pictures on my walls, and my writing table.

She  sat  in  my  black  leather  swivel  desk  chair  and  leaned  back  to  plant  her straight  and  crossed  legs  up  on  my  table.  “Is  this  where  you  write?”  she  said. “Jun told me you write sexy stories.”

I gulped. I guess the secret was not as well concealed as I thought.

“Are  they  about  cute  girls  fucking  your  face?”  she  said,  and  she  held  a straight,  innocent  face  for  two  beats  before  she  burst  out  laughing.  She  spread her  legs  open  and  hooked  her  knees  over  the  arms  of  my  office  chair,  and  she spread her pussy lips open with her fingers and looked at me with her face down and her eyes up. “Why don’t you want to fuck my sweet little pussy?” she said, before she laughed again even more loudly, spun herself around in my chair, and hugged her knees up to her chest. “Where do you want to do it, on your couch, in your bed, or  . . . “ she paused and gestured with her eyes behind her. “ . . . all over your writing table!”

She  squealed  and  tittered  and  climbed  up  on  my  table.  She  rolled  onto  her back  and  pulled  her  knees  up.  She  let  her  legs  fall  open  and  rubbed  her  hands down the insides of her thighs. “Come on!” she said. She moaned and squirmed all over my desk and closed her eyes and rolled her head side to side. “Fuck my little body as hard as you need to!” she groaned. “I like it like that.”

I  stepped  up  to  her.  I  couldn’t  decide  if  it  was  to  take  her  off  my  table  and send  her  out  my  door,  or  to  close  her  legs  and  tell  her  I  could  not  do  it.  She snatched at the waist of my jeans and scrambled her fingers into the button and fly. I shivered and looked down. She pulled my cock out and dragged both hands up the underside of my shaft, petting me. I grew hard again, instantly, of course. She squeezed and pulled on me with a particular urge and she writhed under me on my table.

My pants and shorts fell down around my ankles. She hooked her heels into my bare butt cheeks. She groaned with frustration and bit her tongue and tittered. Her  spine  curved  like  a  snake  slithering  in  place  over  my  table.  Her  mouth dropped open and snapped closed like she was dying of thirst. She scratched her fingernails up the length of my cock. She clenched her teeth and inhaled sharply. She pulled on my cock and drove her heels harder into my butt to drag her hips over the edge of my table.

I  leaned  over  her  body  writhing  under  me  and  planted  my  hands  flat  on  my table outside her shoulders. My head spun. The words of her uncle played in my mind. She contorted and arched and bit and licked my hands and arms, flopping over side to side. I felt the wet, hot lips of her pussy drag over the tip of the head of my cock, and her body leapt and she gasped. I tried to pull my hips back but she whined in protest and cupped her hand around my balls and squeezed. I tried to stand back up but she lifted her body off my table and bit my lower lip.

“Fuck me!” she demanded with a harsh whisper. “Before auntie and unc come down!”

“What?” I said.

She laughed and squirmed and made to hide her face as though embarrassed. “They’re bringing the provost down to meet me here — I told auntie to find me here,  I  was  going  to  learn  from  you.”  She  sucked  a  short,  sharp  breath  in between her clamped teeth. The head of my cock had touched the scorching hot lips  of  her  pussy  again.  I  looked  down.  The  tip  of  my  cock  gleamed  with  her glisten.

“He warned me not to touch you,” I said.

“So hurry up then!” she moaned. She pulled on me and kicked my butt with her heels. The head of my cock entered the lips of her pussy. She snaked her legs around  my  waist  and  lifted  her  hips  up  off  my  table,  pulling  her  groin  up  to mine.  I  tried  to  pull  my  hips  back,  but  she  sank  her  pussy  deeper  around  my cock.  I  stepped  back  but  her  body  came  up  with  me  and  she  laughed  and wrapped  her  hands  around  my  arms.  I  tried  to  turn  away,  but  her  body,  now stuck to the front of my body, turned with me.

She laughed like it was a ride. I looked down at her hips glued to the front of my hips. She curled herself up the front of my body and hung her chin over my shoulder. She wrapped her arms around my neck and squeezed her legs around my  waist.  “You’re  too  big!”  she  winced  in  my  ear  and  she  bit  my  neck.  She nonetheless forced her hips down, cramming my cock further up into her pussy. She sobbed over my shoulder. But she ground her hips down and took me all the way inside her. It was as tight as a rubber glove, but without friction.

I  carried  her  to  the  couch.  She  sank  down  on  the  cushions  and  hooked  her heels around my hips. I knelt on the floor and sank my cock into her tight pussy. She  was  so  wet,  I  slid  into  her  all  the  way  despite  her  crushing  tightness.  She cried out loud and reached over and behind her head to grip the top of the back of  the  couch  behind  her.  I  jolted  her  small  body.  She  screamed.  I  pushed  her ankles  up  over  my  shoulders  and  she  cried  out  loud.  I  pushed  up  to  half  stand over  her,  and  with  her  body  folded  in  half  under  me,  I  pummelled  her  into  the couch cushions fast and hard and deep.

Her feet wriggled in the air above my shoulders and her back arched as deeply as a gymnast’s. I erupted into her, grunting and gasping. She held her breath and strained in her neck. She climaxed too — and her pussy felt like fingers pulling me deeper into her, milking my cock succulently. My ejaculate gushed from the sides of her pussy and ran down the front of the cushion of the couch. I pulled out and staggered backward. More cum erupted from me and dribbled over her lap and stomach and ribs. There was a knock on my door.

I  backed  up  and  looked  at  my  door  in  terror.  Luli  cupped  her  hand  over  her mouth and squealed with laugher. “Hurry!” she said, and she ran around pulling her clothes back on. The door handle was jiggled from the outside. I yanked my shorts up. Keys were jangled. I struggled to pull my pants up but I fell backward over  the  coffee  table.  Luli  laughed  and  ran  to  get  the  door.  I  rolled  over  and crawled  in  front  of  the  couch  and  rolled  onto  my  back,  panicking  and  flailing around,  trying  to  do  up  my  fly  and  close  my  jeans  button.  Luli  laughed  and looked  over  her  shoulder.  I  popped  up  onto  my  feet  just  as  she  flung  the  front doors open.

Her  face  lost  its  grin  and  she  bowed  her  head  and  murmured  things  in  her foreign tongue. Her uncle the donor, and his wife, her aunt, came in, followed by a short, wide British-looking guy. I glanced down. Luli’s twisted up panties were on the floor in front of the couch. I kicked them under.

The  provost  spoke  with  her  in  fluent  Chinese.  Luli  gestured  for  me  to approach. I came over.  I noticed a dribble of my cum running down the inside of Luli’s calf.

“Do let me know if you need anything,” he said to me, and he shook my hand and nodded. “I’m sure you’ll look after the donor’s niece well,” he said, nodding to ensure I caught the gravity of the assignment.

“I’ll make sure she’s safe at all times,” I said just as gravely back to him.

Luli covered her grin with her finger and half turned away to staunch her urge to laugh.

“Your  first  assignment  will  be  to  bring  her  to  Toro’s  at  6,”  he  said.  “Dress code,”  he  nodded  at  me,  and  he  turned  and  left.  The  donor  nodded  at  me  and turned  away  too,  followed  by  his  wife.  Luli  waved  at  their  backs  and  shut  the door. She stepped up to me and draped her arms around my neck and sank her body  against  mine.  She  kissed  my  lips.  “Do  you  know  this  Toro’s?”  she  said. “Boyfriend?” She kissed me deeply. She necked with me.

I  sighed  and  turned  away  and  puffed  my  cheeks  out.  She  laughed.  “Of course,” I said. “It’s only the most expensive and exclusive restaurant in town.”

“Come  get  me  at  the  house  at  5:30,”  she  said,  and  she  waved.  She  bit  her tongue at me, and she laughed and turned and left.

I  locked  the  door  and  leaned  against  it  and  stared  up  at  the  high  ceiling.  I exhaled long and deeply with puffed out cheeks. I got a text from Brit. “Are you bringing Luli, or do you want me to?” she said.

“You’re going too?” I wrote her.

“Have to, whole committee is going,” she said. “I hope you kept your grubby paws off that cute little thing,” she said.

“Of course,” I lied to her. I showered to get the musk of Luli’s pussy off my face and dick, and off my whole body, frankly.

There  were  several  university  dignitaries  at  the  dinner.  Evidently,  the  donor donated  to  quite  a  few  different  departments  around  the  college.  It  turned  out, there  was  a  special  occasion  they  were  all  there  to  celebrate.  The  donor  was leaving for a trip back to his home university that very night. He would be away for the next few weeks. He came to me at one point and seized my shoulders in his hands from behind. He sank his face down close to my ear. “Remember what I told you,” he said. “I am counting on you. And my wife will be watching!” he said, and he laughed deeply with his head thrown back and slapped my back too hard. They had a strange sense of humor, that donor and his wife.

I looked over at Luli. She heard what he said to me. She stuck the tip of her tongue in the corner of her mouth and grinned at me and crossed her eyes.

During one of the courses, she gestured to me with her chin. I tried to ignore her, but she made more obvious gestures until I finally had to look right at her with bulging eyes of my own. She grinned and excused herself and went to the bathroom.  She  looked  over  her  shoulder  at  me  as  she  disappeared  around  the corner.

I  gave  it  a  few  moments  before  I  quietly  slipped  away  from  the  table  and made  my  way  to  the  bathrooms,  too.  I  glanced  over  my  shoulder.  Nobody noticed us.

I  poked  my  face  into  the  ladies  room.  Luli  seized  me  by  the  shirt  collar  and dragged me inside. She was wearing a long grey skirt. She leaned forward over the edge of the counter and pulled her skirt up over her ass. She wasn’t wearing panties.  She  flattened  her  palms  into  the  mirror  in  front  of  her  and  began  to gyrate her hips at me behind her. “Hurry,” she said, and she hung her head down between her outstretched arms.

“This chick, man,” I muttered to myself. I pulled my fly down and stroked out my  awakening  cock.  I  already  knew  there  was  no  possible  way  to  deny  her.  I held her hips and plowed myself into her.

She  stretched  in  her  back  and  gasped  harshly.  She  smiled  too,  with  her  eyes closed. “I love to fuck you so much!” she groaned.

“Darryl!” I heard Brit’s voice behind me. “Oh my god!”

I turned around to find Brit covering her mouth in both her cupped hands. Her eyes were popping out of her head. I continued to pump myself into Luli’s body from behind. Luli twisted around and smiled at Brit.

“She’s crazy, Brit,” I said.

Luli  looked  drugged  in  her  eyes,  the  way  she  held  them  half-lidded.  She slipped away from my hips and walked toward Brit. Brit looked horrified at me. Luli  pushed  her  body  into  Brit’s  body  until  Brit  had  to  back  up.  She  looked  at me with eyes bulging out of her face. Luli made her step backward until she was pressing her butt against the edge of the counter.

“You can’t stop her,” I said, and I shrugged.

In her effort to pull back and away from Luli, Brit worked her butt up onto the edge of the counter. Luli tugged her skirt up and ducked down between her legs. She made Brit pull her knees up and she pushed her face between her thighs. Brit covered  her  panties  with  both  her  hands  until  Luli  had  licked  and  kissed  them enough to make Brit take them away. She pulled Brit’s panties aside and I saw Brit’s  head  roll  back,  her  eyes  go  up  in  her  head,  and  her  face  roll  up  to  the ceiling. Her hand clutched into the hair in the back of Luli’s head and her knees fell wider open.

“Oh  my  god,”  Brit  moaned.  I  heard  the  slushy  sound  of  Luli’s  mouth  and tongue  working  on  Brit’s  pussy.  Brit’s  back  arched  in  deeply  and  she  inhaled with a gasp. The backs of her hands rattled against the mirror and her head rolled side to side over it. “Jesus Christ,” Brit said, before she inhaled sharply.

Luli did not slow or let up. She worked on Brit like she knew her. Brit’s hips started to gyrate and her breath started to catch. Brit said “Oh my god!” again, more  surprised  than  the  first  time.  Luli  gave  her  no  time  or  space.  Brit  barely opened her eyes at me and her eyebrows shot up and her mouth dropped open. Her body spasmed and her legs and arms went tense. Her head rolled back again before she let out a low, deep, and rumbling groan. She pushed Luli’s head aside and rolled onto her side over the counter.

Luli  chuckled  to  herself,  wiped  the  back  of  her  hand  across  her  mouth,  and went down on her knees in front of me. She drilled her mouth down the length of my  cock  and  sucked  with  an  energy  and  insistence  that  swept  my  mind  aside. Her  tongue  was  mad  inside  her  mouth.  Brit  watched  as  though  in  a  drugged haze. I erupted into Luli’s mouth quickly. She stood up, wiped the corners of her lips  with  a  tissue,  and  left  the  bathroom  without  looking  over  her  shoulder  at either of us. She had swallowed every drop of me.

“Fuck me,” Brit said, still shaking.

“What the fuck, Brit,” I said. We were both wobbling in our knees as we made our way back out of the bathroom and to the table in the restaurant.

The  old  man  was  leaving  within  the  hour.  The  Welcoming  Committee convened an emergency meeting in my chapel home. Brit and I told Dani, Holly, and Orchid what happened in the bathroom at the restaurant. I confessed to them what happened even before then, at home in the chapel before dinner. Dani and Holly were mortified. Orchid looked terrified.

“This  is  day  one,”  Brit  said.  “How  are  we  going  to  handle  her  for  13  more days of this?”

I  looked  at  my  watch.  “Uncle  mega  bucks  is  probably  being  driven  to  the airport as we speak,” I said.

At that very moment, my front doors were flung open. Luli came striding in dragging a wheeled suitcase. “Can I put these in here? I have to hide them,” she said.

“Clothes?” I said.

“Uh-huh!” she said, and she tittered. She dragged the suitcase upstairs to my loft. We all looked at each other. We didn’t know what she was anymore.

“I better go up and see what’s going on,” I said.

“You’re not going alone!” Brit said. Dani, Holly and Orchid came too. We all creeped  up  my  stairs  as  though  it  was  an  alien  or  a  ghost  that  slipped  into  my place  under  the  door.  Her  suitcase  was  open  on  my  bed.  In  it  were  dresses  for nightclubs, high-heel platform pumps, sexy bras and panties and nightwear, and about  everything  else  a  rebellious  niece  might  want  to  hide  from  a  controlling uncle  and  aunt.  She  turned  it  upside  down  and  three  different  sorts  of  dildos rolled  out.  She  didn’t  seem  to  notice  or  mind  that  all  of  our  eyes  popped  wide open at them, sprawled amidst the heap of silk, satin, and lace.

“Jun told me you got her into clubs,” she said.

It’s true. I’d built a relationship with a lot of the gatekeepers at a few of the clubs  in  my  previous  career  as  a  cabbie.  Every  good  driver  would.  “You  mean tonight?” I said and I snorted like it was a joke.

“Uh-huh!”  she  said,  chipper  and  fresh.  She  filled  up  my  admittedly  mostly empty closet with her illicit clothes.

“But your aunt and uncle?” Orchid said.

“He’s  gone  and  she’s  blind,”  she  said,  and  she  shrugged.  “They  think  I’m sheltered,” she said to us over her shoulder as she laid a dress and underwear out over my bed. “They don’t know me, though.” She turned and faced us square on. She put on her innocent eyes and mouth and hung her arms at her sides like she did  with  me  on  the  couch.  “They  think  I’m  untouched,”  she  said,  and  she chuckled.

Brit, Dani, and Holly widened their eyes at each other.

“We’re all going,” I said, and I wagged my finger at them menacingly.

“I honestly can’t,” Holly said.

“Nor me, seriously,” Dani said.

I looked at Brit.

“Oh, fine!” she said, and she flared her eyes at me.

“Me and Brit, then,” said Orchid.

“And me!” said Luli, and she threw her arms around their shoulders and she pulled their three faces together. “Take a selfie!” she said to me.

“It’s not a selfie if . . . “ I started, but I stopped and shuddered. What did that matter, I thought.

I went to the bathroom. I found Luli had already been in there too — a second, much  more  elaborate,  make-up  bag  was  already  open  and  spread  along  the counter in there. This girl was living a double life — and she was moving one of those lives in with me.

I could see why she had to hide those clothes from her aunt and uncle and put them in my closet instead. She dressed for clubbing in a tight red tube dress that barely  covered  her  butt.  Her  shoulders,  bare,  poked  up  and  shone  round  and smooth.  Wisps  of  hair  fell  down  around  her  face.  Her  neck  was  thin  and exquisite.  She  wasn’t  wearing  a  bra  under  the  dress.  Her  back  naturally  arched in. She wore high, black, peep-toe platform pumps — velvet.

Brit and Orchid came back up to the chapel too, dressed equally to the nines and ready to party, but even they were intimidated by how Luli dressed. She was entrancing. When we got to the Jag in the garage, no one wanted to take the front passenger seat from her. As we rounded the turns and dropped through the dips coming  down  from  the  top  of  the  hill,  she  pulled  her  knees  up  and  planted  her heels on the dash of the Jag.

“Do you like?” she said, showing me her black lace hipster panties. “Feel how wet I am,” she said.

I  twisted  around  and  glanced  at  Brit  and  Orchid  behind  me  in  the  backseat. Both  of  them  hung  their  jaws  wide  open.  “I  trust  you,”  I  said  to  her,  and  I declined her invitation.

The dance floor at the club was crammed. It was dark and strobing. She turned her back to me and rubbed her butt against my groin. She reached around to find my hands and she pulled them around her body and pushed them into her small breasts. She writhed against me in the middle of the crowded place.

I  looked  down  and  realized  she  had  pulled  the  bottom  of  her  tube  dress  up around her hips. She was rubbing the lace of her panties against the bulge of my pants.  She  turned  around  against  me  and  lifted  herself  on  her  toes  to  hang  her arms  from  my  neck.  “I  can’t  stop  thinking  about  fucking  you,”  she  groaned  in my  ear  and  she  squealed  and  laughed.  “Can  we  go  somewhere?”  she  said.  She shoved her hand down the front of my pants and inside my shorts. I felt her cool fingers wrap around my cock.

“Maybe home,” I said. We got her out of there just in time, it felt like. The girl seemed ready to fuck me on the middle of the dance floor.

Orchid and Brit insisted on taking her from my chapel house and back up to the mansion to make sure she got up into her bedroom, before they sighed with relief and got home themselves. I went to bed exhausted, confused, and worried. Uncle or no, I wasn’t confident I was going to survive two weeks off Luli.

In the middle of the night, I heard a noise. Just before I concluded it was the wind and I rolled over, I saw the dark silhouette at the top of my stairs. It was Luli. I gasped. I was afraid. I was done for.

She stood in the shadows. I could only see her because she was backlit by a window.  She  must  have  thought  I  was  still  asleep.  She  remained  quiet  and moved stealthily. She took her clothes off. I could see the outline of her profile. She  slipped  so  lightly  and  sneakily  into  my  bed  that,  if  I  wasn’t  awake,  I wouldn’t have been awoken.

But  she  didn’t  do  anything  once  there.  She  laid  on  her  back  beside  me,  not touching me. I saw her chest rising and falling and I heard her breath filling and releasing. I fell asleep.

In  the  morning,  I  found  myself  waking  up  wrapped  around  her.  She  was facing away from me on her side. Her hand was stretched around behind her butt and  was  wrapped  gently  around  my  cock,  which  was  hard  already.  She  shifted and arched a little and I felt the head of my cock push into a pool of tight, pure, and  blissful  warmth.  She  let  go  of  my  cock  and  tucked  her  face  down  into  her chest. Her pussy sank down the length of my shaft and she moved herself on me slowly, smoothly, and not deeply.

I  held  her  hips  and  she  reached  her  hand  behind  her  head  and  clenched  her tiny fist in the hair on the back of my head behind her. She moaned and gasped, but quietly. Her body trembled, but slightly. She pushed against the side table to brace herself but ended up rolling me onto my back, with her body coming to lie on her back on top of my body. She was so light, I barely felt her. She was like more more than a heavy blanket.

She snaked her ankles and shins around my legs and reached up and under her head  to  hold  my  shoulders  and  neck  beneath  her.  With  her  back  arching impossibly deeply and her hips curling back impossibly far, she slid her pussy up and down the shaft of my cock.

It  made  me  strain  and  clench.  Morning  light  streamed  through  the  high windows  of  the  former  chapel.  Birds  were  up  and  chirping.  A  fragrant  breeze wafted  through  the  loft.  It  was  silent  otherwise,  inside  and  out.  She  reached down  between  her  legs  and  used  her  fingernails  to  tease  and  tickle  my  balls between her legs. She used her well-developed pelvic muscles to stroke and milk my cock inside her pussy. The tension in me rose inexorably. I wrapped my arms around her body and felt her breasts fill my palms. The slower she moved on me, the higher the tension rose in both of us.

She shivered and her pussy vibrated around my cock. The sensation was too much, and though I curled my toes and clenched my abdomen, I felt my orgasm coming on too deeply and powerfully to be stopped. She clutched her hands in my hair under her. I could tell by her body, the way it stretched and strained, that she  was  also  close.  Her  breathing  got  heavy  and  hard.  Her  abdomen  clenched and released more rapidly. She tugged too hard on my hair.

When I erupted into her, I nearly sat straight up under her. I groaned deeply and I pounded my body back down into the bed under me. Her pussy squeezed me harder than a hand. I felt her pour out over me. She climbed off my body and tip-toed to the bathroom.

Drained, I fell back asleep. I woke up to the sound of clanking pans and plates and Luli’s voice — and the donor’s wife. I peered terrified over the railing. “Are we  ready  for  church  yet?”  she  shouted  up  at  me  as  soon  as  she  saw  my  eyes peering down from the loft.

I  hurried  up  and  came  down  dressed.  “All  set,”  I  said,  unsure  what  I  was claiming to be ready for.

“After church, you can take me on a tour of your city!” Luli said. “I made us some lunch for a picnic if we find a park!”

“Oh  good,  just  like  we  said,  right?”  I  said.  We  met  eyes.  The  donors  wife turned to me and said a few words and nodded her head.

“She  says  she  appreciates  you  taking  us  to  church  with  her  husband  out  of town,” Luli said.

“Of course,” I said. “Tell her it’s my pleasure.”

“I  already  did,”  she  said,  and  she  privately  stuck  her  tongue  out  at  me  from behind the donor’s wife’s back.

Luli behaved herself all morning. She let the donor’s wife sit up front in the Jag. After church, we dropped her off in the front of her mansion and drove back down the hill to decide on a tour.

Luli  leaned  over  from  the  passenger  seat  and  passed  the  shoulder  strap  over her head. She eased my cock out of my pants and took it in her mouth. She used her tongue to caress me. She used her lips to stroke me. Where the previous day she  was  fast  and  rough  and  frantic,  today  she  was  soft  and  slow  and  gentle.  I couldn’t believe it had been less than two days so far.

We found a park high up on a sun-drenched hillside. Nobody was around. She spread a blanket out for us and made me lie on my back. She knelt over my lap facing  away  from  me,  looking  down  into  the  valley  and  the  trees  and  the  river below.  She  straightened  her  back  and  locked  her  elbows  straight  and  gently, slowly and smoothly, she lowered her pussy down over my cock.

She  had  pulled  my  cock  out  out  while  we  necked  —  I  hardly  even  noticed. She  had  removed  her  panties  also  without  me  noticing.  She  spread  her  blue ruffled  skirt  around  my  lap  to  hide  most  of  what  she  was  doing  to  me.  She rocked on me back and forth, gently and slowly, and she twisted around to check on me over her shoulder, behind and under her. “Nice?” she said.

“Very nice,” I said. I couldn’t lie.

She  snorted  lightly  and  turned  back  again  to  put  her  face  up  to  the  sun. “Agreed,” she nearly whispered. She closed her eyes.

I fell into a trance so deep and mind-swelling, I was either going to fall asleep, or ejaculate powerfully up into her, and it wasn’t clear what was going to come first.  She  tipped  the  scales  when  she  stopped  moving,  dropped  her  head  down, and  held  her  breath.  Her  little  body  shuddered.  I  erupted  into  her  pussy  with  a violent shiver jarring my body. She let me finish before she came off me, twisted around, and fell asleep with her cheek on my chest and her hand on my shoulder.

We came into the chapel from the garage after parking the Jag. She held my hand and hugged her body to my arm down the front of her body. “I’ll run a bath for us,” she said, and she kissed my neck and dashed up the stairs to the loft.

I stopped in the kitchen. Brit, Dani, and Holly were on the couch waiting for me to notice them. I put the half-bottle of champagne down on the counter and hung my head. 

“How’s it going, buddy?” Brit said with fake cheeriness.

“Not as planned,” I said into the counter.
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