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We  might  have  all  been  the  same  age,  me,  Brit,  Dani  and  Holly,  and  even Orchid, Jun, Luli and Tori. But whereas I had already long lived out on my own in various kinds of places grand and humble, the tall, old, and classic Ivy League former  sorority  house  we  all  moved  into  was  each  of  those  seven  girls’  first experience  with  living  out  from  under  their  parents’  wings.  And  those  were exceedingly pampering wings they grew up under.

One  unexpected  effect  of  their  emerging  independence,  however,  was  how their  innate  characteristics  began  to  beam  through  them  from  the  inside  out,  as though each of those girls shone with a different coloured light from under their skin. Brit was fast becoming a master of business, for example, especially with contracts and terms.

She  snatched  my  phone  out  of  my  hands  one  day,  bored  and  wanting  to  see what  I  was  reading.  She  was  never  interested  in  sports  in  the  slightest.  I  was trying to understand some arcane explanation of a salary-cap contract situation I couldn’t make out, and I told her that with a sneer, thinking she wouldn’t  even understand the question. She came back an hour later and not only explained it to  me  in  a  way  that  made  total  sense,  but  explained  also  all  the  ways  an  agent could work around it to the player’s advantage.

“So  time  the  bonus  for  just  before  the  start  of  camp  instead  of  prior  to  the opening  of  free  agency,  and  you  gain  control  of  the  contract  as  a  trade bargaining chip for other teams’ cap compliance,” she said.

I went “Huh?”

Dani, meanwhile, was becoming a master of marketing. She was the one who got parents lined up for years to come on a waiting list, begging us to take their daughter into our so-called program for a whole school year. She had even me convinced  that  whatever  it  might  have  looked  like  around  that  house  on  any given  night,  it  truly  was  their  daughters’  best  path  to  “self-determined  and independent  development.”  Her  silver  tongue  was  the  reason  the  exchange program went from two weeks to a whole year, and passed from one donor’s pet projectd into an admin- and state-funded professionally-run program.

Holly  had  become  the  master  strategist  in  our  little  enclave.  If  Dani  nearly marketed our program into something too big for us to contain, it was Holly who saw the bigger picture and inserted us back into the program as a perfect home for  the  exchange  students.  She  was  becoming  a  master  of  reading  through everybody’s body language and figuring out what they really wanted, and what they  really  feared,  even  before  they  knew  it  themselves.  She  could  plan  for meetings and potential surprises to a degree that sacred me.

Orchid  was  becoming  a  master  of  the    political  universe.  Ours  might  have been a small world involving families abroad, a smallish university admin, a few donors  and  alumni,  and  a  number  of  students  here  and  there.  But  Orchid introduced one to another in just such a way and at just such a moment, whether it was at a university reception, a backyard party at the president’s residence, or a  restaurant  outing  celebrating  someone’s  success,  that  she  knew  with  ju-jitsu knowledge who would become an ally of whom, and who would be isolated, if need be. “Cunning” would not be an inaccurate word to describe her.

Watching  her  and  Jun  work  together  before  going  out,  sounding  like  it  was only casual talk, but involving high-stakes gambles, made me shiver they were so easy-going about it.  Watching Brit and Dani talk, too, was just as sobering, as they snapped figures and calculations back and forth like me talking wins and losses the previous night. And all around them was Holly, giving subtle nudges and dropping little hints, steering things toward our overall goals that the rest of us only dimly glimpsed.

Jun  knew  the  families,  the  history,  and  the  intricate  details  of  their  lives  — and if she didn’t,  she  was  the  master  of  making  people  open  up  to  her  and  tell her. She was easily the master researcher in our group. She was the intelligence component.

Luli knew money on a genetic-code level. All of the girls came from brackets so high above mine that money was already removed for them from the practical role it played in my life — as the stuff you need to get things to eat and live. But Luli  worked  on  a  level  of  abstraction  with  the  stuff  that  made  even  the  rest  of them feel like slaving masses by comparison. She reminded me of The Matrix, the way she understood money the way Neo finally understood the code.

And,  finally,  Tori.  She  was  quickly  becoming  our  free-range  new  idea generator. She drew connections between all of us, took apart things we said and put them back together with other parts that other’s had said, and came up with startling new ideas that made everybody stop and stare into the middle distance like some orb of glittering light was descending through the ceiling.

Somehow  they  all  found  each  other,  and  somehow  they  all  blended  together seamlessly. There was the glimpse of something in the totality of who they were, but I didn’t see it quiet yet, not back then. Nobody did.

Meanwhile, what was I in all of this?

“You?” Brit said. “You’re the reason!”

“The reason for what?” I said.

She shook her head and dropped her chin down. It seemed incomprehensible to her that I required an explanation. “If we’re all waves,” she said, “you’re the pool.”

I squinted back at her. All of them could do that to me — talk on levels that made me feel like they were leaving me behind, but doing their best to talk down on my level and drag me along. They might have been my harem, the seven of them, as we often joked. But I was increasingly the one being “kept,”  and  they were  increasingly  the  one’s  collectively  driving  our  big  happy  bus.  I  had nowhere better to be, and nothing better to do, and so I stayed. But I could tell bigger  things,  things  completely  out  of  my  control  and  understanding,  were coming.

Sunday morning, Luli came into the kitchen where I was making a coffee, and she turned her back against the edge of the counter and hoisted her butt up onto it.  She  pulled  her  knees  up  and  hooked  her  heels  on  the  edge,  and  let  her  legs flop open.

“Freshly  shaved  for  you,”  she  said,  and  she  cupped  her  hand  over  her  bare pussy and bit her bottom lip. She had no panties on.

I  turned  around  and  stepped  up  to  the  counter  and  leaned  over  her  reclining body to kiss her gasping mouth. Jun and Tori were on the couch in front of us with  their  laptops  on  their  legs  and  their  heels  propped  up  on  the  coffee  table. Orchid behind us was in the kitchen taking dishes out of the dishwasher. Brit and Dani  were  at  the  kitchen  table,  both  with  their  glasses  on,  reading  and  note taking.  Holly  was  showering  in  the  bathroom.  Classical  music  played.  The  sun streamed through the open blinds. Fresh, fall air, brisk and clean, flowed through the open living room windows. Birds sang.

I sipped my coffee, put my mug down beside Luli’s bare hip, and entered her pussy with the head of my cock. She was only wearing a crop-cut white hoody, zipped  up  with  the  hood  over  her  head.  She  squeezed  her  legs  back  up  around my hips and snaked her shins, ankles and feet around and through my legs, and she cinched her hips up against my thighs. I draped my wrists over her shoulders and played in her hair inside her hood with my fingers. She tittered and squirmed her head on her neck and purred and cooed and tugged at me as I pulled on her. She was in a particularly kittenish mood — and could bite hard at any second.

I  slowly  buried  the  length  of  my  cock  deep  enough  into  her  pussy  that  our pelvises  bumped  together.  She  gasped  and  covered  her  mouth  with  her  cupped hand  and  peered  through  strands  of  her  hair  back  over  her  shoulder  as  though anyone in the living room was going to be surprised or shocked.

Dani came into the kitchen to get another coffee. “Oh my god, Luli is fucking my  boyfriend  again!”  she  said  in  a  deadpanned  monotone,  and  she  grinned  at me, she pushed her face between Luli’s face and mine, and she buried her tongue in my mouth. She rolled her eyes, smirking, and carried on to the other counter.

“Jesus,  Luli,”  Holly  said  from  the  hallway  she  come  up  from,  freshly showered and in a robe. “You ought to hang that fucking thing on the line and air it out once in a while,” she said. She leaned her face in front of mine the same way Dani just had, and she kissed me on the lips too, the same way. She patted my  stomach  and  snorted.  “You’re  the  champ,”  she  said,  and  she  hip  checked Dani at the coffee machine where they laughed and play-fought for it.

“I  can’t  help  it,  okay?”  Luli  said,  her  voice  hiccuping  from  the  jolts  I  sent through her body, standing at the counter and fucking her tensing and releasing limbs. She grinned and pulled her body up against mine and hung her face over my shoulder. “It’s all Darryl’s fault, anyway,” she murmured.

Dani and Holly went back to the living room. I looked up and over Luli’s back as she gasped and bit my neck and moaned in my ear. The room was still a mess from Saturday night. Bottles and cans and plates and crusts were strewn around. Clothes  were  all  over  the  floor,  including  twisted  up  panties  and  bras.  There were dildos and lotions and burnt-down candles and melted pools of ice. There were  restraints,  too,  in  the  form  of  scarves  and  belts.  Blindfolds.  Feathers.  A whip we had fashioned out of torn strips of cotton.

We  had  gotten  carried  away,  the  whole  lot  of  us,  and  not  for  the  first  time, either.

I  scooped  my  hands  around  and  under  Luli’s  butt  and  I  screwed  her  deeply, smoothly,  and  relentlessly.  She  bit  and  licked  and  moaned  and  cried  into  my neck.  I  knew  her  well  enough  by  then  to  know  that  when  she  started  making quick and short inhalations, she was getting close. She liked to focus intensively on  her  own  internal  sensations,  and  I  knew  she  was  about  to  climax  when  she fell silent, grew still, and clenched up in all her muscles.

The  contractions  of  release  began  inside  her  pussy.  It  quivered  around  my cock like someone’s grip on a rock ledge when they were starting to slip and fall. Then she dropped her chin down, she crunched her eyes, and she inhaled with a death-like rattle. Then her body turned to liquid and she smiled like she’d  been injected with a large dose of happy juice.

“Oh my god, Darryl,” she purred with a stoned-like grin. Luli more than any of them could never get enough.

Tori came into the kitchen and kissed me the way she saw Dani and Holly kiss me.  She  pulled  herself  up  on  the  counter  hip-to-hip  beside  Luli  and  she  pulled her  knees  up.  She  hooked  her  heels  on  the  edge  like  Luli  had,  too.  “Me  now,” she said.

Luli bit my ear and snickered. “Tori now,” she cooed into my ear with a grin. She  reached  over  and  cupped  her  hand  over  Tori’s  pussy  and  pushed  her  hood back from her head and smiled down at her where she sprawled and twisted over the counter beside her.

I pulled out of Luli’s suckling and grasping pussy and stepped sideways one step  and  pushed  the  head  of  my  soaking  wet  cock  into  the  puffy,  wet  lips  of Tori’s  pussy.  Luli  laid  back  beside  her  and  pushed  her  hair  from  her  face  and took Tori’s chin in her hand and turned her face to her and kissed her deeply and long. I entered Tori’s pussy with my already-lubricated cock, and slid tightly and smoothly all the way into her until our pelvises gently bumped. She chirped in a high pitch from inside the long, deep kiss she shared with Luli.

All  the  girls  were  in  panties  and  halter  tops,  tank  tops,  or  hoodies.  Or  no panties, like Luli and Tori. It looked, in that sense, like any other house shared by seven young female students. I was the housecleaner and head cook. I didn’t mind.  The  girls  had  fun  with  the  idea  of  making  a  mess  and  seemed  to  enjoy watching  me  clean  up.  I  was  getting  paid  pretty  good  for  it,  too,  and  got  my room for free, besides. They liked having a house-boy to order around, even if I was supposed to be somehow the master of their harem. It was, to be honest, a mixup of reversed roles and confused relationships. But it worked, somehow. It wasn’t  the  converted  chapel  house  with  the  Jag  in  the  garage,  but  I  had  few complaints.

I  knew  Tori  was  still  a  bit  shy  fucking  in  front  of  everyone  else.  She  didn’t like to climax with the other girls watching. “Go!” she whispered in my ear with a desperation. I scooped my hands under her small butt cheeks and she squealed and squeezed her thighs around my waist and sat up on my hips. I carried her out of the kitchen and up the narrow, tall steps to the bedrooms up there.

“We  can  still  hear  you  up  there  through  the  floor,  you  know,”  Orchid  said without looking up from her laptop.

“Shut up!” Tori said, and she bit my neck and kicked her heels into my butt to hurry me up the stairs.

I dropped her onto her bed. There was something I was discovering about her — she might actually like it rough, I thought, though she could never say it. She was  only  learning  about  herself,  after  all.  She  tore  her  tank  top  up  and  off  her body  and  pulled  her  knees  up  and  pushed  her  hands  down  the  insides  of  her thighs. Her body contorted under me and she arched in her back and dropped her chin to her chest. In the time since she and I first fucked, she had become nearly as insatiable as Luli. She always wanted it, she just wasn’t as obvious or up-front as Luli was about it. Her toes curled and she groaned nasally at me. She frowned up from the bed and through her hair because I was taking too long to plow my hips through her groin. She writhed.

We both heard the shrieking in the living room below Tori’s bedroom. They all began shouting my name. I had been kneeling on the edge of Tori’s bed and touching the head of my engorged cock against the full and leaking lips of her pussy,  and  dragging  it  up  and  down  through  the  sticky,  grasping  cleft  of  her pussy. Her body was vibrating and her breath was halting. But I had to go down and see what was causing the alarms to ring out.

“They texted me!” Luli said to me with terrified alarm where she met me, still panty-less, halfway up the stairs. “They’re coming over!”

“Who is?” I said

“My parents!” she said with big, wide fright-filled eyes.

I  had  never  pictured  her  parents  before.  It  was  hard  to  imagine  a  feral, sexually  over-charged  girl  like  her  could  ever  have  had  parents.  I  looked  over her shoulder into the living room. The spread of dildos and panties and cans and bottles  looked  like  a  war  happened  in  the  living  room  and  kitchen  the  night before.

“Admin! My uncle! With my parents! They texted earlier but . . . “ she said and she stopped.

“But you were fucking me,” I said. “All over the kitchen counter.”

“They’re  almost  here  now!”  she  gasped  with  a  murmur.  “Because  I  never answered!”

For  all  her  wild  proclivities  in  bed  —  in  everyone’s  bed,  for  that  matter  — Luli was raised in a strictly conservative family, it turned out. If her uncle, the original  donor  of  the  exchange  program,  was  old  school,  her  parents  were medieval.

I came into the living room to find all of Orchid, Holly, Dani and Brit staring stunned  and  frozen  at  the  mess  all  around  them.  One  glimpse  of  how  Luli  was living — how any of the exchange students were living, Jun, and Tori included — and our contract would be instantly cancelled. It came with a morality clause. Brit was good at contracts, but she was never able to negotiate that one out of it.

They  weren’t  fools,  the  admin  and  alumni  and  parents:  I  was  to  play “boyfriend”  to  the  exchange  students,  and  even  live  in  the  house  with  all  of them, but that was to protect them from college boys and their wiles, not expose them to the heights of debauchery. I wasn’t supposed to be fucking them. They paid good money for me to pretend, only.

There was a knock on our front door just as pretty and fragile Tori appeared at the  bottom  of  the  stairs  in  view  of  the  windows  in  the  front  door,  naked, clutching at her wet pussy, crossing her feet, and clearly interrupted mid-fuck.

“Darryl,  outside!”  Holly  both  shouted  and  whispered.  She  pointed  with  a straight arm flung toward the front hallway. “Everybody else, pick up!”

I  looked  at  the  front  door  and  back  again  at  Holly.  “Dance,  partner!”  she shout-whispered. “Hold them off! We need minimum two minutes!”

Everybody scurried around the place grabbing things, panties, dildos, bottles, all of it.

“How?” I said.

“Show  them  around  the  outside  of  the  house!  Tell  them  your  plans  for  it. Anything! I don’t know!” Holly shouted.

She ordered me so effectively, I had no choice but to pop open the front door and  squeeze  myself  outside  onto  the  porch,  shutting  it  behind  me  and  hoping they couldn’t see over or around me and inside the house.

I managed to waste several seconds on who was who. The donor was instantly impatient with me. But that was to be expected. I tried to guide them back down the  steps  and  around  the  back  of  the  house  on  the  pretence  of  showing  off  our surrounding amenities. But in truth, it was an empty, mostly brown-grass yard. There  was  nothing  to  show.  I  tried  to  ask  how  long  their  flights  were,  whether they were enjoying the visit to the campus, whether they had breakfast yet (they had  already  had  lunch),  and  were  they  tired.  I  asked  anything  I  could  think  of. But  I  couldn’t  manage  to  delay  the  inevitable  any  further,  short  of  physically tackling  them.  The  donor  opened  the  front  door  and  I  turned  away,  grimacing and clenching my teeth. I couldn’t bare to look. I glimpsed through a long dark tunnel the end of the ride.

When they all filed inside, I turned to peek over my shoulder behind me and through  my  fingers  spread  over  my  eyes.  I  couldn’t  believe  what  I  saw.  The place was immaculate inside. Where did they put everything?

The girls pretended to be studying, reading, snacking. They all had typical at-home  lounge  wear  on  that  ordinary  college  girls  would:    sweat  pants,  loose  t-shirts, slippers. I scanned under the front edge of the couch in case they kicked their panties and dildos and bottles and shit under there. But it was clear.

Luli  greeted  them  with  delighted  surprise.  She  explained  that  she  turns  her phone  completely  off  when  she  is  trying  to  study.  Her  parents  both  nodded appreciatively.  “Darryl  makes  us,”  she  said,  and  she  nodded  at  me.  “He’s  too hard on us,” she said, and her eyes sparkled at me. The double entendre was lost on everyone except for all of us. She was like that — a risk taker.

I  thought  everyone  was  laying  it  on  a  bit  thick,  actually,  but  the  college administrator nodded with a frown of strong approval and the donor squinted his eyes  at  me  as  though  maybe  I  was  more  than  he  thought  I  was.  Luli’s  mother shook  my  hand  with  both  of  her  hands  like  I  was  the  doctor  who  saved  her daughter’s life.

They couldn’t have been unimpressed. It looked utterly decent inside and all the girls were working hard. It looked like a parent’s dream of what college life for their offspring could, in a perfect world, be like. I struggled to keep my face straight. I didn’t want to give away how shocked I was. Holly looked at me with flaring eyes and a blank grin. She offered to make tea for everyone. We were a model student home, you’d think. Even I was impressed.

Luli’s parents sat on the couch where only 8 hours earlier, Luli was engaging in acts that hadn’t been thought of yet by porn movie makers. They set their tea cups down on the table, stained — and covered with a cloth — by too much girl-cum.  Her  mother  fluffed  a  pillow  behind  her  dad’s  back  that  made  half  of  us wince  and  look  away,  knowing  what  that  pillow  was  involved  with  the  night before.

When it was time to go, Luli came to see them off, and they waved at me with admiration and thanks and congratulations. I was doing such a good job, looking after their daughter so well, that they wanted to make sure I was comfortable too. Their biggest concern was that I remain in the house, and that I be sure to look after  their  daughter  all  year.  We  kept  smiling  and  waving  as  they  drove  away and as we stepped backward and back inside the door we finally shut. We turned around and leaned against it and exhaled to the bottoms of our lungs.

Holly, Brit and Dani were standing still and stunned in front of us. “That was far too close a call,” Brit said.

“Way too close,” Holly agreed.

“Where did you put everything?” I said.

“I’m the one who found it,” Jun said, and she curled her arm for me to follow her into my small front “proctor’s” room. She stood and pointed at the rug on the floor.

I screwed my face up and shrugged.

She  pulled  the  rug  aside  with  her  toe  and  revealed,  if  you  looked  close enough, the outline of a trapdoor in the hardwood floor. She used her toe to press the  edge,  and  the  corner  lifted  up  enough  for  her  to  catch  it  and  flip  it  up  and open.

I  was  amazed.  A  set  of  stairs  went  down  into  a  basement.  Orchid  flicked  a light switch on the wall beside the regular room light switch — a switch I didn’t think did anything. Light came on from the basement. I went down the stairs and all the girls laughed and followed me. At the bottom I found a tall, spacious, and mostly clean and wide open basement space. I also found the scattered remains from  the  living  room  that  the  girls  flung  by  the  armload  down  through  the trapdoor while I delayed Luli’s parents on the front porch.

It  had  a  laundry  sink.  It  had  a  washer  and  dryer,  as  well.  There  was  even  a small  bathroom  down  there,  and  a  kitchenette.  I  didn’t  know  why  we  never noticed it before — it had enough windows around all four sides that you’d think one of us would have noticed, looking at the house from the outside, but nobody did. It never occurred to any of us the house would have a basement.

“Art  studio?”  Holly  said,  and  she  hip-checked  me  and  laughed.  It  could  be that, and yet so much more, too.

“We can help you set it up,” Dani said. “Make it nice down here for you.”

“And given how close we came today to losing everything,” Brit said, “may I suggest  a  new  house  rule?”  We  all  looked  at  her.  “From  now  on,  upstairs,  our rooms, the kitchen,” she said with particular emphasis while staring at Luli, “are to be used as intended. Any and all sex — and I’m not looking at just you, Luli, but all of us, me included — must only occur down here. We’ll make it very nice for  ourselves,”  she  said.  “And  for  Darryl.  But  we  simply  can’t  risk  getting caught like that again.”

“Up  top,  normal  life,”  Orchid  said  with  a  nod.  “Seven  girls  living  together, going to school, getting smart,” she said. “Down below . . . . “ she started, but Tori cut her off.

“  .  .  .  all  sex,”  she  said,  and  she  squealed  and  covered  her  face  in  her  hands and spun around.

“We  live  normal  student  life  upstairs,”  Luli  said.  “We  live  the  harem  life downstairs, in the basement,” Luli said. “And out of sight.”

“A second life for all of us,” Jun said, and she bounced her hip off mine.

And that was how that was decided. We cleaned it that very day. I checked the plumbing and electricals. It all worked.

“Does this mean you’re doing our laundry now?” Brit said, and she laughed.

But I saw nothing wrong with the idea. I always liked useful work. Besides, with the way they were taking off, I had to be sure to secure as many roles for myself as possible. I was never going to be an expert on contracts or marketing, let alone strategy and politics. I could barely research sports scores, and clearly, given where I was living and what I was doing when I first met Brit’s friends, I was not a money person. I might have had ideas — but they weren’t like Tori’s ideas.

Upstairs, my small room by the front door was where my bed was. It had its own  bathroom.  For  any  other  surprise  visits,  it  looked  like  a  guard  lived  there. No one could come or leave without passing me. My role upstairs was to prepare their  meals,  help  them  with  logistics,  and  be  the  on-site  security.  I  was  to chaperone  the  girls  on  any  outings.  I  was  to  fix  things,  like  make  the  upstairs bedroom  window  open,  get  the  ice  out  of  the  bottom  of  the  fridge,  that  sort  of thing.

But  through  the  trapdoor  and  down  the  stairs  and  in  the  basement,  another world  opened  up  as  though  one  descended  through  a  portal  in  time  and  space. Money was not an issue for the girls. They spared no expense transforming the basement  into  some  hedonistic  harem  lounge  —  but  modern,  minimalist,  and light. They wanted to model nude for me, for paintings.

The best part was the door we found that went outside onto a sunken patio. It had been completely obscured by overgrowth. We cleared away enough to enjoy an  enshrouded  outdoor  and  leafy  space,  but  not  so  much  it  didn’t  remain completely hidden to the outside world.

During the day, I painted and I wrote stories. I went around the house tidying up  and  I  made  meals  for  them.  I  fixed  things  and  I  vacuumed  and  did  the laundry. The eight of us functioned like a well-oiled machine.

At night, we went down into the harem. Not all of us, and not every night. But it could be, if they wanted. Down there, we would get into it. As far as anyone could  tell  in  the  world  up  top,  they  were  seven  hard-working,  studious  and driven  young  women,  model  students,  the  kind  you  couldn’t  get  near.  Nobody was  straighter,  narrower,  nor  cleaner  and  pure.  Below,  down  through  the  trap door  and  into  our  secret  harem  basement,  it  was  bacchanalia  2.0,  a  naked, writhing  mass  of  limbs  and  mouths  and  breasts  and  genitals  writhing  and undulating  all  over  the  sectional  couch  and  thick  rug  floor,  set  to  the  music  of moans and gasps and shrieks and laughter that sounded like heaven and hell had finally buried the hatchet and merged their operations.

Tori was the most transformed of them all. She quickly went from being shy and  demure  to  dancing,  showing  off,  and  crying  out  loudest  with  probably  the longest  and  most  intense  orgasms  of  all  of  them.  She  might  have  been  faking them half the time, but it was a game they all played, having fun pretending to have  monumental  and  Earth-shattering  climaxes,  and  then  laughing  about  it after. Sometimes I thought maybe they intended to fake them for fun and laughs, and ended up causing themselves real ones by surprise. There was an unexpected openness  about  sex  down  there.  It  was  approached  like  another  group  would approach their group-supported exercise regime.

We  were  lounging  on  the  massive  U-shaped  sectional  couch  one  night  with pillows all around watching a show and laughing and drinking and eating. With no  provocation,  Tori  got  up  and  stepped  in  front  of  me  and  started  arching  her back,  rolling  her  head  back,  and  running  her  hands  up  under  her  top  and clutching  at  her  breasts  beneath.  She  had  started  to  feel  something.  As  had become normal for us down there, when someone felt something, they acted on it. We had no shame, we had no guilt.

We all settled in to watch Tori. She started dancing and we stopped laughing. “You look like a porno, Tori,” Jun said. She didn’t mean it in a bad way — she siad it with admiration. Tori stripped herself down to her panties and she eased herself  down  to  her  knees  between  my  legs.  I  had  earlier  showered  after  a  day wrestling with the paints and struggling with the overgrowth in the yard outside. She opened my robe and looked up at me full of lip biting and sideways eyes and grinning seduction, and she pushed her lips down over the head of my cock.

“She  loves  blowing  you  so  much,”  Brit  said,  and  she  kissed  my  chest  and rested her head on my shoulder to watch Tori suck my cock. Dani leaned against my other side and wrapped her hand around the base of my cock to follow Tori’s mouth up and down over my shaft. Orchid and Jun started rubbing each other’s pussies  sitting  on  the  other  part  of  the  sectional,  watching  us  with  their  knees pulled  up,  and  they  kissed  and  teased  each  other.  They  eventually  rolled  over each other and went into a 69 position, licking each other’s pussy and making a lot  of  noise  about  it.  Holly  and  Luli  laid  together  but  weren’t  doing  anything other than cuddling — which was unusual for both of them.

Tori  moaned  with  my  cock  straining  inside  her  mouth.  With  no  one  rushing her  or  taking  me  away  from  her,  she  fell  into  it  more  deeply.  It  was  a  case  of hamming it up and pretending to be as wildly turned on as a porn flick, but then becoming  overtaken  by  one’s  own  act  to  become  truly  wild  with  it.  That  was Tori’s way.

I kissed Brit. “Being watched is what turns her on,” I said. We both watched my cock slide in and out of her tight lips.

“You can tell,” Brit said, and she snickered. “Because it’s bad. It really turns her on when she’s the centre of attention.”

“It  does  not,”  Tori  said,  lifting  her  mouth  from  my  cock  so  that  strings  of saliva and pre-cum stretched between her lips and the head of my cock. But she snorted  and  fell  back  down  over  my  cock  even  more  vigorously.  Her  tongue snaked wildly around my shaft inside her mouth. Her cheeks caved in she sucked me so hard. She had glanced around. She couldn’t stop grinning when she saw all eyes on her.

“Is  she  going  to  make  you  cum?”  Dani  said,  and  she  kissed  my  neck  and poked  her  tongue  into  my  ear.  “Cum  in  her  mouth,”  she  whispered  against  my neck.  She  tightened  her  grip  around  the  base  of  my  cock  and  stroked  me  more forcefully,  up  and  down  with  Tori’s  mouth.  If  Tori  wasn’t  going  to  send  me over, Dani would with her hand alone.

Orchid  and  Jun  started  up  with  their  groans  and  moans  again  and  we  all laughed, me, Dani, and Brit, and we looked over at them, at both of their small bodies,  each  one  rippling  with  tensions  and  spasms,  each  one  straining  and writhing  as  they  brought  each  other  to  the  edge  of  a  climax  with  their  mouths. They  tumbled  around  so  that  Orchid  ended  up  on  top  between  Jun’s  legs.  She always got more aggressive the closer she came. Holly and Luli started kissing and  moaning  together  watching  them.  They  fingered  each  other  beneath  their panties. It was unusual to see Luli so restrained.

Tori  began  to  mesmerize  me  with  her  steady,  insistent  sucking.  Dani  wasn’t helping, gripping the base of my cock, squeezing it hard, and tittering in my ear and kissing me. Brit’s body started heaving and squirming beside me like it was her  with  her  genitals  in  someone’s  mouth.  I  was,  I  must  confess,  fingering  her and rubbing her all around her pussy.

She was experiencing my own rising orgasm by proxy. She said it happened to her a lot, lately. Holly and Luli both started gasping and shifting on the other side  of  the  sectional.  Jun  and  Orchid  seemed  oblivious  to  everyone  watching them — they were crying and shaking, holding each other on the edge. Both of their bodies began to thrust and spasm together. They both squealed while their mouths sealed over each other’s pussies. They had similar-looking bodies, both small  and  agile.  There  was  something  particularly  beautiful  about  how  they climaxed together. It looked like cats fighting in a bag.

The  scene  across  from  them  set  off  Holly  and  Luli.  That  made  Dani  start  to catch  her  breath  and  heave  beside  me.  Tori  sucked  me  harder  —  she  was overcome  with  all  the  bodies  twisting  and  writhing  around  her.  That  made  me rise up and balance on the precipice. Brit followed me up, and then toppled over without waiting for me.

I  erupted  hard  and  heavy  into  Tori’s  mouth.  Dani  lost  it  and  stretched  and arched  deeply  beside  me  and  cried  out  loud.  She  squeezed  my  cock  so  hard  I shot with pressure again and again into the back of Tori’s mouth. Holly and Luli shook and cried out loud. Jun and Orchid started it, but they were the last ones still climaxing when everybody else was collapsing and laughing.

It  wasn’t  the  first  time  we  made  ourselves  laugh  so  hard,  the  way  we  had inspired each other to cum all at once like that.

Tori climbed up on top of me and threw her arms around my neck and kissed my mouth. She curled up between Dani and me under a blanket she pulled over herself. “A virtual event planning and hosting service,” she said.

“What?” I said, stroking her hair and kissing the back of her head. We were all still too delirious for words.

“You were saying,” she said, “we’re like a company already, the way we all have such diverse skills,” she said. “We could do it part-time, too, while going to school.”

“What did you say Tori?” Brit said, awakening. It wasn’t unusual for Tori to blurt things out from the blue at the oddest times, things she had been thinking about after some conversation a day or two or a week earlier.

“A  virtual  event  planning  and  hosting  service,”  she  said  again.  “Our  own business.”

“You want us to start a business?” Brit said and she chuckled.

“Why not?” Tori said. “We can be incredible.”

“Darryl  can  paint  backdrops  for  the  virtual  meeting  rooms  —  it  would  be totally  unique,”  Dani  said  and  she  laughed.  “We  have  nothing  but  space  down here — a perfect studio for it.”

“Corporate  meetings,  fitness  classes,  Ted  Talk  like  things,”  Holly  said. Everyone was waking up. “Virtual workshops.”

“International, too,” Orchid said, sitting up. “Video conferencing, but looking way better,” she said. “Professional.”

“I could easily find investors for something like that,” Luli said. “Money likes money.”

“We  can  make  deals  where  those  early  in  with  us  are  investors  in  us,”  Brit said. “Discounts.”

“I can find who would want that, who would need it,” Jun said.

“We can have a complete social media blitz,” Dani said.

“How’d you come up with that, Tori?” Brit said.

“It’s what she does,” I said. “She comes up with ideas, doesn’t she.”

“You taste good,” Tori whispered in my ear, and she purred.

Everyone wore thoughtful, stuck expressions as they went up the stairs to bed, except for Brit. She swung her leg over my lap and collapsed against me where I slouched back into the couch under her.

“Did  you  mean  what  you  said?”  she  said,  licking  my  neck  and  tangling  her fingers in the hair on the back of my head.

I  pushed  her  top  up  and  off  her  body.  She  lifted  her  hands  to  the  ceiling  to help me, and I unclasped her bra. She pulled it away from between us and I took her breasts in my hands.

“It would be an awesome team,” I said. “But I haven’t  got  the  slightest  idea how to run a company.”

“I do,” Brit whispered in my ear. “Do you want to know something?”

I shifted under her and she lowered her pussy down over the head of my cock. We both caught our breath and scrunched our eyes. She came all the way down my shaft, slowly, smoothly, and comfortably.

“I  always  like  to  know  something,”  I  said.  I  wrapped  my  hands  around  her waist and she rocked on me, lifting her pussy up and plunging it back down over my length.

She smirked. “We never do anything with each other without you,” she said. “We don’t even kiss — nobody even thinks of it,” she said.

“Why is that?” I said.

Her  breath  grew  deeper  and  faster  and  louder.  “You inspire us, I think,” she said. Her voice caught in a half-cry. Her pussy became wetter and she quickened the pace that she rocked forward and back on me.

“I  was  just  feeling  like  I  don’t  do  anything,”  I  said.  “I  do  the  laundry  and cooking,” I said, and I snorted.

“Serving us,” she said in a near whisper. She grunted in my ear and gasped. “Being  willing  to  serve  us,”  she  squeezed  out  as  though  in  pain.  “It  makes  us want to do something back, show you what we can do,” she said in a groan. Her pussy became more slippery inside. I could feel her leak out and run down the insides of my thighs. She gripped the back of my neck tighter in her hands.

“I’m not sure I understand,” I said. I needed to clench my butt muscles to keep from erupting inside her.

She fought me, fucking me deeper, faster, and harder, trying to make me lose it. She smirked too. “The same way we start all playing around only when you’re with us. You have to be part of this company too, if it’s going to work. We won’t do  anything  for  each  other,”  she  said.  “We’re  all  too  independent  and  strong-willed for that. But for you, everyone can agree to do what they can.”

I strained in my neck and rolled my head back. She bounced on me. She bit my  neck.  She  cried  out  loud  and  she  grabbed  onto  my  shoulders  for  leverage. She slammed her hips into mine. She pounded me. She was fucking my brains out.

“How did this even come about?” I said. My voice was weak. I had no breath. Every muscle in my body tensed up.

She arched deeply in her back and mashed her bare breasts into my face. She couldn’t fuck me fast or deep enough, and she groaned with frustration. I could feel her pussy muscles inside begin to undulate and spasm.

“I don’t know!” she nearly screamed. The sound of our bodies slapping filled the basement.

I  shuddered  and  lost  control.  She  clenched  down  hard  in  her  core  and  her thighs bulged with spasms against my hips. I came inside her deep and hard. She flung  her  body  back  from  me  and  nearly  curved  all  the  way  back  to  face  the ceiling. Her body shook with spasms. She fell forward and started laughing over my shoulder. She always laughed when she came the hardest.

We  flopped  away  from  each  other  over  the  sectional,  both  of  us  with  our limbs askew, our groins wet, and our faces hung open and loose.

“You’re serious about this business idea of Tori’s?” I said.

“It’s a very good idea,” she said. “And when you look at the skills in-house, I mean . . . “ she said and she shook her head.

“As soon as she said it,” I said, “it sounded like something we already did.”

“I  know!”  Brit  said,  and  she  slapped  my  calf  where  my  leg  stretched  out beside her. “It’s a natural.”

“We  could  even  include  it  as  an  in-house  intern-like  thing,  a  business apprenticeship for the new girls, another thing they sign up for,” I said.

“That’s actually a really good idea,” she said.

“See? I’m not some useless coffee boy after all,” I said.

“None of us think that, you know,” she said. “We’re all the same age, but you . . . “ she started.

“I seem older, I feel older,” I said.

“You’re  grounded  —  you’re  the  grounding  wire  in  the  fusebox  we’re  all screwed into,” she said. “All us fuses.”

“Luli being the 240-volt fuse,” I said.

She laughed. “What do we call it?” she said.

“The new business?” I said.

She nodded.

“Dani is chief marketing officer, that’s her call,” I said.

“See?”  she  said,  kicking  my  hip  with  her  heel.  We  were  lying  flat  on  our backs in opposite directions.

“See what?” I said.

“You  always  put  us  first,  you  never  put  yourself  out  front,  that’s  what  I mean,” she said. “You’re like the anti-alpha,” she said.

“You’re calling me a beta,” I said.

“No,”  she  said.  “Beta  is  subservient  to  alpha.  You’re  in  a  whole  other ecology.”

“Fancy words,” I said.

“You know why Tori’s idea is so good?” she said.

“Because we already have the space we need?” I said.

She  snorted.  “It’s  because  everyone  is  looking  for  a  new  model  for  the meeting,  a  new  architecture  for  the  sharing  out  of  information.  A  new  way  to meet.  A  new  purpose  to  meet.  We  have  a  revolution  in  technology,  but  we’re still  bending  it  to  the  old  format  —  the  boardroom  table,  the  stage  and  the audience, the presentation and the listeners.” She gazed up to the ceiling in the middle  distance  and  squeezed  the  back  of  my  calf  absently.  “It’s  all  stand  and deliver mode. It’s just the old form pushed down into the new technology,” she said.

I  closed  my  eyes.  I  knew  what  was  happening.  A  new  future  was  being conceived. An egg cell was splitting. The first division was taking place.

“You’re already making your elevator pitch,” I said.

She  chuckled.  “You  just  watch,  by  tomorrow  night,  everybody  else  will  be right there with me, they’ll all think it out in their own way,” she said.

“You’re probably right, knowing them,” I siad. I grazed my fingernails up and down over her thigh.

“Our company is going to exemplify what we’re selling,” she said.

“And what are we selling exactly?”

“A new way to do business,” she said.

“Is that all,” I said.

She  laughed  and  rolled  onto  her  side.  “I  mean  it.  It’s  the  way  we  all  tumble together  down  here,”  she  said.  “There’s  a  hierarchy,  we  didn’t  do  away  with that, but it’s free-floating, it takes shape this way and dissolves, and takes shape another way. There’s still a centre and a periphery, but it’s never nailed down,” she said.

“That does describe how the sex unfolds down here,” I said. “How it’s always unfolded between us.”

“Right?” she said and she sat up and hugged her knees to her chest. “The old model is the one where you have the one alpha and all the betas,” she said. “This isn’t alpha or beta or any alphabet,” she said. “But it isn’t all equal all the time, either.”

“Kind of like how the sexual energy floats around between us, first here, then there,” I said, and I sat up like her, my arms around my knees facing her. “It’s like we take turns putting on shows for each other.”

“There’s  always  a  focus,  but  it’s  always  tentative,  and  it  moves,”  she  said. “You need technology to do that — to move away from the room and the bodies filling it and their positions with one another. Just like we do it. The way we all have sex. It’s not like an orgy, with everyone going at it equally all the time. It’s focused, but its a floating focus.”

“Eight minds thinking like one,” I said.

“A mental harem,” she said.

We both laughed and we finally went up to bed. “More on this tomorrow,” she said,  and  she  flashed  her  eyes  at  me  and  waved  her  fluttering  fingers  from  her hips.

I  could  hardly  fall  asleep.  A  business  harem.  Was  there  ever  a  more  absurd thing?
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