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I  was  relieved  when  the  two  weeks  with  Luli  were  finally  up.  I  felt  like  I wasn’t going to survive. “Voracious” and “unquenchable” didn’t begin to hint at her  sexual  appetite.  Even  in  the  Jag  taking  her  to  the  airport,  she  tittered  and slipped her shoulder strap off and came down into my lap to take my cock in her warm, wet, and masterful mouth.

I  hardly  noticed.  It  had  become  normal.  I  rested  my  arm  over  her  rising  and falling  back,  openly  moaning.  Dani,  Brit,  and  Orchid  came  with  us  and  were squeezed together in the back seat. They were as inured as I was to Luli’s non-stop acts of sexual expression. Nobody said anything.

I grunted, I heaved up in my chest, and spent myself in her mouth in stop-and-go traffic on the freeway. She pulled my fly back up, re-buttoned my jeans, and fell back in the passenger seat as self-satisfied as she always was. She checked herself in the sun visor mirror for drops of my cum on her lips.

She had earlier woken me up at 3 or so, and rode me till I expended myself up into her, and went back to sleep. She laid over my writing table when we got up in the morning, and spread her legs for me to fuck her, and so I shuddered and spent myself in her before breakfast, too. After breakfast, we went to the couch, and I knelt on the floor with her knees hooked over my shoulders so I could lick her until she shuddered, too, and screamed. We fucked in bed half-way through getting dressed for the airport. She made me fuck her where she laid on the long hood of the Jag in the garage before we climbed in to go. Her last day was — in that sense — just like every other day of her two-week stay. I was permanently delirious.

Dani,  Brit,  Orchid  and  I  sent  her  through  customs,  waved  feebly  at  her,  and turned  around  to  slouch  toward  the  cafe.  We  fell  into  chairs  stunned  silent  and burnt out.

“Not gonna lie,” Dani said. “She was just as unstoppable with me as she was with you.”

“I don’t think I ever fully comprehended the meaning of the phrase ‘too much of a good thing’ until now,” Brit said. “It was good,” she said, staring at the table we  hunched  around.  “Don’t  get  me  wrong.  But  holy  smokes  .  .  .  “  she  said, trailing off.

“I didn’t think it was possible to climax that many times in one night,” Orchid said. “Not complaining, either, but I’m with Brit — holy smokes is right.”

We all chuckled, but it was with exhaustion. “Be nice to have a movie night that ends up being about just watching a movie,” I said. “For a change.”

“Who’s the new girl coming in?” Dani said.

“Her  name  is  Tori.  She’s  actually  coming  in  on  the  same  plane  that  Luli  is leaving on.”

“She can’t be the same kind of girl. Nobody could be like Luli,” I said.

“No word on her yet,” Orchid said.

“You had no intel on Luli, either,” Brit said. “And look how that turned out.”

We all chuckled, but we all stopped and bulged our eyes blankly at the table, too,  all  at  the  same  time.  Luli  scared  us.  We  each  remembered  our  own  nights alone with her.

“At  least  the  donor  isn’t  setting  us  up  thinking  the  new  one  is  some  sweet innocent flower,” Dani said. “Like he did with Luli.”

“He isn’t even in town,” Brit said. “That’s why he wanted us to do the meet and greet ourselves at the airport for this new girl.”

“Even  the  donor’s  wife  is  out  of  town  on  something  —  her  family  or something,” Orchid said.

“There’s nobody in the mansion?” Dani said.

“Staff only,” Orchid said. “And even they’re half gone, taking holidays.”

“That’s  not  very  nice  for  Tori,”  I  said.  “Just  being  dropped  into  that  huge empty place,” I said.

“Unlike Luli,” Orchid said, “we didn’t get any advance instructions with Tori. I guess if you’re not a niece, you don’t count so much.”

“He wrote me,” Brit said. “The donor. He said we’re being trusted to run this one entirely ourselves. I guess he never found out about Luli.”

“We can’t leave Tori in that mansion alone,” Orchid said.

“She  can’t  stay  in  any  of  our  houses,  though,”  Dani  said.  “There’s  a  whole vetting process that has to be done.”

“The  chapel  house  is  on  the  property,”  Brit  said,  glancing  at  me.  All  of Orchid,  Dani,  and  Brit  turned  their  faces  to  me.  “I’m  going  to  say  that  that satisfies  the  vetting  closely  enough  that  she  is  still  living  on  the  property,”  she said. She shrugged. “Insurance and all that,” she said to Orchid.

“There’s  no  fucking  way  I  can  do  that  again,”  I  said.  “It can’t  be  all  on  me. What if Tori turns out to be even half like Luli?”

They all laughed. It was, of course, ludicrous to imagine any other girl being half the sexual animal that Luli was.

“Maybe  we  can  all  share  the  load,”  Brit  said.  “Darryl’s  right,  he  can’t  be expected to shoulder the burden all by himself, not after what Luli nearly did to him.”

“Not gonna deny it,” I said. “If I was going to die, that would be the way to go. But just saying, another two weeks with anyone like her again and I might actually die.”

They  all  chuckled  knowingly.  Orchid  reached  out  and  squeezed  my  hand  in hers over the table. “You did good work,” she said. “You hung in there.”

“Oh he hung in there, alright,” Dani said. “That was part of the problem.”

“So she can’t stay at your houses,” I said, ignoring Dani. “And she can’t stay in the mansion all alone. So the chapel, obviously. But I can’t do it. I seriously can’t.”

“So we help you out,” Brit said with a nod. She held my other hand.

“How?” I said. “There’s only one bed.”

She  stared  into  my  eyes  as  she  thought  about  it.  “Threesomes?”  she  said  so tentatively,  it  was  like  she  was  squirming  in  pain.  She  lifted  her  eyebrows  and shoulders and grimaced at me.

“Brit  is  right,”  Dani  said.  “We  can  take  turns  sleeping  over,  maybe.  And whenever  things  get  going  on  the  couch  or  in  bed,  we  put  ourselves  between Darryl and Tori,” she said.

“Distract her, you mean?” Orchid said.

“Just  do  what  is  needed  to  make  sure  Darryl  isn’t  having  to  do  it  all,”  Dani said. “Would that help?” she said, looking up at me.

I shrugged. “There’s no other way, is there?” I said.

We went over to the exit when we saw Tori’s plane coming through and held up the  sign.  It did  not  help that  the  girl  we all  saw  at once  pulling  the suitcase was just as smoking hot as Luli — and as hot as Orchid, too, not to mention as hot as Dani, Holly, and Brit. There seemed no respite in store for me. I wished in my mind that she had been plain in her face and body, and plain, too, perhaps, in her sexual appetite.

She  had  long,  black  hair,  longer  than  anyone  else’s,  and  deep,  dark  eyes. When she saw the sign we held up for her, she skipped over and devastated us all with a warm, immediately disarming smile. “I’m Tori!” she said. I had to turn away. She was fresh and cute.

Orchid  sat  up  front  with  me  while  Dani  and  Brit  climbed  into  the  back  with Tori between them. We all agreed I would play the role of driver at least for the trip home. I wasn’t going to say anything. We all agreed to keep Tori away from me as long as possible.

I was reminded of my earlier life, driving cab all night, living in my firetrap apartment in the boarded up street. I missed those days of the simpler struggles — eating soup to survive, painting to pass the time. Then my friend Brit invited me to go with her to Mexico, and everything changed. I’d been friend-zoned by Brit for so long, I’d given up. Now I was being harem-zoned to death.

We were ready for Tori’s act. She might have answered our questions quietly and  sweetly,  and  she  might  have  asked  the  most  innocent  things,  too.  But  we saw that act before, in the half day Luli first arrived, before she began her sexual rampage through our lives. Whenever she glanced at the back of my head, one of Dani or Brit would immediately distract her out the window sideways.

It was already late in the day and we had time only for tea at night and to let Tori shower and freshen up from her flight. To avoid any mistakes, Brit made it seem like it was normal for us all to be on a regimented schedule. She sent Dani and  Orchid  away  as  though  she  noticed  the  time  on  her  phone.  The  she announced it was bed time — like we had a regular time for bed.

Tori  seemed  confused  by  the  arrangements,  but  was  too  circumspect  to  say anything.  Or  too  conniving  and  plotting,  like  Luli.  We  couldn’t  take  any chances. Brit said it was normal to share a bed, and that was that.

“We’re not going to risk it,” Brit said to me in private when Tori was in the bathroom. “I’m going to initiate with her. We’re not falling for what Luli did to us all over again.”

“Just make sure you wear her down a bit before she starts up with me,” I said.

“She’s certainly cute enough,” Brit said. “Won’t be a problem, I don’t think,” she added with a smirk. 

“I can sleep on the couch,” I said.

“No,”  Brit  said.  “The  whole  point  is  to  get  the  girl  used  to  being  near  you without  fucking  your  brains  out,  literally,  like  Luli  did,”  she  said.  “Because you’re going to be alone with her obviously sometimes.”

“So what are you going to do?” I said, still confused by the plan.

“Just going to play with her a bit,” Brit said with a grin. “So you don’t have to — so it’s not all just on you,” she said.

“But in the same bed — while I’m right there?” I said.

“It’s just so you can back off if you need to,” she said. “Also,” she widened her eyes at me. “This was Orchid’s idea,” she said, and she pulled from her purse a big flesh-toned and realistic-looking dildo.

“Fuck me,” I said.

“Feel it, it feels so real!” she said.

“No thank you,” I said.

“Come on,” she said, and she wrapped my hand around it. “Feels real, doesn’t it!”

“I guess,” I said.

“So it was Orchid’s idea that if this girl needs it like Luli needed it, we can use this instead of you, if we have to,” she said.

“It’s not a bad idea,” I said.

Tori  came  out  of  the  bathroom  and  Brit  hid  the  big  thing  behind  her  back. “Just stay up there,” Brit called to her. “We’re coming up.”

“Isn’t it going to be weird, two of her hosts getting in bed with her?” I said.

“We know Jun told Luli all about us,” she said. “I think we can count on Luli and Jun also having told Tori all about what goes on over here.”

“True,” I said, and I nodded.

“You stay down here a bit like you’re cleaning up,” Brit said. “I’ll  go  in  the bathroom and get ready and get into your bed. Then you come up and get ready. I’ll make sure to keep her away from you.”

“I didn’t think I’d ever ask your help to keep a girl away from me,” I said. “I guess that’s how bad Luli broke me.”

Brit  snorted  and  grinned  and  kissed  me.  “What’s  a  friend  for?”  she  said. “Something  tells  me  you  won’t  keep  your  hands  to  yourself  for  long,  though,” she added. “But at least this way you’ll have some back-up support.”

I  heard  Brit  and  Tori  laugh  and  talk  in  the  loft  and  I  heard  Brit  go  in  the bathroom. Then I saw her come out and go into my bed. She texted me — that was our agreed-upon cue for me to come up and get ready. I ignored them in the bed and shut the bathroom door. So far so good. Brit and Tori were lying in the bed  talking  quietly.  Tori  didn’t  seem  at  all    confused  by  Brit  getting  into  bed with her, nor with there apparently being only one bed in the whole place, one that I was in the bathroom getting ready to climb into, as well. It was all just part of the friendzone thing, was how we were going to portray it.

But  I  wondered  as  I  flossed,  just  what  do  they  tell  each  other  about  the converted chapel buried in the trees at the back of the donor’s mansion property? Brit made a good point — they all seemed to tell each other about it back home. What  were  they  saying  to  each  other  about  the  welcoming  committee?  What kind  of  welcome  was  each  girl  now  expecting  to  get  over  here?  What  was  the exchange program becoming, in their eyes?

When I flicked out the lights and opened the door to step out of the bathroom, I could tell right away why the darkened loft was so quiet. Brit and Tori’s  arms were  wrapped  around  each  other.  They  were  softly,  quietly,  kissing,  lying  on their sides, their heads buried in their pillows. Brit reached behind her back and patted the bed behind her, telling me to get in.

And so I did. I laid on my back and stared up into the dark peak of the white ceiling and crossed my arms under my head. Beside me, my friend Brit and the newest  exchange  student  Tori  softly,  sweetly,  necked.  It  was,  in  one  respect already,  opposite  to  Luli’s  visit.  Her  first  night  was  a  wild  frenzy  of  wonton abandon.  I  sighed  and  smiled  and  sank  down  deeper  into  the  pillows,  satisfied with that at least.

The  peace  and  quiet  was  short-lived.  Brit  rolled  over  my  body  and  spooned me from behind, leaving nothing between me and Tori. She snickered behind my back and teased the back of my neck with the tip of her tongue.

“It’s your turn,” she murmured into my ear.

I looked across the pillows at Tori. She seemed a little nervous, a little unsure. She bit her lip and shrugged. I pulled my body over the empty space in the bed between us and made to give her a reassuring little kiss.

She  immediately  arched  in  her  back  and  stretched  out  her  neck.  Her  face pushed up to mine and her eyebrows pushed up high on her forehead. Her eyes closed and her mouth, slightly smiling, parted. She was waiting for me.

I  stroked  her  long,  straight  black  hair  from  her  face  and  took  her  perfectly round  and  shining  shoulder  in  the  palm  of  my  hand.  I  pulled  my  knee  up between  us  under  the  sheet  and  she  immediately  parted  her  own  knees  and captured my thigh between her thighs. She rocked her hips forward and I felt her pelvis curl in and rub down hard against my thigh.

“Go  on  and  kiss  the  girl,”  Brit  cooed  into  my  ear  from  behind  me,  and  she tittered.  She  slipped  her  hand  around  my  waist  and  pushed  it  down  over  my abdomen  and  over  my  cock.  She  started  pulling  on  it  and  wrapping  her  hand around it tighter. I looked up from Tori’s mouth to her eyes. They glinted in the dim  light.  Brit  pushed  the  back  of  my  head  and  Tori  and  I  came  together  in  a kiss.

Luli  never  kissed  like  that.  She  was  always  overpowering,  aggressive,  and immediately  in  a  state  of  increasing  frenzy.  Even  Orchid  was  quick  to  the panting, sloshing-tongues stage, and Jun too, once she got used to us. But Tori was  sweet  and  restrained.  A  tiny  chirp  escaped  the  back  of  her  throat,  but otherwise, all was silent, still, and serene.

Brit seemed to fall under the same spell. She rested her face in the back of my shoulders  and  cupped  her  body  completely  around  the  back  of  my  body,  but otherwise, she remained still and quiet. Her hand remained wrapped around my cock, but she wasn’t stroking it so much as she was massaging it, and gently at that.

Tori and I seemed to both enjoy the calmness of it. We parted and smiled at each other and started kissing again, but no more aggressively or needfully than the  first  time.  It  was  entrancing  where  the  first  time  with  Luli  was overwhelming, or with Orchid, where it was shocking, or with Jun, where it was confusing.  It  felt  like,  with  Tori,  if  all  we  did  was  kiss,  that  would  have  been good too.

Brit,  though,  had  other  ideas.  She  laughed  and  leapt  over  me  and  squirmed down between our bodies and under the sheet that she pulled up over her head. Tori  and  I  both  snorted  and  rolled  our  eyes  at  each  other  like  Brit  was  a  pet climbing  over  us.  We  kissed  more  and  ignored  her.  Brit  sat  straddling  both  of our legs and wriggled and laughed until she squeezed us together under her. Tori and I had to entangle our legs and arms together.

I was worried Tori was going to be the problem. But it turned out my friend Brit was the one acting up. She laughed and moved down the bed to squeeze her head down between our hips where we laid on our sides facing each other. We started to kiss again — I liked it, it was calming and refreshing, and I think Tori enjoyed it, too. It was innocent. She tittered and smiled and bit her lip at me and we teased each other’s lips and tongues with our own tongues and laughed. We were enjoying playing around barely on the edge of sexuality.

But  then  Brit  sank  her  mouth  down  over  my  cock  under  the  sheet.  I  tried  to hide  my  reaction  from  Tori.  She  couldn’t  see  what  was  going  on,  Brit  was hidden. But when she came off my cock, I saw Tori’s face flinch and her eyes pop  open  wide.  She  moaned  for  no  apparent  reason,  half  shut  her  eyes,  and began to kiss me more passionately. I could tell that Brit was going down on her hidden under the sheets.

Brit rolled back over to me and pushed her mouth over my cock again. I had become hard in the meantime. It was my turn now to kiss Tori more passionately and  to  moan  and  gasp.  She  laughed  in  a  high-pitched  giggle  —  she  must  have figured out what Brit was doing to the both of us. If this was what Brit meant by saying  the  girls  —  her  and  Dani  and  Holly  —  needed  to  get  between  me  and Tori,  I  wouldn’t  have  agreed  to  it.  She  was  heating  things  up  with  Tori,  not cooling them down as we said was needed.

The  moment  Brit’s  mouth  came  off  my  cock,  I  saw  Tori’s  face  once  again gasp  and  strain.  She  pushed  her  lips  toward  mine  and  invaded  my  mouth  with her tongue. Gone was the innocent playing, the light laughing, the teasing with tips  of  tongues.  Tori  yelped  and  popped  her  eyes  wide  open  at  me.  Then  her body  slid  down  under  the  sheet  and  she  squealed.  I  rolled  onto  my  back  and draped my arm over my eyes, exasperate. Just one night, I wanted to plead with Brit.  But  I  felt  what  was  obviously  a  different  mouth  close  around  the  head  of my cock. It was smaller, it was warmer, and it was more tentative. I heard both girls titter under the sheet. Brit was making Tori suck me off in tandem with her.

I pulled the sheet off and let it fall on the floor. I curled my body up on my elbows  to  see  down  over  my  chest.  Tori  and  Brit  were  kissing  again,  but  also licking and kissing my cock where it stood up between their faces. Brit laughed — everything she did to me, Tori followed.

Brit  then  whispered  into  Tori’s  ears  and  they  both  laughed.  Tori  seemed reluctant  —  I  thought  I  heard  her  ask  in  a  hushed  voice  if  something  was allowed. Whatever it was, Brit assured her it was. Brit then helped Tori up into a kneeling position over my hips. She arched in her back and pressed her splayed hands down into my chest. It was the first time I was able to gaze over her naked body,  even  if  it  was  dim.  I  wrapped  my  hands  around  her  waist.  She  shivered, but it wasn’t cold.

Brit got on  her knees, too,  and snuggled herself  up against Tori’s back. Tori strained  to  turn  her  face  over  her  shoulder  and  kiss  Brit  where  she  pushed  her face  around  her  neck  from  behind.  They  were  both  straddling  me,  pressed together. Brit reached around Tori’s  waist  with  both  her  hands  and  stroked  my cock where it poked up into Tori’s stomach.

Brit began rocking back and forth on her knees, causing Tori to rock back and forth on her knees over my hips, too. She held my cock straight up so that Tori’s pussy lips, steaming hot and dripping wet, dragged, sticky and clingy, over the head of my cock. Strings of her pussy saliva stretched from her glistening lips to the smeared tip of the head of my cock. They kissed deeply, Tori’s head twisting around to Brit’s face behind her, and Brit closing one of her hands around Tori’s small,  tennis-ball-like  breasts,  squeezing  hard  enough  to  make  Tori  flinch  and gasp.

Brit slid her hand down the front of Tori’s arching body and pushed her first two fingers down the outsides of her inflamed pussy lips. Tori clenched her teeth and arched further in her back. She reached up and dropped both her arms down around the back of Brit’s head behind her and clutched her long, curling fingers into  her  hair  and  pulled.  Brit  used  her  fingers  to  press  and  spread  Tori’s  puffy pussy lips, and she squeezed her other hand around the shaft of my cock.

Tori’s  body  shivered  and  clenched  all  over.  Brit  drew  the  head  of  my  cock down through the cleft of Tori’s protruding pussy lips and rocked her hips with her own hips from behind her. Tori’s body writhed over mine. She grunted and hung  her  mouth  wide  open  at  me.  I  reached  up  and  cupped  her  breasts  in  my hands  and  tweaked  her  nipples  in  my  fingers.  I  could  feel  her  pussy  saliva  run down from inside her and down my cock and over Brit’s hand.

I could feel her body clench and release over me. Brit kept pushing her. Tori’s pussy was tight, but she was so lubricated, she complete coated my cock before the  head  of  it  was  even  inside  her.  Brit  pushed  down  on  her  hips  and  Tori’s knees  spread  on  the  mattress  out  from  my  hips.  The  head  of  my  cock  pushed against the tight lips of her pussy, and both her and I gasped.

Tori  dropped  her  hands  down  onto  my  shoulders  and  her  long  black  hair formed a curtain around our faces. She whimpered and grunted above me and I strained in my neck to lift my head and kiss her lips. She instantly fell into the kiss sloppy and rushed. Brit pushed harder on her hips and Tori’s pussy pressed down  harder  on  the  head  of  my  cock.  She  dropped  her  mouth  wide  open  and clenched her eyes tightly shut. Brit let go of her pussy and my cock and seized her  grip  around  Tori’s  hips.  She  reefed  back  on  her  waist  to  bring  her  hips together with Tori’s, so that with each thrust, Brit was able to thrust Tori’s hips down against the head of my cock, and to pull her pussy lips back and forth over me, leaking, steaming, and throbbing.

Tori  began  to  thrust  herself  up  and  down  against  the  underside  of  my  shaft. Brit  came  away  from  her  back  and  slid  down  beneath  our  grinding  hips.  She came  around  and  laid  her  head  beside  me  on  the  pillows  and  kissed  me  while Tori grinded me with her body. Her fingers curled around and her nails dug into the skin of my shoulders. She sounded like she was crying.

“So hot,” Brit groaned between our kisses. I didn’t have to look to know she was  rubbing  herself  in  bed  beside  Tori  rubbing  herself  on  me.  Nobody  lasted very long. When Tori began to lose her rhythm and catch her breathing, Brit also started  moaning  in  that  high-pitched  way  she  does  when  she’s  crossing  all  her points  of  no  return.  I  was  unable  to  slow  down  or  change  course.  Tori’s  pussy began  to  undulate  and  contract  against  the  underside  of  my  cock  where  it  was pressed  down  against  my  stomach  between  us.  I  had  to  lift  my  head  to  look down to be sure someone wasn’t squeezing me as hard as they could with their hand. It didn’t hurt — she was as greased as a machine. But I was unable to stop from erupting, she rubbed herself on me so hard.

I sprayed Tori’s stomach with gush after gush. It triggered her and she cried out loud up into the high arched ceiling. Brit gasped and cried with her. When Tori recovered, she ran away to the bathroom hanging her face in her hands. We heard the shower go on.

“Sorry,” Brit said. “But maybe she’ll let you sleep now?”

“We didn’t even fuck,” I said to Brit.

“Are you sure?” she said, confused.

Tori did let me sleep, as it turned out. Brit went home leaving me alone with Tori the rest of the night, but nothing more happened. I was relieved to spend a night, finally, actually sleeping. It was surprising. It was refreshing.

I took her around in the Jag next day to all the important things she’d have to know  in  the  city.  It  was  relieving  to  drive  without  getting  sucked  off,  to  park without getting fucked in the driver’s seat, and to enjoy a coffee and snacks in a cafe without being dragged to the bathroom to eat out a pussy, fuck the girl over the counter, or get a blowjob in the stall. It was in fact the most normal “guide to the city” day the whole time I was paid for doing that.

Dani hooked up with us when we got back home and she brought dinner over, too. We planned on a movie night to take it easy after Tori’s first full day. Dani, as per the plan, sat on the couch between Tori and me. I must have got interested in  the  movie  because  I  didn’t  even  notice  at  first  that  neither  of  them  were talking. Or watching.

If  the  idea  was  to  keep  me  safe  from  Tori,  I  guess  Dani,  like  Brit,  was observing the letter of the law. But it’s hard to sit on a couch with two girls like Dani and Tori starting to go at it, and stay neutral.

Tori was more assertive with Dani than she was the previous night in bed with Brit. It was dark and I was trying not to stare, but Tori eased herself over Dani’s lap and they began grinding their hips together. Everyone still had their clothes on  —  Dani  in  white  shorts  and  t-shirt,  Tori  in  a  high-waist  skirt,  pleated  and short, and a school-like white shirt with a buttermilk collar.

I got up to get drinks for us. I delayed myself in the kitchen so I could watch from  behind  the  counter.  Their  bodies  were  lit  up  in  the  flickering  light  of  the show. Dani took Tori’s  shirt  off,  and  Tori  took  Dani’s top off, too. Then came the  shorts  and  the  skirt.  They  began  laughing  and  teasing  each  other  on  the couch, wrestling and biting and tickling. Where Brit was all lover-like with Tori, soothing and massaging their bodies together, Dani was playful and teasing.

Tori squealed and laughed and curled up on her back, protecting her ribs with her  elbows.  Dani  started  grabbing  her  tits  and  pussy  and  Tori  leapt  up  and  ran away high on her toes. She hid behind me in the kitchen, laughing and squealing.

Dani  ran  around  me  and  Tori  took  off  to  dodge  her  around  the  couch.  They soon  ran  upstairs  in  their  bras  and  panties,  shrieking  and  laughing  together. When  I  finally  came  up,  I  found  Dani  sunk  into  the  pillows  on  her  back,  her knees  up  and  spread  open.  Tori  was  crouching  between  her  legs,  and  her  head was  down  in  Dani’s  lap.  Dani’s  eyes  were  closed  and  she  was  breathing  in  a short  and  sharply-catching  way.  I  saw  Dani’s  panties  on  the  floor,  and  Tori’s, too.

Dani  opened  her  eyes  at  me  and  reached  out  with  her  hand,  her  fingers grasping and clutching at my groin. I stepped closer to the edge of the bed. She tore and tugged at the waist of my jeans and whimpered like I was torturing her. Her mouth flopped open.

So  much  for  the  welcoming  committee  taking  it  easy  on  this  one.  Tori  was actually the calm one, while Brit, Dani, and, I expected, Holly too, were the ones ramping things up.

I undid my pants and tugged them down my legs. Dani reached with her neck straining  and  she  moaned  and  grunted.  Tori  was  relentless  with  her  tongue between  Dani’s  legs.    I  knelt  over  Dani’s  chest  and  poked  her  mouth  with  the head of my cock. I knew that that was the only thing that pacified her.

She stretched her neck back and reached around the back of my butt to force me to shove my cock all the way in her mouth. I leaned into the headboard. She curled back and took me down her throat. I felt her body flinch with every touch of  Tori’s  tongue  on  her  pussy.  I  tried  to  stop  myself,  but  when  Dani  started  to clench  and  release  in  her  stomach,  and  moan  around  my  cock,  I  was  unable  to hold  back.  I  ejaculated  in  her  mouth  so  hard,  I  spilled  out  and  ran  down  her cheeks.

Tori laughed like it was the funniest thing she ever saw. Dani went home and Tori  and  I  went  back  to  the  couch  to  finish  watching  the  show.  We  only  held hands. Even when we went to bed, we only kissed and hugged and fell asleep. Tori  wasn’t  the  initiating  type.  I  noted  that  it  was  night  two,  and  we  hadn’t actually fucked for real yet.

By the time Holly came over the following night, I told her that I didn’t think she was needed. “Tori’s definitely not another Luli,” I said.

“But  I  am!”  she  whispered  in  my  ear,  and  she  pushed  past  me  through  my front door and into my place. I shut the door behind her and narrowed my eyes at it. If someone was going to break our pact, I wouldn’t have put Holly down for it. She surprised me, though.

So  did  Tori.  Holly  found  her  in  the  kitchen.  She  pushed  her  backward, stormed her mouth with her own, and began stripping her. Tori didn’t resist. She only smiled that same enigmatic smile of hers, and let Holly do what she wished to do to her.

Holly  stripped  Tori  completely  naked.  And  then  she  stripped  herself  naked, too. She kissed Tori and laughed and took her by the hand upstairs. They took a bath together in my bathroom and then played with makeup for an hour before they came back down.

Holly had gone up with a shopping bag. When they came out, I saw what she had  brought  over.  Holly  was  in  a  satin  white  bra  and  panties,  obviously  high-end. Tori was dressed in shimmering black lace bra and panties, obviously even more high-end. Their faces were made up like it was a wedding.

Holly  brought  Tori  down  behind  her  by  the  hand,  and  came  up  to  me.  She held my hand in her other hand and lead us both back up the stairs behind her, and to the bed. She made me lie down on my back and she squatted and pulled down  Tori’s  panties  at  the  foot  of  the  bed.  Then  she  whispered  into  Tori’s  ear and they both tittered.

“Now?” Tori said privately to Holly.

“Do you want to?” Holly asked her.

Tori  nodded  enthusiastically  and  her  eyes  widened  and  her  smile  broke  out. “Should I?” she said to Holly, and she paused with her hands on the clasps of her bra in her back.

Holly nodded with a wide smile.

Tori unclasped her bra and let the shoulders straps slide down her arms. She bit  her  lip  and  looked  up  through  the  tops  of  her  eyes  at  me  and  through  the fallen strands of hair over her face. Tori knelt on the edge of the bed and let the backs of her fingers sweep over my legs.

“Get naked, Darryl!” Holly said, and she grinned and rolled her eyes at me.

I pulled my t-shirt off and lifted my hips to take my jeans and shorts off.

“Suck him?” Tori said to Holly over her shoulder.

“Go and shower,” Holly said to me. I did as I was told.

When I came out, I laid back on the bed.

“Suck him now?” Tori said.

“Does it make you wet?” Holly said.

Tori  nodded  readily  and  deeply.  She  smiled  widely.  Holly  shrugged  and gestured  with  her  hand  toward  my  body  where  I  laid  on  the  bed  on  my  back sunken into the pillows.

It occurred to me that with each of Brit, Dani, and now Holly, Tori seemed to orient  herself  to  each  of  their  personalities  and  proclivities  in  bed,  and  adapted herself  to  them.  She  was  opposite  to  Luli,  who  imposed  her  personality  on  the others,  making  them  become  what  she  was.  Tori  made  herself  what  they projected to the point of asking, even, for direct instruction. I already knew that Tori  needed  no  real  instruction  on  matters  of  the  bedroom  —  I’d  seen  her  in action  already.  She  was  checking  in  with  Holly,  though,  to  make  sure  she  was doing it the way Holly wanted it done.

Holly  fell  into  the  chair  and  sunk  low  enough  to  rest  her  head  back  on  the back  of  the  chair.  She  spread  her  legs  and  caught  the  edge  of  the  bed  with  her heels. I looked down. Her hand was inside her white panties.

Holly put music on when they were in the bath together, and candles, too, that she had brought out and set around my bedroom. The flicker of the candlelight flashed  over  the  tall  white  peaked  ceiling  and  the  droning  world-chill  music entranced me. I began to say something to Tori, but she shook her head slowly, she grinned as though in apology, and she touched her finger to her lips to tell me not to talk.

She  began  at  my  toes,  sucking  them  individually,  one  at  a  time,  into  her mouth, and swirling her tongue around them and between them. Holly came over to  the  bed  and  curled  herself  around  the  pillows  and  my  head.  She  stroked  my hair  and  kissed  my  shoulder,  watching  Tori  kiss  and  lick  and  nibble  on  my ankles and then my knees.

Holly stroked my chin. “She’s so beautiful, isn’t she,” she said.

Tori kissed and licked and nipped at the skin of my thighs. She skipped over my groin to kiss and lick my stomach and sides. I squirmed from being ticklish and she tittered and moaned all over me.

Holly  watched  in  the  dim  flickering  light  and  played  in  my  hair  with  her fingers. Tori said, “Now?” and she got up high on her knees.

“I’ll get the sheet,” Holly said, and she snickered and darted away and down the stairs.

Tori  looked  at  me  with  dark  eyes  and  mischievous  grin,  and  she  slipped through  the  door  into  the  bathroom.  Holly  came  back  up  with  a  massage  table sheet  and  she  told  me  to  get  out  of  the  way.  She  spread  it  over  the  bed  and gestured for me to get back on. Tori came back out and stepped up onto the bed and stood over my hips tall on her feet, naked and smiling down at me under her. And then she squirted a stream of oil from a tiny bottle all over her naked body and she laughed.

It  dripped  down  onto  my  body.  She  began  to  rub  herself  with  her  hands  all over her stomach and sides and ribs and breasts. She put more oil on her thighs and rubbed it into herself up the insides. Holly laughed. Tori came down on her knees  and  then  flopped  down  on  top  of  me,  covered  in  oil.  She  laughed  and nearly slid off me, she was so slick. But then she began to massage me, body-on-body.

We rubbed our hands all over each other’s hips and back and chest. We kissed and  moaned  and  rolled  around  on  the  bed,  our  limbs  sliding  over  each  other’s limbs,  our  hands  rubbing  everywhere,  our  bodies  slippery  and  sliding  against each  other.  She  stroked  my  cock  between  her  ass  cheeks  and  took  me  in  her mouth. I took her pussy in my mouth, too and we consumed each other. The oil was flavoured.

Her body shivered and she squeezed my head between her thighs. I licked her pussy and found her glisten mixing with the oil and spreading over my face. She quickly orgasmed in a particularly high-pitched, whole-body shivering but quiet kind  of  way.  As  soon  as  she  shook  hard  one  last  time  and  collapsed,  she  went down on my cock with hunger and urgency. I squirmed under her, I writhed, and I  contorted.  She  kept  stopping  when  she  sensed  I  was  about  to  erupt,  and  she brought me, cruelly, back up to the edge quickly again.

I punched the bed and rolled side to side. She was remorseless. I knew in the back of my mind that she gave to each of the girls what they wanted exactly, like she could read them better than they knew themselves. Was she doing that with me now? She wouldn’t let me cum, but instead kept rushing me up to the edge of losing it. I saw Holly in the chair rubbing herself frantically, watching Tori own me body and soul.

She sat on my thighs and looked into my eyes with hers, dark and glassy, and she stroked my cock in both her hands where it rose up from between her legs. She  rubbed  her  palm  around  the  head  and  made  me  jump  like  she  was electrocuting me. She tickled the sides of my cock with her teasing fingernails. She made my stomach clench and spasm, and she tittered.

She rubbed the head of my cock all over her thighs and she touched it to her puffy  pussy  lips  and  laughed.  She  squeezed  her  finger  around  the  base  and stroked it with her other hand past the point of causing me to erupt, but for her finger choking it off. I rose off the bed and slammed myself back down. When she had enough, she pulled her small hand up the full length of my cock and did not stop even after she knew I was passing the point of no return. She made me cum  all  over  my  stomach  and  chest.  We  were  already  going  to  the  bathroom when I realized I still hadn’t been inside her.

We washed up and got into bed. Holly had left at some point when we didn’t notice. Again Tori did nothing all night. I welcomed the nights of sleep. It was in the  morning,  while  Tori  and  I  rolled  around  and  woke  each  other  up,  that  she told me she had a secret to tell me.

She dressed in panties and a tank top and I got into my shorts and t-shirt, and we went to the kitchen hand in hand to make coffee.

“So  what  is  it?”  I  said  to  her  when  we  pulled  out  the  stools  at  the  kitchen counter.

“I don’t know how to tell you,” she said.

I  screwed  up  my  face.  Until  then,  everything  she  ever  said  was  fun  and frivolous. I didn’t think she had a serious side.

“You can tell me,” I said.

She looked sideways and away and grinned at the floor. “It’s  embarrassing,” she said.

“I’m pretty sure we’re long past embarrassing,” I said, and she laughed with me.

“It’s just, I don’t know if you noticed, but . . .” she paused.

“Noticed what?” I said, still smiling serenely, sipping my coffee.

“I’ve  never  actually  done  it  before,”  she  said  in  a  voice  so  quiet,  I  almost didn’t hear.

But I knew that I did hear. I kept smiling. I even sipped my coffee. Keeping my face still like that, I tilted my head slightly sideways. “Done what?” I said. I was stalling for time.

“It!” she said in a hushed voice, and she hid her face down under her strands of hair.

“It?” I said, pretending to still not get it. It was new territory for me. I didn’t know how to react.

“Do it with a boy’s thing!” she said in a groan. She was in pain explaining it to me.

I screwed my face up. I shouldn’t have, given what she was telling me. But I had to think hard — surely, after all the hi-jinks in bed with each of Brit, Dani, and Holly, even with just her and I — I must have put it in her at least once.

“Are you sure?” I said, frowning and grinning at the same time.

“I think I would know,” she pointed out.

I  had  to  nod.  That  was  true.  But  it  still  took  a  few  moments  for  my  mind  to comprehend what she was saying, and to realize how true it was.

“But we’ve been doing things every night,” I said.

“But not that,” she said. “I was saving it for a special night.”

“A boy back home?” I said.

She  squealed  and  covered  her  face  with  her  hands.  “With  you!”  she  said.  “I want to do it with you before I go home. I want to go home with the memory of you inside me. You’re my American college boyfriend!” she said.

I  smiled  at  her  and  she  smiled  back  and  we  lingered  on  each  other’s  eyes  a long while before she finally said, “Would you make it special for me?”

It  explained  a  lot.  But  it  was  also  something  that  would  need  a  lot  of consideration with the whole welcoming committee.

“I can do that,” I said.

She immediately threw herself at me, wrapping her arms around my neck and kissing me deeply on the lips. “I’m very happy!” she said, and she ran away and up to the loft squealing and singing.

I  tapped  the  side  of  my  coffee  cup  with  my  finger  nail  and  I  tilted  my  head and frowned a little. “Huh,” I said to myself. I said it again too, as the full weight of what she said filled my mind. 

It  was  the  most  unexpected  thing  any  of  Orchid,  Jun,  Luli,  or  Tori  had  ever said. I needed help making a plan. I rolled my eyes and snorted, too. It was just the sort of thing Brit, Dani, Holly, and Orchid would love to organize.
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