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Winter break at school was coming up fast for Brit, Dani and Holly. I made the  mistake  of  bringing  up  what  Tori  said  to  me  while  the  girls  were  talking about what to do over Christmas.

“She said what?” Holly said, dropping her chin down to her chest.

“She never actually has had . . . “ I hesitated. “ . . .  the whole thing, the real thing,” I said, and I grimaced meekly.

“You mean, she’s never done it?” Holly said half covering her mouth with her hand  and  raising  her  eyebrows  far  up  her  forehead.  She  tittered,  but  caught herself.

We  were  in  a  crowed  and  noisy  cafe  near  their  campus.  Orchid  was  with  us too.  “Not  unusual,”  she  said.  “Especially  over  there.  And  she’s  been  in  an  all-girls  school  all  her  life,  including  university,”  she  said.  “Plus  she’s  got  secret service-like cover every minute of her day.” She shrugged and sipped from her cup.

“Well  we’re  going  to  have  to  change  that,”  Brit  said,  and  she  nodded  once firmly.

“We  should  make  it  special  for  her,”  Dani  said.  “Kind  of  like  a  rite  of passage.”

“That  would  be  sweet,”  Orchid  said.  She  turned  to  me.  “Did  she  say  she wanted to change that?” she said.

I  squinted  and  gritted  my  teeth.  She  was  always  so  matter-of-factly  about things  like  that.  “She  said  she  wanted  to  go  home  at  the  end  of  her  stay  a different person.” I said. They all stared at me blinking and blank. “She said she wanted to do it with me,” I said.

“Aw!” Brit said, and she tilted her head and reached both her hands out across the  table  to  clutch  at  me  with  her  curling  fingers  and  matte  blue  painted  nails. “It’s so special! You’ll be her first one!”

“I have an idea,” Dani said. “But I’m not sure about it.”

“Out with it!” Orchid said, and she nudged Dani with her elbow and laughed.

“We can all go down to Puerto Vallarta again,” Dani said. “For winter break. Just like before, when we met Darryl— Brit’s family place is big enough,” she said.

Orchid  inhaled  like  she  was  struck  with  an  even  better  idea.  “We  can  invite Jun and Luli down too!” she said. “A reunion!”

“A reunion of the exchange program alumni!” Brit said. “But also a kind of a wedding party for Tori, too!”

“A white wedding,” Orchid said, and she bit her lip to squelch her sideways grin.

“You mean like where we all give her away?” Holly said. She kicked my legs under the table. “To this one here?” she said, and she tittered.

“Can  you  imagine  it?”  Brit  said.  “We  can  all  get  dressed  up  together  like we’re  maids  of  honor,”  she  said,  and  she  burst  out  laughing  a  moment  before covering her mouth.

“We can even decorate your pool deck,” Holly said.

“Then  we  can  all  gather  around  Tori  and  support  her  in  her  moment  of transition,”  Orchid  said  with  fake  sensitivity,  and  she  squealed  and  cupped  her hands over her mouth.

“No  guests  though,”  Dani  said.  “Just  us  girls.    And  Darryl,”  she  added,  as though I was an after-thought.

“The guards wouldn’t let anyone else near anyway,” Orchid said.

“Let’s do it!” Brit said.

I put my hand up and waited until they all stopped rising from the table and turned  and  stared  at  me.  “But  is  this  a  good  idea?”  I  said.  “It  seems  .  .  .  “  I paused. “ . . . it seems like some kind of bizarre cult-like sex-club ritual,” I said. “Six girls giving the seventh away like some kind of mock wedding,” I said, and I snorted and retracted my chin and shook my head.

“Five,” Brit said. “I’m going to be officiating,” she said, and she laughed out loud.  They all laughed with her and continued to get up to leave.

“I’m  just  not  sure  I  like  the  sound  of  it,”  I  said,  getting  up  finally  to  follow them out the door. “You guys are making too big a thing of it.”

“It’s the biggest thing in a girl’s life!” Dani said, and she smirked crookedly at me and slapped my arm. “You of all people should know that!” She slipped her hand around my arm and tugged me beside her out to the sidewalk.

“Oh  my  god!”  Holly  said  spinning  around  to  face  Dani  behind  her.  She  and Dani flared their eyes at each other. “How could he not understand?”

Brit and Orchid laughed, too. But that was that. The plan was hatched. They assigned themselves tasks and started organizing right away. Thankfully, no new girl was coming over, being that close to the end of term, and Tori was staying until  the  end  of  the  month  at  least.  Until  it  came  time  to  fly,  the  “White Wedding” was all they talked about.

I  was  the  last  to  arrive  at  Brit’s  family  mansion  in  the  hills  south  of  Puerto Vallarta — in keeping with her plan. It was no issue for her to front me the price of a plane ticket. But she wanted me to arrive a day late. She wanted all the girls — her, Dani, Holly, Orchid, Jun, Luli, and Tori — to have a day to themselves before I showed up, like I was some sort of celebrity descending from on high.

There were a lot of security details drawn up for the holiday, too, in keeping for a clutch of girls from top-tier families like them. I was met at the airport by a crew  of  three  heavy  duty-looking  dudes.  But  when  they  brought  me  to  Brit’s mansion, they stayed outside. As per Brit’s instructions, the house and its decks, including  the  pool  deck,  were  for  guests  only.  It  was  like  a  cage  —  a  gilded cage, though, for sure.

I was met at the door by Brit. I rolled my eyes. She had worked up a whole routine including an escort of me to my room to keep me from wandering. She handed me an itinerary for the whole weekend, printed on card stock. She lifted herself on her toes and kissed me on the cheek. “Play along?” she said, and she squealed, knowing I would.

I stared back at her for three silent expressionless beats. “Of course,” I finally said. I went to my room to unpack my bag and freshen up. I had a half hour to get ready for the first event — afternoon cocktails on the garden patio.

I  came  out  through  the  wide-open  back  wall  of  the  lower  floor  of  the  house and  onto  the  terraces  at  the  back  of  the  mansion.  All  seven  girls  were  sipping champaign from tall  flutes and talking  loudly and laughing.  They were already well into the sauce. They were all dressed in shorts and short skirts and t-shirts and halters and sandals. It was a relaxed afternoon vibe. They all rushed to me and  cheered  my  arrival  and  kissed  me  on  the  cheeks  and  pulled  my  hands  and made me eat things.

The Welcome Committee had activities planned throughout the day, including getting a full treatment at a famous spa, shopping at a mall, and an escape-room outing. The whole thing was indistinguishable from a bachelorette party.

They were making too big a moment of it, I still thought, but they had spun each other up about it too much and there was no way I could have reduced or even slowed the fever that was rising throughout our little group.

The first night ended at a club where Brit had reserved a big party table. Seven girls, all made up and dressed like that, short dresses, sequins, platform pumps, hair looking like models, all spread around the table, squealing and shrieking and talking  in  shouts  and  downing  shots,  and  me:  other  guys  in  the  club  could recognize  a  laughing,  partying  bachelorette  party  when  they  saw  one,  but  they didn’t  know  what  to  make  of  the  one  guy  in  the  middle  of  it,  or  the  guards milling about keeping them all away. They would never have guessed.

The  girls  danced  with  each  other  and  they  danced  with  me.  It  made  no difference  —  they  danced  the  same  way,  pushing  their  asses  up  and  back  into each  other’s  groins,  or  mine,  lifting  their  skirts  and  spreading  their  legs  and rubbing  their  groins  on  each  other’s  thighs  and  laughing,  or  mine,  necking, biting necks and ears, hands grabbing crotches, moans and groans into ears.

Luli,  given  her  aggressive  and  over-the-line  sexual  proclivities,  was particularly restrained, I thought. She kept moaning into my ear, “I  want  you,”

“Fuck me,” and “Penetrate me,” and she kept groaning orgasmically and deeply and gutturally against my neck at the table and on the dance floor, too, pressing her  body  against  mine  all  over.  But  she  never  actually  dragged  me  down  the hallway to the bathrooms.

I  found  it  refreshing  that  in  fact  none  of  the  seven  girls  dragged  me  off  to anywhere  or  even  crawled  under  our  table  like  at  least  a  couple  of  them ordinarily  would.  But  they  were  all  biting  their  lips  at  me,  flaring  their  eyes, tossing  their  hair,  and  crossing  and  re-crossing  their  legs.  The  more  they restrained themselves, the more the hum of intensifying sexual desire crackled in the air between us all. It felt like those nights when you know lightening is going to crack the sky wide open.

Brit  thought  it  would  be  hilarious  to  ride  back  to  our  mansion  in  the  hills  in the back of a white stretch limo. I crawled in and sat in the middle of the jump seat  facing  backward.  Seven  young  and  libidinous  girls,  all  in  heels,  short clubbing  skirts,  and  tight  revealing  tops,  hair  done  and  make-up  perfected, poured  through  the  back  door  and  into  the  car.  They  filled  it  to  the  brim  with long slim legs, arms and hands flowing all over, and dark, darting eyes, mouths dropping  open,  tongues  licking  lips,  and  chests  jutting  out  like  it  was  a competition.

It wasn’t perfume that was mixed and filling my mind, it was the scent of so much  sexual  stirring  that  was  intoxicating  me.  They  laughed  and  flashed  their legs and fell over me as though by accident, their fingers lingering, their elbows pressing,  their  bodies  leaning.  They  were  teasing  each  other,  taunting  one another, daring each other to bump into my legs, tumble over my lap, fall against my body.

When we got back to the vacation mansion, I slumped by myself on the couch in  one  of  the  big  rooms  while  all  the  girls  paraded  around  in  their  heels  and laughed and shrieked and did more shots and played games. All of them found reasons  to  strut  in  front  of  me,  backs  arched,  chests  out,  their  eyes  glancing through  their  flying  hair.  I  became  heady  with  the  scent  of  arousal.  They  were winding  each  other  up  higher,  but  there  was  still  no  place  for  all  the  mounting pressure to go.

Brit  took  me  aside.  “So,  in  case  you  were  wondering,”  she  said,  and  she pushed me back from her to an arm’s  length  —  the  agreement  they  made  with each other about me, she said. “We all vowed to not touch you, kiss you, or do anything with you, until Tori does,” she said. “That’s part of the game tonight.”

“And when did you all agree to that?” I said. I thought I’d been in the loop the whole way, but evidently, important information was redacted from my files. It at least explained the odd heights of restraint I had noticed in the club, and the source of the teasing and taunting in the limo and back home at the mansion.

“When you didn’t get here yet,” Brit said. “During girls-only day.  So, just so you  know,  nobody  is  coming  to  your  bed  tonight,  either,  and  if  anyone  does, you’re under strict orders to lock your door and keep them out.” She bit her lip and inhaled and exhaled sharply. “Including me, your best friend,” she said, and she inhaled sharply through her clenched teeth.

“For how long?” I said.

“Only  until  after  the  ceremony  tomorrow,”  she  said,  and  she  grinned  and flared her sparkling eyes. “And then the only one you get to go with is Tori, for all day and all night, too. No matter what anyone else says or does to you or with you or for you. You can only fuck Tori.”

“What about blowjobs?” I said.

“Blowjobs are okay,” she said. “But  no  cumming!  You  can  only  cum  inside Tori. We all agreed.”

“What if one of the girls — and you remember what Luli is like! — doesn’t stop there with me?”

“Then you better find Tori quickly because that’s the only girl you get to cum on or in,” she said. “This is her special time — she’s the new girl to your harem, Darryl!”

The  rule  seemed  unenforceable  to  me.  But  Brit  squealed  and  bit  her  tongue and squeezed my hands in hers. She was excited about the plan she, Dani, Holly and  Orchid  had  come  up  with.  Jun  and  Luli  seemed  down  with  it,  too,  if  only reluctantly. Tori kept glancing at me. She appeared nervous all night, like it was all too much for her. She must have known about the rule as well. She must have known, too, that after the ceremony tomorrow, it was going to be me and her.

The  night  turned  into  a  slumber  party.  First  their  shoes  came  off.  Then  their tight,  constricting  little  dresses  came  off.  They  were  all  used  to  undressing  in front of each other, and that included me by then, too. I withdrew from the centre of  their  little  party  and  sank  myself  deeper  into  the  couch  on  the  side  in  the shadows,  and  I  let  the  tunes  carry  me  away.  I  watched  with  a  certain  kind  of sublime  pleasure  as  seven  girls,  all  of  whom  (but  one,  importantly)  I’d  been having  sex  with,  pranced  around  laughing  and  teasing  each  other  in  their underwear.

They  certainly  had  no  problem  entertaining  each  other.  They  teased  and laughed  and  squealed  and  tumbled  around.  They  tried  to  play  Twister,  but  that ended predictably in a heap of bare limbs and incapacitated laughter all over the floor in front of me. I think it was Dani who made a show of taking her bra off first, but moments later, they’d all removed their bras, and they only laughed and squealed all the more.

I drank my drink and watched and chuckled to myself. Luli and Dani started necking on the couch facing me and then Orchid started necking with Holly. Brit and Jun looked at each other and laughed and raced around to the middle of the couch  and  squeezed  themselves  between  the  other  two  couples.  Tori  was  the only girl left out. She skittered high on her toes over to my couch and pulled her legs  up  under  herself  and,  in  only  her  white  satin  low-hip  panties,  she  leaned against the side of my body to watch the other six girls with me from the other side of the room.

“Switch!”  Brit  suddenly  shouted  over  the  loud  music.  Everybody  squealed and laughed at the new game, and soon the couch was a mass of young, smooth limbs and nearly naked bodies falling over each other, writhing and undulating together  as  one.  Panties  dropped  from  the  front  of  the  couch  and  tittering  and moaning  rose  from  inside  the  mass  up  to  the  ceiling.  They  were  kissing  each other  everywhere  and  anywhere,  and  fingering  each  other  and  biting  and laughing and squirming and arching and panting.

“Does  this  kind  of  thing  happen  at  your  college  back  home?”  I  said  to  Tori who was curled up in my lap watching with me.

She  stretched  her  body  and  pulled  my  hair  and  kissed  me  deeply  with  her tongue  penetrating  my  mouth  fully.  Her  sexuality  was  brimming  under  her surface. “It’s an all-girls college,” she said, “just like this one.” She slapped the inside  of  my  thigh  and  chuckled  like  I  was  the  one  in  a  foreign  country  who didn’t understand a thing.

The  girls  began  to  more  seriously  tease  each  other’s  pussies  and  flick  each other’s nipples. I used the remote to turn the lights down and the music up. They seemed to enjoy most of all taking turns holding each other down one at a time to  get  licked.  They  were  playing  with  making  each  other  climax,  like  it  was  a tease, a game. Every time they finally made one of them cum, they all squealed and  clapped  and  laughed.  Then  the  next  one  was  chosen,  and  she  inevitably protested, but not vigorously. I guess they decided everyone had to cum.

When it was Orchid’s turn, she cried out loud the most, putting on the same show I remembered she once gave me in bed. Luli and Jun held her thighs down and Dani and Holly laughed and held her arms down. Brit was the one who had the honors of crouching between her legs and spreading the lips of her pussy to poke with her tongue, blow on with her cooling breath, and French kiss with her tongue.

Orchid tugged on all her limbs and laughed and thrashed her head side to side. Jun  and  Luli  laughed  and  sat  on  her  legs  to  keep  them  spread,  and  they  kissed each other. Dani and Holly kissed Orchid’s tits and neck as they sprawled their own bodies out over her spread arms.

Brit made Orchid’s hips strain and bounce from the floor. She made her back arch  and  her  face  tug  with  tension.  She  laughed  and  Orchid  cried.  Her  climax was  more  volcanic  than  the  others.  They  all  gasped  and  moaned  watching  her body writhe on the floor under them, and they all cheered and clapped when she subsided. And then they turned to Jun, who shrieked and tried to get up to run away. But they caught her and pulled her down. It was her turn.

Hearing  them  all  cum  separately,  I  was  able  to  relive  my  memories  of  each girl,  triggered  by  the  unique  way  each  of  them  —  as  I  had  come  to  learn  — climaxed  differently.  The  girls  made  sure  everybody  got  their  turn.  Tori squirmed  against  me  the  whole  time  and  rubbed  herself  under  her  panties  and pushed her hand down the front of my shorts. But she didn’t take my cock out and she didn’t suck on me. She wasn’t allowed, yet.

It  was  finally  time  for  bed.  As  Brit  promised,  not  one  of  them  came  to  my door. It was unusual. They took the rules seriously and no one cheated. I snuck down the stairs and out the front door to get some fresh air and to cool myself down. I needed to see the night sky I used to work under so much. Two guards stepped aside on the front patio and looked me up and down.

“What’s going on in there, anyway?” one of them said.

“You don’t want to know,” I said, and I chuckled and turned away.

“Bachelorette party?” the other said to the first guy, both of them stocky men. “But what are you doing in there, then?” he said to me, punching the word “you” with a sneer.

“It’s my best friend’s house,” I said. “It’s her party. Brit?” I said. I knew they would recognize her name — it was her family’s house.

The both laughed in an inside-joke kind of way.

I lifted my chin to ask what was funny.

“I think maybe you’re in the friend-zone, my friend,” the second guy said and he chuckled.

“Seven lovely ladies like that, and you still not getting laid!” the first guy said, and they both peeled with laughter.

They  got  that  part  right  and  I  could  not  call  them  out  for  it.  I  hadn’t  in  fact been laid on this trip, not yet, anyhow. It had been at least 24 hours.

“Imagine  being  caught  in  the  friend-zone,”  the  second  guy  said  to  the  first, “with a harem like that all around you.” They laughed even harder. They knew I wasn’t  from  any  of  the  client  families.  They  knew  I  wasn’t  connected.  They were  able  to  talk  in  front  of  me  like  that  without  any  thought  of  recrimination. They knew where I came from.

“Maybe you’re never going to get laid again,” the second guy said. “How you gonna get near any chica with all of those ones cock-blocking you?” he said.

I  pursed  my  lips  and  looked  down.  I  was  so  tempted  to  tell  him  what  was what, but I knew me and the girls couldn’t trust anyone with our secret, least of all  the  guards  who  worked  for  their  families,  not  for  the  girls  directly.  If  word got out, it would definitely be the end of the exchange program.

“I guess you’re right,” I said to him, and I exhaled like a man who knew he was never going to get any. “Cockblocked in the friend-zone,” I said.

“Bet you want to get with one of those chicas, don’t you,” the first guy said. “Any single one of them for just one time,” he said, and he swung his head and puffed his cheeks like the very thought of it was almost too much to bear.

I looked down and smirked. I couldn’t tell him that I’d been with all of them, and multiple times, too, and even often at the same time with more than one, too. The kind of things that happened in the night between me and every one of those girls would, I knew, make their hair curl, the both of them. I couldn’t even tell them  how  much  it  was  a  relief  to  actually  not  have  one  or  a  few  of  them crawling into my bed at night, blowing me, riding me, dangling their engorged and leaking pussies all over my face.

“I guess you’re right,” I said. “Just one of them,” I said wistfully. “Just once,” I said, and I chuckled. “Know what I mean?”

“It’s like that for betas,” the first guy said. “Always on the outside looking in. Always borrowing, never owning.”

I looked at him with my face screwed up. I found it an odd thing to say. But then I remembered — he saw me pull up to the front of the donor’s mansion one day, in the donor’s Jag. He seemed pissed off, until he learned that it was loaned to me, just like the chapel house in the back, and all the girls coming and going for their two-week stints in the exchange program, too, come to think of it. He laughed then about me borrowing things. I didn’t say anything then.

“You’re right,” I said, this time. “I’m never going to get any, am I,” I said and I snorted. I couldn’t help myself. It’s what he said to me back then — that I was never going to get any. I went back inside with my shoulders up in a shrug and my face pulled down in a sheepish, defeated expression. He sneered and shook his  head.  I  was  such  a  disappointment  to  him,  I  could  tell.  But  I  had  to  get  to sleep. I had a big day tomorrow, and so did Tori. And that was none of his alpha-damned business.

In the morning, I was instructed to remain in my room in Brit’s mansion until she came to get me. When she did, I was brought up to the top level where the infinity pool was. She made me dress in shorts and a tank top. I blinked when I came out onto the deck. Brit and the five other girls besides Tori were dressed in exactly  the  same  aqua-green  bikini  with  black  piping.  Tori  was  dressed  in  the same bikini style too, only her’s was orange with blue piping. The contrast was perfect.

Brit lead me by the hand to the centre of the circle the other five girls formed around Tori. She had silly ceremonial words to say and all the girls laughed and tried to keep a straight face. Tori, however, looked genuinely nervous.

“We  are  gathered  here  today,”  Brit  said,  glaring  around  at  the  other  girls  to make  them  stop  snickering.  “To  induct  our  new  friend,  Tori,  into  Darryl’s harem,” she said. The girls whooped and hollered like it was a college football game.  “Tori,  please  kneel  here,”  she  said.  The  girls  all  whooped  again  and laughed. Tori tittered too, but she got down on her knees on a towel folded on the deck for her.

There was a wedding-like trellis arching over our party of 8, twisted up with rose  stems  and  vines.  Music  played  and  the  sun  dappled  the  water.  Everybody was shaking with excitement and barely squelching their laughter.

“Darryl,”  Brit  said  to  me,  pursing  her  lips  to  keep  from  laughing  out  loud. “Would you please remove your clothing.”

I rolled my eyes and snorted. But she flared her eyes at me and I realized she was  serious.  I  had  nothing  to  hide  —  I’d  been  naked  with  all  of  them  several times, the guards’ comments notwithstanding. I dropped my shorts and tore my top  off.  Orchid  took  them  from  me  and  retuned  to  the  tight  circle  they  formed around Brit, me, and Tori. Of course I was sem-hard. Who wouldn’t be, with a bunch of girls like them, dressed like that? They’d all seen my erections, too, so many times.

“Tori,”  Brit  said.  “Do  you  take  Darryl’s  cock  in  your  mouth,  to  swirl  your tongue around it, to pump your lips down over it, and to hold your mouth deeply over it, through orgasms and spurts of semen, to try to swallow every drop that you  draw  from  him,  and  to  fuck  his  ever-living  brains  out,  till  post-nut  do  you part?” she said.

Some of the girls tittered. Dani nearly lost it. Brit was barely holding it in. But again, Tori remained the only serious one.

“I do,” she said.

Brit turned to me. “Darryl,” she said, and I nodded back at her and tried my hardest to keep a straight face. “Do you take Tori to be an equal member of your harem, to hold her, to cherish her, to let her suck you off and to lick her, to make her wet and to make her cum, as you cum into her mouth, and do you,” she said and she bit her tongue, “promise to fuck her as deep, and as hard, and as good and often as you fuck all the other members of your harem gathered here today?”

I started laughing and so did Brit, but she glared at me again to stop and she covered her mouth.

“I do,” I said and I rolled my eyes and smirked.

“Then by the power vested in me, as queen of the harem, I declare Tori a full-fledged  member  from  this  day  onward.  You  may  now  fuck  your  new concubine’s brains out!” she said, and she burst out laughing, she doubled over, and everybody else started laughing uncontrollably, too.

There  was  a  large  cabana  set  up  at  one  end  of  the  pool  with  its  white  linen walls already drawn. Dani, Holly, Orchid, Jun and Luli grabbed me by the hands and arms and hips and pushed and pulled me squealing and shrieking down the length of the pool and into the cabana. They pushed me down and they sprawled over my body, writhing and contorting on me. Mouths closed around my cock, hands grabbed and stroked me everywhere, bikini tops and bottoms flew off, and pussies mashed down on my face and hands. 

The moaning was so loud, there was no way the guards down below wouldn’t have  heard  it.  The  harem  kissed  and  licked  and  fingered  and  rubbed  everyone and everything. I laid on my back under it all. Hands and mouths tugged on my cock. I arched back into the bed and pushed my head deep into the pillows. But the girls held me off — they didn’t allow any of them to make me cum. I was brought  to  the  edge  and  pushed  away  over  and  over,  first  by  one,  and  then  by another. They all knew me well that way — they knew my signals. It was like a Jenga game — how much could they push me without making me topple over?

I scrunched my eyes and curled my fists. The level of arousal and denial was becoming  tantric,  the  way  they  teased  me  and  pushed  and  pulled  me.  Probably because of the frequency and intensity I’d been enjoying since my days driving cab and sleeping in my ghetto slum, going over 24 hours without climaxing was now  unusual  for  me.  I  was  not  accustomed  to  being  so  full,  so  wild,  and  so edged.

I arched deeply and planked my body straight out lying on my back, straining and  yearning.  I  grimaced  with  a  wide  mouth  and  groaned  with  a  deep  growl.  I curled my fists up in the sheets and tugged on them. The girls would not relent. They  also,  unsympathetically,  showed  no  similar  restraint  on  themselves  or  on each  other,  climaxing  one  after  the  other  with  cries  and  shrieks  and  vibrating bodies  flung  all  over  mine,  hot  and  leaking.  I  was  nearly  smothered  under  a blanket of young, nubile flesh writhing and trembling all over me. 

And then, as suddenly as it started, all the weight lifted off from on top of me and the crying and gasping died down. I remained captive in a state of wavering over the edge of the precipice, planking in my stiff body supported on only my heels  and  my  head,  my  hips  sticking  up,  my  cock  vibrating,  my  eyes  clamped shut.

I  was  stunned  by  the  sudden  cessation  of  all  the  writhing,  by  the  sudden silence  of  all  the  gasping  and  moaning.  I  was  so  close  to  the  edge,  my  body continued  to  tremble  and  my  fists  remained  tightly  twisted  up  in  the  sheets. Confusion filled my mind and my cock, full, hard, hot, and straight up, strained and yearned.

That’s  when  I  felt  an  even  hotter,  tightly  gripping,  and  effusively  wet sensation touch with the gentleness of a kiss, push against me with the insistence of a need, and, with suction and pressure, slip lubricated and tight, down over the head of my cock. I shook and gasped and filled my lungs and strained through my body even harder. I struggled to keep myself from exploding. The tight, hot, glove  fitted  down  further  around  the  shaft  of  my  cock,  and  I  inhaled  like someone stabbed. Before I could pry my eyes open, I felt the tightness, the heat, and  the  wetness,  plunge  down  over  me  to  the  base  of  my  cock,  and  I  felt  the whole world shake, twist, and squeeze.

I shot my eyes open. Above me, fingers curled and dug into my chest, knees trembled  and  pressed  into  my  hips,  a  back  arched,  stomach  hard,  and  a  head rolled back, eyes clamped. A grimace of pain pulled to the sides of the cheeks. It was Tori.

I  let  my  eyes  travel  down  from  her  clenched-shut  eyes,  to  her  wide,  tight mouth, down over her chin and over her neck, down over her hard and projecting breasts,  her  ribs,  and  her  rippling  stomach,  and  down  further,  to  her  abdomen, shaking, to her thighs, stiff, and to her pussy, bare and glistening.

My  cock  disappeared  completely  inside  her.  Her  pussy  lips,  soft,  full,  and puffy, were mashed into my groin. Her toes curled. She rocked forward on her knees, gasped loudly, and she shook. I watched my cock emerge from inside her pussy, gleaming with her dew and trembling from her pussy’s suckling grip all around me.

Brit  was  kneeling  behind  her,  her  hands  wrapped  around  her  waist  and  her chin hanging over her neck. She pushed Tori back down the length of my cock, and  pulled  her  back  up,  the  suction  sound  filling  the  cabana.  I  rolled  my  head around  inside  that  lit  beige  world  and  found  the  other  five  girls  oohing  and ahhing all around us, rubbing themselves and each other, all sprawled around the bed with Tori and I between them, all of them watching Brit make Tori fuck me.

I  didn’t  last  long.  But  nor  did  Tori.  She  was  as  built  up  as  I  was  by  all  the other girls touching her and teasing her before. I rolled Tori over onto her back. Brit fell away and all of them moaned out loud and lifted their hips and gyrated their  pussies  at  us.  Everybody  was  rubbing  themselves  all  over  the  bed  of  the cabana. I plunged myself down between Tori’s spread and pointed legs. She dug her nails into my shoulders and pushed her head back into the pillows under her. I fucked her hard enough for the sounds of our slapping flesh to ring the ears of the guards I knew were directly below us over the side.

Tori  cried  out  loud  and  spasmed  violently  under  me.  Half  the  girls  began  to orgasm  in  the  heat  of  the  moment,  as  though  in  sympathetic  response.  Tori’s body bucked and rippled under me and I withdrew nearly all the way out, before plunging myself back down into her again and again, bouncing her body back up at mine from the bed. “Now,” Brit whispered in my ear from behind me, and I lost it, erupting with power and force deep into sweet Tori’s tight and suckling pussy.

She  went  silent  and  stiff  under  me,  her  body  shaking  violently  and  her  jaw dropping impossibly wide open down to her chest. She punched my biceps and gaped  like  someone  drowning.  I  gushed  into  her  pussy  and  my  semen  squirted up inside her and out, running down over her thighs and onto the bed below her. Still  I  pumped  my  body  down  into  Tori’s  body,  bouncing  her  and  flaying  her alive.  She  cried  out  loud  with  a  bone-chilling  tone,  and  I  fell  off  her  body  and rolled onto my back.

Immediately a mouth, who knows whose, fell around my cock and sucked and licked  me.  I  fell  into  a  daze  of  half-sleep.  Seven  naked  female  bodies  writhed and squirmed around me, and fell asleep, too, all tangled up. Tori was finally one of my girls in every way.

We  ended  up  dressing  and  heading  out  for  a  late  dinner  at  a  tiny  restaurant Brit  and  Dani  knew.  We  cheered  and  celebrated  like  Tori  and  I  had  just  got married.  Little  did  anyone  in  the  restaurant  know  what  we  were  actually celebrating.  The  final  rule  of  the  whole  thing  was  that  I  was  to  spend  the “wedding night” with Tori only. She was to be the only one allowed to fuck me at least until noon the next day.

We got back to the mansion and had a quieter night watching shows together. Tori  and  I  went  to  bed  together  and  all  the  girls  teased  us  and  laughed  and hugged pillows and made comments as we left, hand in hand.

Tori  and  I  stripped  each  other  and  kissed  gently  in  bed.  She  climbed  on  me and  rode  me  in  a  much  less  intense  way  than  earlier,  which  was  a  welcome relief.  I  woke  her  up  in  the  middle  of  the  night  and  took  her  from  behind, burying my cock deep in her pussy, bouncing her body off mine, jolting her, but slowly and gently.

It was nearly noon when we finally came out of the room and went up to see what was going on in the rest of the house. Brit, Dani, Holly, Orchid, Jun, and Luli — my whole harem — were hanging out on the pool deck. Tori joined them and some of them hopped in the pool, while others lounged in the sun.

Brit steered me to the far end of the deck and we leaned together against the railing behind us and watched the other six girls lounge and swim. “Good night last night?” Brit said.

“You really did it up,” I said to her. “That was actually scary, it felt so real,” I said to her.

“It wasn’t all made up,” she said.

“Meaning?”

“Meaning,” she said, and she pursed her lips and snorted. “Me and Dani were talking this morning,” she said. “When everybody else was asleep. She feels the same way I’ve been feeling.”

“Which is?” I said.

“We’ve all come a long way since the first time we all met up here — at this very house,” she said. “Do you remember that?”

“I remember when Dani first appeared,” I said. “I watched her dive into this very pool. You told me to stop staring.”

She laughed.

“Dani asked me if you and I ever did it,” I said. “We hadn’t yet at that time.”

She laughed and looked half away. “I guess we have now,” she said.

“In  every  which  way,”  I  said.  “And  Holly  came  over  that  time  too,”  I  said. “You made me take her out on a date.”

“Did I?” she said.

“That’s  where  it  started  —  you  making  me  treat  Holly,  cause  she  just  had  a break  up,  and  then  Dani,  and  then  Orchid,  and  then  the  rest  of  them,”  I  said. “One after the other, you pushing me onto them just like you did yesterday, with Tori.”

“Not bad for a guy supposedly stuck in the friend-zone,” she said.

“What the hell?” I said, squinting at her. “That’s exactly what the guards were saying to me the other night.”

“I know,” she said, and she laughed. “I was behind the door — I heard them. I heard you go down and I followed you. I was worried about you.”

“Worried?” I said.

“I was worried you were going to give it all away, tell them what’s going on,” she said. “But I knew I could trust you.”

“It was you all along, though, it’s true. The whole thing,” I said.

She laughed. “Do you remember what I said on the plane home from that trip, after the first time?” she said.

“Remind me,” I said.

“I said that it doesn’t have to end,” she said.

“I didn’t know the half of what that meant back then,” I said, and I laughed.

“I could say it again now,” she said.

“Are you saying it again now?” I said.

She laughed. “This doesn’t have to end,” she said. “There, I said it.”

“Was it ending?” I said. She was confusing me again.

“We got news, Dani, Holly, and I, before we came down here,” she said, and she turned away and stared out over the railing to the distant sea and the waves that  crashed  slowly  up  the  shore.  “It  seems  we  did  such  good  work  with  the exchange program, we worked ourselves right out of a job.”

“What’s that even mean?” I said, turning around and leaning over the railing with her.

“It  means  the  university  is  taking  over  the  exchange  program,  they  want  to ramp  it  up  a  lot  bigger.  More  girls,  and  not  just  for  two  weeks,  but  the  whole school year. The donor is handing it over to them. We never knew — it was just a pilot he was running. Proof of concept. It’s going to be several full-time jobs running  it,”  she  said.  “It’s  not  going  to  be  me  and  Dani  and  Holly  and  Orchid anymore.”

She  turned  to  me  and  snorted  wistfully  and  gathered  her  hair  around  her shoulder to keep the strands from whipping her face in the breeze.

“You knew before the whole thing with Tori?” I said.

“It was a kind of finale for us,” she said. “Tori’s the last one — the last one for the Welcoming Committee, anyway,” she said. “She’s actually the first one who’s going to stay the whole year.”

“Where does that leave me?” I said.

“That’s  what  I  wanted  to  talk  to  you  about,”  she  said.  “Dani,  Holly,  Orchid and I have already talked it over. They agree with me.”

“Agree with you over what?” I said.

“The  donor’s  pulling  out,”  she  said.  “He’s  moving  on  to  other  things.  The visiting  students  won’t  be  staying  in  his  mansion  anymore.  So  we’re  going  to make a proposal to the university admin for a sorority-like house — a safe place for the visiting students to stay all year,” she said.

“You’re going to somehow acquire a house?” I said.

“No,”  she  laughed.  “But  our  families  will  buy  one  and  donate  it.  So  we  can live in it. The girls come and stay with us in it. They get the authentic university experience that way.”

“And me?” I said.

“You  .  .  .  ”  Brit  said,  and  she  pushed  her  face  into  my  chest.  “.  .  .  we  are proposing as our Resident Facility Manager.”

“The Mr. Fixit?” I said.

“The family’s biggest concern for going in for longer visits . . . ” she said, as we  both  turned  and  looked  out  over  the  infinity  pool  where  Orchid,  Jun,  Luli, and Tori splashed and swam. “ . . . is their daughters ending up with boyfriends,” she said and she snorted. “Even more than having sex,” she said.

“So . . . “ I said, turning to her.

“So  .  .  .  “  Brit  said  and  she  chuckled  and  pushed  her  hair  back  from  her forehead. “Our proposal is going to say that our house, unlike any other one they might  want  to  use,  comes  with  a  man  who  will  be  their  daughter’s  fake boyfriend — a man who will keep other men away from their daughters. And a man, we’re putting it right in the proposed contract, who works for me.”

“I work for you?” I said.

“You’re  the  one  who  said  a  lot  of  harems  work  that  way  —  the  top  lady actually  used  to  run  it,  you  said,  even  to  the  point  of  controlling  the  so-called master of the harem.”

“It’s true,” I said and I shrugged.

“We already have a place in mind,” she said. “Dani, Holly and I checked it out last week,” she said. “Five bedrooms,” she said. “Plus it’s already got a separate live-in  suite  on  the  main  floor.  Anyone  coming  in  or  going  out  the  front  door would have to go past you,” she said.

“And I’m supposed to be their boyfriend?” I said.

“Take them out on dates,” she said and she shrugged. “Give  them  the  whole experience.  Except  for  the  part  where  they  end  up  with  a  boyfriend  and  don’t want to go home,” she said and she laughed.

“So pretty much what we’re doing already,” I said.

“Pretty much,” she said and she laughed. “Only I play the role the donor used to  play  —  you  work  for  me  now,”  she  said.  “And  I’m  putting  it  right  in  the contract  we  sign  with  the  families  —  there  won’t  be  any  real  boyfriends happening. I’m going to guarantee it. That’s the promise you’re going to help me deliver.”

“So in a way,” I said, squinting at her and pulling my chin in to my chest. “It’s kind of like friend-zoning me on a whole other level,” I said.

She laughed and stuck her tongue out at me. “I guess!” she shrieked. “All the sex you and the girl want to have, but you’re under orders from me not to let her fall  in  love  with  you,  or  you  her!”  she  said,  and  she  poked  me.  “Because  that would breach our contract with them.”

“You  took  the  friend-zone  directly  to  the  harem-zone,”  I  said.  “Because you already  know  there’s  only  one  way  that  it’s  not  going  to  become  a  boyfriend-girlfriend situation,” I said.

She  snickered  and  covered  her  mouth.  “I  know,”  she  said.  “It  was  the  same thing  that  let  me  finally  sleep  with  you  way  back  when,”  she  said.  “It  can’t  be girlfriend-boyfriend if it’s already girlfriend-girlfriend-girlfriend-boyfriend,” she said, and she doubled over laughing.

“Is that true?” I said. “Is that the reason you finally did it with me?”

“Of course it was,” she said. “It was unencumbered, as they say.”

We  walked  up  opposite  sides  of  the  long  pool  eyeing  each  other  over  the water and the girls playing in it between us.

Tori splashed water up at me and laughed. “Get in here!” she said.

I looked over at Brit. “Go!” she said with a grin. “I order you!” she said and she laughed.

I jumped in the water and pulled myself back out to sit on the edge and dangle my legs in the water. Jun, Luli, and Tori swam over and tittered and snickered and  pulled  my  shorts  down  my  legs  and  off  my  feet.  Luli  held  my  cock  in  her hand and Jun pushed her warm mouth down over it. Then they both laughed and pointed my cock at Tori.

She bit her tongue and grinned widely and swallowed my whole cock inside her  mouth  and  she  moaned  deeply  and  writhed  in  her  body  all  over.  I  glanced over my shoulder. Brit and Dani and Holly sat in the loungers and watched Jun, Luli,  and  Tori  take  turns  sucking  my  cock,  and  they  grinned  and  murmured  to each other. Orchid came back up with drinks for everyone.

“Did I miss anything?” she said, and she set the tray down, she took her bikini bottoms  off,  and  she  straddled  my  lap.  I  laid  on  my  back  on  the  hot  deck  and shut my eyes to the sunlight. Orchid pressed her hands into my chest and found my cock with her pussy, and slid herself down over me until I bumped the top of her pussy with the head of my cock.

Jun and Luli laughed and pushed away from the edge of the pool and necked with  the  water  up  to  their  chins.  Tori  watched  wistfully  as  Orchid  raised  and lowered  her  hips  over  my  hips  in  front  of  her  face,  before  she  turned,  floated away, and joined Luli and Jun, necking each other in the middle of the pool.
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