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Chapter 1

The historic centre of the old campus is as thick with trees as a park. Enshrouded curving paths converge on a suddenly broad, open plaza that spreads around a century-old lone and imposing limestone building that looks like it grew there, instead of having been built in some misty past. Its 70-foot wide marble stairs lead up to a row of heavy, thick 10-foot-high wooden doors. Inside them are more marble steps that rise higher up yet — up to the first floor of the main library.
But lurking around the sides of those stairs and unseen behind their balustrades are other, narrower, stairs that descend down into shadows. Tucked away down there, under a low sloping ceiling, is a fluorescent-lit vending-machine-buzzing  room containing exactly one large, green-topped study-table set perfectly in its middle, with a dozen hard wooden chairs spread evenly around it. A short set of double doors nearly hidden in its far wall lead out to a hidden cavern under the main stairs out front, and back outside through a brief low tunnel.
Almost no one knew about this room. It buzzed with its white noise while two or three loner types at most, even at the busiest time of the school year, quietly went about their work. People who came down to get stale chips or a chalky chocolate bar glanced suspiciously out the corners of their eyes at the ones in there, and went back up as quickly as they came down.
Saturday night, I was happily alone in that oasis of solitariness, reading my books, making my notes, and checking my sources. It was the opposite of the dorm. Saturday nights were guaranteed to be the quietest times of all — everybody had a place to be Saturday night. Or almost everybody.
Late into the night, a lone girl descended. I saw her sneakers and jeans first. I sank deeper into the pages of my book. Usually there wasn’t even students coming down looking for vending snacks, Saturday nights. But she wasn’t headed to the buzzing, glaring machines along the wall. She dragged out one of the heavy wooden chairs and sat down at the other end of the big table.
I didn’t recognize her. She wasn’t a regular. I could tell by the way she shot glances around, noting the strange low doors that went outside into the secret covered space out there, at the way the ceiling arched low over us and was as decoratively carved as the more familiar spaces in the floors above, but somehow it was all smaller down there, hidden, and forgotten. She glanced up half-way across the table toward me before I pulled my own eyes away from a spot about equidistant between us on the table, and drilled my gaze back down into the pages of my book.
Her hair was deep coffee brown and pushed back from her forehead. It curled lazily down the sides of her face to rest in pools on her shoulders before spilling over and down around her neck and back. Her eyes were brown too, dark, big, bright, and clear. When she pursed her lips, full and naturally pink, large double dimples creased her cheeks. Her long, slender neck was adorned with the tiniest possible gold chain barely visible as an occasional glint on her chest when she shifted in her chair, pulled up a leg, and tucked her ankle under her thigh.
She was wearing a white button-up shirt, a loose, sharp-red off-shoulder sweater, and jeans and black runners. She set up her books and computer and phone around her as efficiently as a fort, as I had around my space.
She caught me staring half at her and half into the medium distance behind her, and she smiled, she snorted slightly, and she dropped her eyes back down.
I frowned at my book. I could see without lifting my eyes that she was now sneaking peeks at me in much the same way I had been sneaking peeks at her. I let her, but when she took long enough, I raised my eyes to her eyes so that it was my turn now to smile, and to snort slightly. Her dimples went deep on one side of her face. She pursed her lips to try to stop herself from smiling at her book. I saw a flush fill her face momentarily.
We were both startled when the speaker crammed into the upper corner of the room crackled and a voice came on informing us the library was closing in five minutes. It was time to leave. We shrugged at each other and smiled politely. It was a good working session and I thought we would have both agreed. She loaded up her bag and slung it over her shoulder. She raised a foot to the first stair and quickly glanced over her shoulder. She meant to acknowledge our time together, I could tell, maybe give me a tiny wave, a slight nod. I think she was glad there was at least one other person down there. And that we weren’t bugging each other — that was the best thing.
I gestured over my shoulder to the dark little doors in the far wall behind me. “Short cut,” I said, and I indicated what I meant by lifting my eyes to the entire double-floor height of the stairs going up that lead only to stairs going back down outside — the ones that formed the cavern out those smaller doors. I leaned against the doors and made them creak and groan as they reluctantly opened behind my back. A cool gust of outside night air rushed in to assure her it was only outside and not some trap. 
She looked doubtfully out the doors behind my back nonetheless. The space was cavernous and dark. “I’ll walk you,” I said.
She hesitated, but then she said, “Okay,” and she came off the steps going up and slid past me out the door that I held open for her. Those were the first words we exchanged.
We came out onto the broad, open plaza. “There’s a cafe I go to — it’s 24-hours,” she said.
I frowned as though to think but then I shrugged and nodded. She grinned and snorted lightly, and she gestured with a tilt of her head which way. She occasionally glanced over her shoulder and smiled and passed breath out her nose as we turned corners. We sometimes caught each other looking at the other, but we mostly kept our heads down and walked efficiently on. I appreciated the silence.
“Here it is,” she said. We came up on cones of golden light spilling out over the sidewalk.
I made for the double glass doors in the front, but she nudged her head sideways. “Short cut,” she said, and she snorted and ducked her face to hide her grin. She held open for me a smaller, shadow-hidden door on the side.
Long wooden tables filled the large cafe. Light music played. There were half a dozen other students inside, headphones on, faces buried in laptops. She shrugged and gestured with her hand at a random spot half way up the long table, and put her bag down. She frowned and raised her eyebrows at me and gestured to the spot directly opposite hers. I shrugged and nodded and put my bag down where she thought I should.
We ordered and went back to our spots. “I’m Nina, by the way,” she said, and she pinched the tip of her tongue in her teeth and half rolled her eyes at the awkwardness.
“Graham,” I said, and I nodded, too formally, probably.
We both got our computers and books back out and set ourselves up as we had before, tucked away in that little hidden library room. Our coffees came up separately. She slipped headphones on and crossed her legs. I put my earbuds on and put my own music on. We occasionally caught each other looking, but now we didn’t look away so quickly. Rather, we smiled and nodded at each other, and went back to our books.
She bopped her head. One time, I looked up at her, and she snorted, grinned sharply, and looked down and away. Her skin reddened. Another time, she raised her eyes through their tops, and through her fallen strands of hair, she locked her gaze onto mine, and held it.
I held her gaze right back with mine, too. I was feeling emboldened. We dared each other to look away. My face got hot. We both fought against wider smiles. It became a staring contest. She covered her mouth with her fingers to keep from bursting out laughing. I was sure my heartbeat was visible through my shirt. My head felt heavy. My breath felt weak. She pursed her lips and restrained a grin, and my eyes fell down to her mouth. Her double dimples were entrancing.
She followed suit, dropping her eyes down to my mouth. We let our eyes silently trace out each other’s faces all over, taking our time, feeling brave and free, teasing each other with gaze alone.
Suddenly, she inhaled, she dropped her eyes down to her books, she closed them all up, packed them in her bag with her laptop, and she slung her bag over her shoulder. Without glancing once at me, she got up, she pushed her chair in, and with her chin up, she charged stridently to the bathrooms at the back of the all-night cafe. A shred of torn paper remained on the table where she had sat. Something was written on it.
I reached over and flipped it around. “I live around the corner. Walk me home?” it said.
I stared at it and flicked it with my finger. I sighed and I slapped my forehead. Then I remembered, she went to the bathroom, she didn’t leave. I glanced at the back just as she was coming back out.
I scrambled to shove my books and computer into my bag and I pushed my chair in. She went past me like a breeze and out the door as though she didn’t know me from Adam. I hurried after her, but she was dawdling, waiting up for me. We didn’t say anything. We walked together up the sidewalk under the neighbourhood trees and she nudged her head sideways this way and that, and chuckled as we turned left and right and wound up the route to her home.
We got to a small blue house. The area was a mix of newer and tall apartment buildings and sporadic and small old houses like the blue one. She went up the creaking wooden stairs to the sagging porch and put her finger to her lips to tell me to be quiet.
Inside, there was a small “mud” entrance, and then a large main room. A kitchen was installed along the back wall. Three doors lead off along the left side and a bathroom was shoehorned in beside the kitchen at the back. It was a 1930s era house, it looked like, and it was steadfastly simple. It was dark in the main room. The doors were shut to all the other rooms. She closed the front door behind me and kicked off her runners. I peeled my shoes off. She gestured with her head and lead me through the first door, closing it behind me.
I stood in the near-total darkness, until she flicked on a bedside lamp. It sat on an upside down wooden box. A mattress laid on the floor, bed half-made. Her window curtains were a re-purposed bed sheet held up with document clamps. There was a simple table along the wall on which she dropped her bag, and there was a straight-back chair, tucked in under it.
She turned toward me, she stepped up in front of me, and she raised her arms to drop them around my neck. She squelched an urge to titter. She tilted her head, pushed her face up close to mine, and dropped her eyes lightly closed.
I slid my hands around her waist and pulled her hips up to mine. We kissed like that, first one light and brief kiss, and then another, longer and deeper kiss, before a third kiss in which we breathed, our tongues wrestled, and we both moaned softly.
“Shh,” she said, and she pressed her finger to her lips. She started to tug at my t-shirt. She struggled to pull it up and over my head, and she tittered. Her shoulders poked up. She pushed herself high on her toes and turned my head sideways with her cool, gentle fingers. “Lay down,” she said.
I sat on her bed. She knelt at my pulled-up knees and pushed gently at my chest until I pulled my elbows out from behind me and I fell down onto my back, my head nestling into her single pillow. She waddled on her knees up beside me and efficiently, quickly, undid the button of my jeans and drew down the fly. She pushed herself up to standing again and, leaning back, she tugged on the bottoms of my jeans.
I lifted my hips and they slid off. She staggered backward and giggled a bit out loud, before she shushed herself. Standing in front of me at the foot of the bed, she pulled her sweater up and off, and she popped out the buttons of her white shirt below, one by one. I could see her eyes only by the glint of the dim yellow bedside lamp. She pushed her shirt back off her shoulders and let it float down her arms, before she looked behind herself and tossed it onto her chair. She looked back at me. She was wearing a plain grey  athletic stretch cotton bra. I could see her smile by the gleam of her teeth in the light. She twisted the button in her jeans, drew down her fly, and she squatted at her waist and knees to draw her own jeans down her legs, and off her feet.
She pulled up the waist of her grey athletic  cotton panties and let the wide elastic snap back on her skin. She went over to her table, dug through her bag, and pulled out her headphones. She put them on and indicated, without words, that I should do the same with my earbuds. I found them and put them in my ears. We both took a moment to put our own music back on.
She straightened herself in her grey cotton bra, and she dropped back down onto her knees on the foot of the bed. She pushed her palms down onto the tops of my knees where I had pulled them up, and she looked into my eyes with her huge, dilated brown eyes. She put just enough pressure on my knees to make me spread them apart.
She slid her fingernails down the undersides of my thighs. She hooked her fingertips around the waist of my shorts, and she tugged. I lifted my hips and she drew them down and off my body. She reached behind her back, stretched her shoulders, and brought her arms to her chest. The straps of her bra went slack. She shook her arms staring at me and the cups of her bra fell away from her chest. She caught her bra in her hands and tossed it onto the chair behind her.
I crossed my arms under my head. She scratched her nails lightly down the inside of my thighs now with my shorts out of the way. She waddled up on her knees wedging herself  tighter between my legs. She drew her nails around the skin of my abdomen and she tickled me over my ribs and sides. She drew circles on my hips with them. And then she dropped down onto her elbows and knees, she wrapped her cool hand around the middle of my stiffening shaft, and she pushed her lips down against the head of my cock.
I uttered something and she shot her other hand up to my face and pinched my lips together with her finger and thumb. She pushed harder with her pursed lips down against the head of my cock. My toes curled and I sank my hands into my jaw. She made a light, high-pitched chirp deep in her throat. Still she pursed her lips tighter and pushed down harder yet against the head of my cock. She squeezed my shaft as hard as she could. Her hand shook.
She drew her other hand down over my chin, dragging her loose, trailing fingers over my lips and through my mouth. Our own private music played. She pulled her hand down my neck and over my chest where she squeezed and pinched my nipples. When I chirped, she slapped my cheek. She pressed her mouth harder down over my cock and it suddenly popped inside her mouth, fully and completely.
I arched in my back and grimaced at the ceiling behind me. My cock felt like it plunged into a pool of warm, flowing honey. She swirled her tongue around my head inside her mouth and she dragged the flat of her tongue up and down over the underside of my shaft. I pushed my fingers into her hair, but she pulled my wrists away and settled my arms straight out at my sides, and trapped them in place. She pushed her finger into my mouth and imitated exactly my cock in her mouth, pumping it in and out in time. When I wrapped my tongue around her finger, her body writhed between my legs. Tiny muffled moans escaped her. She followed my tongue movements with her own, doing to my cock what I did to her finger.
She crouched up higher between my legs and cupped my balls in her one hand and pumped my cock with her other hand, following her mouth up and down my shaft. She became more steady, more focused, more regular. Her tongue shot up and down against the underside of my cock. She squeezed and released and squeezed and released and would not relent in her pace and the pressure of her sucking. She breathed through her nose and shut her eyes. She paused to turn the volume up on her phone. I could hear her music on her earphones as she got into it.
I tried to tap her shoulder and I tried to roll my hips away. She wouldn’t let me move. She sucked so hard her cheeks caved in. My breath grew short and rapid and my heart pounded clear out of my chest. She went down on me faster and harder, her whole upper body heaving and plunging over my hips. I formed fists and I punched the bed. I thrashed my head side to side. I stopped breathing.
She sucked harder on me and flicked her tongue over the top of the head of my cock inside her mouth. She moaned lightly with me deep in her throat. Every muscle in my body clenched tightly. Spasms rippled through my thighs. My stomach went hard. My arms went straight. I curled my toes and clamped my eyes shut. She moaned in a high pitch but refused to alter her pace or her pressure.
I erupted hard and deep into her mouth. My whole body went spastic over her bed. She swallowed and kept sucking. I spurted again and again. I glanced through one eye and saw my ejaculate gush from the corners of her mouth and run down over her hand where she squeezed and pumped my erupting shaft.
When I finally sagged back down into her bed, she slowed her pace until she stopped moving completely. She kept my cock in her mouth and swallowed again. My body rippled with after-tremors, but she kept perfectly still until they died down, too.
She slowly came up and off my cock and licked what she could around the head of my shaft and up the sides. She licked her lips too, where I had spilled from her mouth.
I rolled onto my side and she rolled onto her back. She covered her face with her hands and stretched her legs straight out and curled her feet over, and her toes. She emitted a high-pitched, tiny squeal.
I crouched over her calves and hooked my fingertips around the elastic waist of her panties. She yanked the loose white sheet over her entire face. I drew her panties down her legs. she pressed her knees together and folded them up to her chest to assist me taking them off. She pushed the waist with her thumb and used her toes to speed them down her legs faster.
She kept her knees together, pulled up to her chest, and she folded her arms around and under her knees, reefing them up higher to her neck. I crouched further down under and behind her thighs, and I kissed her pussy, bared, pink, and puffy. A tiny moan escaped her throat. I found her oozing wet.
I drew the tip of my tongue up one side and down the other and I kissed a wide circle all the way around her down there. She pulled her arms away and flung them widely to her sides. I pushed up with my body. Her thighs came down over my shoulders and her fists twisted into the sheets at her sides. I sank my tongue into her pussy and I spread her hot, wet, and puffy lips with my fingers. Though her face remained enshrouded by the sheet, I could see it thrash side to side.
I found her clit with my lips, a hard, prominent pebble, and I sucked it up and let it snap back. Her body reverberated and she moaned out loud. I reached up and, through the sheet, I found her mouth, and I gently pinched her lips together with my finger and thumb. I could feel her body jiggle with chucking. It’s what she did to me when I moaned too much.
I lapped at her pussy and circled her clit and kissed her lips. She stopped laughing. Her hips lifted and sank, and rocked side to side. I lashed my tongue up and down through her lips and I heard her breathing stop and I felt her back arch up. I sucked her clit into my lips and her body went stiff and shook. I drew the tip of my tongue all around her in small, light patterns, and her exhalations went jagged and her chest filled. She inhaled sporadically and sharply like someone repeatedly frightened. Tiny, restrained chirps escaped her throat. She covered her mouth with her cupped palm under the sheet, but continued to emit high-pitched and surprised moans.
I circled her clit with my tongue and she exhaled completely. I circled again and her body stiffened. I felt her thighs go hard over my arms. I pushed my hands up over her stomach — it was rippling with spasms and clenching under my touch. I dragged my tongue over the top of her clit and her back arched deeper yet, her breathing stopped, and her chest pushed up high. She seemed supported in the air entirely by the back of her head and the heels of her feet. I licked the flat of my tongue over her clit again and her body curled up into a sit-up position. She closed her thighs hard around my face and she bucked her hips at my mouth violently.
I felt her pussy ooze over my chin. She rolled onto her side and pulled her knees up to her chest. I came out from between her legs and she pulled the sheet up over her body, she tugged it down from her face, and she pushed her body back into mine where I laid on my side behind her back. She tugged my arms around her torso and quickly fell asleep, as did I.
In the morning, I rubbed my eyes and pulled myself up to lean against the bare wall behind me. Morning light streamed through the bedsheet clamped up over the window. Nina wasn’t in bed. I heard voices and kitchen-like clatter outside the closed door. I pulled myself up from the bed on the floor and staggered quietly around her room getting dressed. I tentatively opened the door and stood cowering under the frame.
There were two other girls at the counter with Nina, all on stools, eating toast and drinking coffee and chattering amiably and softly. They looked like students, too. One of them stopped eating and stared. Nina, with her back to me sitting on her stool, spun around.
“Oh shit!” she said, and she flew down from her stool and scurried over the floor toward me. She pulled and pushed my arms and drove me to the front door. “I forgot you were still here!” she said privately to me through an embarrassed grin, and she picked up my shoes and twisted the knob of the front door. She laughed nervously, pushing me out.
“Nina, don’t be so rude!” one of the other girls shouted out to her.
“Oh my god, I forgot about him!” she said, spinning around and dropping her jaw down to her chest, laughing at them.
“Let him have some breakfast,” one of them said, leaning around Nina’s shoulder. “You don’t just push him out the door, for fuck sakes!” she said to her.
I turned around and looked at Nina.
“Well go and sit, then,” she said, and she gestured with exaggeration to the fourth stool at the counter.
“I hope you like scrambled,” the third girl said as she turned away from the stovetop. She pulled an additional plate down from the open shelf.
“I’m Rebekah,” the second one said. “As Nina so graciously introduced us,” she said, glaring at Nina. Rebekah had long, straight, flaming orange hair, aqua-green eyes, and skin the tone of alabaster. She wore a red college hoody and grey drawstring pants, loose and baggy and falling over her bare feet. “And the chef at the stove is Eden,” she said.
Eden smiled curtly and put plates of eggs and toast down on the counter but did not look directly at me. She had dirty blonde hair that hung in long, lazy waves half-way down her back, and she wore a long, loose t-shirt and satin shorts.
“Don’t be put off by our lack of manners,” Rebekah said. “We’re nursing students. What are you?”
I nodded and looked around at all three of them. Nina and Rebekah busied themselves grabbing pepper and ketchup and pulling bacon onto their plates. Nina pushed two slices onto my plate. “No need for formalities around here,” she said. “As you can plainly see.”
“Nina has issues,” Rebekah said with her eyes big and pushed up to their tops, and snapped off a corner of her toast.
“I think we’ve concluded that we all have issues,” Eden said to Rebekah with an impatient sigh, and she smiled grimly at me. “So what are yours?” she said to me with an exaggerated cheeriness.
I snorted. “I’m in history,” I said.
“That explains a lot,” Nina said under her breath.
“Do you have a girlfriend?” Rebekah said as casually as someone might ask if you have a car.
I gulped.
“Rebekah, company!” Eden said, and she shrugged at me. “We’re half feral too, just so you know.”
“Well we need to know if there’s going to be some psycho nut ex out there hunting down Nina,” Rebekah said. “Did she even ask you that before she dragged you home last night?” she said to me.
I glanced at Nina. She stared at me for three full beats before she dropped her head down into her arms folded over the counter in front of her and she laughed, her whole body jiggling silently.
She lifted her face and bit her lip at Rebekah. “We didn’t talk at all,” she said. She turned to me. “How many words in total would you say we shared before this morning?” she said, and she snorted. She rested her hand on my thigh.
I snorted too. “Probably five,” I said. “At the most.”
“We just worked together most of the night,” she said to Rebekah and Eden. “It was nice, okay?” she squeezed my thigh and looked up through the tops of her eyes into my eyes from under my face. “We didn’t have to talk and share and get to know each other and work on it and all that shit,” she said to Rebekah. “He didn’t make me do any of that crap.”
“Must be nice,” Rebekah said with a groan, and she sighed and chewed disinterestedly on her toast, a stare into the distance setting across her eyes. “So a good, cost-free fuck, then,” she said under her breath. Nina slapped her and gaped at her with her eyes popping out. She was grinning at her too, though.
“None of us have much patience for all of that shit,” Eden said to me, and she scrunched up her nose. “Know what I mean?” She squinted at me.
“He obviously knows what you mean,” Nina said. She squeezed my thigh harder, unseen by the others. “He wasn’t interested in talking and finding out and getting to know me and all that shit, either.” She turned to me. “Were you,” she said.
“I guess not,” I said, and I shrugged and chuckled. “Eggs are great, by the way,” I said to Eden.
“You’re doing it,” she said, and she grinned.
“Doing what?” I said.
“You’re bullshitting. You’re being nice. You’re following the script,” she said. “Look, Nina brought you home, I don’t know and I don’t care what she did with you in her pigsty of a bedroom last night, but that’s good enough for me. We can just skip the whole trip and call each other friends, and take it from there, okay? It’s so much easier that way, isn’t it?” she said.
“I thought I was was being friendly. Wasn’t I?” I said.
“If we knew each other all year and we lived together, even, and I made breakfast all the time, you’re not going to say ‘Eggs are great,’ you’re just going to eat them, right?” she said. “So just eat them,” she said.
“You can do that with us,” Nina said to me and she shrugged one shoulder and grinned up one side of her face. “He was just so . . . “ she paused and squinted at both Rebekah and Eden, thinking of the word. “ . . . generic, you know?” she said. She rubbed her hand up and down my back. “I mean that in the absolute best of ways,” she said.
“What Nina is trying to say . . . ” Rebekah said, ducking her face down and lifting her eyes up through their tops again. “ . . . is we like to get laid now and then, but none of us have time or patience for dating,” she said.
“Or for boyfriends,” Eden said. She half turned away and murmured. “Except for that one part of having a boyfriend.”
Rebekah snorted and shot a look sideways out the corners of her eyes at Eden. “Except for what part, Eeds?” she said.
Eden snorted. “You know damn well what part,” she murmured to her and she grinned.
“Is he good at it?” Rebekah said to Nina.
Nina dropped her face down and pulled her hair hard down over her eyes. “Rebe-KAH!” she cried out loud. I glanced over to her beside me. Her face reddened.
Rebekah turned to Eden. “He is — I could hear Nina through the wall all night.”
“It was not all night!” Nina shouted and she bit her lips and glanced through the corners of her eyes at me. “But yes, if you must know, he was very good,” she said, locking her eyes onto my eyes.
“The perfect anti-date,” said Rebekah. “And here we were just saying, such a thing does not exist.”
“The anti-date,” Eden said to me when I looked confused. “No pressure, no opening up, no details, no baggage, no need to ask questions and listen and keep the conversation going,” she said.
“Being able to just be quiet with someone,” Rebekah said. “Being comfortable without going through all those steps to get to the bed,” she said.
“That’s what Graham really was,” Nina said.
“Believe me,” Rebekah said. “I heard.”
They all laughed.
“Are you going to be okay with us?” Nina said to me, and she patted my back. “We’re very weird, I know.”
A week later, I was back in the white noise buzzing room under the stairs at the library. Nina found me there again. I looked up when she settled into her seat across from me. She lifted her headphones half-off her ear. “When they close on us, do you want to come over?” she said.
I nodded and went back to work.
We went out the small door under the front stairs when the speaker crackled to life and told us it was time in the same tired monotone. We walked silently to her house. Inside, Rebekah and Eden were reading and working, Eden at the counter in the kitchen, Rebekah on the couch with her laptop in her lap. They both nodded disinterestedly at us coming in and put their eyes back down on their work.
Nina and I put our stuff down on the coffee table and she put pillows onto the floor for both of us at opposite ends of the table. When we were set up to work again, she gestured silently with a tilt of her head for me to follow her to her bedroom. Rebekah and Eden remained focused on their work, both with pods in their ears. Nina closed her door gently but firmly behind me.
“Lick me?” she said, and she raised herself on her toes and kissed my chin. “Please?” she said, and she snorted. She backed up with her eyes dark and smouldering. “I need to cum,” she said sheepishly. When her heels touched the foot of her bed on the floor, she went down on her hips and elbows and lifted her legs. She dangled her feet, intending to ask me by her movements to pull her drawstring pants up and off.
I stood at the foot of her bed. She rested her heels on my chest at the end of her straight-out legs. I tugged on the bottoms of her pants and she tittered and lifted her hips until her pants slid up and off her legs. I dropped onto my knees and went down between her pulled up knees and I pulled her panties down over her hips and up over her knees, and down over her feet.
She stroked her hands up the insides of her thighs and pushed her legs wider open for me. She bit her lip and contorted in her back. Her breath grew short and deep. Her face rolled side to side. Her hair whipped over her eyes. She wet two fingers on her tongue and writhed in her hips when she touched herself below.
I held her knees in my hands. She wasn’t hiding her face this time. I kissed a trail down the inside of her raised thighs and she punched her fist into her mattress and grunted. I licked and kissed the other thigh. Her hips bounded up from the bed and she chased my mouth with her pussy. I pulled away and she squealed and bit her tongue and grunted at me. When she threw her hands around the back of my head and tugged on me, trying to draw my face down into her groin, I took both her wrists in my hands and held them firmly down beside her hips. She pushed up and rolled side to side and clenched her teeth and widened her eyes at me.
I kissed the soft, fragile skin in the crease between her thigh and her abdomen. She lifted her body up and whined. I drew the tip of my tongue lightly down over the top of her small tuft, and she dropped her chin down and groaned. I blew lightly on the lips of her pussy where she glistened and shone. Her breath caught and she inhaled and exhaled rapidly. Her wrists pressed hard up trying to escape my hold on her. Her hips pushed up harder, trying to find my mouth with her pussy. She kicked with her feet and pushed her head up from the pillow and growled at me like she was possessed.
I sank my mouth down over her pussy and whipped my tongue around her lips. Her stomach seized up with hardened muscles and she bulged in her neck. I sucked on her clit and pulled it up between my lips, and her body vibrated under me. I sank my tongue into her pussy and she gasped and stretched out hard, and her thighs went stiff as pipes. I circled her clit with the tip of my tongue and she emitted high-pitched, cliff-edge cries.
I didn’t stop until her whole body bucked and writhed under me. Her hips drove up so hard, it was like she was punching me in the face with them. I let go of her wrists to press her hips down into the bed. She scrunched her fingers in my hair and tore my scalp out. I lashed her pussy with the flat of my tongue and she groaned out loud, deep and guttural. Her body planked and her breathing stopped. I licked her again and ripples of spasms tore through her. When I flicked my tongue over her hard, little clit, she exploded under me.
When she stopped bucking violently, she pulled up her knees and rolled over onto her side and jiggled. I realized she was giggling. I sat back against the wall. She got up, she dressed, and she went out of her bedroom and sat again at her end of the coffee table. It was as though she’d done nothing more than get a glass of water.
I came out and kept my eyes down. I stood above my place at the other end of the table.
“Jesus fucking Christ, Nina!” Rebekah said with exasperation, and she leapt up off the couch, she wrapped her small hand around my wrist, and she dragged me behind her to the middle bedroom. “See how much you like it!” Rebekah shouted. I saw Eden looking up from her work and peeling one side of her headphones up from her ear. Rebekah shut her bedroom door on them and pressed me against the back of the door.
She was smaller and lighter than Nina. She unzipped her hoody and threw it across the room. She pushed her drawstring pants down her legs and kicked them off with her feet. She reached behind her back and unclasped her bra, and shook her arms and let it drop beside her on the floor. She hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties and peeled them down her legs and let them lay where they fell on her floor.
Her body was compact and fit. She went about stripping me of my t-shirt and jeans in a manner as perfunctory as she had stripped herself. And then she pushed me back against the back of the door and invaded my mouth with her tongue again, frantic and hurriedly. Her body was whiter than her face. She seemed to glow. Her orange hair flew around her little body. Her breasts were small and her nipples were long and prominent.
She dropped to her knees and spread her hands out over my stomach. Her fingers curled and her nails scratched my skin. She pushed her mouth over the length of my cock and moaned when it hit the back of her throat. She covered me in her saliva before she pulled away and dropped down onto her bed. It was at least a proper bed. She climbed up on it, lowered herself in the middle down to her elbows and knees, and she twisted around to look at me over her shoulder. Her little hand appeared between her thighs and her long, white fingers formed a “peace” sign. She pressed the delicate lips of her pussy open and sank her face down into her bed.
I knelt behind her and gulped. I took her hips in my hands and she gasped. Her fingers flew out from between her legs, searching and grasping for my cock. When she found it, she wrapped her hand around it and tugged on me. I fell forward on my knees. She pushed the head of my cock between the lips of her pussy. I gaped and looked down. She pushed her body backward and the lips of her pussy stretched around the head of my cock, and folded around the shaft, disappearing me entirely inside her.
I took her rocking hips in my hands to steady myself. She lifted her face to her headboard and lightly shut her eyes. Her fingers curled into the wall and her back dropped down in a deeper arch. I pushed myself into her until my thighs bounded into her butt. She lifted her body up by pressing her outstretched hands into the headboard in front of herself, bracing her body, and she began to ride me, pressing herself back harder into my hips than I was thrusting myself into her hips.
Where Nina tried, at least, to stay quiet, Rebekah grunted and groaned without restraint. I looked down and watched my cock, shiny with her glisten, pump into her pussy, sliding past her puffy lips, and I watched her little body jolt when I hit her body with mine.
I reached forward to feel her hair. She twisted and contorted and whined like I had pulled it. So I pulled it. She stretched further down in her back and dropped her mouth wider open. I pulled it harder and she cried up to the ceiling, “Fuck yes!” I rammed her body harder into her but she only rammed me back harder still. The slapping sounds filled the room and no doubt reverberated throughout the small house.
Rebekah’s body strained. Her muscles went hard all over. She reached behind her and cut her nails into the skin of my thighs. I bounced her body off mine violently. She began to sound like she was crying for real. Her hair flew like she was riding a wild horse. I looked down amazed that her slight, small body could absorb the energy I threw into her.
Her pussy muscles contracted and I could feel them squeezing me too hard. But she was so wet with oozing glisten, I continued to pump myself into her with no friction at all. It felt like hands were inside her pussy, pulling on my cock and milking it. The sensation was too much. I slapped her ass.
She pumped her hips harder back into my groin and stopped breathing. Her arms bulged with muscles. We rammed each other silently, the slosh of her pussy, the suction of our fucking, and the slapping of our bodies the only sounds between us.
I couldn’t hold back any longer. I tried to pull out of her, but she reached behind my thighs with both hands and caved her back down in an even deeper arch. She wasn’t letting me pull out. When I couldn’t hold it back any more, and erupted fully and deeply into her, she cried out loud like someone dying, and her body shook with violent spasms. Her pussy muscles contracted harder around my cock. She clenched her teeth and grunted long and loud at the wall above her. I spurted and spurted and she vibrated and spasmed.
We both fell over sideways and we both filled the room with laughter. We rolled around and she kissed me lightly on the cheek. She recovered first, and she dressed and left me in her room to find my way own way out.
I could hear Nina in the main rom. “You are such a slut!” she said to Rebekah.
“Nothing you didn’t do!” Rebekah said back to her.
“I didn’t f-u him!” she said, whispering and truncating the word.
“No?” Rebekah said. “Why not?”
“Cause I’m not such a slut!” Nina said.
“You are so,” I heard Eden call from the counter. “You both are,” she said.
I came out of Rebekah’s bedroom feeling sheepish and restrained.
Nina looked up at me where she sat on the floor leaning on a chair with her legs straight out under the coffee table. She tsk’ed-tsk’ed me and shook her head, but she grinned crookedly at me, too. Her double dimples went deep on both sides of her face.
“You’re going to break her, doing it to her like that,” she said to me. “Look how small she is!” She shook her head and tsk’ed me again and rolled her eyes. But she was still grinning.
“Are all nursing students like this?” I said.
They all laughed. “Worse!” Eden shrieked from the kitchen counter without looking up.
“Was that okay?” I murmured privately to Nina.
“Duh,” she said, and she rolled her eyes, she pulled her headphones back over her ears, and she went back to her books and laptop. She peeked up at me through strands of hair fallen over her eyes and she grinned.
When it was time for bed, Nina and I laid together and fell asleep not doing anything more than cuddling. In the middle of the night, she woke me up with a kiss. “You should go to Rebekah’s bed,” she said. “She’s probably feeling lonely,” she said, and she kissed my cheek. “She gets emotional after fucking a boy.”
I poked my head through Rebekah’s door. “Did Nina send you?” she said in a hushed voice. She was awake.
“Yeah,” I said, unsure of what the relationships really were between them. She snickered and thew back her sheets. “She’s my bestest friend ever!” she said, and she patted her bed beside her.
I climbed in. She wrapped herself around me from behind and pushed her face into my neck. We both fell quickly asleep.
The following Saturday night, I was alone again in the library basement. Just before the closing announcement came on over the scratchy speaker, down came Nina with Eden. Nina didn’t pause at the table. She went to the small doors in the back wall and stretched her and out and waved her straight fingers at me, grasping for my hand. “Want to come over and study?” she said. “We’re going right now.”
Eden ducked her head and hid her face behind her hand and snorted.
“Eden’s shy,” Nina said.
“I am not!” Eden said, glaring her eyes at Nina. Nina reached for Eden’s hand and dragged us both out the small doors behind her. She brought our hands together in front of her and made us hold hands, dropping back behind us and snickering. Eden held my hand and squeezed it and rubbed her thumb over it.
When we got to their small shared blue house, Eden went to the kitchen and I circled around, unsure where to set up to work. Nina guffawed and pushed me by pressing her hands into my back and into Eden’s bedroom. As we passed Eden, Nina grabbed her wrist and dragged her into her room, too. She pushed us both inside and shut the door on us.
Eden rolled her eyes and snorted and shook her head and grinned and bit her lip. She clasped her hands in front of herself and crossed her toes and swung on her hips side to side. She stared at the floor and glanced at me through the tops of her eyes and through her hair fallen around her face.
“I’m not like Beks and Nina,” she said softly.
“Do you want to just lay together?” I said.
“That would be nice,” she said. “Don’t look!”
I turned around. I could hear the rustle of clothes.
“Okay,” she said in a quiet hush.
I turned around to find her in her bed with the sheet pulled up to her chin. She glanced at the bed beside her. I pulled my shirt off and undid my pants. She watched with wide, curious eyes. When I hooked my thumbs in the waist of my shorts, she squealed, pulled the sheets over her head, and said “No!”
I left them on. She pulled the sheet open for me and I climbed in. We laid beside each other on the wide pillows with our hands clasped over our stomachs. Our bodies were not touching.
“What did you do with Nina, the first night, I mean,” she said. She rolled half way over to me and pushed her eyes into their corners.
“Would you like me to show you instead of tell you?”
She squealed and pulled the sheet up to her eyes. “No!” she said. Then she said, “Should I take my panties off?”
“Not if you don’t want to,” I said.
“I’m too shy to,” she said. Then she stretched with her neck and pushed her mouth up to my ear. “But I want you to show me.” She licked my ear quickly with her stiff-pointed tongue and she snorted.
“Are you sure?” I said.
She didn’t speak, but she nodded.
I gently tugged the sheet from her fingers where she continued to hold it up to her chin. It slowly flowed down her neck, over her chest and down over her thighs. She was still dressed in her white cotton bra and panties.
I rolled onto my elbows and knees and drew myself over her shins. I gently pressured her knees apart, but she pressed them harder together.
“But,” I said.
“I know,” she said.
I pulled again, but she pressed them even tighter together.
“Are you really sure?” I said.
She nodded more rapidly than before. Her fists curled up at her sides. “Just show me,” she said.
I began at her toes. I kissed the ends of them. I slipped my tongue down between them, one at at time. Her head pushed back into the pillow. I heard her breath exhale. I kissed the top of one foot and then the top of her other foot. She tittered. Her feet squirmed together and her knees pulled up and straightened back down.
“It tickles,” she said.
“Should I stop?” I said.
She didn’t answer and I looked up for her face. She shook her head side to side at me.
I licked a little pattern on the inside of one ankle and then the other. She finally uncrossed her feet. I kissed the inside of her calf on one leg and then the inside of her calf on her other leg. Her stomach heaved and her shoulders pressed back. Her chin came up and her head pressed down into the pillow under her. She flopped her hands back from her elbows and, with fingers and thumbs, she pulled at the fabric of the pillow case and dragged it across her mouth and bit down on it.
“Okay?” I said.
“Okay,” she said with shaky voice.
I nudged her legs a little bit further apart. This time her resistance was less. I kissed the inside of her knees. She laughed and pulled them up but shot them back down again. “Too much,” she said.
“Okay,” I said. I kissed the outside of her knees instead.
“Better?” I said.
“Better,” she whispered.
I crawled up over her body and leaned my head down. I kissed the outside of one of her thighs and then the outside of her other thigh.
Her breathing became laboured. She tugged at the pillow case. Her head rolled one way and the other, and her hair flew around the pillow.
I kissed the top of her hips, one side and then the other. She curled her lips inside her teeth and moaned in a low, guttural tone. Her hips shook and lifted momentarily up off the bed. I kissed the bottom of her stomach and all around her belly button. She breathed hard and whipped her head side to side and tugged on her pillow.
“Oh my god!” she exhaled with a shaking voice.
I dragged my tongue around her abdomen. Her hips leapt up and crashed down and rocked side to side.
“Keep going?” I whispered.
She immediately answered with a quick “Uh-huh!” and she nodded her head violently.
I dragged the hardened tip of my tongue along the top of the elastic of the waist of her white cotton panties.
She half rolled over and rolled back again. “Oh god!” she groaned. Her legs pulled up at her knees one at a time and shot back down again. Her back arched up and her chest rose.
I dragged the tip of my tongue along her abdomen just under the waist of her panties. She breathed like she was hyperventilating. Her hands formed into fists and she twisted them up in the sheets and punched the mattress. She bit on the pillow case that covered her mouth.
I bit her panties and pulled them up from her skin.
Her breath shook. Her body shivered. Her stomach clenched up and she half-rose and looked down at what I was doing. “Oh god, oh god, oh god!” she cried to herself.
I kissed as gently and lightly as I could the front of her panties.
She dropped her chin to her chest, filled her chest to bursting, and rose on her head till she nearly faced backward.
“Oh shit!” she said, unable to hold her breath, unable to breath in. Her hips rattled, they shook so hard. Her thighs went tight. Her whole body vibrated like someone holding a planking position too long.
I looked down. There was a large wet spot in the middle of the front of her panties. I kissed it and her body went straight, arched hard, and half rolled over onto its side. She winced and clenched her teeth. Her eyes were clamped shut. I kissed it again and her hips rose up off the bed and flopped down again, hard.
I sat back on my calves and hooked my fingers in the waist of her panties. She cried out loud. I began to pull them part way down her hips. She couldn’t breathe. Her mouth hung wide open. Her eyebrows shot up hard over the top of her forehead. I tugged them further down, revealing her pussy’s blond tuft. She hyperventilated. “Okay, okay, okay!” she said in repeated and quick whispers.
I pulled them the rest of the way off her legs. She breathed hard and deep and shut her legs and shot them down straight and flat. She covered her pussy with her two cupped palms.
I kissed the backs of her hands and she slid them sideways over her hips, revealing herself slowly to me. I eased her legs open and I slid my arms under her knees. I wrapped my hands back up around her hips to rest my open hands on her abdomen. 
“Do you want to push up against your headboard so you can watch?” I said.
“Uh-huh!” she answered immediately and quickly, and she dug her heels into the bed and shoved her body up to half-sitting against the headboard. She pushed her hands into my shoulders hard enough to hold me back from going down on her. I leaned harder. When she was ready, she began to ease her pressure, and my upper body came slowly down over her lower body.
When I was close enough, I blew cool air over her tuft. She gasped hard and deep and pulled her knees up and flopped her legs wide open. I blew again and she flopped to her other side and dropped her arms over her eyes. I kissed the inside of one thigh and she made a long-drawn-out high-pitched squeal from under her arms draped over her face. I kissed the inside of her other thigh and her body began to shake even more violently than before. I looked down. She was flowing out over her perineum, she was oozing with so much wetness.
I gently opened her pussy lips. They were burning up, they were so hot. They were full and pink and glistening wet. Her body leapt with each movement I made. She bit her hand and squealed, muffled, behind it. I kissed her pussy and she sucked breath to the top of her lungs and arched so deeply in her back, I thought she was going to break in two. She stopped breathing.
I licked the tip of my tongue up through the cleft between her puffy pussy lips, and her body shook and leapt. Her fists pounded the bed. Her teeth clenched and her eyes clamped shut. I circled the tip of my tongue around her clit without touching it. It was big and red and hard. She lifted further up off the bed and was supported now only by her heels and shoulders.
I pressed her hips down. She fought me. I pressed harder and she half sat up. I licked her clit directly and she flopped back down so hard the bed bounced. I licked her pussy down and up and lashed the flat of my tongue over the top of her clit, and she bellowed out loud at the ceiling. I circled her clit with my tongue and did it again. She cried out at the ceiling even louder.
The third time I did it, she squealed in a super-high pitch, her body seemed to levitate off the bed completely, and she stopped breathing. I could feel spasms rippling through her body. Every muscle in her body was hard and stiff. I licked her again, and it was as though she exploded. She cried out loud at the ceiling and her body flopped up and down as every once of tension in her was released all at once.
She cried out loud at the top of her lungs “Oh my god!” repeatedly. I tasted her pussy as it flowed. She breathed hard and deep and gently pushed my head from between her legs and rolled over onto her side. “Shit!” she groaned. And then she began to giggle uncontrollably.
I crawled up beside her and kissed her mouth.
“Do you think they heard?” she said.
Of course they heard, I thought. The whole street heard. “Have to ask I guess,” I said.
She opened her eyes at mine and she kissed my mouth. “You’re just being sweet. I know I was loud,” she said. She closed her eyes and kissed my mouth gently. “I never came from that before,” she said.
I only kissed her.
“You go out first,” she said after she recovered enough. “I don’t want them looking at me.”
I tossed the sheet to make it straight and I let it fall down around her body. She moaned with pleasure and smiled as it settled down around her. I went out and gently shut the door behind me.
“Is she going to live, doctor?” Nina said.
Rebekah threw a pencil at her. “We weren’t listening,” she said to me, but she faced Nina and she glared her eyes wide at her. She turned to me. “You didn’t have to murder her, though!” she said.
I snorted and poured out a glass of water. “Don’t look at her, okay?” I said. “She said that.”
“You should move in,” Rebekah said.
“Beks!” Nina said, and she glared at her with wide eyes.
“What? That weird caboose is just sitting out there,” she said.
“Caboose?” I said.
Nina rolled her eyes at me. “It’s all buried in those trees on the side. You can’t even see it. I don’t even know how it got here, but there’s an old caboose out there.” She shrugged. “There’s too many thorny bushes all over it. You can’t even get inside, or even see inside. The windows are all covered.”
“Whose is it?” I said.
“Landlord’s I guess,” Nina said and she shrugged. “I don’t know if he even knows it’s out there — he hasn’t been back since he gave us the keys.”
“He wasn’t even here when we got the keys,” Rebekah said. She turned to me and took my glass of water from me and drank it. “We had to go downtown to get the keys. He’s never been here.”
Nina shrugged. “You can look if you want,” she said. “Tomorrow.”
Rebekah threw her arm around my neck. “Who are you going to sleep with tonight?” she asked me matter of factly.
“He’s going to sleep with Eeds,” Nina said without looking up. “It’ll be nice for her,” she said. She raised her eyes to mine and pulled a grin up one side of her face. “After what you did to her tonight!” she said through narrowed eyes. She pursed her grin and shook her head and tsk’ed-tsk’ed me. “But come wake me up in the morning, okay? I love that,” she said.
“Me too! Me too!” Rebekah cried out loud.
Eden appeared at her bedroom door. She subtly gestured with her face and eyes for me to come back into her room, and she grinned with guilt and turned away, back into the shadows of her room.
Nina snorted and grinned without looking up from her book.
I went in. 




Chapter 2 

I woke up in Eden’s bed while she still slept. I quietly went out of her room carrying my cloths and I dressed in the dark, main, central room of the small, simple house. It having been a Saturday night, it might have been the best weekend sleep I had since moving into the campus dorms. The blanket of quiet that descended over the old blue house seemed foreign and exotic to me. Was Rebekah serious about me staying there with them? Dare to dream, I thought. I had to see what that caboose thing she mentioned was all about.
I spun around, startled. Nina’s door had creaked open. I leaned my head forward over my neck and squinted through the shafts of early morning light that spilled out from within. Was that a curling finger beckoning me from the shadows behind? I stepped up to the crack in the door and put my eye to it. Inside, I saw Nina on her bed covered in her sheet, her back to me, but her face twisted around to the door. Her big, deep, dark brown eyes were open. I slipped inside to keep things quiet and closed her door gently behind me.
“Wake me up?” she cooed and she smiled and ducked her head down to her chest and pulled her hair away from her neck. I heard her chuckle lightly to herself.
I was only in my shorts so far. I went onto her bed on my hands and knees and ducked my face down low to kiss the exposed skin of her neck where she had pulled her hair away for me. She knew what went on between Eden and me the night before. She knew I slept in Eden’s bed.
Nina’s curled-up body immediately stretched straight out under me the moment I touched it. It was still bed-warm. “Mmm,” she moaned, and those double-dimples of hers spread over both of her cheeks. She rolled onto her back, slipped her arm up and around my neck, and pulled my head down to her face, her fingers clenching into my hair. Her mouth was surprisingly warm and moist. We both moaned inside the long, lazy, early morning probing kiss. It didn’t seem to matter that I spent the night in her roommate’s bed.
I drew the back of my fingers down over her jawline, down her neck, and out over her shoulder. Her body slowly, snake-like, writhed under my slight touch. I pushed the sheet down as my hand moved further down her body, over her ribs and her waist. She was wearing a pink tank top and white cotton panties. I scrunched my hand in her bare and taut stomach where her tank top rode up her body and I tickled her bare abs with my fingertips. She squealed and arched up to bury her face in my neck and she pulled her knees up. Her feet tapped on her bed rapidly.
“Tickles!” she groaned in my ear.
I moved my hand down over the top of her panties.
She sucked breath short and sharp through her teeth. “That’s a different kind of tickle,” she said with her lips tight against my ear, and she nipped me there.
I chuckled and rolled onto my back. She followed me over and half-laid on my chest, kissing my clavicle, touching my pecs, and dragging her fingernails down over my abs, scratching me to the edge of pain.
“How come you’re so instantly like a boyfriend?” she said. “And yet so not.”
“What do you mean?” I said.
She pushed her hand under the loose waist of my shorts, and with stretching, grasping fingers, she found my cock and she slipped her hand around my shaft, cool and tight. I folded my arms under my head.
“I mean like right now,” she said. “It’s just so easy with you.” She ducked her head down and grinned up at me from below and kissed my chest. “I don’t mean easy like that,” she said, and she tightened her grip around my cock and shook it. “But it just feels like, if I wanted to suck you off, say, like right now, I could, and there’d be no expectations, no judgement, no risk of . . . “ she paused.
“Risk?” I said.
She snorted and ducked her head further down. She pushed my shorts down so they stretched between my thighs and she bent further down, to kiss the tip of the head of my cock. She came back up and folded her thumb over the head and rubbed the creamy pre-cum into the skin. “No risk of complications in life, of wanting or needing time together, whatever that’s supposed to be, or of having to be concerned with you and your feelings, or you with mine,” she said, and she shook her head and grinned.
I brushed strands of her hair off her face and dragged my fingertip over her lips. She hung them loose so they snapped back into place when I rubbed my finger past them, and down her neck to her chest. I flicked my thumb over her nipples the same way, letting them spring back with my passing fingertips.
“Because who has time for that,” I said.
“Right?” she said, and she snorted. She curled back down over my body and sank her mouth loosely and warmly down over the head of my cock. She flicked her tongue at the underside of the head inside her mouth.
“I don’t mean I’m never going to be interested in that,” she said, when she came back up. She kissed my neck and bit my ear and rolled her body over on top of mine. Her knees bent up and stretched around my hips. Her tank top rode up her body so that her bare stomach and ribs pushed into my bare stomach. “But right now?” she said, and she hunched her back up and pushed her head down. She held my cock under her chest and lashed at it with her tongue.
“Right now it’s all about nursing — professional training, grades, learning,” I said.
“See?” she said. “You understand,” she groaned, and she shifted herself back up on her knees and took my cock deeply down inside her mouth where she slowly snaked her tongue around it inside.
Suddenly she laughed and laid her body flat on mine and pushed her face into my neck.
“What’s so funny?” I said.
“Do you remember how I wouldn’t let you put it in my mouth last night?” she said in a whisper.
“That was pretty arousing,” I said low and quietly. “You kept pursing your mouth and pressing it harder against me, like it was me pressing against you,” I said.
She gasped and breathed out against my ear. “I loved that,” she said. She curled her hips in and arched deeply in her back. She slipped a hand down between our bodies and she wrapped it around my cock where it stood up behind her ass. She pulled it and dragged the tip of the head of my cock up and down over the stretched fabric of her panties. “But it’s hard to tell boys that,” she said.
“It’s borderline stuff,” I said.
She snorted and pushed her mouth into my neck. “I know,” she said. “It’s hard to talk about with girlfriends, even,” she said.
“You’re talking about it now,” I said.
“That’s because we’re not boyfriend - girlfriend, silly,” she said. “I could never talk about it if we were. But we’re just friends, right?” she said, and she kissed my chin. “Also, I’m a nurse, almost. A healthcare professional. I’m not supposed to have thoughts like that. I certainly can’t tell anyone about them.”
“But you can tell me?” I said. 
“You’re different,” she said. She moved down, and with her hand and mouth together, she slowly, lightly, pumped herself up and down the full length of my cock.
“How far does it go?” I said.
“Does what go?” she said, muffled by my cock still playing at her lips, before she curled her hips in and out and dragged the fabric of the front of her panties up and down over my saliva-wet shaft.
“This thing — this resistance,” I said.
She snorted and buried her face in my neck. I saw a blush spread across her cheeks. She pushed herself up over me and set the heels of her hands in my shoulders at the end of her straight-locked arms. Her back arched in and her chest stuck out. She continued rubbing the fabric of her panties over the underside of my cock where she trapped it down over my stomach.
“Did Eeds make you cum in her mouth last night?” she said.
“You’re changing the subject,” I said.
She snorted. “I know,” she said. “Fact is, I don’t actually know how far it goes,” she said, and she bit her bottom lip. Her eyes were never bigger. “I’ve only ever thought about it. Pressing you against my mouth like that last night, that was the first time I tried it,” she said.
“Because you could never try it with a boyfriend before?” I said.
She pinched the tip of her tongue between her teeth and snorted and grinned widely down at me. “You get me, you really, really get me!” she said and she tittered.
“But now you want to try more things,” I said.
“Only because it’s so easy with you,” she said, and she moaned quietly with my cock sliding into her mouth. “That first night?” she said, coming back up and off me. “When we worked together in the basement of the library?” she said.
“Uh-huh?” I said, wrapping my hands around her exposed waist.
“It was like the perfect anti-date,” she said. “That’s what Beks said when I told her about it.”
“How exactly though?” I said.
She pulled my bottom lip out with her lips and tittered. “You’re just fun. It’s simple with you. You don’t even care if we talk, you don’t ask anything about where anyone’s from, I don’t have to pretend anything.”
“Pretend?” I said.
She smirked and bit her lip. “Pretend to be normal,” she said, and she laughed. “None of us are, you know. Here.”
She ground the front of her panties harder down into my groin. I pushed my thumbs under the sides of the waist of her panties. She wrapped her fingers around the front of the waist of them, and yanked them back up. I pushed again, harder, and she widened her eyes and pulled them up, harder, too. I stopped with my thumbs in place.
“I do love that a little too much,” she whispered. Her breath grew rapid and deep. Her eyes were dilating. Her chin dropped down and jutted. I pushed her panties down again and her body shivered, her eyes half-closed, and she licked her lips with nervousness. She tugged them harder up.
“Are you sure?” I said.
Her breath was jagged. “Uh-huh,” she said.
I rolled her over and under me in one quick, overpowering move, and I pressed my knees down between her thighs, making her spread them for me. She arched in her back, her eyes turned glassy, and she dropped her mouth wider open. I curled my fingers into the waist of her panties again, at the sides, and I tugged. She reached down with both of her hands and curled her fingers into the front of the waist, and resisted me, tugging them up.
I pulled harder. They snapped out of her fingers and came down to her mid-thighs. She squirmed onto her side under me, her body straight as a tube, her ankles twisting together, her thighs bulging with strained muscles. I pushed her hip down against the bed, making her body flat under me. She whipped her head side to side, sending her hair flying over her face. I wriggled on my knees down between her legs and pulled her panties with me. She grabbed and snatched at them, but lost her grip. I yanked them off her feet and, with her tank top pulled up to reveal the underside of her breasts, she made herself as narrow as possible and covered her bared pussy with her cupped hands. She turned her face away. Her eyes were covered with her hair.
I spread my knees around her thighs and crouched low over her hips. I pulled her thumb up, but she scrambled with her hands and pressed them down harder into her groin. I laid lightly over her body and put my mouth at her ear.
“Are you sure about this?” I whispered.
She turned her face to mine, she buried her tongue deeply into my mouth, and she moaned with a high pitch. “Fuck yes,” she said. “So fucking turned on right now,” she whispered.
I knelt up over her and leaned back. I pushed my hands down between her tense, bulging thighs, and I slowly pried her trembling legs apart. She cried out in a tiny, high pitch, and tried to roll her body onto her side under me. But I pushed her hips down and trapped her. She wrapped her hands around my wrists. I captured her hands and pinned them under her back. She raised her feet and pushed their soles against my chest. I pressed forward, leaned down over her body, and pressed her knees into her chest. The head of my dangling and hard cock touched the lips of her exposed pussy under me.
She pressed her lips together and moaned through them. She swung her head side to side. Her hips danced under me, writhing and thrusting. I jarred my waist between her knees and pushed until they opened. She stretched up sideways in her neck and dropped her chin wide open. She buried her face nearly upside down into her pillow. I pressed with my hips harder and she curled her spine and twisted her hips away. I pushed harder and the head of my cock stretched past the lips of her engorged and sopping pussy. Her body stretched and it bounced on her bed, struggling. She tried to use her hips to throw me off her, but I pressed my hips down into hers and held her under me with my weight. My cock sank into her overheated pussy and I pushed until I felt the end of her passage with the head of my cock.
She thrashed and spasmed under me, impaled fully on my shaft. I pulled up and dropped myself down into her harder. All her limbs flailed and her neck strained with her head lifting up and pounding back down into the pillow under her. I pulled all the way out and rammed myself back into her and she stretched hard in her back and pushed her chest up into my face. She grimaced and groaned and snapped her teeth at my mouth.
I jolted her body harder with mine, my hips smashing into her hips. She contorted under me, pinned to her bed, and she flopped like a fish in a boat. I pounded myself into her harder, and her body rippled with tension and her eyes clamped shut. She snatched my hair in her hands and yanked my ear to her mouth. “Cum inside me!” she groaned, barely able to breathe.
I planted my hands and knees widely and firmly on the bed around her body under me, and I pummelled her into the mattress. She groaned gutturally and stretched so far back, she raised her face upside down facing backward. Her voice strained and her teeth clamped shut. She slapped my face and shoulders and punched me in the chest. I only fucked her harder and deeper and rougher. Her pussy muscles contracted around my cock and pulled on me like so many tiny hands soaked in oil.
I couldn’t last any longer. I erupted inside her. I kept fucking her, my cum gushing from her pussy and spreading over her lap and down between her legs and onto her bed. Her body shivered and went straight. Her fingers twisted in the sheets. Her neck bulged. I kept ejaculating into her even as her body thrusted up under me and she folded herself down over my shoulder. She bellowed into the skin on my back and flopped back down and rolled away from me.
I fell off her. We both huffed and puffed like we’d run a sprint. She finally got up and wavered on her wobbling legs and fell back down on the bed. I pushed her back up to help her try again, and she staggered to the door and went through it to the main room of the house and to the bathroom by the kitchen.
I calmed my breathing and used tissue to wipe up what I could from my groin. I heard a tapping on the wall. I stayed perfectly still and listened harder. I heard a voice. It was Rebekah. She was talking through the wall as though in secret. “Wake me up now,” she had said. “My turn.”
I pushed up from Nina’s bed as uncertain on my wavering knees as she had been, and I pulled on my shorts and peeked out the door. Nina was still in the bathroom. I heard the shower running. I nudged open Rebekah’s door to tell her to stop knocking and that I couldn’t come in.
She was naked and flat on her back on her bed. Her sheets were pushed aside. She was writhing around like someone already half gone. She closed her eyes half way and pushed her tongue out of her wide open mouth, and she groaned at me. She stretched her arms out at me and grabbed at the air between us with her long, elegant fingers grasping. She glowed porcelain-white on her bed, lit up by morning streams of sun.
“Fuck me now!” she moaned deeply and gutturally. She contorted and squirmed like she was being licked already. I looked down between her legs. She was fingering herself deeply with three fingers. Her whole groin area glistened from wetness. “That sounded so fucking good!” she said.
I stepped in to shut her door and tell her I couldn’t do it. “I just finished fucking your roommate! Both your roommates!” I said in a harsh whisper, my eyes flaring at her.
“Me next, me next!” she whined back at me. She spread her legs and moaned with impatience and thrusted her hips up and down all over her bed. I stepped closer to her. She flung herself up to kneeling on her bed and she yanked my shorts down my thighs. She pushed her mouth down over my cock and sucked so hard, her cheeks caved in.
I grew hard in her mouth, even though it was moments since I ejaculated into Nina. Rebekah rolled onto her hands and knees in front of me where I stood at the side of her bed, and she arched her back down and raised her hips up. She looked over her shoulder at me behind her and she rotated her butt at me, enticing me, begging me.
“But you said you would wake me up too,” she groaned.
I hefted my cock in my hand and pushed the head between the lips of her gaping pussy. She didn’t wait for me to fuck her. She shoved her body backward and enveloped my cock in her pussy, deep and hard and complete. I stood with my bent and weak knees pressed into the side of her bed staring over her writhing back and out her window as she bounded forward and back on her hands and knees, stroking my cock with her tight, overly-lubricated pussy.
She fell down onto her elbows and knees, and then her face and knees. She contorted her arched back so far, it was nearly 90 degrees. I stumbled forward and steadied myself by holding onto her rotating hips. She moaned out loud and squealed in high pitches. I slammed her from behind so hard, the sound of slapping flesh filled the house. Her fingers scrunched into the sheets and her knuckles turned white. She chewed on her pillow and groaned like someone in pain. She cried out, muffled into the bed, “Oh fuck!” and her body stiffened and shivered.
It felt like my cock was going to be choked, her pussy clamped so hard around it. I pulled back and crossed the line. I couldn’t stop it if I tried, and I plunged back into her and erupted directly against her hilt.
She inhaled like someone pierced, and she flung her head back. Her body rattled and I felt her pussy contract around me harder yet. She fell forward, her pussy slid off my cock, and she dripped with both of us. She flopped down onto her bed with no bodily structure left to her. “Oh shit that was good,” she said.
I sat on the edge of her bed exhausted. She pushed herself up and draped her small, wasted body around my shoulders behind me, and she kissed my neck.
“Nina was right, we get to be whatever we want to be with you,” she moaned, and she licked my ear.
“How so,” I said, hanging my head deeply between my shoulders, trying to calm my breathing.
“I’m not usually allowed to be so sexually expressive,” she said.
“I doubt that,” I said.
She laughed. “It’s true, though,” she said, and she bit at my neck. “It’s because it can’t mean anything, can it, especially since I just heard you and Nina going at it behind that wall,” she said. “It doesn’t matter this way,” she said. “You’re not going to cling to me.”
I looked over my shoulder at her and she kissed my face. “Your fear is being clung to?” I said.
She flopped back down and crossed her ankle over her pulled up knee lying on her back. “Oh god, you have no idea,” she said. “You have to be so careful around boys, they break so easily,” she said. “For example, I could make you fuck me like that and then just tell you to leave my room now, I have to get to work,” she said. “And you’d probably feel nothing about that — it would be fine, wouldn’t it,” she said.
I shrugged.
“See? No hurt feelings. Go,” she said. “I have work to do.” She snorted and snickered.
I huffed through my filled cheeks and slapped my knees. I pushed myself up with a groan and found my shorts on the floor and pulled them on. I turned around. She tittered and waved me out her door. ‘See?” she said. “You’re the perfect anti-boyfriend.”
I stepped into the main room and heard a sound behind me. It was Eden’s door, and it had just been closed as I looked. I continued to stare at it with my head wavering on my neck and my eyes dimming and dilating. The door creaked open again and I heard tiny footsteps dashing over the floor inside.
I wavered on my knees and staggered a few steps over to the gap in the door and I peered inside. Eden was on her back pretending to be asleep. I stared. She was beautiful, and I could not look away, the way the morning streams of sunlight laid over her body golden and glistening. I caught her peeking with one eye, and grinning, and she rolled away onto her side. I saw her blush in the light streaming through her window.
I went into her room and shut her door. She pulled her body over to the further side of her bed. I climbed in behind her and spooned her against her back. She reached over my hip and pulled me closer and tighter against her. I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and she wrapped both of her hands around my wrist and pulled it around her body tighter.
I nearly fell asleep draped over her like that. She twisted her face around to mine and kissed my closed eye. “Touch me?” she said in a quiet whisper, and she slowly, tentatively lifted her top leg up and back and over my hip behind her, and she curled her ankle around my calf.
I put my hand on her hip. Her breath was already rising. I poked my finger under the waist of her satin drawstring shorts. She couldn’t constrain a tiny high-pitched moan from escaping her throat. I eased my hand inside her shorts and grazed my fingers over the skin of her abdomen. She pawed at the bed in front of her face and stretched her face back. I could see from the side her eyes were lightly closed.
I moved my fingertips down until I could feel the beginning of her light tuft. Her breath was quiet but jagged. I brushed my fingers lightly over top of her hairs. She squealed from behind her pursed-shut lips. Her eyes clenched. I touched — barely — the lips of her pussy, and her hips shivered and her leg, wrapped around mine, went hard.
I stopped moving to let her recover. She breathed intentionally through her circled lips and dropped her mouth open. I moved my middle finger down through her tuft and touched the lips of her pussy. They were soaking. They were puffy. And they were steaming hot. I sank my middle fingertip down between the cleft in her lips and her body strained, her legs shot straight down, and her back pushed hard into my chest behind her.
I wrapped my other arm under her head. She seized on my hand and pushed my finger into her mouth. I pressed my middle finger between her pussy lips and she sucked on my other middle finger hard enough to cave her cheeks in. She moaned with a strained voice from deep inside her.
Her clit was hard, shiny, and smooth. I touched it and her body sprang out over the bed like I electrocuted her. She bit my finger hard but released it and sucked it and kissed it. I sank my finger into her pussy and her hips began to undulate around it. I curled my finger inside her and she rolled onto her back and grunted and pushed her hips up off the bed on her heels and shoulders and she sank her pussy around my finger deeper. I drew my fingertip around her clit and she gripped my forearm and wrist in both her hands and wrung my arm.
I shifted my weight to relieve my sleeping arm, and she dug her nails into the skin of my forearm and gritted her teeth. “Don’t stop!” she whispered sharply.
I circled her clit with my finger lightly. I leaned over her face to see her expression, but she pushed her face up and buried her tongue deeply into my mouth. She pushed her lips all over my lips. She moaned and slobbered all over my face. “So good!” she groaned, and her toes curled. I rubbed my finger lightly over the top of her clit, and her body went stiff under me. “Yes, yes, yes!” she whispered repeatedly with her eyebrows stretching high up over her forehead. Her fingers made frantic circles in my arm mirroring the circles I made on her clit.
She stopped breathing and her back began to arch deeper. Her mouth began to fall wider open. Her eyebrows began to stretch higher over her forehead. Her fingers stopped moving on me. Her chest rose up. Her thighs bulged with tension and her shoulders went hard. Her face pulled wide into a pained grimace. She grunted high and lightly and her body vibrated.
Finally her mouth dropped open in a silent, full scream, her face rolled back, and her chest stretched up. Her fingers tapped with vibrations on my arm. I felt spasms in her pussy muscles. I went around her clit with my fingertip one more time, and she bellowed at the ceiling, she flew up from the bed, and she clamped her jaws hard around my arm. Her body curled up into a ball against me. I felt inside her — she fluttered violently and flowed profusely.
She sank back into her bed and hid her face. “Sorry!” she said into her pillow. I rubbed her back and found her eyes peeking out from under the sheet she pulled over her face. “Time to get up, sleepy-head,” I said, and I chuckled and left her room. “That was your wake-up call.”
Rebekah was making coffee at the machine in the kitchen. She darted a glance over her shoulder when I came out of Eden’s room, shutting the door behind me. “You didn’t have to kill her, you know,” she said. “She’s a fragile flower, our Eden.”
Nina came up beside her and hip-checked her against the counter edge. “You should talk — I was about to get out the defribber on you,” she said, and she snorted.
“Oh my god, girlfriend!” Rebekah said back to her, and she glared at her with her eyes wide. “Like anybody needs to be woken up after you shoved that poor man down between your legs!” she said.
“You don’t mind us talking about you like that, do you?” Nina said to me as she snaked her arm through my arm and made me walk with her to the main room.
“Coffee?” I said.
“Bekah dear,” Nina said over her shoulder. “Bring our boyfriend a coffee, be a love?” she said.
Rebekah snorted, but she brought me a coffee all the same. She squeezed herself sideways on the couch against the arm, squatting with her arms wrapped around her knees. “Who do you like fucking more, me or Nina?” she said with a wide excited grin on her face before sipping her coffee.
“Oh my god, Beks!” Nina said. “You should get your pussy stitched up, I bet he can’t even tell he’s inside you, you’re so flappy, all the boneheads you’ve fucked,” she said. “You don’t mind, really, do you?” she said to me, and she snorted.
“Course he doesn’t mind,” Rebekah said, blowing over the surface of her coffee. “Three young and fresh nursing students like us, he thinks he’s died and gone to heaven,” she said. “So, have you thought about my proposition?” she said, and she kicked my leg where I sat between them on the couch.
That’s when Eden came out. She scurried quietly and with her head down to the kitchen and hunched over the coffee machine. Rebekah and Nina glanced at each other. Rebekah grinned.
“Good sleep there, Eeds?” Rebekah said.
Eden glanced over her shoulder. We all saw her red face.
“Don’t tease her,” Nina said. “She’s developing her very own sexuality,” she said to Rebekah, and then, louder across the room, she shouted, “Aren’t you darling Eden?” She laughed and sipped her coffee and kicked my other leg from where she sat sideways on the couch against the other arm.
Eden came into the room and squeezed herself between me and Nina’s legs. “Cover your ears,” she said to me. I did. “You’re a big fat poo face,” I heard her say. Nina and Rebekah both erupted with laughs and they covered their mouths. I kept a straight face — I pretended to hear nothing.
Satisfied, Eden turned to Nina beside her. In a hushed voice, I could hear her say, “So, when you, like, cum?” she said and she nodded.
“Go on my child,” Nina said, and she patted her arm.
“Serious here a sec,” Eden said.
“Okay,” Nina said, and she pulled her hand back, she nodded once, and she pulled her face straight. She wrapped both hands snuggly around her mug of coffee.
“When you cum,” she started again, and she darted a glance over her shoulder at me. I stared straight ahead. She turned back to Nina. “Does if feel like you’re peeing?” she said.
Rebekah erupted with a laugh that she stanched with her hand over her mouth.
“Bekah!” Nina said, glaring at her. “It feels like a massive letting go, right?” she said to Eden.
“A very massive letting go,” Eden nodded rapidly.
“So it’s like when you have to hold pee and it almost gets painful, right?” Nina said.
“Not painful, but yeah,” Eden said.
“Did you flow out?” Nina said.
Eden glanced behind herself at me. She turned back to Nina. “It felt like I did, but not really when I checked, other than, you know,” she said.
“The usual kind of wetness?” Nina said.
“More than the usual,” Eden said. “But yeah.”
“Eeds,” Rebekah started. She pushed her face in front of mine. “Shut your ears tight!” she said to me harshly. She only reluctantly lifted her face back to Eden. “Are you sure you’ve actually orgasmed before?” she said.
“Like last night?” Eden said. “It happened then, too.”
“But before that?” Rebekah said.
Eden didn’t answer but she bit her lip at Rebekah.
Rebekah covered her mouth with her cupped hand and inhaled sharply, lifting her eyes to Nina. “Eeds had her first orgasms!” she said in a hushed voice.
“First real ones maybe,” Nina said.
“I thought I had orgasms before,” Eden said and she shrugged. “But these were definitely something different,” she said.
“Like about a million or so times better?” Rebekah said.
Eden snorted and bit her lip and nodded at her. “Involuntary, too,” she said. “I couldn’t stop it.”
Rebekah kicked my thigh and gestured at me with her chin. I took my hands down from the sides of my face and turned to her showing nothing on my face. “If you ever hurt my sweet Eeds, I will cause you do disappear without a trace,” she said. “Nurses can do that.”
I frowned at her.
“Go and see if you can clear a path to that stupid caboose out there — you’re moving in with us,” she said.
I looked the other way at Nina. She grinned and shrugged. “Bekah cannot be denied,” she said, and she shrugged.
“Will you stay?” Eden said, and she entwined her fingers in mine and squeezed my hand in the private space between our thighs.
I found gloves and cutters and slashed and burned my way through the thorny thicket to reach wrought iron steps up to the faded and peeling red wood door of the caboose. I wiped the dirt and web-encrusted window with my gloved hand and peered inside. It was too dark. I pulled more weeds and branches away and found a padlock.
I went back in the house. Nina looked up from her laptop on the couch. The others were working, too. “Maybe that’s what that is,” she said, and she pointed to a nail beside the back door. A key hung on it.
I snorted and shook my head and went back out through the bushes and tried the lock with the key. It sprang open instantly. I pulled the creaking door open and stepped inside. It had an imprinted tin ceiling. The walls were stained wood panels. The floor was original oak strips. Everywhere there were brass fittings. I unlatched a window and pushed — it opened. Dust blew up, but fresh air filled the space.
It was obviously a cook’s caboose. It had a large wood-fired iron stove that dominated the kitchen part, a small booth table like an RV, and behind a tiny narrow door I had to duck and turn sideways to enter, was a bedroom. Around the side of that was an even narrower hallway to the back. I worked at it, but got the back door open. It came out onto a wrought iron platform, completely overgrown with weeds as big as trees. I tugged at it and pulled some away. That’s when I noticed it was vines wrapped around a tightly-twisting wrought iron circular staircase. I pulled more weeds off it and climbed up high enough to get a look up top. The roof of the caboose was flat and outfitted with low brass stanchions. It was a deck.
I came back down and squeezed through the corridor to the kitchen and looked around with my arms crossed over my chest. There was a lamp bolted to the wall that stuck out over the table on a set of small, interconnected brass arms set with little thumb screws. 
“No way,” I murmured, and I reached under the tiny black shade and found a push-switch. I flicked it and the bulb flickered and came on. It also flickered and went out. I burned it out — but the caboose had power, obviously. I went to the kitchen and looked under the sink. I stood back up and pushed the faucet. Air gushed out of the tap for a few seconds, then a series of deep gurgling sounds followed. It spat more and the faucet snapped back. Suddenly it disgorged an intermittent stream of black and brown and red liquid. I waited. In a minute, it had become a steady and strong stream of pure, clean, cold and clear water. I laughed.
I went back to the house. Nina, Rebekah and Eden were working, as usual. “Were you guys serious about me staying here?” I said.
Nina looked at Rebekah and they both looked at Eden. They all nodded at me. “I mean, why not, right?” Nina said. “But you can’t stay in the house — there’s no room.”
“The caboose,” I said. “It’s actually . . . “ I paused. “ . . . it’s actually perfect,” I said.
Eden clapped her hands and whooped.
“You pay a quarter of the rent — we all win,” Rebekah said with a shrug.
“I have no problem with that — I can’t stand living in the dorms another day,” I said.
Nina rolled her eyes and snorted. “Who can!?” she said. “All the guys think they have to be alpha apes, and all the girls think they have to be non-stop party girls,” she said. “None of us are like that at all.”
Rebekah slapped hands with her and wiped palms. “What’s it like out there? Did you get inside?” she said.
I grinned at her. “It’s fucking amazing is what it is,” I said.
“Show me!” Nina said, popping up. She pulled her white shorts down over her butt and tugged her crop-cut blue halter down, too, where it had ridden up on her ribs.
I took her out. “Careful around these,” I said, holding the strips of thorny bushes aside. “I have to cut this all back,” I said. I helped her up the iron steps in front of me. “These would need a first step,” I said. “Like a stool, maybe.”
I hadn’t replaced bulbs yet, and I hadn’t deep cleaned it, either. It had nothing in it, yet. “You have to imagine,” I said.
“Yeah,” Nina said with uncertainty. She crossed her arms over her chest.
“It’s going to be nice when I’m done,” I said.
“I’m sure it will,” she said, staring up into the corners of the ceiling where old webs hung and shells of carcases of insects dangled.
She leaned against the counter in the kitchen. I leaned against the old stove facing her. “Listen, do you think it’s weird, how we’re all sort of . . . “ she trailed off. “. . . doing you? At the same time?”
I chuckled. “It’s unusual, I guess,” I said.
“But do you think there’s something wrong with us?” she said.
“Do you?” I said with a shrug.
“It feels fine to me,” she said. “I just worry what others would say. I mean, if they found out what’s going on out here. Like if you, say, did move in here.”
“I’m not living with you,” I said. “I’m the caboose man.”
We both snickered. “Seriously, though,” she said. “You have to admit it’s pretty different. I knew you were doing it with Beks when I came out of the shower, and you know what I thought?”
“What?” I said.
She pulled her feet up and pressed them into the edge of the stove behind me at both my hips.  “I was happy!” she said and she covered her mouth briefly. “I peeked, too.”
“You watched us?” I said. I stepped over the floor of the caboose between us.
She casually pulled my jeans and shorts down to my thighs and cupped both her palms around the underside of my cock, pulling them out one over the other. “I masturbated watching you!” she said, and she gasped and covered her hand over her mouth harder.
“Hadn’t I just been with you moments earlier?” I said. I pulled the leg hole of her shorts aside and pressed my fingers into the front of her panties. She reached between her legs and tugged both her shorts and her panties aside, exposed her pussy to the air and light.
“Uh-huh,” she said. “Something wrong with that?” she said, and she dropped her eyes to my mouth.
I jutted my hips forward. She guided the head of my cock into the cleft of the lips of her pussy. I entered her and she arched deeply, dropped her head back, and she inhaled sharply.
“And you want to know if I think that’s weird, that you fuck me one minute, then get off watching me fuck your friend the next?” I said.
She giggled, but it was interrupted by gasps as I sank deeper into her. “Something like that,” she whispered harshly.
I bumped her body where she sat on the counter edge. I looked down at my cock where I came out of her grasping pussy lips, and I plunged back into her, disappearing deeply in a gush of foaming pussy glisten. I was surprised I was hard all over again. Something was happening to all of us, I guess.
“There’s a lot of different ways people have been together,” I said, watching myself fuck Nina, her watching too, our foreheads pressed together, our faces down. “Different centuries, different places,” I said. “It was never so ordered and defined as it is now. There was never the kind of pressure to conform to a norm the way there is now,” I said.
The sound of suction gurgled from deep in her pussy when I pulled out, and the gush of trapped air flowed when I pushed in. She was so smooth, so slick, so wet, I could barely hold on. “There wasn’t churches and governments, and people didn’t read, there weren’t books, so there were no models to follow. Villages were disconnected. People just made it up as they went along — whatever was necessary, or desired,” I said.
She gasped and her breath caught short. “Fuck, Graham,” she said. “I think you’re making my body stay on the edge all the time,” she said. She pulled me violently against her body and dropped her chin down over my shoulder. Her body shivered and she curled her heels hard into my thighs behind me. I couldn’t cum. I could get hard, but three times in one morning — in a matter of a couple hours — was too much.
She bit her lip, slid down off the counter, and straightened her shorts and panties out. “Okay, well, good talking,” she said. “Carry on,” she added, and she snickered and went out the door and down the wrought iron steps.
I went out the back door of the caboose and started pulling at the vines and thorns all over the circular staircase. It was a thing of exquisite beauty when I uncovered it. I climbed up on top and pulled away the foliage and swept and cleaned the roof. Maybe it was a luggage storage rack, or storage for boxes of railway tools. I surveyed the view from up there. It was surprisingly private.
Rebekah’s head poked up over the edge. “This is cool,” she said, and she climbed the tight circulate staircase and tittered, having fun going around and around.
I sat down and pulled my knees up to my chest and wrapped my arms around my shins. “Pretty nice view, but strangely pretty private too, given all the high-rises around here.
She sat down beside me, also with her knees up, also with her arms around her shins. She gazed around. “Are we weird?” she suddenly said.
I looked at her and snorted. “You’re pretty weird,” I said.
She snorted and rocked on her butt and bumped my shoulder with her shoulder. “I mean how we use you,” she said.
“I kind of get equal value back, I feel,” I said.
“You certainly do,” she said. She covered her eyes to shield them from the sun and she looked over her shoulder at me. “Nina is strikingly beautiful, and Eden is like an angel,” she said. “I love them both with all my heart.”
“You’re pretty easy on the eyes too, you know,” I said.
“I know,” she said, and she stuck her tongue out at me. “Still, it’s kind of odd, what started happening, isn’t it?” she said.
I stretched my legs down and leaned back on my hands stretched out beside me, letting the sun warm my body. “Unusual, sure,” I said.
Rebekah threw her leg over my lap and sat on my groin. She wrapped her hands behind my neck and ducked her face down to kiss my lips.
“You made Eeds pee her pants,” she said, and she started jiggling on me, she was laughing so hard.
“She didn’t have pants on at the time,” I said.
“You’re making us all cum so hard,” she groaned. “Something’s wrong with us.”
“People should be free,” I said. “If everything is out in the open, what’s to fear?”
“What if one of us gets hurt,” she said. She sank her mouth over mine. Her fingers worked in my lap. I felt the cool air on my cock, before she wrapped her hand around it.
“How?” I said.
“That’s just it,” she said in a hoarse whisper. She slid her cool, smooth hand up and down the shaft of my cock. “If you were a boyfriend, someone would definitely get hurt,” she said. She lifted herself on her knee and pulled her shorts aside, and her panties below. She flicked the head of my cock against the lips of her pussy and moaned and grunted. “But you’re not anyone’s boyfriend, are you,” she said, and she closed her pussy lips around the head of my cock, she dropped her head far back, and she released her knees to let her body sink down over mine. I felt her pussy fold around my shaft and our pelvises come together.
“Either that, or boyfriend to all three,” I said.
She snorted and rocked back and forth on my lap, taking my cock in her pussy deep and slowly. She hung onto my neck with her clasped fingers. We both dropped our faces back for the sunlight washing over us.
“I love it when you make our little Eeds climax like that,” she said, losing her breath. She pumped her body on my body faster, harder. “I nearly came hearing her, what you were doing to her,” she whispered in my ear.
I laid on my back and she fell over my body on her hands and knees and she rocked her hips into mine. Her back arched down and her flaming orange hair swept over my face.
“We’re all adults, we can decide what’s allowed for ourselves,” I said. “As long as we all know, right?” I said.
She hung her face into my neck and breathed hard with stops and starts. “Do you like fucking my friend Nina?” she said. She bit my neck and licked me. “I think she likes to be forced a little bit,” she groaned in my ear.
“She does,” I said.
“Is it good?” she said, exhaling sharply against my ear.
“It’s fucking hot,” I said.
She emitted a high-pitched squeal in my neck and I felt her pussy muscles clench around my cock nearly too hard. I felt her flow, too, all around me. Her body shuddered and she sank down on me, until she flopped over onto her back beside me. “I’ve got to get back to work,” she said, still huffing and puffing. “Are you going to be fine out here?”
I snorted and waved my hand at her.
She got up and slipped down the spiral staircase. “I love this!” she said, and I thought she meant the caboose, but I wasn’t sure.
I went into the house. “Need a bed,” I said.
“There’s a storage room,” Nina said. “Through the back of Eden’s closet.” She pointed with an outstretched finger. I pushed my knees into the front of the couch and leaned over her where she sat with her knees up and worked on her laptop, and I kissed her on her lips. She snorted briefly and went back to work.
I passed Rebekah in the kitchen and we both spun around each other with a hand on the other’s waist, and we kissed and parted and went our separate ways. I went into Eden’s room forgetting to knock.
She was on her bed on her stomach reading her laptop and taking notes. “Here to ravish me again?” she said without taking her eyes off her screen.
I said nothing. I only bent over and kissed her mouth that she offered up to me turning her face sideways, but keeping her eyes on her screen.
“Storage room in here?” I said.
She gestured with her head without looking. “Back of closet,” she said.
I found a double door. Inside, there were boxes and a wrapped bed. “Huh,” I said. The boxes had plates and cups and utensils. “Amazing,” I said.
I unwrapped the plastic around the bed and smelled it. It was clean. I dragged it out to the caboose, as well as the kitchenware and everything else I found in the storage room. Only when I emptied it did I notice it had a back door to it that lead outside again, and faced the caboose across the yard. I shook my head and snorted.
I set up the bed. There were sheets, too. I stocked the kitchen. I cleaned and polished all the brass. I cleaned the windows. I vacuumed the whole thing, floor to ceiling, spic and span. When I unplugged the vacuum and struggled with it back up the narrow hallway from the back door, I found Eden standing inside the front door.
She was in shorts, just like Nina and Rebekah were, and a loose, long, white tank top. She twisted her arms behind her back and entwined her fingers together. Her toes crossed over her other toes. She rocked side to side on her hips and ducked her face down. She bit her lip. She made her hair fall over her face.
“Need something?” I said.
She raised her eyes to mine. “Uh-huh,” she said, and she scanned with her eyes up and around the corners of the painted tin ceiling, leaving me to guess. But it wasn’t hard. 




Chapter 3 

I dropped the vacuum cleaner in the back of the caboose and drew my eyes across the gleaming oak-strip floor, stopping where Eden’s toes, her nails painted glossy pearl white, curled down inside her flip-flops. I pulled my eyes slowly up her narrow ankles, up her slender calves, over her toned thighs, and up further, over her tight blue shorts. I paused there and debated shutting my eyes. But I could not resist pulling them up further, up over her long, thin and white tank top that hung in loose waves from the very tips of her chest straight down, and further up still, to her round, bare, and shining shoulders, and across her deep-set collar bones, up her long, slender neck, and finally, along her jawline and over her cheekbones. I let my eyes fall into her long, sandy-blonde hair that parted like a heart around her face. I fought against bringing my eyes directly up to her hers, deep, dark, clear and brown. But I lost.
Where Nina was cagey and mysterious, and Rebekah was playful and fun, Eden . . . Eden was impenetrable. She also had a habit of simply appearing out of nowhere like that, silently and stealthily.
She twisted her foot around on the balls of her toes and pulled her mouth to one side of her face. She chewed on her cheek and tugged on her hands stretched behind her back hard enough to pull her shoulders back and jut her chest further out. She raised her eyes up my body even more slowly than I did hers. They flared with some kind of internal heat, like the mind behind them was a raging furnace.
I had just finished the last of the deep cleaning on my new caboose home tucked away behind the three girl’s rented small blue house. It gleamed. It smelled clean. Polished brass fittings glinted in the eye.
“Need something?” I said.
“Uh-huh,” she replied without hesitation, her mouth hanging partly open, innocence incarnate. And then she rolled her eyes and heaved her shoulders up. “Beks and Nina told me to come out here and surprise you,” she said, and she shrugged and half turned toward the door like she decided it was a bad idea after all.
“Don’t go,” I said.
“It’s embarrassing,” she said softly over her shoulder to the floor between us.
“Rebekah and Nina are embarrassing,” I said. “You’re just quieter than they are.”
She snorted and grinned and looked hard away. “They’re so loud!” she said with a gasp. “Especially in the morning,” she added. “When you ‘wake them up,’” she said, making air-quotes. She rolled her eyes, turned her face, and bit the corner of her mouth. She found me in the extreme corners of her dark eyes.
“Woke you up, too, this morning,” I said.
“I was already awake,” she said, lifting her big, dark eyes directly up to mine. She chewed her cheek.
“Did you like that, though?” I said.
“Uh-huh,” she said with that passive innocence of hers again that she can, apparently, turn on and off at will. She widened her eyes at the floor. “You did other things with Beks and Nina, though,” she said quietly, as though to herself.
I looked around the corners of my caboose’s carved tin ceiling. “Do you you like what I’ve done to the place?” I said, gesturing with my arm around the caboose.
She turned and shut the door behind her, and turned back to me. “Have you had enough time yet?” she said. Her voice quavered. She stepped toward me one step and crossed her arms over the front of her body. Her fingers scrambled in the lower edge of her light and loose hanging top, until she pulled it up and over her head, plunging her hand into her fluffed-up hair to settle it back down. She looked sideways and tossed her top onto the counter. She took another step toward me and twisted the button loose in the waist of her tight blue shorts.
“Time?” I said.
“To recover?” she said. “From my friends? What you did to them.” She stepped another step forward and pushed her hands, fingers-first, down the inside of the waist of her shorts. She wiggled in her hips and stretched them down over her butt, until they fell the rest of the way down her long, toned legs. She stepped out of them where they lay on the newly-shining oak strip floor and she stepped closer toward me in only her bra and panties.
“You mean . . . “ I said, and I pointed down at my lap.
“Uh-huh,” she said, that innocence filling her eyes again, and she took another step toward me. She folded her arms up behind her back, and with her eyes beginning to smoulder on mine, I watched the straps of her white cotton bra slacken. She curled her shoulders forward and shook her body until her bra cups fell from her chest. She caught it in her fingers and dropped it on the counter beside her top without looking.
“Are you sure about this?” I said to her, my eyes running up and down her nearly nude body. She was an apparition, a painting. All that was missing was a clam shell for her to step out of.
“Uh huh,” she said again. She pushed her fingers down inside the hips of her panties and pushed them down over her butt. She squatted in her knees and waist and pushed them down her legs until they fell around her ankles. She stepped out of them where they fell and picked them up in her finger and thumb. She watched herself place them gently on the counter with her other clothes before she came further toward me, one slow step on her toes by another slow step, now completely naked. A shaft of light flashed across her abdomen and glinted in the dark blonde, nearly invisible tuft between her legs.
She was close enough to hang her arms over my shoulders and she twisted her fingers backward together behind my neck. “Rebekah and Nina said for me to tell you to be gentle with me,” she said in a soft, nearly inaudible cooing voice. “They like to look after me,” she said. “They like teaching me,” she whispered. “They think I need it.”
I stepped back from her, but she stepped even closer up against my body. I swallowed hard. She tucked her fingers down inside the front of the waist of my jeans and she twisted the button until they came loose. I looked down and watched her squat enough to tug and yank my jeans down my legs, and I stepped backward and out of them. She did the same thing with my shorts, letting them fall on the floor and bunch around my ankles. I backed up until the backs of my calves touched the foot of my bed. She tugged my t-shirt up over my body and tossed it over her shoulder and smirked. She had made me as naked as she was.
“I just think . . . “ I started. But she covered my mouth with her mouth and invaded me with her tongue. It was as though I was injected with an intoxicant. Her scent was all rain and oxygen. Her skin was as smooth as paper. Her breath was warm and sweet. She moaned.
Her cool, smooth fingers wrapped extraordinarily lightly around my cock. Her other hand cupped me around my balls just as slightly. “You’re so patient with me,” she whispered up close into my ear, and she pushed my naked body with her own naked body backward until I fell over my bed. She followed me down and knelt on the edge between my knees. I pulled myself backward, driving my hands into the sheets, shoving my heels into the mattress. She fell forward onto her hands and knees above my scrambling body so that her long, straight and soft hair fell around my stomach. “Nina and Beks said they trust you with me,” she said.
I raised myself on my elbows and looked down the length of my naked body. I could not see her face through the curtain of her hair where it brushed side to side over my hips and abdomen. But I felt her tongue, and then her lips, and then her whole mouth engulf my cock as lightly as her hand had earlier. I fell onto my back and gasped.
She pushed her flattened tongue against the underside of my cock and she squeezed her finger and thumb hard around the base. She pulled up and flicked her tongue rapidly all over the head. “Do you like that?” she said. “Rebekah told me you do.”
I stretched back and nodded, unable to talk.
“Rebekah showed me how to do it with a cucumber,” she said, and she tittered. She flung herself forward and flopped down beside me. Facing the ceiling, she said, “Rebekah told me you fucked her this morning,” she said. She whispered the word “fucked.”
“Eden . . . “ I started.
“And that you fucked Nina, too,” she said. “And Nina didn’t deny it.” She whispered it that time, too. The way she pronounced the word “fuck,” I could tell she wasn’t used to using it.
“Maybe that’s private?” I said.
“Are you going to be rough with me like you were with Nina?” she said, and she squinted her eyes at me. She parted her legs widely and pulled her knees up. “Are you going to make me scream like you made Rebekah scream?” she said.
“It’s not like that,” I said.
She flung herself over and draped her light, nude body over mine, and kissed me deeply, sloppily. “Nina said she made you force yourself into her,” she said softly. “I bet you liked that, too,” she said. She leaned down and kissed my nipples. “Will you chase me and catch me and hold me down and do it to me the way you did it to Nina?” she said. Her eyes widened and she grinned at me. “I bet you want to pretend to  . . . “ she said low and sultry, and she pushed her lips against my ear. She said a word privately to me, and added, pulling away from my ear. “Do you think about that with me?” she said. She glowed at me and she folded her bottom lip between her rows of white gleaming teeth and raised her eyebrows high over her forehead.
“No I do not want to do that to you,” I said.
“I might let you,” she said. “Unless you want me to pretend I get away from you!” she said, and she snorted.
“We are not going to do that,” I said. I pushed her off me and sat up on the end of my bed.
She threw her arms around my neck from behind and slid down behind me, wrapping her legs around my waist. She ran her tongue up the back of my neck. “Or do you want me to lie back and do nothing and let you do what you want to buy body like I’m not even there?” she said, and she circled the tip of her tongue in my ear. “I can be anything you want me to be,” she whispered in my ear and she chirped and nipped me.
I got up and turned around and pulled my shorts back on. “We’re not going to do anything like that,” I said.
“Because you don’t find me attractive,” she said, and she sat up and pulled her knees up to her chest. She wrapped her arms around them and sank her chin down over them.
“Oh my god, Eden, it’s the opposite,” I said.
“Then how come you totally maul Nina and Rebekah but you don’t want to touch me?” she said.
“We should go inside,” I said. “I think we all need to talk.”
“Maybe I’ll just move out and you three can have your hot little love-nest that way without me,” she said, and she pulled up her panties and shorts and tossed her top over her head.
“Eden,” I called to her. But she waved me off, stuck her feet in her flip-flops, and went back out the door of the caboose.
I dressed and came over to the house. Nina, Rebekah, and Eden were already in the living room, sitting separately and silently. They had obviously stopped talking as soon as they heard me come in.
I sat in one of the chairs. Nina came over from a kitchen stool and sat in the middle of the couch between Rebekah and Eden. All three faced me with sombre faces, Eden in the middle and the most sombre of all.
“Don’t get me wrong,” I said. “This has been a lot of fun. But . . . “
“. . . but we are too weird,” Nina said. “I knew it. I told you,” she said, turning to Rebekah.
“No,” I said. “It’s normal. Well it’s not normal, but . . . “ I started, and I grunted at the ceiling, stuck with words.
“It’s not normal,” Rebekah said. “We know that. We’re nurses, or at least, we’re almost nurses.”
“It’s just, you guys are treating me like some kind of bull stud on a breeding farm, passing me around between you, and even sending Eden out to me, thinking I can just turn it on and off at the flick of a switch,” I said.
“Guys can do that, can’t they?” Rebekah said.
I could tell she wasn’t kidding — she was genuinelu asking. Eden hung her head. “It’s all my fault,” she said.
“It’s nobody’s fault, it’s just — it’s a new kind of situation, probably for all of us, that’s all,” I said. “I’m just not sure it’s safe.”
“What happened?” Nina said, alarmed.
“He doesn’t find me attractive,” Eden said. “Like he does you and Rebekah.”
“I do find you attractive, Eden! My god, you’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever laid eyes on!”
“Ahem?” Rebekah said, and she flared her eyes at me.
I rolled my eyes at her and squinted. “You are all the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, okay?” I said. “But it’s kind of a little bit hard to, you know, keep it up and keep going for like the third time in a day and its barely past noon,” I said.
“It’s almost 3!” Rebekah said.
“We need to back off, he needs a little recovery time,” Nina said. “I told you, Rebekah!”
“I thought guys like you could get it up all day and all night,” Rebekah said, and she grinned.
“Yeah, not quite,” I said. “I mean, physically, barely, yeah maybe, but emotionally . . . “
Rebekah cut me off. “Emotionally? You’re telling me you need emotional recovery time too? I thought that was just a girl thing.”
“Of course they do,” Nina said to her with a frown. She flung her hand out and slapped Rebekah’s shoulder with the back of it. “Of course you do,” she said to me and she nodded.
I shrugged and hung my head. “Just saying, you can’t just show up at my door and bend over and expect me to put it in all ready to go just like that,” I said, and I snapped my fingers.
Eden smirked and hung her head and snorted. But she straightened her face out quickly and brought her eyes back up to mine.
“Sports what, we need to space ourselves out for you?” Rebekah said. “I guess?” she groaned.
“We need to respect his needs,” Nina said, and she nodded at Rebekah. “He’s right, we’ve been treating him like an object.”
“And then maybe?” Eden said, raising her eyebrows at mine.
“Of course!” I said semi-privately to her. “It’s just, I don’t think I’ve ever heard of three girls with such . . . “ I said to them, and I paused. “ . .  . such constant, unquenchable sexual appetites as you three,” I said.
All three of them looked down and snickered, embarrassed. “I don’t think it’s just us, though,” Nina said when she recovered. “It’s just, other girls don’t get to be so free to express themselves with a guy. The way we can with you. Sexually, I mean.”
“Because they aren’t with a guy like you,” Rebekah said. “Nina was right — you’re like the opposite of a boyfriend. We can just be ourselves around you. We don’t have to ‘connect’ with you,” she said, using air quotes.
“I think it’s partly because there’s three of us,” Nina said to Rebekah over Eden’s lap. “So nobody can get possessive with him. It’s like, if any of us lived alone, that couch would be our own couch. But there’s three of us here, so no one owns the couch.”
“So now I’m part of the furniture,” I said.
They all laughed, Eden most of all. She kept making secret eyes at me, looking at me through her hair fallen over her face and through the tops of her eyes.
“But sort of, yeah,” Nina said. “We don’t have to worry so much about hurting a fragile ego,” she said. “It’s not all on just one of us.”
“We all get laid, which is what we need, gonna be honest,” Rebekah said. “Without any of the cost, which none of us want,” Rebekah went on, and she nodded once and firmly. “Not for now anyway, my god, we’re all too freakin’ busy for boyfriend crap!” she said.
“Oh my god, just to get laid once in a while, without all the before and after bullshit, it’s just so good!” Nina said. “Without being trashy or dirty, of course.”
“Without all the drama,” Rebekah said.
“You’re quiet, Eden,” I said.
She buried her face in a pillow and squealed into it.
She peeked sideways at me from over the top of the pillow. “I’m not a virgin, if that’s what you’re thinking,” she said. “Nina and Beks already know,” she said. “I’ve been with two boys, even, but . . . “
“ . . . but they were not exactly Casanovas, right?” Nina said to me.
Rebekah got up to get us the bottle of wine. “That’s putting it mildly,” she said. “Which, since we’re putting everything out there for the man, is not so far off the experience of Nina and me either, or every goddamned girl on the planet, for that matter, gonna be honest.”
“I’m sorry for that,” I said to Eden.
She shrugged, still looking at me sideways. “Not your fault,” she said.
“Still.”
“I’m just a little gun-shy about trying it again,” she said.
Rebekah came back with a bottle gripped around the neck in one hand and three glasses hung from her fingers in her other hand. “In other words, bull stud, you don’t bash yourself into her hips like you do with me, and you don’t force yourself on her like you do with Nina,” she said, and she laughed at herself.
Eden pushed her foot into Rebekah’s leg. “You’re so loud, too, my god, Bekah!” she said.
“If memory serves, oh youthful Eden, someone was screaming the roof off the place just this morning,” Rebekah said.
“So what do we need to do to keep from wearing you out?” Nina said to me with a grin.
At first we thought of a schedule. “Too clinical, too prescribed,” Rebekah said.
Then we thought of a game. “Too competitive,” said Nina.
It was Eden who came up with the idea that we all liked. “Why not, we get 100 chips each, which is easy, we can buy them from the dollar store. We each get a different color. During the day, we can put chips in a bag depending on how . . . “ she paused.
“How horny we are that day?” Rebekah said.
“Yeah,” Eden said in a small, shy voice, looking up at me with her deep dark and private eyes again. She grinned, too.
“And then say after dinner, we pour the bag out and see who put the most chips in,” Eden said.
“Oh that’s good!” Nina said. “That way you don’t wear him out too much, you’re limited!”
We settled on a hybrid of the plan: When we pour out the bag, everyone gets a chance to bid more, if they felt like they really needed to, but they also could talk about who should.
“We can come to a consensus on it,” Nina said.
“And then the others get their chips back?” Rebekah said.
“Sounds alright,” I said. “Good enough to try, anyways.”
“So tonight,” Nina said, “I think we should all leave Graham alone. Everyone promise to keep their hands off him,” she said. “Let him have one night of peace and quiet, poor guy,” she said and she smirked.
“You especially, Eden,” Rebekah said.
“Me!?” she cried out back at Rebekah. She laughed and pushed her shoulder — and glanced at me through her hair.
“You especially. I see the way you’re looking at my boyfriend all the time,” Rebekah said, and she snorted and pushed Eden back in the shoulder and they both laughed.
We almost always had dinner together, more as a way to check in and keep the peace than anything, and we decided that, after dinner was when we would do the draw and the bidding. The winner could maybe just cuddle with me, or just hang out alone with me in their room, or even go out on a real date with me. And they would get to have me for a real boyfriend experience for 24 hours until the next dinner. We decided to give it a try, and the next day at dinner we’d start.
I was glad to get back to my caboose and be alone for a change. We also decided that hearing the sounds wasn’t fair — it had too much of an affect on the others. “All sexual activities are to be confined to the caboose,” Rebekah had declared. I closed my eyes and drifted off to peaceful sleep. It sounded good to me.
Except, in the middle of the night, I heard my door creak open. I could see someone sneaking in from where I laid on my bed. Whoever it was, she was trying to be as quiet as possible. I pretended to be sleeping, lying on my back. I didn’t want to startle whoever it was.
I peeked down through one narrow eye and watched her lift her cami top off, and then peel down her matching shorts. Moonlight from outside lit the caboose up enough for me to see the outline of her naked body on her tip-toes stepping quietly toward me. It was too dark to make out which one it was.
She stood at the foot of my bed as though pondering things. I kept my eyes firmly shut, pretending to sleep. Whoever it was, she was clearly not intending to wake me up. I was ready to welcome her, to cuddle her, to talk to her if she needed to. Instead, she carefully lifted the bottom of the sheet. I clenched my eyes and scanned the back of my eyelids unsure what to do or if I should say something.
I felt the bed sag down. My legs were already straight out and wide apart — I tended to sleep like Galileo’s Vitruvian man. My sheets were tugged and I peaked down. She had pulled them up and over her head. I lifted my head from my pillow and looked further down. She had crawled entirely beneath my sheet, and between my legs. I still had no idea who it was.
I laid my head gently back down on my pillow and dropped my mouth open and stared at the ceiling, shocked. I didn’t feel her hand or any other part of her — just her tongue, at first lightly, and then with increasing pressure.  She lifted my growing cock into her mouth with her tongue cradling around the underside of the head. And then she pushed her lips slowly, lightly, and gently down over the head of my cock, enveloping me.
I maintained my steady, deep breathing to not alert her to the fact I was awake the whole time. It was clear she hoped not to wake me up — she remained moving on me slow and softly. She never once touched my cock with her hands. She held it in her mouth and breathed through her nose. She carefully moved her tongue around it, and it grew harder and bigger within her mouth.
It grew difficult for me to keep my breath regular. I had to clamp my eyes harder shut to focus. The amount of concentration required of me to not yank the sheet aside and pull up her face was immense. She closed her lips around my shaft and pushed her mouth down the rest of the length of my cock, and took me completely inside her very hot and very wet mouth. When she came slowly and lightly back up my shaft, my cock strained and stiffened even harder.
She propped the sheets up over her head to keep from shifting them over my body and waking me. She fell into a mesmerizing, perfectly-paced rhythm, altering neither her pressure nor her angle nor her frequency. I began to fall half back into sleep again, her movement on me was so entrancing and all-embracing. My mind left my body. Her mouth became a kind of world — a soft, wet, and warm world — that I floated through. She rocked forward and back on her knees and sank her mouth down and up on me gracefully and perfectly regularly, lulling me into a state I can only describe as tantric.
Having to focus on not moving, not changing my breath, and not reacting to her in any way, gave me an out-of-body experience. Each pull of her gentle mouth up my shaft made me feel like I was going to ejaculate — and powerfully, too. Each cresting of her lips around my head left me wavering on the precipice. And each reverse plunge back down the length of my cock made me scrunch my eyes and grimace hard across my face. She was edging me. She had no idea how close she was keeping me from going over with every super-light, super-slow stroke using only her mouth.
She had to have felt it in my body, the edge she was bringing me up to, the tension in every one of my muscles, the quavering in my legs, and the catching in my breath, because she slowed down even further. She also lightened her pressure on me inside her mouth. Pulling up from the base to the ridge of the head of my cook took her lips, it felt like, a whole minute, and going back down felt even longer. My eyes dimmed against my eyelids and my mouth hung wider open. I couldn’t stop the deep, roiling spasms that shot through my body. She had to have felt them under her. Still she kept me wavering over the edge on an ever-increasingly higher cliff. She was merciless.
I couldn’t stop myself from gripping my sheets in my fists. My toes curled down. My neck strained so hard, my whole head vibrated. When she pulled so slowly up again, my body followed her until I levitated on only my heels and the back of my head. When she held me in her mouth a moment and reversed on me, my stomach muscles bulged and my head came up off the pillow. I screamed with a kind of agony, silently at the carved tin ceiling. The girl was killing me.
She knew it, too. Feeling every muscle in my body clenched to rock-hard tightness, she pulled her lips up my cock to the head and stopped. I hovered on the precipice of reality and shook like someone planking too long. I stopped breathing and my arms bulged. My head rolled back and my neck went stiff. She held me like that for what felt like a minute, not moving her mouth, not moving a muscle. I almost died in her mouth.
And then she plunged her face down my shaft, and I exploded in her mouth with the ferocity of a volcano. She pulled back up and it felt like my entire insides were sucked as through a straw up through my cock and into her mouth. She plunged back down on my shaft and I drained my balls in her throat. She swallowed and swallowed and pulled on me and pushed back down and turned my body into a wrecked mass of torn muscles and jellified bones. She cried in loud moans muffled and gurgled by my cock and cum.
And then, just like that, she licked me up all around the head of my cock, she kissed it lightly, and she slipped her body back out from under the sheet. I chanced to lift my head, shaking and drained, from the pillow, and watched her pull her shorts on and throw her cami top back over her head. She went out the door of my caboose not turning around and not saying anything. I leaned sideways enough to catch the sight of her flying across the lawn high on her toes and back in through the secret passage on the back of the house, through the storage room and through the back of the bedroom closet.
Eden’s bedroom closet. It was Eden all along.
I sank back on my bed and, my body feeling like it had been tumbled through the washer and dryer, I fell deeply back asleep. I didn’t wake up once again all night.
The next day I worked on my latest history paper and fudged around with bushes around the caboose. Everyone was quiet and busy in the house doing their nursing course work.
Eden didn’t tell Rebekah or Nina about what she did the previous night and I chose to let her keep her secret, too. Conversation over dinner together later in the day was stilted. We were all nervous about what we agreed would come after dinner. When we pushed our plates away, Rebekah jumped up from the table and grabbed the bag from the counter. “I can’t wait anymore!” she said, and she poured the bag out onto the middle of the table. The chips rolled and fell. “Graham has had his 24 hours!” she said.
Eden shot me a glance through hair fallen over her face.
We counted the chips out. Rebekah had put in three blue chips, Nina had put in two blue chips, and Eden had put in one yellow chip.
“What?” Eden said when Rebekah and Nina both looked at her shocked. “By the end of the month I’ll be getting him every night all to myself,” she said, and she snickered. “After you guys waste all your chips.”
“I’m going to put two more in,” Nina said, looking tentatively over at Rebekah. “I found him, right?”
“Fair point,” Rebekah said. She scooped up her chips and put them in her pocket. “You get first night.”
Eden stared at Nina’s four blue chips a long few beats before she closed her hand over her one chip and put it away, too. “Fair,” she said. “I can wait.” She glanced at me. The corners of her mouth pulled up in a brief grin before she covered her mouth with her hand and turned away with a blush filling her face.
“What I want,” Nina said, “is actually for Graham to go to his caboose and relax, or get some work done,” she said. Then she came up to me, cupped her hand over my ear, and whispered, “And after I go to bed around 10,” she said, “sneak into my room like a robber, and hold me down and do it to me,” she said.
“What are you telling him?!” Rebekah shouted and she laughed.
“We all have our fantasies!” Nina said. “I don’t shame you for yours.”
“If it’s what I think it is, you have to be sure you know what you’re asking for,” Rebekah said.
“What is she asking for?” Eden said, full of that innocence and wonder again. She turned it on and off at will.
“Never you mind, Eeds,” Rebekah said. “And you,” she said to me, and she poked her finger into my chest, “you better make sure you get the right door, or there’s going to be trouble,” she said. I snorted. “Seriously,” she said and she nodded firmly at me.
I went out to the caboose and crashed on my bed and read a book. Then I remembered our rule: all sex must be in the caboose. I went back to the house.
“So I’ll come out there,” Nina said. “When it’s bed time.” She crept up to me closely and scrunched her hands into my sides. “And you just go out of your caboose for a bit and then pretend you’re sneaking back in,” she said privately.
“Are you sure about this?” I said just as privately.
She wrapped her hand around my wrist and pushed it down the front of her shorts. She pulled her panties out from her abdomen and pushed my hand down inside. She slid her fingers down over my middle finger, and pressed the tip of it into the flesh of her pussy lips. She was wet and warm. “Okay?” she said.
“Okay,” I said, and I nodded.
At the appointed time, I went out of the caboose and went for a stroll. I needed a couple things from the nearby 24-7 anyway. I took my time and walked the longer way home. It was 10:15 when I came back to the house and went around it into the backyard. The lights in the caboose were off, as were all the lights in the house.
I had left the lights on in the caboose when I left. That told me she was in there, and that she was in bed, too. I paused in the middle of the yard and scratched my cheek. I knew about the back door to the caboose but I didn’t know if she did. I thought that might surprise her even more than what she expected, if I snuck in that way and made it more real for her.
I’d put scarves I had found in the drawer of my bedside table. I’d never done anything like it before, and I was fairly sure she had’t either. It was a growth opportunity for all of us.
I crept into the back door and down the narrow hallway that wrapped around the outside of the bedroom on the back of the caboose. I stopped to take all my clothes off. I leaned around the doorway and peeked with one eye. She startled and laughed and covered her mouth with her hands, trying to stop. She wasn’t asleep, of course.
“Halt! Who goes there!?” she cried out loud in fake alarm. She tugged the sheet up around her eyes and squealed.
I leapt into the room and jumped up on the bed. She laughed and squirmed under me and kicked and punched at me from under the sheet. I tore the sheet away and she scrambled her hands around her body, desperate to cover herself. She was completely naked. She squealed and laughed. It wasn’t exactly the attack she wanted it to be, but I wasn’t exactly ready to go all the way there, either. I pinned her wrists to the bed beside her head and I sat heavily down on her thighs. She squirmed and grunted under me.
“What are you going to do to me!?” she cried out loud in a fake whimpering voice.
I grinned and snorted. And then I leaned over, I pulled open the drawer of the bedside table, and I pulled out the scarves. She popped her eyes wide open and dropped her chin down to her chest. “Gra-AM!” she said.
I kept her pinned under me as I tied her wrists up over her head to the pipes of the headboard above her. She glared at the scarves around her wrists and tried to pull free. “I can’t,” she said.
“That’s the idea,” I said.
She looked uncertain.
I slid down her legs and tied one ankle. I came off her shins and pulled her leg wide out to the bottom corner of the bed.
She squealed.
I tied it to the foot of the bed. I pulled her other leg straight out and tied it by the ankle too, to the other foot of the bed.
“Oh my god, Graham!” she said in a hushed, alarmed voice. “Tell me you haven’t done this before!” She tugged with her arms and legs. She couldn’t get free. I wrapped the last scarf around her eyes. “Oh my god!” she exhaled under her breath harshly. She raised her head to help me get the scarf around her.
“Can you see?” I said.
“No!” she said as though she expected that she should have.
I knelt back onto my calves and brushed the back of my fingernails down over her jaw and neck, and down between her breasts to her ribs. Her body writhed under my touch. I twisted her nipple and her body contorted.
“Oh fuck,” she groaned. “I can’t see anything!”
I teased her body everywhere but between her legs. I took my time. I found different things to touch her with, different fabrics and different textures, including my lips and tongue. Her breath heaved and her body twisted and leapt. I tickled her on the edge of laughing. I skirted my fingernails around her abdomen and the tops of her thighs. Her hips quaked and her neck strained.
I untied her ankles only to roll her body over onto her stomach, and I tied her back up again. I slipped a pillow under her hips, directly under her groin. I teased her scalp, her neck, and her back. I kissed the backs of her ankles and calves and thighs. I squeezed her butt cheeks. She pushed her hips down into the pillow under her groin and rotated her body hard down against it. Her spine twisted and her hips curled in and out. I knew she was masturbating on the pillow, broadly all over it. She was simpering and moaning. “It’s different,” she groaned gutturally into the pillow under her face.
I eased the scarves off around her ankles, but only to pull her hips up. They rotated and undulated and pushed and pulled. Her whole body writhed. She whimpered. Her breath was deep and hard and full of edge. She struggled to push her groin back down into the pillow to rub herself on it, but I denied her that. I crawled up on my belly and elbows, and without warning, I sank my face between her lifted thighs.
She bellowed at the wall. Her hips quaked and she pulled hard against her restraints. I licked her all around her pussy and perineum and ass and she shook violently. When I dragged the tip of my tongue up through the cleft of her engorged and steaming pussy lips, her body vibrated electrically. I dragged my tongue down through her full lips and every muscle in her body strained hard and shook.
I did to her what Eden did to me. I kept her coming up to the edge, but I didn’t let her go over. I took my time. I gauged her reactions. I repeated the exact same touch of my tongue around her pussy. She grimaced and grunted. I could feel spasms rippling through her body. She shot her ass in the air up and all over, tying to capture whatever she could with her sopping, dripping pussy. I ran my tongue around the outside of her clit and she popped.
I felt the release of tension throughout her body. She exploded everywhere at once. She heaved so hard and violently I worried that I broke her.
And then, only when she sagged down into my bed with her face and chest, with her ass still up in the air, I got behind her, I took her hips in my hands, and I put the head of my cock against the lips of her pussy from behind.
“Oh shit!” she groaned, wasted.
I untied her ankles and rolled her onto her back. I left her wrists tied to the headboard. She was listless. I pulled her ankles up over my shoulders so that her feet hung dangling by my ears, and I hugged the backs of her thighs to my chest. She exhaled and thrashed her head side to side. I pushed my hips forward and my cock slid into her pussy. She arched in her back and lifted her head so far, she faced backward. She uttered demon-like guttural groans.
I slid slowly but insistently into her all the way to the hilt. On the first and only stroke of my cock deep into her pussy, her muscles inside spasmed and squeezed me and her pussy milked me. She punched the bed and thrashed under me and rolled her head side to side with her hair flying around her face. She strained in her stomach and neck and grimaced at the ceiling.
I tried to hold back. I stayed perfectly still inside her. But the feeling of her clamping and churning around me, the sight of her, writhing and contorting under me, climaxing so epically like that, it was more than I could bear. I erupted powerfully into her and she splayed herself open to me and took it. Her pussy fluttered around my cock and she exhaled with a groan loud enough to wake the house.
I flopped over beside her on my back and struggled to catch my breath. I untied her wrists and we both flopped into each other, kissed and laughed, and fell asleep.
But only briefly. She got up a half-hour later, kissed my nose, got dressed, and went out my caboose and back to the house. “It’s better for sleeping,” she said, and she smiled and waved.
The next night, after dinner, we got the bag out. Nina didn’t put in any chips this time. “What? I’m still in the after-glow of last night!” she said, and she ducked her face down and squealed with shyness.
Eden had only put one chip in, just like the first time. She turned away. “I’m afraid,” she said in a tiny voice. She pouted at me, but secretly, out of sight of the others, and she grinned.
We all looked at Rebekah. She grinned, too, and shrugged. She had put ten chips in. “So?” she said, and she shrugged. “Girls can feel super horny too, you know,” she said.




Chapter 4 

“Let’s all go out to the caboose!” Rebekah said. “See what Graham’s been up to out there.”
She had just won the bidding for me for the night. She had the most chips in the bag, meaning I was her exclusive boyfriend for the next 24 hours.
Eden kept glancing at me secretly through strands of her hair fallen over her face, giving me little pursed-lip grins and side-eye leers. Nina chuckled to herself — she caught Eden doing it.
I invited them to go up the wrought iron stairs ahead of me. I’d just spray-painted them the previous day and they looked good. I came up behind Nina and stood at the front end of the converted caboose still well-hidden in the shrubs and trees behind the house with my arms proudly folded over my chest.
“It’s already way nicer than the house,” Eden said as she gazed around the space inside.
“We better not let the landlord see it, or he’s going to raise our rent,” Nina said. The woodwork gleamed and the brass fittings glinted. It was tres chic steampunk all over.
“I love it in here,” Rebekah said. She gazed around the arched and wood-panelled ceiling and leaned her back into my chest. She craned her neck further back and I dropped my chin down to kiss her mouth upside down. “It’s very romantic,” she said, and she snorted slightly with a crooked grin and glanced briefly at Nina and then Eden. 
I put a bottle of chilled wine on the small table and set out four glasses. Eden and Nina sat in chairs and Rebekah pulled her legs up under her sideways sitting on the couch. I showed them the tiny point lights I put in behind the valances high up in the walls and turned out the main lights. I put some chill world music on to show them how rich it sounded in there, being inside a box made of old, seasoned maple laid on the floor, up the walls, and over the ceiling. I sat down beside Rebekah and dropped my arm around her shoulders.
She squealed and threw her body back at me and wrapped her arms around my neck. She pressed her forehead against my temple and pressed her body forward over her folded leg to kiss my cheek. I think she loved the idea of the temporary boyfriend, the anti-boyfriend, most of all among the three of them.
“I didn’t know what you were when Nina first brought you home,” she said. She rolled her forehead over the side of my face and stuck her tongue out at Nina facing us in one of the deep, soft chairs. “How did you know he was going to be such a keeper?” she said to her. “He was so quiet!” She licked my cheek and laughed.
Nina stretched her legs straight out and crossed her ankles, slumping deeper and more comfortably in her chair. She pulled her sky-blue hoody up and pushed her hands down inside her hoody pockets, stretching it down over her body. “Didn’t really know,” she said, letting her eyes freely roam over my body opposite her on the couch. “We hardly said anything to each other in the library that night.”
Rebekah continued hanging her hands heavily from my neck and she moaned and nuzzled against my shoulder like a cat. “Did you know Nina would turn out to be such a bondage freak?” she said.
Nina gasped and dropped her chin down to her chest. “I am not!” she said, but she chuckled, too. “It’s Graham that does that to me.”
“You do like being pushed a little bit, though, don’t you,” Eden said softly with a tightly grinning mouth, looking sideways at Nina over the small table between them. “By Graham.” She was also in a hoody with the hood up, just like Nina, but a white one. She wore dark blue shorts where Nina wore white shorts. They looked like they planned to match each other.
“So what,” Nina said, and she tugged the top of her hood further down over her face and she smirked. “It’s not that bad,” she said. “It’s consensual, whatever!” she said to Eden, and she stuck her tongue out at her.  “Anyway, “ she said to Rebekah, “did Graham know you have such a blatant exhibitionist streak in you?”
Rebekah snorted and shot her gaze up into my eyes beside her. She was in red shorts and a green hoody that contrasted sharply with her orange hair. “It’s only if I’m feeling safe,” she said in a small, guilty voice, and she bit her lip. “All of it is Graham’s fault, I think we can agree on that.” She snorted and licked my jaw and tittered.
Eden shifted in her chair. “So are you feeling safe now?” she said.
“Why, do you have a voyeur kink?” Rebekah said to Eden, and she stuck her tongue out before swinging her face around in front of my face and pushing her tongue between my lips and deeply into my mouth. She groaned and chuckled and darted her gaze from one of my eyes to the other and back. “You’re being awfully quiet,” she said with a smirk. She turned back to Eden with the side of her face pressed to the front of mine. “So are you? A voyeur?” she said.
Eden covered her face with both of her hands and squealed into her palms. “I don’t know!” she cried in a high, whining voice. “Maybe?” she said, and she shrugged and pulled a grimace. “It’s fun to watch, I guess?” she said, unsure. “Hearing you guys go at it behind the wall with him is, um, kind of interesting?” she said, and she squealed into her hands again.
“Make out with him in front of Eden,” Nina said to Rebekah. “I want to see what it does to Eeds.”
“Stop it!” Eden shrieked, and she laughed excessively loudly.
“You know you want to,” Nina said to Rebekah. “What could be safer than your two besties, all snuggled together out here in this private and gorgeous caboose?” she said.
Rebekah turned to me and kissed my cheek and pulled on my neck. “What’s your kink, then, Mr. Graham-being-so-quiet?” she said.
“I’m living it,” I said, and I snorted. “I’m living in a true-to-life, bona fide harem, aren’t I?” I said.
“He does come off pretty good in all of this, it’s true,” Nina said. “Look at you now,” she lifted her chin at me. “I found you like a lost puppy all alone in that abandoned room under the stairs in the main library, shivering and cold, on a Saturday party night, no less,” she said, and she laughed.
“Yeah, right,” I said. “Trying to mind my own business and get some peace and quiet, more like,” I said.
“That didn’t work out too well, did it,” Nina said, and she chuckled.
Rebekah came up to her knees on the couch cushion and she pushed her face around the back of my neck, kissing my skin there, before dropping her head around the front of my neck and kissing my clavicle and chest.
“Trying to get some peace and quiet now?” Nina said and she tittered, watching. Rebekah tittered too, as she pulled my t-shirt up over my body and spread her hand flat over my stomach.
“Look what you made her do now,” Eden said to Nina.
“Oh my god, Eeds!” Nina said back to her. “Are you touching yourself?”
Eden tilted her head and bit her lip. Her hair fell over her face. “You already know I’m a voyeur,” she said in a quiet voice. “Why do you persecute me so?”
We all laughed at the Jane Austen-voice she put on. Her hand was pushed down the inside of her blue shorts up to her wrist. We could all see the front of her shorts undulate and stretch from her hand moving on herself inside.
“You’re different now,” I said to Eden.
She turned her face sharply sideways and away from all of us. “How do you know that?” she said.
“I can see it, too, we all can,” Nina said to her. “Watch,” she said. “Eeds, take your shorts off.”
Eden immediately stood up and unbuttoned her shorts. She drew the fly down and wriggled her hips and tugged and pushed at her shorts to work them down over her butt. “Why should I?” she said, even as she pulled them over her feet.
“It’s only fair,” Nina said, “if Rebekah’s going to let you watch her with Graham.”
“Stop it,” Rebekah said to Nina. But she pushed my t-shirt up over my head and kissed her way down my chest, over my ribs, and down my stomach.
“You seem to like ordering people around almost as much as you like being forced around yourself,” I said to Nina.
She bit her lip and snorted and looked half away. “Stop it!” she cried in a grinning murmur. She curled her shoulders up and tugged her hood further over her face. “They do seem to go together, though, don’t they,” she said.
“Who said I was going to let either of you stay to watch?” Rebekah said. She pushed the button open in the waist of my jeans and spread the sides open over my lap. She stared at Nina as she pushed her hand down under my shorts and wrapped her cool, long fingers around my cock. “This is supposed to be my private time with our boyfriend,” she said, staring sharply into Eden’s eyes. She leaned over further down my body and kissed my stomach and waist and poked me all over down there with the stiffened tip of her tongue. She checked to make sure Eden was still staring.
She hung her head down between her high-rising shoulders and let her orange hair fall around my lap. I felt her lips push against the tip of the head of my cock where it poked up, and then I felt them part, loosen, and fold down around the ridge, before she plunged down over me, slowly and smoothly, and fully into her mouth.
She pulled back up just as slowly, sucking hard. With strings of saliva stretching from her lips to my cock, she raised her face to Eden. “Did you like that?” she said to her.
Eden pursed her lips and narrowed her eyes. The front of her panties continued to move from her hand pushing around on herself under them. She had sat back down with her shorts off. She was wearing pretty blue hipster lace panties. None of us noticed them before.
“Are those new?” Nina said to her.
“Graham makes me want to surprise him,” she said, and she shrugged and ducked her face down and away with embarrassment. “I like wearing nice things for him, so what?” she said.
“He makes us all want to do things for him,” Nina said. “I let him tie me down to the bed last night,” she said, and she turned her gaze defiantly toward me. “You surprised me,” she said to me. “Things you did to me.”
“Oh my god,” Eden said. She drew her glassy eyes from Nina back to Rebekah. Rebekah had plunged her mouth back down over the length of my cock and she moaned with me deep in her mouth. “Of course I like it,” Eden said, finally answering Rebekah, and she rocked back on her hips and pulled her pretty blue panties down and off her legs. She continued sitting in the deep comfortable white chair, dressed in a t-shirt and hoody on her upper body, but completely naked from her waist down. She pulled her knees up and hooked her heels on the edge of her chair and she slipped the tip of her middle finger down through the cleft of her pussy lips and back up. They glinted in the dim, golden light, they were so wet.
Nina laughed and leapt up and unbuttoned her shorts, too, and pushed them down with her panties at the same time, and she stepped out of them. She sank back into her own soft white chair and, like Eden, she hooked her heels on the edge of the cushion and dropped her knees wide open. She was also in her top and hoody, but naked from the waist down.
“Look at Rebekah,” Nina said, her voice full of breath. “She so loves doing it in front of us,” she said. “Slut-bekah,” she said and she tittered.
Rebekah pulled up and off my cock and lashed her tongue at the head and the side of it up and down the length, looking over at Nina the whole time. “I’m losing my mind doing it in front of you guys,” she said, “it’s fucking true,” she said and she grinned. She moaned loudly and plunged her mouth back down the full length of my shaft. She tugged and tore at her shorts and grunted and groaned on my cock. I helped her push her red shorts and panties off.
The girls all matched, now, each of them in hoodies blue, white, and green, and naked from the waist down. Rebekah pushed my jeans and shorts off me so that I was the only one of the four of us completely naked.
Rebekah settled herself sideways to me on the couch on her elbows and knees, her body hanging over my lap, her head draping down over my groin, and her mouth slowly, loosely, pumping up and down the length of my saliva-glistening cock. Her tongue whipped around my shaft inside her mouth with each plunge she took on me. In front of me where I slouched deeply into the white couch, were Eden and Nina, both naked from the waist down, their knees up and their bodies slouched, too, rubbing their leaking pussies watching Rebekah suck on my cock. The music droned hypnotically, and the lighting, dim and yellowed, filled the space. The musk of three girls in heat — three exposed pussies wet and swollen — swirled in my head.
Nina exhaled sharply with an audible groan. “Did you ever think we’d end up like this, that first time?” she struggled to say to me. “When you came out of Nina’s room in the morning?”
“Like this?” I said, struggling myself to control my breathing. Rebekah was moving so slowly and so deeply on me, up and down my cock — and so methodically, too — that I was having trouble keeping my mind straight. “You mean the four of us all mixed up like this, half naked?”
“I love being part of Graham’s harem,” Eden said with a titter and a grin. She too was struggling with her jagged and catching breath.
Rebekah lifted her face from my groin. Pre-cum and saliva hung from her lips. “Is that with this is?” she said, and she twisted her face up to mine above her. “Is this a harem?” she said. “Graham’s harem?”
“What does that say about us?” Nina said. She jutted her jaw out and clamped her teeth shut. Her shoulders rose and her chest filled. Her breath was short and sharp.
“I think naming it anything is what makes it seem strange,” I said. Rebekah fell back down over my cock. I tucked my hand under her hair and caressed the back of her neck. She moaned her approval in a high pitch, muffled by my cock deep pumping in her mouth like a slow piston.
“When we name a thing,” I said, drawing strands of her hair away from her face and mouth for her, “it draws a line around it, doesn’t it, it says what it’s not,” I said. “And a harem is not one of the normal things of  college life.”
“It feels okay though,” Eden said. Her voice was high-pitched and short of breath. Her eyelids fluttered, struggling to stay open.
“If we don’t name it, it feels okay,” I said.
Rebekah twisted around in my lap and pushed her hands behind her back and into my chest. Facing Eden and Nina, she pulled her heels up onto the edge of the couch and she slid her ass down against my stomach and abdomen. She gasped with half-lidded eyes as she squirmed with her hips and lowered her pussy down over the head of my cock facing away from me, facing Nina and Eden. When she got me all the way inside her, she reached up and behind her head and played with her fingers in the hair on the back of my head behind her. I reached around her body from behind and massaged her breasts through her hoody. Both Nina and Eden stared with gaping mouths at Rebekah’s spread-wide legs facing them, and my cock, slick and wet from her saliva, sliding up through her puffy pussy lips.
“It can’t be a harem,” Nina said in a groaning voice, her own glassy eyes staring at Rebekah’s pussy pulsating around my cock, sliding down over it, making it disappear insider her. “Because Graham is hardly a harem master,” she said. She struggled to annunciate her words. “You’re a bit of a nerd, aren’t you,” she said to me, her voice faltering. “You’re an introvert,” she said. “Look where I found you that first time. What kind of harem master is that?”
“We always have to go to him, too,” Eden said. She glanced at me and warned me off saying anything with he eyes half lidded. They were just as glassy as Nina’s eyes. “What kind of harem master doesn’t even go around grabbing the woman he wants?” she said.
“It’s not true . . . ” I said, reaching around the front of Rebekah’s hips. I played my fingers lightly over the soft, delicate skin where her groin and thighs met, and in the tuft above her pussy, tickling her. She writhed and emitted high-pitched moans. “ . . . that harems have to always be headed up by the male. Sometimes the females run it,” I said.
“Is that what this is?” Nina said. “A female-run harem?”
“It was like you were bringing me into something, not me bringing you into something,” I said to her. “Wasn’t it.”
Rebekah arched deeply in my lap and pushed her chest up and out. Her body contorted over my body. Her cream oozed over my cock. Eden rubbed herself slowly, lightly, and broadly over her whole area. Nina bit her lip and groaned.
“Lots of times, the harem was already formed,” I said, “before the male was brought into it.”
“We weren’t anything like this before you came along,” Nina said.
Eden chuckled with a nervous, high pitch. “As if,” she said. “But we are now,” she said more quietly.
“Or if the guy was older and the women were younger,” I said. “Maybe he’d die off and a son or something would inherit the harem,” I said. “The women might be able to choose who inherited it, either explicitly or secretly.”
“We weren’t a harem before you, though,” Nina said. “You turned us into one. We were just three innocent college girls sharing a house.” She bit her lip and pressed her knees down, widening her legs more. “You made me like this,” she said to me with a grin. Her eyes lightly closed. She slid two fingers in and out of her pussy. They glistened, they became so wet from her.
Rebekah curled her ankles around my shins and jutted her back in and her stomach up. She leaned her head back over my shoulder behind her and groaned into my ear. “I like that,” she moaned. “A harem where the girls run it and decide who and when and where,” she said. Her body shivered and she sucked a sharp inhalation through her clenched teeth.
“She’s going to cum,” Nina groaned. Her own head rolled back and her shoulders pushed up.
“You guys keep making me cum!” Eden said, and she inhaled sharply and held her breath. She began to push her whole hand over her entire groin, sloppily, noisily.
Rebekah writhed over my body and stretched and twisted herself. She arched deeply in her back and bit my ear. “I’m going to cum, we all are!” she whispered, and she grunted against my neck. I felt her pussy muscles contract around my cock and pull on me like tiny hands. I wrapped my hands around the front of her knees and folded her body in half in my lap. I rocked her back into my chest and forced her hips to curl up and down over me. She cried out loud and clenched her teeth.
Both Eden and Nina started whimpering in front of us. Everyone was setting each other off. All their voices went higher-pitched with cries and moans and simpering inhalations. I couldn’t avoid joining in. Rebekah’s pussy tightened around my shaft and seemed to move up and down on me without her hips moving. The chorus of sighs and moans throughout the caboose sent me over the edge and I erupted deeply into Rebekah’s pussy.
Everybody thrashed and folded over and cried out loud. And then everyone started tittering and covering their mouths and laughing. We’d all embarrassed ourselves. We all climaxed in front of each other.
“Come on, Eeds,” Nina said, when they recovered and pulled their panties and shorts back on. She held out her hand for Eden to take, and she walked her out of my caboose front door. “Let the lovers have their night. Yours will come, too,” she said.
Eden glanced over her shoulder at me and through her fallen hair, but Nina pulled her out the door and down the iron steps and back to the house. Rebekah and I showered and climbed into bed and rolled around and laughed and kissed and wrestled until we fell asleep.
Mid-morning, I needed to find things in the main library and decided to spend time at the table in the room below the stairs. Nobody else was down there. I saw Rebekah’s white tennis shoes. She came down the steps in a short brown skirt and loose sweater. She glanced over her shoulder but said nothing before she pulled my chair out from the table and threw her leg over my lap.
Standing over me, straddling my thighs, she left my pants buttoned, but she opened my fly. She drew my cock out and stroked it in her hand a few times until it grew, predictably, hard and long.
I glanced around. The room buzzed with its fluorescent lights and vending machine fans and fridges, but otherwise, all was quiet.
Rebekah said nothing. She hiked her skirt up and held it to her chest with her chin. She had already taken her panties off somewhere else before she came down. She spread her feet and lowered her hips until, holding my cock under her, she lowered her pussy down over the head.
“Rebekah,” I said, but she slapped my face lightly.
“This is how this harem works,” she said quietly. “You do as we tell you,” she said. “It’s what you said — it’s a female-run harem.”
She curled her shoes around my calves and lowered her hips to my groin. My cock pushed up inside her pussy and she draped her chin over my shoulder and wrapped her arms around my back.
All was quiet but for the tapping of the uneven legs of my chair on the hard, tiled floor. Rebekah moaned into my neck and her body tightened over my lap. It wasn’t long before she was gasping and losing her breath. Her back arched and her hips curled in and out. Her pussy, wet, slid up and down the length of my cock with ease no matter how tight it was inside her.
I tapped her shoulders but she bit my skin. “Gonna cum!” I whispered in warning to her. But she groaned with disapproval at my talking and pushed her hips more forcefully down into mine. I couldn’t hold myself back any longer. She only seemed to ram herself into me more forcefully the more I lost my breath.
I ejaculated into her pussy and she slowed her movements on me. I ejaculated again and she held her breath. She dropped her head back and her jaw fell open. She squinted her eyes at the ceiling and dug her fingernails into the skin on the back of my neck. I ejaculated again and she shivered, she inhaled sharply, and her body shook. I felt the tension break in her body all over, before she sagged into my chest just as I felt my cum gush from her pussy and run over my balls  and down inside my pants.
She slid off me and staggered onto her feet backward.
“You made a mess of me,” I said, looking down in my slouching lap and the wetness that she caused all over the front of my jeans.
She just laughed. She wiped the back of her hand over her mouth, straightened her short skirt down the front of he lap, and went back up the stairs. She turned only to wave at me briefly, her fingers fluttering.
I went to the bathroom and did my best to clean myself up with water and hand-dryers.
In the afternoon, she texted me to come find her outside the movie theatre on campus. “Matinees are fun!” she said, and she took me by the hand and rushed me inside.
We barely watched any of the movie. She made us sit in the back row against the wall. There were a few other students inside. She opened my pants, looked around the whole theatre — the projection booth was sticking out over us and we couldn’t be seen from up there — and she went down in my lap and closed her hot, tight mouth around my cock.
I scanned around checking to make sure no one could see. We were right beside the black velvet curtain through which anyone could come at any second. Rebekah pumped her mouth up and down on my cock and lashed her tongue around my shaft. She closed her fingers around me and pumped me together with her hand and mouth in unison.
I stiffened throughout my body and kicked my legs straight out. She only snickered, curled her hair behind her ear, and pumped me all the more methodically with ever harder suction in her cheeks.
I knew there was no fighting her. I gripped the arms of the seat and clenched my eyes shut. She knew what she was going to make happen, and it only spurred her on. I spurted into her mouth and she swallowed and sucked harder and swallowed again.
When I subsided, she licked me up and closed my pants and sat up beside me. “Always wanted to do that!” she said, and she beamed at the screen. I looked over. Her smile was lit up by the daytime shot in the movie. She looked as pleased with herself as anything. “It’s fun having a boyfriend I can play with,” she said without looking over at me.
On our way home after the movie, she said, “Is that true, what you said about harems?”
“I don’t know, nobody knows, it’s only speculation,” I said. “There isn’t much recorded about them. I’m no expert anyway,” I said.
“I like to imagine it’s true,” she said.
“Which part?” I said.
“The part about the girls picking the guy, and the girls saying when and where,” she said, and she laughed. “I seem to suddenly love the idea of a harem, if it’s the girls in charge!”
“There’s some evidence it happens in nature,” I said. “Some primates, for example.”
We went up onto the roof of the caboose. I had put new wood down for a deck and found loungers and short tables to put up there. Rebekah put the lounger cushions down flat on the deck and rolled around at my feet where I sat in a chair above her.
“I love being naked around you,” she said. “I love being naked in the sunshine, too!” she said, and she laughed. “Harems always look like that, the girls lying around naked,” she said, and she chuckled. “I had no idea they could be the runs in charge.”
“Maybe you just like being naked in general,” I said.
“Maybe,” she said, and she rolled onto her stomach and propped herself up on her elbows. She scanned the horizon from the roof of the caboose. She looked over her shoulder at me above and behind her and she squinted one eye in the bright sunlight. “Do you think we’d get along so easily if we were just regular boyfriend and girlfriend?” she said.
“It would change it, wouldn’t it,” I said. “A different kind of relationship.”
“I’ve never been this relaxed and easy-going with a guy,” she said. “But I’ve also never been so . . . “ she paused, unable to find the word.
“ . . . so detached from them at the same time?” I said.
She looked over her shoulder at me. “I don’t like the sound of that. We aren’t detached. But you get the idea, don’t you,” she said. “I feel like I can tell you to fuck me from behind right now, doggy style, and I would expect you do to it, but I could also just as easily tell you no if you wanted to,” she said. “And either way, it would be okay, wouldn’t it.”
“Are you asking me to fuck you from behind right now?” I said.
She laughed. “Maybe,” she said.
We stared at each other a moment longer before she slowly began pulling her knees up and arching her back down. Her hips came up and she let her knees spread apart. She laughed with nervous excitement. “I thought you didn’t like to do it outside,” she said.
“This is a girl-run cooperative harem,” I said. “I didn’t have a choice, I thought,” I said.
She ducked her head down and laughed. “I actually really love the sound of that!” she squealed. When she stopped laughing, she looked at me again over her shoulder. “Well, come on then,” she said, and she wiggled her pure white ass at me where it propped up high in the sunshine atop her spread thighs. “I order you to fuck me from behind!” she said, and she shrieked.
I hesitated a moment. But then I dropped down onto my knees behind her wavering ass, I pulled my pants down to stretch between my thighs, and I hefted my cock in my hand and aimed myself between her butt cheeks.
She curled her ass up higher and dropped her back down further. I touched her pussy lips with the tip of the head of my cock. She moaned out loud and laid her cheek down on the cushion. “Fuck, Graham,” she said, “I’ve never ordered a man to fuck me before! It’s hot.”
I pushed myself into her slowly and steadily. She inhaled deeply and raised her chin up from the cushion to face the sun with her eyes shut. “Fuck that’s so good,” she groaned.
I pulled back and, nearly coming out of her, and I pushed myself back into her until my thighs bumped her ass.
“Does Eden get you tonight?” she said. Her voice was hiccuped by my jolting her body.
“That’s up to you guys, isn’t it?” I said.
She curled her fingers into fists and dropped her forehead down to the cushion. “Oh god, Graham, I can’t get enough of you,” she said. “What if we choose Eden for you tonight?” she said. “Is that going to be okay?”
“In what way?” I said. I held her hips in my hands and pulled her and pushed her and bumped her body with mine. I watched my cock, slick and shiny, slide between the protruding pink lips of her pussy, and the foam of her glisten form around the base of my cock.
“I’m just not sure if she . . . “ she started, but she stopped herself.
“If she what?” I said.
“You know what,” she said with a groan. She whined and simpered and pushed her arms straight out to ram her hips back into my lap behind her.
I rocked on my knees and pumped my cock into her harder.
“Are you still going to do her?” she said.
“Does the harem wish me to?” I said.
She pushed herself up and knelt back against me, sticking her stomach out and bending further in her back to wrap her arms around and behind my neck. I pumped her hips with mine and tickled my fingers up over her stomach, her ribs, and her breasts. “Nina and I talked about it,” she said.
“What did you decide?” I said.
Her voice jolted with my thrusts into her. She curved as far back as a ballerina. I held her hips in one hand and her breasts in my other.
“That it was time for Eden,” she said with a groan.
“Are you going to watch?” I said.
She laughed and then she moaned out loud. “We decided it should be special for her,” she said. “Just you and her.” Her voice was nearly crying.
“Does she know?” I said.
Rebekah laughed and she fell forward onto her hands and knees. She rocked her hips backward into mine and fucked me more than I fucked her. “No!” she squealed. “It’s a surprise for her.”
“I think she’s afraid,” I said.
Rebekah hung her head down and her orange hair swept the cushion under her. “I know that she is,” she said. “She told me.”
“What did she say?” I said.
“That she wants to please you,” she said. Her pussy got wetter, suddenly.
“She does,” I said, groaning. Our bodies made slapping sounds that rose up through the sun-dappled trees obscuring us.
“Remember when we talked about our kinks?” Rebekah said.
I grabbed her hips harder and rammed myself into her. I was passing the point of no return.
“Uh-huh,” I said.
“She isn’t just a voyeur,” Rebekah said. Her breathing became harder and shorter.
“No?” I said, coming perilously close to the edge.
“She literally gets off on the harem thing,” she said. She clenched her eyes and every muscle in her body went hard.
“Meaning?” I groaned out loud.
“She wants to serve you — she gets off on you lying there doing nothing, while she’s like a servant girl, a slave, there only to pleasure you,” she said too loud.
“Fuck me,” I said, and I squeezed down in my groin to hold myself back.
“I know, right?” Rebekah whined.
I grimaced at the sky and held myself back for two more seconds, but it was no good. I erupted powerfully into Rebekah from behind. She screamed and covered her mouth. Her entire body shivered violently and the tension in her muscles peaked and collapsed.
I rammed her hard with two or three more eruptions shot deep into her before I fell out of her and rolled onto my back, out of breath and palpitating in my heart.
Rebekah flopped down onto her stomach and struggled to catch her breath, too. “You have to let her serve you,” she said, catching her breath. “Lie there and do nothing.”
“That’s harder to do than it sounds,” I said.
“Tell me about it,” she said, and she laughed languidly and dropped her arm over my stomach. “Nina’s good at that though,” she said and she laughed.
“Maybe Eden should tie me down,” I said.
Rebekah gasped and widened her eyes. “Nina and I can tie you down for her!” she said. “And then surprise Eden with you!”
“Out here,” I said.
“Out here,” she agreed. “Do you think she’ll try to fuck you?” she said. “If you aren’t able to fuck her?”
“Time will tell,” I said. “It’ll be up to her that way.”
“I think she bought some new night clothes, too,” Rebekah said. “I saw her pulling them out — her door was open.”
“What was it?” I said.
“It was satin and gold, that’s all I know,” Rebekah said. “She says she buys things because of you.”
“I’ll pretend I was out for dinner,” I said. “And had to miss the drawing of the chips from the bag. You guys tie me up. And then send her out to find me.”
“Prepare her for you,” she said. “Like a real harem with a new girl for the master.”
“Close my bedroom door on me when you tie me up,” I said. “So she can change when she gets out here, so she can put on her new things for me.”
“I think we should tell her that you’re tied up on your bed in the caboose waiting for her,” Rebekah said. “The anticipation for her will be even better than a surprise.”
“Help her get ready like my new bride on her wedding night,” I said.
“We’ll do her make-up and hair like a bride for you!” Rebekah said. “Put jewelry on her all over,” she said, and she squealed and laughed. “It’ll be so much fun!”
“Tonight,” I said.
“Tonight!” she agreed, and she kissed my mouth. “You’re a fun boyfriend, you know,” she said, and she turned and ran out the door and back to the house. “I’ll tell Nina!” she shouted over her shoulder. “I can’t wait!” 




Chapter 5 

I crept through Nina’s room — she left her window open for me to sneak in. As far as Eden knew, I was at campus for some function or other. Her, Nina, and Rebekah had dinner and got the bag of poker chips out to choose who was next for the 24-hour “boyfriend experience.” Even Eden could tell the outcome was rigged: Rebekah poured the bag out and only one solitary yellow chip rolled in a slow, wide arc around and around the table before vibrating down flat. Yellow was Eden’s color. She blushed and squealed and covered her face behind both her cupped hands.
“We’re going to get you ready for him,” Nina said, leaning close to her face and tapping the backs of her hands.
“What do you mean?” Eden said through the gap she formed with her parted and cupped hands. She closed them just as quickly again.
Nina and Rebekah laughed. They dragged Eden, reluctantly, to the bathroom where they had already set up a make-up bar. For the next hour, they did her hair and eyes and lips and cheeks, and even her nails. Eden had recently purchased new dark green and expensive satin bra and panties. Rebekah brought out and inaugurated the “Harem Robe,” a long crimson silk robe she declared would be worn by whichever of the three girls were going out to “Graham’s Caboose” for the night. They tied the sash around her waist and added their finishing touches to her face.
While Rebekah touched up Eden’s lipstick, Nina dashed out to the caboose. I met her inside. She brought the scarves I used with her on our recent night together, and she stripped me naked and tied me the same way I tied her — wrists to the headboard and ankles spread and tied to the legs of the bed. She then straddled my chest and closed a silk scarf around my eyes and laughed.
“Can you see anything?” she said. She crouched down low to peek up under the scarf.
“No,” I said.
She couldn’t help herself and she pulled her shorts and panties aside and dangled her bared pussy against my mouth a moment and she squealed, before she dashed off of me and away, leaving me on my bed, spread, tied, and blindfolded. She wanted to show me how wet she was. They were always doing that to me, and they all thought they were being secretive about it, too, behind the backs of the others.
A few moments later I heard all three of them come in the front door of my caboose. “Close your eyes!” I heard Rebekah tell Eden and she laughed. Nina jumped on the bed and said low and quietly into my ear, “Ready?”
“Uh-huh,” I said, not sure for what though.
She pulled the scarf off my eyes. In front of me stood Eden with her hands over her eyes, dressed in the crimson robe looking like it was her wedding night. I gasped at the vision of her, she was so strikingly beautiful.
“Okay,” Rebekah said to Eden quietly and close to her ear, and she pulled at Eden’s wrists to make her uncover her eyes.
Eden immediately bit her lower lip and her body visibly shuddered. Her eyes scanned down my body, tied and spread on my bed, naked. Rebekah stood behind her and untied the sash, and disrobed her. Eden emerged from the crimson robe in her new emerald green bra and panties looking like nothing I’d ever seen before.
Rebekah and Nina both tittered. They knew they did a good job on her hair and make up. They knew what they were presenting to me. I shivered, she was so dazzling. She faltered on her feet, too, but just once, half turning away and tittering nervously and covering her face with her hands. But she straightened herself back up and bravely knelt on the foot of my bed. She let her low sandals fall from her feet.
She bit her bottom lip and hung her hands down so that the backs of her pearl-white painted nails grazed up and back over the skin of my shins. She glanced at my cock sticking up, already hard and thick, and she rolled her eyes and turned half sideways and blushed. But then she licked her lips and pushed her long hair back from her face and walked on her knees further up between my spread legs, dragging her nails over my skin all the way.
“Rebekah and Nina said you’d like this,” she said in a quiet, nervous voice. She arched her back in and stuck her chest up. “Do you?”
“The bra?” I said.
She nodded quickly without saying anything.
“I love it,” I said.
She smiled widely as though relieved, and she snorted and pushed her shoulders up to her ears. “I’m glad,” she whispered, and she came down onto her elbows spread around my hips and pulled her hair in a single silken rope around her neck. She wrapped her cool, long fingers loosely around my cock and half-closed her darkened eyes. She slipped her tongue out from between her fresh, pink glossy lips and licked the flat of her tongue lightly up the underside of my cock and she tittered out loud and smiled to herself. She kissed the tip of the head of my cock with her full, puffy lips. She flicked the tip of her tongue playfully all over my cock, and she dragged her glinting lips up and down the side of it. She kissed it everywhere a thousand times. She’d taken me in her mouth before, but this time, there was something different about her. She ignored Rebekah and Nina, and she was also more bold. She was stretching herself. She wanted to try new things.
“Do you want to do me like you do Nina, all forceful and pushy and . . . ?” she said, trailing off, “or like you do Rebekah, all hard and fast and rough?” she said. She didn’t wait for my answer before she closed her soft and warm lips around the head of my cock and moaned with me inside her mouth.
“I want you to do me like you want to,” I said.
She pulled up from my cock and whispered to me, “That’s not fair — I want you to tell me,” she said. She closed her mouth around the head of my cock again and pushed her lips down the length of my shaft, slowly and completely. Her moan was barely audible. Her back flowed in a wave like she was being stroked. She twisted herself over me, corkscrewing her lips down my shaft.
Both Rebekah and Nina remained in my bedroom. They took their clothes off and they crawled up to prop themselves beside me on my bed, up with me against my headboard. Each of them pulled one of my arms free from the scarf restraints and pulled them around behind their necks, and they nuzzled against me, resting their heads on my shoulders. I pulled them both closer to me with my hands around their bare ribs. They settled in to watch Eden.
She continued to mostly ignore them. She pushed her mouth back down over my cock and flicked and dragged her tongue against and all around it inside her mouth. She came back up and knelt straight up, stretching her back so far her fingernails barely reached the head of my cock that she lightly scratched under her. “You better tell me,” she said with an impatient groan in her voice. “How do you want me?” she said in a gasp.
She reached behind her back and the shoulder straps of her elegant green bra went slack. She let it fall from the front of her body and without looking she handed it to Nina who reached for it. Then she pushed herself up on her hands and feet like a jackknife, and wriggled her hips. Rebekah darted up onto her knees and stripped Eden’s panties down and off her legs. Nina and Rebekah then came back down to lie on either side of me, now with Eden naked and kneeling on full display between my spread legs, still tied.
She wore anklets and a belly necklace and a choker, with rings on her thumbs and dangling icicle earrings. Her eyes were lined as though with coal and her eyelids were shaded cobalt blue. Her lips were taffy pink. Her cheeks were rouged with coral. The scent of cherrywood rose from between her fresh, creamy-smooth breasts.
“You’re different tonight,” I said to her.
She sucked a quick, sharp breath through her clenched teeth and dropped her head back. She cupped her bare breasts in her hands and squeezed them. “It’s all Rebekah’s and Nina’s fault,” she said. She fell down on her hands and knees and walked up over my body, dropping her face down to my stomach and licking me in spots up over my ribs, my chest, my neck, and finally, my face. “They said I have to fuck you tonight,” she whispered in my ear and she darted her tongue out to poke me and she snorted lightly.
“Is that what you want to do?” I said just as privately back to her. Her hair fell over my face in long, lazy waves. She tittered, knowing she was teasing me with it.
“Uh-huh,” she said in that innocent way that only she could. But she leaned forward and bit my ear and whispered, “So very badly!” she said and she privately grunted against my neck.
Rebekah stroked my hair and Nina kissed my neck. “This is different,” I said to Nina.
“Eden wanted us to stay,” she said. She reached down between my legs and wrapped her hand around my cock, still wet from Eden’s saliva. “She wants it like this,” she whispered in my ear.
Eden walked on her knees and spread them around my hips and she dropped her hands down to my shoulders that she wrapped her fingers around as though to hang on to me. She wavered on her hips high over my hips, drawing them around in wide circles over me. The musk of her steaming, moist pussy filled my nostrils. Nina and Rebekah half laid on their sides and they both thrusted their groins into the sides of my hips and rubbed themselves on my skin. They were no less wet than Eden.
“This is new for all of us,” Rebekah said in my ear, and she poked her tongue deeply into it. “Are you going to be okay with it?” she said, and she snorted. Her hand pushed down over my chest and further down, over my abdomen. She wrapped her fingers around my cock, too, like Nina. Together they stroked me slowly and lightly, pumping me up and down under Eden’s rotating and thrusting hips. Her body rippled with quakes that rushed through her.
She bit her lip and gasped with an inhalation. Her fingers squeezed the muscles in my neck and her body shuddered violently. I looked down my naked body stretched out over the bed under her where she rocked unsteadily on her knees. Nina had reached around Eden’s waist and sank her hand into her butt cheek. She was pressing Eden forward, even as she and Rebekah pulled on my cock upward with their hands. She leaned over between Eden and me and she sank her mouth down the length of my cock.
Eden knew Nina was sucking on me under her wavering hips, but she didn’t take her huge, dark-lined eyes off mine. They had grown glassy and deep. She grunted and pushed her shoulders up before she fell forward so that her long hair fell around my face and spread across the pillows. She looked down between our bodies under her with me, her forehead rocking on my forehead. Nina squeezed my cock in one hand and pushed Eden’s hips with her other hand. The lips of her pussy, puffy and pink and glistening wet, stroked lightly forward and back over the straining head of my cock, mixing her wetness with her and Nina’s saliva. She shivered and bit her lip and chirped in a short, high pitch.
We’d done a lot of things in the short time I’d fallen in with that coterie of nursing school girls. But that night was something on a different level. It felt ceremonial, or ritual-like. It had been fun and frolicsome before. Now it was deeply sexual and intense.
“Don’t you want to fuck me?” Eden said close in my ear. Her scent made me waver. Unlike the other night, she was not only saying the word out loud now instead of whispering it, she was emphasizing it, like she was enjoying finally being able to say it freely. “To fuck my body?” she said. Her voice trembled. The way she punched the word, it sounded like she had acquired a French accent. “Don’t you want me to fuck you?” she whispered even more quietly, yet even more intensely. 
I tried to pull my hands free from around and behind Nina’s and Rebekah’s bodies, but they leaned back harder against my arms and trapped them in place behind their backs. Had there been a plan made? Or were they improvising?
“Nuh-uh,” Rebekah said. Her mouth dropped open like she was as caught up in the intense sexuality of the moment as I was.
“But I have to touch her,” I said. I gazed up and down Eden’s tight, taut body, long, naked and wavering over mine, toned and fresh, smooth and undulating. Her skin glowed in the dim yellowed light of the lamp. I strained against Rebekah and Nina, but they made sure I could not pull free from them. I tugged on my legs, but I remained tied and spread under Eden. Her eyes widened and glowed down at me. Her body writhed over mine like an apparition, like a succubus. I pulled on my arms again but Nina and Rebekah would not let me free. Eden smiled crookedly, she licked her lips, and she poked the tip of her tongue at my lips and kissed me lightly as a feather falling and she snorted lightly. I strained hard throughout my body.
Suddenly, Eden inhaled sharply. I felt pure, intense heat envelope the tip of my cock. I didn’t have to look down to know that Nina had drawn the tip of my cock up through the cleft of Eden’s overheating pussy lips. I strained harder against Nina and Rebekah but they only tittered and pressed harder down against my arms.
“Did you guys come up with this?” I said to Rebekah in a grown. Nina inhaled sharply and loudly. I glanced over at her on my other side. She was clearly as swept up in the sexual play as Rebekah was. Eden shook and grunted over me. All three naked bodies writhed and contorted against me and over me.
“Of course,” Rebekah groaned. She ground her hips hard against the side of my hip. “But this was still all Eden’s idea.”
“She wants you to just lay there,” Nina said. “It’s her thing,” she whispered in my ear, and she pinched the tip of her tongue in her teeth and snorted lightly. She strained in her neck to kiss my neck. I felt her hand squeeze my cock harder, and shake it. “She wanted Beks and me to hold you down for her,” she said. “So she can do you how she wants to.” She moaned and shook herself with a shiver. “It’s so fucking hot!” she whispered.
I rolled my head to the left. Rebekah greedily sank her mouth over mine and penetrated me with her tongue. She rubbed my body with her hands like she couldn’t get enough of me. I rolled my head to the right. Nina moaned and kissed me fully and deeply all over my mouth. She shook my cock and drew it forward and back through Eden’s pussy lips and she chirped in her throat high and short. I rolled my head to look forward. Eden groaned and nearly cried where she heaved over me. She kissed my mouth deepest of all, and the longest. Her tongue probed my mouth and her hips shook over my hips. I felt the hot, wet lips of her pussy push down over the straining head of my cock. She shook like she was going to explode. I could feel tiny streams of her leak down my shaft. Tiny cries erupted from deep back in her throat.
The three naked bodies writhed deeper and strained harder over and against my naked body. Their limbs went tense and faltered. Our breaths and moans blended together. The scents of their three hot bodies, wet and yearning, rose up over my face like some sweet exotic intoxicant. I pulled on all of my trapped limbs and the two girls laughed. Eden inhaled with an audible gasp like someone frightened or hurt. But it was my cock that made her do it. It stretched the lips of her pussy and her knees slid sideways and her hips moved down over my hips. She inhaled in several short bursts, her jaw hanging wide open, her eyes, wide, dark, and clear, held close to mine, open all the way.
She was tighter, hotter, and more slippery inside than anything I’d ever felt before. I strained in my back and threw my head further backward. My neck muscles bulged and my toes curled down. I pushed my shoulders forward, but Nina and Rebekah, both panting and writhing, pressed their bodies against my arms more heavily yet. Eden pushed her pussy down the length of my shaft until her pelvis kissed mine. The sloshy sounds of her folding lips filled my tiny wood-lined room. Every muscle in my body went as hard as steel. I grimaced widely and clenched my eyes shut.
Eden pulled her hips back up and I nearly lost my mind through my cock. I also nearly exploded up into her. She came back down over me, breathing heavily and sweeping her hair madly over my face. Nina wasn’t pulling or pushing her anymore. She didn’t need to.
Eden clenched her eyes as shut as mine and she dug her fingernails into the skin of my chest. She began to ride me hard, fast, and deep. She threw her head back and cried to the ceiling like some distant wolf on a hill, crying at the moon. She slammed her groin into my groin. She curled her back and snapped her spine and rammed her body down over my body. She took my cock to the hilt of her pussy, and jammed herself down harder on me still. The way her hair flew, the way her spine twisted and snapped, the way her whole body contorted and writhed over my body, and the way she cried out loud and groaned and snapped her teeth at me, I knew then where the idea of the devil-possessed woman came from. She looked crazed.
I pulled as hard as I could against Nina and Rebekah but they held me down too hard. The whole bed rocked. Eden fucked me like a wild animal, like something out of my dreams, a true-to-life succubus gone mad with sexual desire. I clenched my teeth and every muscle in my body bulged and strained. Still Eden clamped her knees around my hips harder and dug her fingernails into the skin of my shoulders deeper. She pounded my body so hard into the bed under me I bounced back up into her hips, losing control of my own body as I bounded between her and the bed. The sounds of our bodies slapping surely flooded the outside. That and my long, deep groans and Eden’s high-pitched cries would have left no doubt in the minds of anyone walking by on the street what was going on somewhere over those fences and through those shrubs. I’d never known a girl as feral as Eden. I’d never seen someone transform so radically before my eyes.
Nina and Rebekah were shaking with sympathetic arousal. Nina cried out and moaned and squirmed no less than Eden and I. Rebekah was worse, her hips bouncing up and down on the bed beside me, her fingers burrowing deeply into her own sopping wet pussy. The two girls cried beside me with whimpers and breathless gasps. Their bodies twisted and squirmed all over the bed around me. Eden, on top of me, possessed me, she rattled me, she slammed me, and she wasted me. She was going to break my bed if she fucked me any harder.
I felt twitching in the arches of my feet and a blackness occluded my sight. Eden drained herself all over my abdomen. Her body was seized in one long, tight, and hard spasm. Her thighs bulged and her abs rippled. She strained in her neck and clenched her teeth and cut my skin. Rebekah and Nina rubbed their pussies like they were desperate to free the genie from their bottles. Everybody strained, everybody clenched, and everybody grimaced together as one. The groans and cries and gasps sounded like someone’s version of hell.
I was unable to hold myself back any longer. I exploded under full force of the pressure wound up inside me and I shot up and into Eden’s pussy, flooding her and gushing out the sides of her pussy and down her thighs. Both Nina and Rebekah climaxed at the same time, groaning louder than me, their bodies thrashing on the bed, their feet kicking down so hard they levitated over the bed on their heels and the backs of their heads. Everybody sounded stabbed.
I came again, filling Eden. She remained still, though, her body vibrating, her head thrown back to face the ceiling, her fingers curled, and her nails dug into my flesh, not breathing, not moving, not making any sound at all. She wavered like that over the edge of the cliff, not, perfectly still and silent, for three full beats, before she flung her body down over mine and flooded me right back almost as much as I had flooded her. Everything came out of her. The release of tension from within her was explosive. She deflated like a pricked balloon. She became a puddle sinking down over top of me.
She laid on me as heavy as a winter blanket, not one ounce of strength left in her. Rebekah started to shake from laughing, and then Nina began to snicker, too. Nina got up first, and she staggered out of the room. “Holy fuck,” I heard her say to herself. She came back with towels soaked in warm water, and she carefully wiped me up, and Eden too.
Eden crawled up beside me and fell asleep with my arm around her, her head on my chest. Rebekah snuggled behind her and spooned up to her body and pulled the blankets up and slept, too. Nina cuddled me on my other side, and she kissed me, she smiled lazily at me, and she fell asleep as well. The four of us entangled our limbs together on my bed and fell into a deep and long mutual sleep.
I woke up alone in my bed with late morning sunlight filling the whole place. I struggled up and staggered around the caboose getting my bearings. I found a note on the counter. “Cum up to the house for breakfast when you’re up, sleepy head!” it said, and it was circled with a big heart. Three lipstick-smeared kisses had been pressed into the paper.
I came into the house and found Nina, Rebekah, and Eden busy in the kitchen cracking eggs and turning bacon. Eden came up to me and laughed and poured a sip of her coffee at my lips and she kissed my cheek. They were dressed in their usual morning attire — t-shirts, hoodies, panties. Eden was in her pink robe.
“Sit!” she said, and she pulled her robe up, she spread her feet, and she sat on my lap. She wrapped her arms around my neck and buried her face in the side of my head. I saw Rebekah and Nina glance at each other and grin and shake their heads and roll their eyes.
“Last night was incredible,” Eden said in a groan in my ear. “I can’t stop thinking about it,” she said. She reached down between us and, obscured by her robe, she pulled my drawstring shorts down, and eased my cock out. She tittered and bit my ear. “I need more!” she whispered against my neck and she laughed at herself.
“Floodgates have officially opened,” Rebekah said to Nina.
“Lost time to make up?” Nina said back to her, and they both snickered.
Eden bit her lip and raised herself on my lap high enough to take the head of my cock inside her pussy lips, and she slid herself down my hardening shaft and ground herself down onto me all the way. She was wet all over, tight and smooth. “Shut up,” she groaned into my shoulder to Nina and Rebekah behind her. She curled her feet around my calves and pressed her hands harder into my back. I felt her leak all over my thigh.
“Sorry,” she whispered and she began to breathe hard. In moments, she was bounding her body into mine so hard the legs of my chair skipped on the floor. She bit my ear and cried out loud and shook throughout her body. I wrapped my hands around her waist and tried to slow her down — she was going to make me ejaculate all over again. But she fought against me and registered her disapproval with a groan in my ear.
I saw over her back Nina and Rebekah watching her fuck me in the chair with eyebrows raised and jaws dropped. They widened their eyes and looked at each other. Rebekah flashed her tongue at Nina and they widened their eyes at each other. They laughed and kissed, tentatively at first, but then, both watching Eden fuck me in the chair through the corners of their eyes, they began to make out seriously.
Eden’s body began to tense up and I could feel spasms ripple through her body. Her pussy began to contract around my cock and I strained to hold myself back, but I was unable to overcome the feeling of greasy little hands inside her pussy pulling on me and milking me. I erupted into her just as she strained hard, bit down on my shoulder, and shook like an electrocuted body.
She carefully lifted herself off me, gathered her robe around her body, and she turned and raised her chin and closed her eyes. She pretended dignity as she drew past Nina and Rebekah who were stalled in place holding eggs and toast and bacon, making out.
“What?” Eden said, and she glanced over her shoulder at me sprawled and wasted in the chair, and she flared her eyes and grinned.
We all sat down for breakfast. Nina and Rebekah teased her about fucking me so much, which we all knew was funny, because she had only fucked me the first time 12 hours earlier. “Yeah but you’re going to lap us by the end of the day,” Rebekah said, and she shook her head at Eden.
“You’re going to kill him if you keep it up like that,” Nina said. She leaned sideways against me as I chewed my bacon. “Leave a little for the rest of us?” she said to Eden and she snorted. Eden looked up from her plate at me and through her loose strands of hair, and she grinned and rolled her eyes privately at me.
Later that day I was in the basement room of the library on campus. Nina had shown Rebekah and Eden how to find it, and where to find me, most days when I wasn’t at home or in a class. Eden came down the stairs. There were others around the big table I worked at. She curled her finger at me and turned and went back up the stairs, glancing over her shoulder at me.
I gathered my things and went up the stairs after her. She kept a straight face and guided me, walking a step in front of me, to the elevator. Other people got on with us and she watched the floors light up and said nothing. We got out and she turned left, down into the old, original wing of the library.
Nobody went down there so much anymore, it was mostly just book storage now. She brought me to a tiny, old elevator with scissor-doors you had to pull closed yourself. I was pretty sure it was out of bounds, but she seemed to know her way around it. She was dressed in a white skirt and blue hoody with tennis shoes. She leaned against the side wall of the tiny wooden box and teased me, pulling up the bottom of her skirt and flashing me her pink lace low-rise panties. The elevator groaned and creaked to the top floor of the ancient and dark part of the library.
The elevator ground to an uncertain halt and she pulled the iron doors open. She looked left and right and snatched my hand up behind her back and lead me further into the darker side. The shelves were high and narrow. The floor was made of steel. It smelled of old books and dust, and the few fluorescent lights flickered. Suddenly light splashed the front of her body, and when she pulled me around the corner behind her, I recoiled and blocked my eyes with my arm, it was so bright.
At the end of the narrow aisle of sagging metal bookshelves, a low-rising space opened up that was dominated from floor to ceiling by a huge semi-circle bank of windows set into an alcove in the old red brick wall. The light from outside was brighter because of how the dust-covered glass diffused the light all around. Eden let go of my hand and looked up through the tops of her eyes at me through strands of her hair fallen over her face. She stepped backward facing me, pressing her lips together, fighting against a grin spreading over her mouth. She fluffed her skirt up and hooked her thumbs in the waist of her pink panties, and she pushed them down over her butt. She equated with her knees pressed together and she drew her panties the rest of the way down her legs and over her feet.
She sling-shotted her panties at me and leaned her head back and laughed up into the low, arching ceiling of the narrow alcove. She kept stepping backward and her eyes flared wider at me. She turned around and faced the massive semi-circle of windows that looked down from the unknown 7th floor of the ancient limestone wing of the library, and she reached her hands up to brace herself into the arch of the bricks that outlined the window around the inside. She spread her feet, she straightened her legs, and she locked her knees. She pulled her skirt up over her hips and bent sharply at her waist. Slowly she pressed her toes down and raised her heels up. She arched tightly in her back and twisted her head around to find me over her shoulder behind her.
I looked at Eden’s body, spread like Vitruvian  man herself in front of me, but female, and reversed, looking away. She made a dark, alluring silhouette against the blinding semi-circle of light surrounding her. Against the wall of old red brick and framed by high, metal bookshelves lined with old hardcovers never consulted anymore, the scene looked like something out of a movie about magic.
She wagged her bare, white ass at me and groaned out loud. There was no question no one was up there. I stepped up closer behind her and looked down out the hazy windows. Streams of students and professors crawled like ants all around us rushing in different directions. But no one looked up. No one ever looks up.
I opened my pants and pushed my shorts down around my thighs. Eden looked over her shoulder again and said, emphasizing that French accent of hers even more than before, “Don’t you want to fuck me?” She caught the tip of her tongue between her teeth and smiled.
I took her bare ass cheeks in my hands and squeezed her. She yelped and dropped her head down. Her hair hung around her face. I spread her cheeks and she stuck her ass up at me harder, bending in her lower back at nearly 90 degrees. She was lithe and toned. I poked at her pussy with the head of my cock and she raised her face and cried out with a brief, high pitched moan. I reached around her and covered her mouth but she chomped down hard on my hand. I pushed my cock into her pussy and, though she was tight, she was wet, also, and slippery and smooth. I pushed all the way into her and she gulped and inhaled deeply and hard.
I pulled back out and plunged myself back in. She pressed her hands into the glass and bent further over at her waist. I fucked her hard, jolting her body violently enough to send the slapping sound of my thighs against her ass resounding through the dark and metallic and musty space. I realized the floor was made of steel and was more a grate than a solid floor. Anyone anywhere around a floor or even two floors down would have heard Eden cry at the big windows. I seized her waist in my hands and I pumped myself into her harder and deeper and faster.
She twisted around to look at me over her shoulder. Her hair spread over her face and rippled with my jolts. Her mouth hung open and her eyes dilated. She really did go feral when she fucked. I leaned against her back and pressed her body between the glass and my chest. We kissed sloppily and noisily.
“Is this how Rebekah likes to fuck?” she said, barely able to breathe. “She likes to get fucked in semi-public places doesn’t she,” she said, huffing and puffing.
I wrapped my hands around her torso and pushed her blue hoody up around her chest. I pushed her bra up her chest too, and exposed her bare breasts to the window, and the world below. I squeezed them and massaged them.
She squirmed and shook and pressed her ass back harder against my hips. “Rebekah is very risky, isn’t she,” she moaned, and she pressed her breasts into the glass and squirmed in her body all over, smearing the window with her nakedness.
I pressed myself against her and rammed her harder into the glass. She was naked from her shoes to her neck, with her bra and hoody  pushed up. She spread her arms up above her head and pressed her face to the glass. I pounded her against the windows. She cried out in a deep, guttural, and wild tone. We both shut our eyes tight. If anyone was looking up from below, we wouldn’t know it. If anyone was listening to her from behind or below, we wouldn’t know that, either.
She gasped hard and held her breath and I knew she was about to climax. I tried to hold back, but the way her pussy clamped hard around my cock, trapping me inside her, the way her body writhed against mine, and the way she drew breath like it was her last, made me lose myself inside her. I erupted just as I felt the tension in her unravel like a wound and broken spring at exactly the same moment. She shuddered and collapsed against the window. I tried to hold her up but she pulled me down with her and I fell too, so that we rolled onto the floor, both of us panting and sweating and laughing languidly.
We eventually picked ourselves up, kissed, and held hands and made our way back down the elevators and to the basement room under the library front stairs. She kissed me goodbye. “See you later at home,” she said. She was as abrupt as Rebekah and Nina. Maybe nurses were like that — no lingering sentimentality when the thirst was quenched. Or maybe that was how a harem worked.
“I have a class until nine this day of the week,” I said. “We usually have a beer after, too,” I said.
She shrugged. “That’s okay,” she said, and she waved at me over her shoulder with a tiny flutter of her fingers, and left through the doors outside and under the stairs out front.
When I got back it was after 10. The lights in the blue house were out. I went around the side and straight to my caboose. The lights were out inside there, too. I came in and put my things down, flicked on a lamp, and collapsed on my couch.
Eden emerged from the darkness of my bedroom and stepped lightly on her toes over to me on the couch and she fell into it beside me and kissed my cheek. She pulled her legs up under her and curled against me. “I won you for a second night,” she said, and she pressed her lips into my neck. “But I don’t want to fuck you — I just want to keep you from fucking Nina or Rebekah,” she said, and she snorted and hid her face. We went to bed, and true to her word, we cuddled, we kissed, and we hugged, but we didn’t do anything else. I was relieved to discover there was a limit to her unleashed desires after all.
The next day, Nina told me they were all signed up to go on an overnight trip to some famous hospital, to see the nursing practices there and experience a top-tier and cutting-edge care facility with all the latest technology. “You’re going to be left all by your lonesome,” she said.
“Unless we smuggle him into our room,” Rebekah said, and she laughed.
“We can’t, can we?” Eden said.
Nina looked at me across the table. “No, because we are three law-abiding young, soon-to-be professional women who don’t do wrong things,” she said, staring at my eyes with her eyes flaring.
“When is this trip?” I said.
“Couple of weeks,” Eden said, and she got up and passed behind me. She draped her arms over my shoulders and hugged and kissed me on the back of my head. She took her bowl to the kitchen.
“What, a weekend?” I said.
“Leave early Saturday morning, come back late Sunday night,” Nina said, and she also drew past me and leaned down to kiss my neck and drag her hand over my chest and head. She went to the kitchen sink too.
“I don’t see why he can’t come too,” Rebekah said. She also leaned over my shoulder and turned my chin with her finger to kiss me on my lips. “And just hide out,” she said and she laughed.
“We’re booking one room for the three of us,” Nina said. “Two king-size beds. Room for you,” she said, nodding at me. “But no.”
“I’m not allowed, though, am I,” I said.
“It’s not like we’re kids with a chaperone,” Rebekah said to Nina. “We’re adults. We can do what we want.”
“Won’t people notice a non-nurse coming and going from the hotel room?” Eden said.
“Who’s to say who’s a nurse and who isn’t — there’s going to be 30 or 40 of us from all over,” Rebekah said. “And anyway, everybody is going to the hospital all day. Who’s around the hotel to spy on who’s coming out of our room?”
“Do you really want to go?” Nina said to me.
“I mean,” I said, and I shrugged. I got up too and carried my bowl to the kitchen sink. We all leaned back on the two counters facing each other, thinking. “Kind of fun — road trip, hotel. Nice hotel?” I said.
“Right downtown,” Nina said. “Two hour road trip.”
“So why not?” I said. “A chance to bond,” I grinned. 
They all laughed. “Okay, out you go,” Nina said. “We have work.” She slapped my ass. “We’ll think it through.” Rebekah hip-checked me. Eden grabbed my balls and squeezed me. 
“Eden!” Nina said in fake horror. “Leave my boyfriend alone!”
“He’s my boyfriend!” Rebekah shouted and she stood in front of me blocking the others with her arms out. They all laughed and struggled against each other to claw and pull at me, but playfully, not for real.
“Ladies, ladies,” I said. “You all get your turns!” I said, and I snickered and turned away and slipped out the door. I flopped down on my couch in the caboose out back. A road trip, a hotel room. Three girlfriends all living together. What began as an expedient solution to the noise and chaos of the dorms was rapidly turning into something life-altering. We’d never spent that much time together, all four of us. I knew the weekend coming up would either break the spell, or it would transform us all, and take us up to some higher, previously unglimpsed, level. 




Chapter 6 

I might have technically moved in with Nina, Rebekah, and Eden, but I lived in the caboose in the back of the tiny house they rented, not exactly in their house. We might have all been students at the same college, but I was in history, while they were all in nursing. And we might have been in relationships with each other, but each relationship was separate, distinct, and mostly in private.
Our road trip to Vegas for their mental hospital training and development weekend was going to change all that, for better or worse. For starters, we’d be crammed into the same car together for the three-hour drive out through desert country.
“I get back seat first!” Rebekah shouted, and she squealed and pushed herself through the back side door. Nina was going to take first shift driving. Eden climbed into the passenger seat up front. Before we even got to the freeway, Rebekah was sliding down in her seat, tittering in the back with me, slipping her hand over my leg, and making suggestive eyes at me. She could have been doing it as a joke or she could have been softening me up for the kill — you could never tell what was on that redhead’s mind.
“Music, maestro!” Rebekah shouted to Eden up front, and she kicked the back of Eden’s seat.
“Slow down, give me a sec!” Eden called back. She was trying to bluetooth her phone to the car.
“I never slow down,” Rebekah stated with a sharp nod. She turned to me across the back seat with an expressionless face and dilating eyes. “Do I baby,” she said in a low growling voice, and she burst out laughing. She slipped her seatbelt over her shoulder and twirled around to lay down over the back seat with the back of her head resting in my lap. “Didn’t we say this weekend was going to be outside the rules?” she shouted to the ceiling of the car loud enough for everyone to hear.
Eden spun around and looked down at Rebekah reclining in my lap, and she looked back up to my eyes. She pursed her lips and shook her head and rolled her eyes, but she also grinned slightly in the corners of her mouth.
“That’s what you said,” Eden said looking back down to Rebekah. “I don’t know if we agreed to anything like that.”
“It’s an interesting idea though,” Nina said from the driver’s seat. “Isn’t it,” she said. She was straining to check over her shoulder and through her mirror as she merged out into the main lanes and accelerated up to speed. “Things have progressed, haven’t they,” she said. “Between all of us, I mean.”
“Everybody knows what everybody else is doing all the time anyway,” Rebekah said. She rolled the back of her head side to side in my lap. She was feeling with it the lump she was causing inside my pants under her head. She smirked — she knew what she was doing to me. She stuck just the tip of her tongue out at me. “It’s not like there are any secrets anymore.”
“We tried to keep things discreet,” Nina said. “Didn’t we.” She let her gaze float out the window beside her, noticing nothing in particular out there.
“We did, but Eden gets too loud,” Rebekah said, and she laughed and pushed her bare foot up through the two front seats to nudge Eden up front.
“I do not!” Eden said, and she covered her face in her cupped hands and squealed. “It’s all Graham’s fault!” she said into her hands.
“You do get loud, sweetheart,” Nina said to her in a quieter, more circumspect voice. We all laughed.
“So?” Eden said and she pretended to pout.
Nina strained in her seat again trying to find Rebekah in her rearview mirror. She found my eyes instead and smiled with her eyes at me. “Are we all saying no rules then?” she said. “At least for this weekend?”
“Starting now, and ending when we get back home Sunday afternoon?” Rebekah said from my lap. She continued to squeeze and release my cock under her head. It was Friday afternoon.
“Are we even ready for that?” Eden said.
“Are you even ready for that, you mean,” Nina said to her.
“Nobody is asking me if I’m ready for it,” I said, finally speaking up.
“Oh shush you!” Rebekah said, and she reached up from my lap and tapped her hand against my cheek with a playful admonishing slap. “Like you’re going to have an issue with three spunky young nursing students throwing themselves all over you all weekend in a Vegas hotel room!” She snorted and dropped her mouth open in a wide smile and lashed her tongue around at me. Her eyes dropped to my mouth. Her hand slid down from my jaw that she cupped, to my stomach, and then to my groin under her head. She traced the outline of my erection with her fingertips where it remained hidden under her head, and her fiery red hair spread all over my lap.
“You’ve changed, you’re different,” I said down to her, and I drew strands of her hair off her face and caressed her cheek with the backs of my fingers. Her skin was so soft, I could barely feel it.
“I think we’re all very different,” she said, and she twisted her head sideways and caught my middle finger with her snaking tongue and sucked it deeply into her mouth. She swirled her tongue around it and closed her eyes. She moaned.
“I’m for sure very different,” Eden said. She remained sideways in her front seat, conversing with Nina but also glancing over her shoulder to Rebekah in the back seat, and me, watching Rebekah close her eyes and suck on my finger. “You guys changed me,” she said.
Nina looked over at her and smirked. “Nobody changes who isn’t looking to be changed,” she said. “But I agree,” she said. She raised her voice to Rebekah and me behind her. “Is Eden the most changed of everybody?” she said. “I vote yes,” she said and she chuckled.
“You’re making me blush again,” Eden said.
“I think that’s why Graham likes you so much,” Nina said, and she pinched the tip of her tongue in her grinning teeth.
“He likes you a lot, too,” Eden said. “You can tell, the way he looks at you.”
Nina smiled. “I like him, I can tell you that much,” she said.
“So do I,” Eden said and she wriggled in her seat and kicked her feet and grinned widely.
“Me too,” Rebekah said. “In case you couldn’t tell,” she said, and she snorted.
“You’re the worst of all of us, Beks,” Nina said. “You don’t even let the poor man recover.”
“I’ve yet to hear a complaint,” she said. She looked up at me from my lap. “Are you complaining?” she said more quietly, and she snorted lightly. She rolled sideways to face my abdomen and she began to work at pulling my belt from its loop and the button from my jeans. She frowned and grunted like it was hard work.
“She’s going to do it again,” Eden said to Nina, but with her eyes glued to Rebekah and my lap over her shoulder.
“What is she going to to again?” Nina said, straining to push her body up and to see down through her mirror into the back seat.
“You just drive,” Rebekah said. “You’ll get your turn.”
“Three hours, three girlfriends,” Eden said. “I’m setting my clock!” she called out to the back seat behind her. “That’s when we switch!”
“Are we seriously going with no rules this weekend?” Rebekah said. She had opened my pants and glanced up at me as she slid her cool fingers down under my shorts, and around my bare cock.
“We have to try that I guess, at least,” Nina said. “Maybe it’s where we’re going anyway.”
“What does that even mean?” Eden said. “No rules?” She remained transfixed by what she could see over her shoulder behind her in the backseat.
“I think it means . . . “ Nina said, pausing to choose her words.
Rebekah had eased my cock out from under the waist of my shorts. The cool air on it was momentary. Her hot, wet mouth engulfed me, and her tongue, flat and wide, slipped around the head of my cock. When she strained in her neck and arched in her back where she twisted in my lap, her mouth slid down the length of my shaft, and her lips, soft, puffy, and glossy, circled snugly around the base. I felt the suction of her sucking on me. Eden gasped in the front seat, watching with studied focus.
“ . . . we all do whatever we’d do as if he was just our boyfriend and we were alone with him in the hotel room, and we don’t pay attention to what someone else is doing,” Nina said.
“We don’t take turns with him anymore?” Eden said.
“Something like that,” Rebekah said with a moan, strings of saliva stretching between her lips and the head of my cock, and she pushed her mouth down my shaft again, further this time. She moaned when the head of my cock touched the back of her throat. Eden, her eyes wide, shuddered.
“Starting now?” Rebekah said.
Nina squealed. “Starting now, but you’re not climbing in the back seat!” she said. Eden had eased her seatbelt over her shoulder.
“Why not?” Eden said, and she began climbing through between the two front seats. “No rules you just said!”
Nina squealed. “Oh my god, Eden!” she cried out loud. “I don’t even know who you are anymore!”
“Shove over!” Eden said to me, and she pushed and squeezed herself through until I had to slide over into the middle seat in the back.
Rebekah groaned with impatience but adjusted herself in her seat to keep her mouth engaged with my cock and pumping on it. Eden tittered and pulled her knees up to roll over on her side to curl up just like Rebekah was, facing the back of the seat. She began pushing her face into the back of Rebekah’s bobbing head. “Turnees!” she said.
Rebekah lifted her face up from my cock and found Eden through the tops of her eyes laying her face down on my other thigh. “What?” she said. But, while still holding the base of my cock in her hand, Eden slipped her mouth quickly down over the head and, preparing herself, she pushed it down almost as far as Rebekah had been taking it.
“Oh my god,” Rebekah groaned, watching from up close as Eden strained in her neck and arched in her back laying sideways on my lap just as she herself had done, and as she took my saliva-glistening cock deep into her warm, wet mouth. “Eden . . . “ Rebekah said in a near-whisper. I glanced down. She had pushed her fist under the waist of her jeans. 
Rebekah slid her hand up and down the base of my cock following Eden’s mouth that closed loosely around the top of my shaft. Eden pulled up and off and smiled across my lap closely at Rebekah. But Rebekah wasn’t down there to socialize. As soon as my cock came out of Eden’s mouth, her own saliva strings stretching from the tip of the head to her rosy lips, Rebekah closed her own lips around the head of my cock and sank her mouth down my shaft.
Eden gasped at her, but through a grin. “My turn!” she cried out after Rebekah had pumped herself down my cock three or four times. Rebekah came up and off me, wiped the back of her hand over her mouth, and steered my cock back over toward Eden’s gaping mouth. She moaned deeply and loudly, only satisfied when my cock filled her mouth.
“Oh my god, are they both sucking you off at the same time!?” Nina shrieked from the front seat. She tried to sit up enough to see down from her rearview mirror, but couldn’t.
“They are,” I said, but it was in a low groan. My eyes were flickering closed. The sensation of changing mouth temperatures and pressures, punctuated by cool air as my cock was passed from one mouth to the other, was making my mind swirl.
“I’m going to so fuck you when I get my turn!” Nina groaned from the front seat, and she narrowed her eyes and frowned out the front window with frustration. She checked the time to see how long before we switched drivers.
Rebekah and Eden laughed together. They had both started licking the sides of my cock at the same time, and kissing it. First Rebekah popped just the head into her mouth, and then Eden followed. Rebekah laughed lightly and made as though nibbling the length of my cock, then held it up for Eden to follow suit. They dragged their loose, puffy lips together down the sides of my cock and came back up and kissed each other.
Rebekah pushed her hand into the back of Eden’s head. “Make him cum in your mouth,” she said to Eden. “I love that,” she said.
Eden pulled herself up onto her knees and elbows and started pumping her head up and down over my groin, her hair flying. Rebekah continued to pump the base of my cock in her hand, but she sat up and nuzzled her face into my face and kissed my mouth. “Cum in Ede’s mouth,” she said, and she sighed and clenched her teeth and flicked her tongue over my lips. She pushed her mouth over my ear. “She want’s to taste you so bad,” she said.
Eden sucked on my cock in earnest while Rebekah made out with me, giving me long, penetrating kisses, our tongues wrestling. Faster traffic passed by out my window. They no doubt thought they were seeing a girl make out with a guy in the back seat. They didn’t realize another girl was blowing me in my lap. And that the driver was going to be fucking me shortly.
“Cum!” Rebekah groaned against my mouth. Eden sucked harder. She whined and cooed into my groin. Nina squirmed in the front seat and whimpered. She knew what we were on the cusp of in the back seat directly behind her head, but she wasn’t allowed to look, being the driver. Rebekah’s hand pumped my cock with Eden’s mouth following it up and down. They both groaned against me, one around my cock, the other against my mouth. Eden sucked so hard I could feel the suction hard in the head of my cock.
My legs shot out straight and my feet pushed down hard under Nina’s seat. I pushed my left hand down inside the raised waist of Eden’s jeans and panties and strained to slip my middle finger down around her perineum where I felt her wetness ooze from her swollen, hot lips like juice from a lemon. I pushed my right hand down the back of Rebekah’s jeans and inside her panties, too, and I reached harder until my other middle finger found her pussy lips, too. She gasped against me and shivered and simpered with her mouth dropping open.
I slipped my middle finger up inside both of their pussies. Eden moaned loudly with my cock deep in her mouth, but Rebekah was louder than her, even with her mouth sealed around my mouth. Both of their bodies writhed and leapt and curled. They were at different levels of heat, but both of them were hot to the touch. They had distinctive levels of wetness, too, but both were oozing and swollen. Their voices and breath might have been different as well, one higher pitched and more airy, the other lower and growling, but both were heaving in their chests and shuddering in the bodies. My mind couldn’t keep track. My body couldn’t be held back. My will couldn’t be asserted against the inevitability of it. I could feel myself losing.
I strained hard in my back and went straight as a plank in the back seat, my body supported on my heels and the back of my head only. Eden and Rebekah moaned more loudly and held my hips down more tightly. My body was wracked with spasms. It trembled with held-back tension. I clenched in my teeth and clamped my eyes shut. I stopped breathing. Vibrations ripped through my body like electrical pulses. Eden squealed, but it was muffled by my cock deeply pumping in her mouth. Rebekah gasped, but it was muffled, too, with her mouth buried over my ear.
“Cum baby!” Rebekah cried in a soft, lilting voice. Eden whimpered loudly and pumped me harder yet, but with softer lips. A jolt rushed through my body. Eden wouldn’t stop. Rebekah closed her finger tightly around the base of my cock hard enough to hold me back from cumming. The pressure blew out through the top of my head. I heaved in my chest and humped my hips up hard into Eden’s face. They both pushed on my hip bones to try to hold me down. Eden began to swirl her tongue around the shaft of my cock despite what I told her about that. Rebekah bit my ear and squeezed my cock so hard, her arm trembled. “Cum, baby!” she groaned with desperation. My vision went dark and my mouth dropped wide open.
I spasmed throughout my body and I erupted with the force of Vesuvius. My hips dropped down and pumped back up so hard, Eden was nearly thrown up to the roof of the car. She burbled and foamed at her lips with my gushing cum, but she kept her mouth wrapped around my shaft tightly and caught most of my cum in her throat. I spurted hard and rapidly. Cum ran out the corners of her mouth and dripped in rivulets down over Rebekah’s hand, still wrapped around the base of my cock, but now pumping me. It was her release around the base that blew me up. Eden squealed from being overwhelmed. When she popped up and tried to swallow and cupped her hand under her chin to catch it, Rebekah fell down in my lap and pumped her own mouth down over my still-erupting cock.
Eden laughed and licked my cum out of her hand and wagged her tongue at me. “God, Graham!” she groaned. Rebekah pumped the last of my cum into her mouth and took care to lick me up all over. Eden went down and together they left me clean as a whistle. I sank down and back into the seat and drifted immediately into a dim stupor. In front of my dim and fading eyes, Rebekah and Eden kissed and tittered like secret lovers. I wasn’t sure if I’d ever seen them do that before. I guess we really were going without rules for the weekend.
Nina soon pulled into the first stop we had planned for snacks, gas, and a stretch. It was Rebekah’s turn to drive. “Watch out for that Edes,” Rebekah said to Nina as they passed each other piling back into the SUV. “She’s a puck hog.”
Nina pinched her tongue in her teeth and shook her head and rolled her eyes. “We’ll see about that,” she said.
“Middle,” Eden said to me as we all climbed back in. “Nina’s turn!” She squealed and shut her door behind her. “Tell us at least when a big truck is coming!” she called forward to Rebekah who reversed out of our parking spot and found her way back onto the highway.
“Why? Give the guy a thrill!” Rebekah said, and she snickered.
Nina climbed up into my lap to straddle me even while Rebekah was still accelerating back onto the highway. She had already curled her knees up to her chest in the seat beside me and pushed her jeans and panties down and off her legs. She was as eager as she said she would be. Eden tilted my chai latte to my lips and spilled a bit down my chin which she licked and kissed off me, and she laughed.
“I don’t think she’s going to give you a chance,” Eden said.
“Nuh-uh!” Nina said, and she pulled my cock out of my pants and pulled on it with her long cool fingers closed around it from above. She glanced around the windows to assess how close other traffic was, and she leaned forward on her knees where they pressed into the seat to the sides of my hips, and she brought her abdomen over my lap. She kissed the top of my forehead and I leaned my head back to find her mouth with my mouth.
She licked my lips and tittered. “Remember the first time we made love?” she said. She threw her head back and gasped to the ceiling and wrapped both hands around the back of my neck. Her pussy, already soaking wet, already steaming hot, sank down over the length of my cock like an oiled glove. Eden was right: Nina wasn’t interested in any foreplay. “I thought we were being so sneaky,” she said. She sank down harder on me until her thighs squeezed around my hips. She tittered and pulled herself back up, nearly far enough for my cock to pop entirely out from inside her pussy. The sounds of wet suction filled the back of the car.
Eden held my hand in her hand and sat up with me, pressed herself against me, and looked up and down Nina’s body in front of us as though discovering how she looked with fresh eyes. I reached out and caressed Nina’s breasts in my hands through her sweater and t-shirt, but she pulled her top up and yanked it back down with my hand underneath. I pushed her bra up and over her breasts and took them in my hands, bare. They were bigger than Rebekah’s, and jigglier than Eden’s. Eden’s hand joined my hands, rubbing Nina’s tits with me, and I rolled my head over to find her beside me, also with her head rolled over the back of the seat facing me. We kissed gently and rubbed Nina’s tits together, hidden under her top.
Nina began to fuck me in earnest, hanging onto the back of my neck and humping her body forward and back and up and down in my lap, her eyes clenched shut, her mouth pulled tightly in a grimace. I knew her when she got like that. She had a single-minded determination about it sometimes, like then. She could so quickly slip from a calm and shared lovemaking experience, into a purely physical, self-concerned, and mad humping. She laughed at herself after she got like that. “What?” she’d say. “Guys go like that all the time.”
Eden pushed herself harder against me, side to side, and watched her own hands rub Nina’s breasts that she exposed. She was always the more visual of the three of them. She gasped and pulled her knees up and jolted in her own body when my body jolted from Nina’s hard fucking in my lap. I knew Eden. I knew she was doing some psycho-transference thing, and I knew she was feeling what it was like to have a cock between her legs and to be fucked with wild abdomen by someone as delicious and gone as Nina was.
We rolled over sideways and Nina fell down along the backseat on her back. I turned sideways, and on my hands and knees, I pushed my hips forward. It was Eden who gripped my cock in her hand and aimed me into Nina’s pussy. I humped Nina under me and her legs spread widely around me. Eden climbed up onto my back and hung around my shoulders and hips and groaned into my ear and kissed my neck. She curled her hips and thrusted her groin in time with me curling my hips and thrusting my groin as I penetrated Nina into the seat under her. Eden was doing it again, pretending to be the one fucking Nina.
Nina writhed on the seat under me and Eden writhed on my back over me. I came down over Nina’s body and hung my face over her shoulder. She moaned and cried against my ear. Eden hung more heavily around my shoulders and sunk her head down around my neck. She moaned and cried just like Nina against my other ear. Her voice was lighter and breathier than Nina’s. Nina’s was huskier and more full of grunts. I could feel Nina’s pussy leak with glisten. And I could feel Eden’s pussy, too, where she leaked against the back of my waist. The musk of sexual ripeness filled the car.
I bucked at Nina hard and she grunted back at me. I shuddered and my neck muscles bulged. She dug her fingernails into the skin of my shoulders and pushed her head back. I could feel her pussy undulate around my cock and contract and suck on me. Eden slipped her hands around my waist and pushed them down over my abdomen and between my body and Nina’s body. She slipped her fingers around the base of my cock and squeezed me the way she watched Rebekah squeeze me earlier. She drove the tip of her tongue into my ear and tittered.
The pressure built up even though I had cum in Eden’s mouth only a little earlier. Nina began to thrust her body up at me from below and she clenched her teeth and clamped her eyes and shivered all over her body. High trucks passed us. Nobody cared. Eden started climaxing before either of us, even though she was only rubbing the whole of her pussy all around the back of my waist.
“Eden!” Nina squealed with barely concealed shock, but she didn’t even finish her name before she contracted throughout her body and grunted past my face and to the ceiling of the car and the window above and behind her head. I felt her pussy ripple around my cock and go into wild spasms. It was more than I could take, and I erupted past Eden’s tight fingers and sprayed my cum deep into Nina’s pussy. Eden squealed in my ear.
I landed down hard on her, and with Eden on my back, we nearly crushed Nina who groaned and laughed.
“Now I know why Eden wanted to go last,” Rebekah said from the front seat. Everyone was still breathing hard and recovering behind her and nobody could ask her what. But she offered it anyway. “Graham would be so drained from me and Nina milking him, all he’d have left is going down on Ede’s pretty little pussy!” she said, and she squealed. “Ede’s told me — she loves that best!”
“That was supposed to be private!” Eden squealed at Rebekah, but she laughed too. She glanced at me. “It’s true, though,” she said through a grin and she bit her lip.
It was time for our second stop. This time, Nina and Rebekah sat up front. “Let the young one have her time with him,” Rebekah said, and they laughed. Eden was no younger than either of Rebekah or Nina, but she seemed to be.
We got back out onto the highway. Only Eden and I remained in the backseat. We started necking and making out. I knew she liked things to happen as though spontaneously, like no one knew what was going to come next. When I opened her jeans, she widened her eyes at me like it was a surprise. She glanced up front as though it was a scandal that she pulled her jeans and then her panties down and off. I got on my knees on the floor of the backseat between her spread legs. She covered her face with her hands like it was some unspeakable shock what I had come up with. She loved pretending she was innocent. She needed to feel pressed, to feel like she was being lead astray.
I nudged her legs apart with my face and she covered her exposed tuft with both her hands. I nudged my face at the backs of her hands and she squealed a light and whispery “No!” She loved to pretend she was resistant. I pushed harder and she gasped and widened her eyes at me. She loved to pretend was overpowered. I think she was still grappling with identifying her needs and wants even to herself, and admitting to herself that she could be just as sexually overcome as her two roommates, if not more so.
From my experiences with her, I had to admit that she was more sexually enthralled than either of the other two, once her pretend-resistance was pretend-broken down. One slight touch of the tip of my tongue to the rosy and full lips of her glistening pussy, and she slinked further down in her seat, hooked her knees over my shoulders, and pushed her fingers lovingly through the hair on the top of my head. She giggled like a lover and arched in her back like a sexual aggressor. I lapped lightly on the flesh of her pussy, and she gritted her teeth and groaned out loud. She used to try to hide it and at least attempt to keep more quiet. But that was in the past. She already had a reputation for being the loudest, and by now, she no longer fought to hide it.
I licked her teasingly, lightly, sparingly. She rolled on her hips, thrusted herself up into my face, and punched my back and shoulders with her fists and her heels. There was one thing that was developing in her that was different, I had noticed lately. She had taken to accusing me, using harsh terms with me, and speaking dirty. It was strange: she was easily the most innocent and meek looking of the three of them, but once she got going, she was becoming the most foul-mouthed and aggressive sounding of them all.
“You gonna suck it, yeah?!” she said in that high, whining voice of hers she got when she was excited. “You better make me cum then,” she growled and she pulled my hair. I saw Rebekah and Nina glance at each other in the front seat and they both covered their mouths and grinned and held back their laughter.
“Suck it good!” Nina groaned. “You want to fuck me, don’t you,” she said. “You want to fuck me good and deep and cum all over my pretty tits — that’s right isn’t it?” she said.
I flicked my tongue over her pussy and sucked her clitoris up in my lips.
She gasped and twisted my skin where she pinched it in her fingers. “Are you going to make me cum all over your mouth?” she seethed. I lapped at her pussy. “You better lick me good!” she groaned.
It didn’t take long. I found the spot and kept the same pressure and movement. Her breath caught and her body strained. “Oh shit!” she cried out loud. “Oh fuck Graham!” she said. Nina and Rebekah were looking at each other with their eyes popping out and their mouths hanging open. Eden’s body went tight and straight. She nearly tugged my hair out of my head. The vibrations that rippled up and down through her body nearly threw my mouth off her pussy, if she wasn’t yanking my face down into it with her fingers twisting hard in my hair. Eden hurt me more than Rebekah or Nina. If I had scratches and bruises after a session, they were usually from Eden. And yet, out in public, she was the quietest, calmest, and mildest of anyone.
I circled her clit with the tip of my tongue and she bucked up so hard with her hips, she hurt my nose. I could feel her cum ooze out from inside her and down over my chin. The release of tension was always so much higher and harder in Eden than in Nina or Rebekah, even though when they climaxed, it seemed equally epic.
Eden cried out loud and slapped her hand into the window beside her. Her whole body came up and out of the seat and she pushed her hips hard up into my face. Her hips burst forward and her thighs went hard. She cried out loud without any restraint at all. Her head threw back against the window and her mouth dropped down wide. Her back arched so deeply, she was facing out the window upside down. Her whole body bucked with violent ripples of released tension.
A truck remained beside us on that side of the car the whole time.
Finally she sank down into the seat and a smile slowly opened across her face. Her eyes remained shut, but her eyebrows pushed up over her forehead. “So good,” she moaned. “Fuck,” she breathed more than spoke.
“I swear to god, Edes,” Rebekah said from the front seat. “One of these times you’re going to explode for real.”
“Feels like it, too,” Eden said.
“Well make yourself decent, we’re turning into the hotel,” Nina said.
Eden shrieked and fumbled with her jeans and panties. “Try saying something next time!” she cried out loud.
“I was trying to tell you the last ten minutes!” Nina said. She turned around in her seat to find Eden behind her. “You weren’t in a listening mode, I don’t think,” she said. “Bad Graham!” she said to me, pretending to scold me. She wagged her finger at me as I struggled up into my seat from the floor.
Rebekah parked close to the front door of the hotel and looked into the backseats over her shoulder. “You all look like you’ve been having sex in the car the last three hours,” she said.
“So do you,” Nina said to her. “Maybe because we have been doing exactly that!” she said, and she laughed and pushed her door open.
We all smirked when the check-in confirmed that we were three girls and one guy sharing a room for four with two king beds. “We’re nurses,” Nina said. “It’s okay.”
“I’m not,” I said in a low murmur, and Nina slapped my stomach blindly behind her back and smirked.
We held it in long enough to get to the elevator, before we all exploded with laughter on the way up. “Swear to god,” Rebekah said. “I’m going to use that one all weekend — ‘We’re nurses, it’s okay!’” she said, and we all started laughing all over again.
We didn’t have much time before they had to attend a dinner in the hotel restaurant where they were going to meet the hospital administrators. I wasn’t going down for that, of course. I was looking forward to a quiet rest by myself in the room, and maybe a small meal somewhere nearby.
I laid on one bed up against the headboard and put the TV on and scrolled through the endless channels. Meanwhile, Nina, Rebekah, and Eden scurried around the room showering, getting dressed, putting on make-up and doing their hair. They brought their bodies close to me to get my opinion on their underwear.
“Nobody’s going to see that, though,” I said.
“I’m going to know, though!” Nina said, and she lightly slapped my cheek. Rebekah pulled the waist of her panties down and showed me her tuft. “Kiss me?” she said, “for good luck?”
I leaned over the edge of the bed and pushed my tongue into the puffy lips of her pussy.
Eden pulled her away from my mouth. “Rebekah!” she cried out loud. “Nina, Rebekah keeps making Graham lick her pussy!” she shouted. But she did the same thing once she shoved Rebekah aside, and she snickered. She was different from before, like I said.
They made me assess their make-up and their hair and the dresses they put on in front of me. Finally, they locked elbows with each other and arrayed themselves in front of me at the foot of the bed. “You better rest,” Nina said. “I don’t think your girlfriends are going to let you sleep much tonight.”
“I get him first!” Rebekah shouted and she laughed.
“I thought there were no turns anymore,” Eden said.
“Eden scares me,” Rebekah said to Nina as they all turned and went out the door.
“Tell me about it,” Nina said, and I saw her reach her hand across behind Rebekah and slap Eden on her butt.
Eden squealed and glanced over her shoulder at me as they went out the door, all in high heels and short skirts. Her eyes flared wide and she fluttered her fingers at me from her hip. “Rest!” she said to me sternly. But she tittered too, and the door hissed closed.
I actually did fall asleep, and nearly directly, too. It was like my body knew what was coming. 




Chapter 7 

I slept fitfully through the early evening alone in the hotel room, waking up and tossing around over and over. I finally lifted my head from the pillow, unsure what time it was, where I was, and what I was doing there.
It was night, I made up my mind about that at least — 7 at night, not 7 in the morning, surely. I was sprawled on a king size bed nearer the windows, but I’d been on the one nearer the door when my girlfriends, Nina, Rebekah, and Eden, were still flying noisily around the room getting dressed and ready for their big dinner downstairs with all the hospital admin.
It was Vegas, it wasn’t home, I remembered that part, too. But Vegas was never for me what it was for most people. For me, it was a cheap place from which to get out of the city and into desert parks to climb rocks and gaze at the clear nothingness. It was a warm enough place in the winter without crossing borders.
The hotel room door suddenly flung open. Still gathering my bearings in both time and space, I swung my heavy, hung face over to my left and squinted one eye to get better focus on who was coming through it. No wonder I couldn’t make out which one of them it was — it was all three, squeezing through together, laughing and squealing, dressed up to the nines and wavering on their matching and too-high heels.
Nina was the more elegant of the three, quietly powerful, always with the reserved and thoughtful eyes like she was holding something back, like she was smoldering like embers under the flame. She was dressed in a low-swooping black dress that bordered on the award show ball gown. Her eyes glowed, so darkly lined like that.
Rebekah was always the enflamed one,  with her hair, wild, orange, and seemingly licking up her body where it cascaded over her shoulders and down her chest. She was the schemer of the three. She was the one who pushed the limits. She was wearing a short, tight, and dark green tube dress that squeezed her body.
And Eden, her face down but her eyes up, peering through the obscuring curtain of the strands of her hair she pulled over her face. She was the most unpredictable of the three, the wild card, the one you’d think is quiet, but who makes the most noise at the worst times. She was dressed in layers of black and white gashes and folds that you had to look carefully at to tell if she was flashing parts of herself in places as she moved.
They were all in the same platform pumps, which they dared each other to wear, Nina in patent black, Rebekah in flaming red, and Eden in stark white. “Just so everyone can tell we come together,” she said, before hurrying to finish: “in a package deal!” She turned away, blushed, and stuck her tongue out a little bit with embarrassment at her unintended double entendre.
I pushed myself up in bed and leaned, curled, against the headboard pulling my arms up and folding them behind my head. “To what do I?” I said, feeling as oddly comfortable and at ease around them as they had all become around me. It happened fast, considering who we all were, the types we exemplified. The change was obvious to all of us, even though it remained nothing anyone seemed ready to directly draw attention to yet, or discuss. We’d had, by then, had plenty of time with each other in the most intimate ways possible. But we had never yet spent too much time in the same space all together, at the same time, in intimate clothes, for example, or while “getting close” to each other, as Eden liked to call it.
“Owe the pleasure?” Nina said, finishing my question. She looked down at me from where she came to hover herself over the edge of the bed, her knees sunk forward, her hips rocking side to side a few inches, the backs of her fingers dragging forward and back over the sheet still draped over my body. I was naked under it. She knew it, too, she could tell. She snorted lightly and made sure I saw her eyes flash when she glanced down the sheet and up again, lumpy in that nude way from me under it. She smirked like she was thinking something, and wanted me to know it.
Rebekah stepped around the bed and tugged on the curtains to close them over the balcony windows. She dropped down on the side of the bed opposite to where Nina continued to bounce her shins against it, and she pulled up her folded legs under her. “We missed you down there,” she said. “It’s soooo boring downstairs!” She yanked the sheet back from my chest and snickered and covered her face in her hands — but she didn’t pull the sheet back over me.
She might not have realized I was naked under the sheet. But then again, being Rebekah, she might just as well have known it. She stuck her hand out still covering her face with her other hand as though she were the shy one, which was funny because she was not, and she wrapped it lightly around my cock. Her hand’s pale whiteness, it’s lime green matte nails, her fingers, long, thin, and as refined as a pianist’s, contrasted with the filling, stiffening, and mean stick she wrapped it around. It grew hard in her cool, smooth palm, and she slowly, lightly, even casually, pulled her hand up and down over it. “What’s this about, then?” she said in a low murmur, her green eyes flaring up at my eyes.
I snorted.
“Did you not look at the three of us in the mirror?” Eden said to Rebecca from where she came to stand at the foot of the bed. She hiked her layers of dress up around her thighs, creamy, smooth, and toned, and came down on her knees to pull the sheet the rest of the way off my body by slow inches. “It’s the shoes, isn’t it?” she said to me, and she came up over my now completely exposed body on her hands and knees, panther like, panting, stalking.
“Admit it,” she said in a low, breathy growl that she liked to put on when she was feeling “randy,” as she called it. She dipped her head down between her high and round shoulders that poked up past her ears, and her hair fell in a shimmering, luxurious drape across my stomach. Her pink lipsticked lips closed gently and softly around the ridge of my cock, engulfing the entire head inside the warm, humid space of her mouth, without touching it, yet, and Rebekah squeezed her hand rhythmically around the shaft, watching Eden take me, studiously.
“Oh my god, Edes,” Nina said quietly as though to herself, and she pulled her legs up, she sat on the side of the bed beside me, and she pulled the bottom of her dress up around her hips. “Touch me, boyfriend,” she said to me, and she laughed. She tugged the waist of her panties down to show me her tuft.
I looked. She glistened.
“You’re so lucky,” Rebekah groaned to me, and she pulled her body over the bed to lie more closely beside me on my other side. She brought her face up to the side of my face and kissed my neck. She followed Eden’s lips with her light, cool fist up and down my cock. They were both as light on me as breeze, as slow as waves up a lazy beach, and as together as hand and glove, one cool and light, her hands, the other hot and wet, her mouth. Eden moaned, muffled, and Rebekah snorted. “So, so lucky,” she groaned at me with a crooked grin, and she penetrated my mouth with her tongue and moaned too, also muffled.
Nina watched Eden pump her head slowly up and down in my lap and gasped — she could see the shaft of my cock emerge from Eden’s lips when she pulled up on it, hard and slick with her saliva. She shivered and wrapped her hand around my wrist and pulled it down inside her panties and drew her fingers down over the back of my hand, over the back of my middle finger only, and finally, just over the tip. She used my fingertip like a device to search for and find the crevice of her pussy lips, to draw my fingertip up inside her, and to press it in a tight circle around the nib of her hardening clitoris. It was as though she was demonstrating to me what she desired of me, what she wanted me to do to her.
I did as asked and she sank her face into the pillow beside me and gasped close to my ear. I found the bottom of Rebekah’s tight dress, too, and worked my hand up under it to find the waist of her panties, and to slip my hand down inside of them. She laughed and twisted into a better position. I found her pussy no less wet and no less hot, and just as full and puffy, too, as Nina’s.
They both settled in with their head on my shoulders, their faces in my neck, and their hands roaming my body. I fingered them both, slowly and lightly, casually. They both wrapped their hands around my cock, one warmer than the other, so that there was a gradient of heat from cool hand, to warmer hand, to hot mouth, and just as slowly and lightly as Eden sucked, they stroked me up and down below her softly pressing lips. Eden moaned as she pushed her mouth down the full length of my cock forcing herself against their hands, and she caressed and flicked my cock with her tongue inside her mouth. 
She had changed so much. I stroked her hair.
That it felt completely natural, the three of them like that, in bed with me together, was the most surprising thing. It felt normal to be that way with them at the same time, even though nothing like it had ever happened before. I had to blink my eyes and focus my mind to appreciate how a new level of intimacy was just then being discovered by all of us together. Something was changing in our relationship. We seemed to be slipping into a new phase without pausing to notice. The road trip to Vegas, the hotel room together — our previous ideas of ourselves had fallen away.
“You better hurry up , Edes,” Nina groaned. She pushed her mouth into my neck and moaned with a deeply sighing breath. Her body curled up and thrusted hard at my hips. “So good,” she groaned in my ear. “But we can only stay for a second — dessert is coming, down in the restaurant.” She pushed the tip of her tongue around my ear hard and soft at the same time. “And we must attend.”
“Let me do it,” Rebekah said to Eden, and she bent down and pushed Eden’s face away from my lap to sink her own mouth down the entire length of my cock. Eden laughed, and together they pumped my shaft in their hands. Rebekah came up and off me and kissed Eden on the lips before Eden smiled at her, and dropped her face down in my lap again and took me as deep as Rebekah had, stretching herself.
Nina squeezed my wrist. “Oh fuck, Graham!” she groaned hard into my ear. Her body went stiff and her breath caught like someone touching a hot element. She pushed her face into my neck and her body tensed up hard, and then it released, just as quickly. She chuckled lightly. “A nice little one!” she said, and she giggled.
I could barely hear her, though. Rebekah and Eden were taking turns pumping me in their mouths and kissing each other on the lips and kissing the sides of my cock together and giggling.
“You can swallow him this time,” Rebekah said, and she squeezed my cock hard at the base and held me for Eden to take me deeply into her throat. She whipped her tongue around my cock inside her mouth — her new speciality, I would have to say — and Rebekah finally released her tight grip around the base. My hips leapt up off the bed and my head shot back down into the pillows and backward and upside down. My core clenched and my fists curled, clutching the sheets. Eden squealed in a muffled tone and stopped pumping her mouth on me. I shot into her and she swallowed. She came off me and laughed, a bit of my cum gurgling from her lips and hanging like a worm from her chin. Rebekah laughed and scooped it from her chin with her finger and wrapped her tongue around it and kissed it and sucked it off, and swallowed me, too. She kissed Eden deeply on the mouth in front of me, but not for me. Her moan was for Eden, as Eden’s was for her.
They all suddenly got up and checked themselves in the mirror. Eden touched up her lips, Rebekah straightened her tight dress down, and Nina fluffed at her hair. “Gotta go!” she said, and she laughed. They all waved, they all strutted for me, and they all laughed with each other, arms in arms. Out the hotel room door they went, leaving me sprawled on the bed, the sheet on the floor, my ravaged body weakened, and my flaccid cock spent. I slipped back into sleep again. Something was different, all right. Things had changed between us. Our road trip together and the shared hotel room had signaled something new.
“I’ve researched harems,” I said. All four of us were hunched over a table in the corner of the hotel bar later on. They were restless after a long boring dinner of speeches, and I was thoroughly rested.
“Shut up!” Eden said, and she blushed and twisted around to look over her shoulder. “Don’t use that word!”
“Is that what this is, though?” Rebekah said. Her eyes glowed and her lips curled up in a grin. She was on fire.
“It is and it isn’t,” I said with a shrug.
“Spoken like a true student of history,” Nina said with a sneer. But she was only teasing. She rested her hand loosely on my thigh. She rolled it over under the table, and traced a heart with her fingernail, scratching into the denim of my jeans, all hidden below.
“I didn’t pick you guys out, for starters,” I said. “Like a normal harem would be built.”
“We picked you,” Rebekah said.
“I picked him, you mean,” Nina said. “And I presented him to you and Eden.”
“If I recall correctly,” Rebekah said, sitting back with a sideways grin. “He presented himself to us that morning — you forgot and left him in your bed!” Rebekah said. She looked at me with deep, wide eyes. Her foot rubbed up my leg under the table. “I want you,” she mouthed to me silently. The others didn’t see it, but I’m not sure they would have been bothered by it if they had.
Nina ducked her face down and squealed into her arm. “It’s true!” she said. “I actually forgot you were in my bed! Will you ever forgive me?” she said, turning to me. She let her hand drift up my thigh until her palm cupped my groin, and she squeezed me, pressing my jeans down, and she outlined the shape of my cock under my pants with her fingers and thumb.
“And Eden, too,” I said, ignoring her. “It was like you brought me to Eden, not Eden to me, like it would be in a traditional harem,” I said.
“Oh my god, I can’t believe you’re talking like this!” Eden said, scanning the room around her again. She surreptitiously pushed her hand over my groin from the other side, found Nina’s hand already there, and they smiled at each other. Both of their hands secretly massaged me under the table.
“There’s a perfectly reasonable explanation,” Rebekah said. She slumped forward in her seat, folded her arms over her chest, and flashed her wide eyes at me. “We’re three very busy, very career-driven professionals with advancement and specialization on our minds — none of us have time for dating, or boyfriends, and gazing across the lake dreaming of marriage.”
“Plus,” Nina said, nodding at Rebekah. “Nursing is a pretty science-based profession these days — and we’re around life and death and bodily fluids and high emotions all the time. There’s not a lot of sentimentality around this table,” she said.
“But it’s like I’m the kept one in all of this,” I said. “Like I’m the concubine.”
“The manubine,” Rebekah said, and she squealed out loud and covered her mouth with her hand.
Nina snorted and glinted at her with her sparkling eyes. “The manubine in our reverse harem,” she said.
Rebekah squinted at her.
“Reverse harem,” Nina repeated with a shrug.
“But then,” Eden said, narrowing her eyes at Nina, thinking hard. “Shouldn’t there be one girl and many guys if it was a reverse harem?” She said the harem word in a whisper.
“There’s obviously those ones with one guy in control, and many women,” I said and I nodded. “I think there’s also situations where it’s one powerful woman with several guys — eunuchs they used to be called, and they weren’t always castrated,” I added, before Rebekah was about to speak over me. “There’s arguably cases of several powerful men and one woman — like a prostitute, or a bunkhouse thing, a gangbang situation,” I said.
Eden gasped, covered her mouth, and looked nervously sideways and behind herself.
“But I’m not sure I can think of a situation involving a few powerful females and one subordinate guy,” I said.
“Amazonians!” Rebekah said.
“That was certainly a lot of powerful women living together, running things, but they didn’t keep men like that, they defeated male armies,” I said.
“So we’re inventing something new?” Rebekah said. “Three girls keeping a man?”
“A femarem,” Nina said and she smirked.
Eden frowned at her.
“A feminine harem?” Nina said with a shrug.
“So you’re the extremely lucky manubine in our femarem,” Rebekah said, and she squealed and clapped so loud, other people in the restaurant looked over.
“Whatever it is,” Nina said, and she smoothly, slowly, worked her hand under the waist of my jeans, and under my shorts below as well, and closed it around my stiffening cock inside. “I don’t feel any jealousies, like you’d think a girl would. I actually love it when I see him and one of you getting it on,” she said.
The openness was new, but it wasn’t unusual for those nurses.
Rebekah leaned forward over the table and reached across to scratch her fingernails into the sides of my ribs. “I get off on it too,” she said quietly enough to avoid being overheard. She dropped her mouth open at me and grunted softly, in an overtly sexual way.
“We all do,” Eden said. “But we’re not like that with each other, just when Graham is with us.” Her eyes became glassy and she moved them down from my eyes to my mouth and back up again. She glanced at Rebekah and Rebekah glanced back at her. Eden’s hand joined Nina’s hand inside my pants and shorts. She curled her fingernails around my balls. She always got glassy eyes when she was starting to feel that way.
“I’m sensing an early night in,” Rebekah said with a grin.
“So,” Nina said, ignoring her, but not without a grin, and she turned to me and pulled her hand out of my pants. “When we all bought matching shoes for this trip, we also got matching night things, too — all for you,” she said.
“I thought we were going to surprise him!” Eden said.
“No, Nina’s right, it’s a perfect time right now,” Rebekah said with a grin. “Let him imagine us.”
“Or show him,” Nina said to her with a shrug.
“You’d have to close your eyes though,” Eden said, “until we’re ready.”
I agreed. Besides, I had to get them out of there. Something was going to give.
We went up the elevator. First Nina, and then Rebekah, and finally Eden all pressed themselves into me in the elevator, kissing me, licking me, feeling me up all the way to our floor. It was Vegas. So even when other people got on the elevator, they didn’t stop.
Nina pushed me down on the bed. Rebekah straddled me with her skirt hiked up around her waist. Eden handed her a scarf to tie over my eyes. “No peeking!” Eden said sternly and they all laughed and darted around the room. I bided my time.
“Ready,” Nina finally said.
I peeled the blindfold up and off my eyes. Eden was on the left, Nina the middle, Rebeka, the right, all at the foot of the bed, all tugging their shoulders back with their hands clasped together behind their backs, all twisting side to side, and all brimming with shyness and excitement. Eden was in a golden shimmering satin cami top and matching shorts. Nina was in a marble-white satin teddy that was almost too short. Rebekah was in a forest green shimmering satin crop-cut halter and Turkish pants.
They were all in the same material, and all in the same style, too, obviously by the same maker, but they were all in different colors and different designs. Again I was struck by how together they were, how different this was, how things had changed. Each of them might have, by themselves, done that — enjoyed surprising me with a new nighttime outfit. But all three together at the same time? Nobody was talking about taking turns anymore.
“Nice,” I said. They all grinned, they all looked down and sideways with bashfulness, and they all climbed up on the bed, each of them walking like slinky little minxes on their hands and knees, up toward me where I leaned back against the headboard and spread my arms out to receive them.
They laughed and pulled the sheet down, just like before, revealing me to them, naked. All I had on was the blindfold scarf hanging loosely around my neck. Nina reared up on her knees spread them around my chest and pulled the blindfold back up over my eyes. “Try to guess who,” she said, and a moment later, I felt my cock, already hard, become engulfed by someone’s mouth.
They played with me, enjoying laughing together and kissing and sucking my cock in turns, and rubbing their new silky outfits against me. I could tell there was nothing on underneath their satin — hard nipples rubbed me, steaming pussies pressed against me. The room became filled with soft moans only, until someone put music on. I could tell the lights were put down low through the blindfold. Three different mouths closed around my cock, one after the other. I sank into a floating, weightless world, dark and filled with droning desert music, my head carried on carpets of scent of cinnamon and honey and cloves, while my body became wrapped in satin, caressed with tongues, and sucked and kissed and licked all over. 
Someone straddled my face and pulled the satin of their bottoms aside enough to dangle the sopping and swollen lips of their pussy down over my mouth. I licked and kissed and sucked on who I don’t know. Whines and whimpers rose up from all over the bed. I could tell they were doing things to each other as well as to me. It was so different, it was so new. Someone rode me reverse style, pushing their greedy, suckling pussy down over the length of my cock, and someone else smirked and tittered and poked their tongue at my mouth and lips and kissed my ear and asked me “Is this good?” A hand squeezed tightly around the very base of my cock under a gripping and milking pussy that slid up and down over it.
I rolled over and suspended myself on my straight arms and knees over one or another of their thrashing and contorting bodies, and I plowed myself into it. The girls laughed and kissed and traded themselves out, so that I fucked another one who fought, playfully, to position herself under me. I fucked whatever was pushed under my hips, be it a pussy, a hand, or a mouth.
Someone rode my back and climaxed on me. Someone bit my ear, licked it all over, and groaned and grunted. Someone else must have been doing something to them. Her body jerked and stiffened and she cried out loud. I was pushed down and onto my back and rubbed on my face all over, sloppily, by someone else, who thrusted her hips and gripped my face, and spilled on me, her body snapping and torquing. One of them stroked my cock in her hand and another one sank her mouth down my cock and held it there until I ejaculated into it. A third girl licked me all over and cleaned me up after I ejaculated into the mystery mouth.
They insisted on pushing, pulling, and dragging me into the shower, and washing me and laughing and drying me, and, finally, dressing me. We just had to go to a club, even though it was late.
We all danced together. The floor was packed. Lots of girls were rubbing themselves on lots of guys. But one guy was being rubbed up and down and all over by three girls at once. And that guy was me. I was transported by it, induced into a trance in the middle of the surging mass, held up by my girlfriends on all sides, my head back, my groin rubbed, my legs gyrated on. I peeked out one half-lidded eye. They were no better — all of them were entranced like me, their eyes closed, their mouths open, their bodies glued to mine, Eden rubbing her ass up and down my thigh, Rebekah facing me, straddling my other thigh, Nina behind me, her hands down my pants, fondling me.
We made our way back to our table, a small private round one with high-back booth seats around it. “Ready?” Nina said.
Eden was up and out the front door with Rebekah on her heels before I even figured out what Nina was asking. She tugged me by the wrist behind her. The club wasn’t far from the hotel and we walked a part of the crammed strip back. All three of them hung from me, rubbed themselves on me, kissed me, and panted in my ears. I wrapped my hand around two waists. Eden walked backward in front of me. “Fuck me!” she said out loud, and Rebekah and Nina gasped at each other and laughed. “I want it so bad!” she cried.
“Oh my god, Edes!” Nina said. “Keep it in your pants, girl!”
“Fuck her first, she’s going to explode if you don’t,” Rebekah groaned in my ear and she laughed.
Eden pushed herself suddenly up to me and she buried her tongue in my mouth. “I’m going to explode if you do,” she said, and she spun around and grabbed my hips behind her and pushed her ass out into my groin.
“We’ve corrupted Eden,” Nina said. Rebekah and Nina and I held hands and Eden skipped in front of us, twirled around, and thrusted her hair up from her back.
“I think I’m in love!” she said loudly.
“I think I am,” Rebekah said, and she shrugged, she grinned, and she stuck her tongue out at me. She squeezed my hand harder.
“I definitely am,” Nina said. I looked sideways at her. “Like seriously,” she said privately to me and she squeezed my other hand.
We stopped to eat mini tacos at a food truck. “That was the most fun at a club I think I’ve ever had,” Nina said.
“Because you already have a boy,” Rebekah said.
“Nobody touched me on the dance floor,” Eden said.
“Did you see yourself out there?” Nina said, and she rolled her eyes and shook her head and grinned.
“Was I too much?” Eden said to me, and she stepped up to me, cupped her hand around my balls, and bit her bottom lip.
“Public,” Rebekah said.
We barely made it back to the hotel room still clothed. Eden was the worst. She tried to fuck me on the elevator, her ass stuck out to me, her back deeply arched, her legs spread. My cock, pulled from my pants, touched the wetness of her pussy, even with other people on the elevator.
Inside the room, Rebekah and Nina made a game of unsuccessfully restraining Eden, which allowed her to fully express her urge. She struggled against them where they held her back, ripping her clothes off, growling angrily, and snapping her jaw at me. I teased her, taking my clothes off for her. She pretended to be a caged panther, and Rebekah and Nina called out warnings to me, pretending to be zoo keepers losing control.
When they let Eden break free, she leapt, completely naked, at me, and thrusted her legs around my waist, her arms around my neck, and her mouth around my mouth. I fell backward from her collision onto the bed. She climbed up over me and gripped my cock in her fist and tried to drive her hips down hard into my hips.
But Rebekah and Nina caught up to her and restrained her. She forced her hips down, but they tugged on her waist and shoulders and pulled her back. Her pussy lips, dripping with their pussy saliva, kissed the tip of the head of my cock as lightly as a butterfly before Rebekah and Nina hauled her backward and off me and onto her back.
But then they both stripped and jumped on the bed, laughing, shrieking, and squealing. First Rebekah straddled my hips and thrusted her groin down to me, but Nina and Eden pulled her back off. Nina jumped on me backward and flailed at the other two with her arms, fighting them off and trying to capture my cock in her pussy hovering over me. But Eden and Rebekah heaved hard and managed to push Nina off me. Rebekah and Nina thumped to the floor and rolled around helplessly, they were laughing so hard. Eden leapt over my body and stuffed my cock hard and deep into her pussy. She reared up on her knees and arched deeply in her back and swung her arms over her head triumphantly, whooping about winning, while she fucked me fast and deeply.
There was a knock on the door. Rebekah and Nina immediately stopped laughing and rolling around. Eden covered her mouth and sank down on my cock all the way, and held herself still on me. I was elected to check the peep hole. It was hotel staff.
I put a robe on and Nina, Rebekah, and Eden quickly hit the lights and jumped in the beds and put on a show. They yanked the sheets up to their chins.
“Lot of noise,” the staff said to me when I opened the door.
“Oh sorry,” I said. “I think we had the volume on the TV up to loud.”
“Ok then,” the guy said. “Let’s keep it down a bit, I know it’s Vegas, but . . . “ he said, and he fixed me with his eyes.
I shut the door and threw the bolt. “You girls are out of control,” I said.
Rebekah flung the sheets off her body and patted the bed between her and Eden. Nina leapt up and jumped in beside Rebekah. I tossed my robe over a chair. We were all completely naked. I climbed in between Eden, Rebekah and Nina and we necked. Eden and I made gentle, slow love while Nina and Rebekah kissed us both and masturbated themselves beside us. We fell asleep all in the same bed, all our legs entangled.
I rolled onto my side sometime in the middle of the night. Someone, I don’t know who, arched against me on her side with her back to me, and I entered her. We fucked without speaking or opening our eyes. I rolled on my side another time much later — I think there was already light creeping around the curtains. I entered that body, I don’t know whose, the same way, and it curled and bucked against me, our eyes closed, our breaths our only sounds. In both instances, the girl, whoever it was, climaxed in a soft, long, and gripping way. For such a wild, loud, and rambunctious night, when we did finally make love, it was, in all three cases, quiet, gentle, and soft.
The girls had observations and shadowing to do at the hospital and they rushed, tired, to dress and get out the door. I slept much longer, and when I finally got up to find breakfast, I wondered around art galleries and malls and bought my girlfriends little presents. Nina texted me and said they were going back to the hotel. I replied saying I’d meet them there.
I realized, as I picked my way through the throngs of visitors, that I was a kept man. I was enslaved by the three girls, chained in my golden cage, used by them when they needed me, and fed and cared for  between bouts in bed.
There was only time to pack and check out. We piled into the car and found our way out of town, me driving.
No one was going to bring it up, so I had to. “How is this going to work?” I said.
“Do you mind it, the way it is now?” Nina said.
I squinted at the long road ahead and noted how she said that it “is” this way, not becoming that way, and not just potentially either, but “is.” So she recognized the changes too.
“Do any of us mind it?” Rebekah said.
“Nope,” Eden said, happily chirping behind me. I noticed her and Rebekah holding hands across the back seat.
“Do you think anyone has done this before?” Nina said to me.
“Three women, you mean?” I said, “and one guy?”
“It’s obvious which way the power dynamic lies,” she said. “You’re the one who’s always going on about the power dynamic. I wouldn’t even be able to use that phrase if it weren’t for you. But you can tell the way it lies, right?” she said.
“Three women with the power, really,” Rebekah said. “Our house, our rules.”
“Our pleasure,” Eden said, finishing the line. They both looked at her and she flared her eyes back at them. “What!?” she said.
“Yeah, no,” I said, “it’s a pretty unique thing, I think, three women with the power sharing the one guy.”
“I keep telling you you’re so lucky,” Rebekah said. I saw in the rearview mirror her and Eden kiss. I ignored it. I think Nina knew too, but she ignored it as well. It was sweet to watch.
“It makes sense, though,” Nina said. “I felt it at the club. We all got to go and have fun because we were all with a guy already.”
“Guys always want to have more girls, girls always want to have one solid guy. It makes perfect sense to me,” Rebekah said. “Why doesn’t this happen more often?”
“Maybe it does,” I said. “But maybe people keep quiet about it.”
“Guys would boast about it, I know guys,” she said.
“Maybe not the kind of guys who get picked up by girls like us,” Nina said. “If they were the kind to boast about it, they wouldn’t be in it.”
“That’s a good point, actually,” Rebekah said. “Are you going to boast about it?” she asked me.
“And face the wrath of you three?” I said.
They all laughed. But it was true. You could tell the kind of trouble there’d be if I blabbed about it.
When we got home, Nina, Rebekah, and Eden went into the blue house and I went around the back and into my caboose parked there. We all had things to do — Monday was coming and we’d left things to lie all weekend.
Around 8 at night Nina came in. “Cuddle me?” she said. “In bed?”
I was glad to close my laptop and shove it in my bag for the morning, and I climbed in where Nina had already gone. We no sooner started to kiss and hold each other but the front door creaked open.
“In here!” Nina shouted with her hand cupped around her mouth. “Bedroom,” she added, and she laughed and rolled into me to kiss my chest.
It was Eden. She said nothing but took off her grey drawstring jogging pants and pulled her t-shirt up and over her head, and she climbed into my bed, too. She wrapped herself around my back where I laid on my side cuddling and kissing with Nina. Eden kissed the back of my neck and pushed her face into my back and sighed.
It didn’t take Rebekah long to come out too, and to strip and climb in the bed with us. She wrapped herself around Eden’s back and spooned her the way Eden was spooning me.
In minutes they were all sound asleep. I pushed the heels of my hand into the bed and gently lifted myself up to half-sitting against the headboard, and I put my arms around all three of their backs. They adjusted themselves and pulled themselves in tighter against me. Eden laid her arm over my body with her hand flat down on my chest. Nina was nearly a perfect mirror of her on my other side, both of them with one hand on my chest, pressing. Rebekah hugged Eden from behind and pulled herself up tighter against her.
We’d all had a pretty sexually vigorous weekend and I wasn’t surprised everyone was satiated, for now. I put the lamp out and settled down further into the pillows and thought about the first time Nina found me in the basement of the library, and the way she silently lead me to her home.
Softly, casually, I stroked the three naked bodies piled up against me in my bed, and I stared through the dark length of the caboose train car contemplating how quickly everyone was changing. We never slept in the same bed before, for example. None of us had gone to bed together in any fashion without it being about sex. I leaned over gently and kissed Nina’s head, then Eden’s head, and then I reached further to kiss Rebekah’s head, too. And then I fell asleep with them. We all had school the next morning after all. 




Chapter 8 

“How far away are you guys allowed to go over Christmas?” I said to Nina, Rebekah, and Eden with my hand over my phone. They had volunteered to use up some of their practicum hours giving on-call coverage to the hospital over low-staff days during Christmas. It was a wise career move.
“They said to not be more than 90 minutes away,” Nina called back from the main room. I was in the kitchen whipping up some dinner. My mom was on the phone.
“I made the mistake . . . “ I said, and I paused, put the phone on mute instead, and continued. “ . . . of telling my mom none of you were going home over Christmas.”
“You told your mom about us?” Eden said, looking up with horrified eyes.
“Yeah, also a mistake,” I said. “She asked where I was living. I said a caboose.”
“And she was like, ‘a caboose? What in the world?’” Rebekah said in an imitated voice and she laughed.
“Pretty much it,” I said. “So I had to tell her the whole story. Now shut up,” I said. I took my phone off mute. “They can come for dinner,” I said to my mom with resignation. The feed-the-orphans-for-Christmas tradition she loved so much could be re-instituted for another year after all.
“We’ll have them stay!” she said. “Make a time of it — the guest wing is done, it needs to be inaugurated anyway!”
“Great!” I said to my mom in a clearly sarcastic tone.
“Isn’t it just!” she said, not catching my tone.
Nina had snuck up behind me and crooked her head to the phone behind my ear and gasped and stood back. “Staying over sounds like a gas!” she shrieked. “We accept!” she called to the phone through a cupped hand.
I popped my eyes out at her and dropped my chin wide open. “Fuck off!” I silently mouthed to her.
“We’d love it!” she cried into the phone even louder and she shrieked with laughter.
I held the phone back up to my ear.
“That’s settled then!” my mom said. “Three of them you said? All like that one?”
I stared hard and cold at Nina. “Three of them,” I confirmed to my mom on the phone. “Not quite as bad as that one,” I said.
“Three lively girlfriends all at once! Imagine that!” my mom said.
I popped my eyes wide open with horror, but her chuckling told me she was just kidding. At least I hoped so. She didn’t know how right she was. She couldn’t have — how could anyone guess at a thing like that?
I ended the call and narrowed my eyes at Nina.
She pretended not to notice. “You live less than 90 minutes away?” she said.
“Actually 91 minutes away, so looks like that plan just fell through,” I said.
She laughed and scooped a spoonful of yogurt from the bowl I put it in for cooking with. “I never knew you lived that close. How come you never said so before?” she said. She hoisted herself up onto the counter behind her and settled in for a nice, long conversation. I got another bowl down and filled it with more yogurt for my sauce.
She chuckled and crossed her ankles. “So how come?” she repeated.
I shrugged. “Never came up — you didn’t ask,” I said.
She guffawed loudly and kicked me in the ribs. “You didn’t want us to know. What is this guest wig anyway?” she said.
“Wing,” I corrected her. “A guest wing. They built it onto their house. Sounds like it’s finally done.”
“Oh my god!” she screamed and she captured me with her legs and crossed her ankles together around my waist, hauling me backward between her legs and not letting me go. “Graham’s parents built a fucking guest wing onto their house!” she called out to Rebekah and Eden.
“What’s a guest wing?” Eden said.
“What the fuck is a guest wing, Sir Graham, you mean?” Nina said, repeating Eden’s question.
“Graham is rich!” Rebekah sang in the nah-nah-nah way, teasing me.
“They’re rich, I’m just normal,” I said. But the cat was out of the bag.
“His richy-rich mom wants us all to come and stay over Christmas!” Nina cried out loud. “We get to inaugurate the new guest wing for her! What fun!” Nina shouted and she laughed and squealed.
“I never knew you grew up so close to here,” Rebekah said. She came into the kitchen and dragged her palm over my lower stomach before stretching up to kiss my cheek. Nina still held me inside her locked ankles.
“Right?” Nina said. “I didn’t know he grew up so rich. There’s lots about our boyfriend we don’t know,” she said, and she pulled herself up onto my back and draped her arms around my neck. She dropped her head down and kissed my neck. “Want you,” she whispered in my ear privately.
Rebekah heard her, but only grinned and slapped her ass. “He’s making dinner,  can you not wait, girlfriend?”
“No I cannot wait!” Nina said. “You should talk!”
I noticed it, but I couldn’t tell if Rebekah or Eden noticed it. I wasn’t even sure if Nina realized what she said. It wasn’t “my boyfriend,” she said, it was “our boyfriend.”
I carried her piggy-back to the main room and dropped her behind me and onto the couch. “I grew up rich,” I said, and I shrugged. “My house is like an hour-and-a-half from here. It’s in the hills — an old country estate type of thing,” I said. “There, now you know.”
“Would you really rather we don’t go?” Eden said. “We don’t have to if you don’t want us to.”
I shrugged again. “Thanks, but, you might as well. It’s a pretty nice place, just warning you.”
Rebekah rolled her eyes. “Yeah, good, great, nice of you to warn us about something being too nice!” she said, and she shook her head and snorted and grinned. “Don’t worry, we won’t embarrass you.” She passed me by again with her cup full and she grazed her hand over my groin and squeezed me in passing.
“Does she know?” Eden said, tentatively hanging onto the last syllable.
I silently shook my head at her. “I told her I found an ad subletting the caboose parked in the back of a house,” I said. “But she’s a pryer.”
“Meaning?” Nina said.
“She has strong moral opinions. She likes to probe into people’s private situations. She  doesn’t make a habit keeping her mind to herself,” I said.
“So,” Nina said, “no nooky?” She covered her mouth and grinned widely behind her hand.
“No nothing, and I mean it,” I said.
“Not even . . . ” Rebekah said, and she quickly snatched my wrist in her hand and yanked me down onto the couch between her and Nina. She cupped her hand around my groin. “ . . . when we really need it?”
“Not even, no, nothing,” I said, and I glared at her to show how serious I was.
“But what if,” Eden said, and she slid out of her chair and crawled on her hands and knees as slinky as a cat until she pulled herself up between my legs. “We keep it secret?” She twisted her hand into the button of my jeans.
“Poor Edes,” Nina said, turning my face to hers with her finger hooked under my chin. “You know how she gets when she needs it,” she said, and she stuck her tongue out and grinned at me.
“I do not!” Eden said from between my legs. She pulled my knees apart and looked up at Nina with a crooked grin. She bit her lip as she sank her face down into my groin. She pressed her kissing lips into the lump in the front of my pants and smiled.
“You out of all of us are the worst!” Rebekah said. She and Eden snorted at each other. Rebekah pulled the knot from the drawstring in the front of my pants.
Nina rolled onto her side against me on the other side and smiled into my cheek. “She is, isn’t she,” Nina said, and she pushed the waist of my pants down. I didn’t have to look, I felt the cool air of the room on the skin of my cock, now exposed.
Rebekah tittered and Nina pushed my pants further down. They both smiled at my lap. Eden pulled her hair in a chord around her neck, and sank her warm, soft, and wet mouth down over the head of my cock, and then she engulfed me completely to the back of her throat.
I sank back into the cushions of the couch and exhaled. “There, there,” Nina said, and she chuckled and sank back with me. Her hand, warm and smooth, cupped around my balls. “Eden will help you with your stress.”
“This is exactly what we can’t do,” I said. “When we go to my old home.”
“If Eden needs to, though,” Rebekah said, and she laughed and tugged my chin all the way over to her side of me and filled my mouth with her tongue and sealed her lips around mine. She moaned inside our kiss.
I drew my hand up Rebekah’s lap and pushed it down inside the elastic waist of her loose flannel pjs. She sucked breath through her teeth and pressed her face against my cheek and neck. I ran my middle finger down inside the waist of her panties and found her pussy, slick and hot to the point of steaming.
“What’s got you all . . . ?” I said, but I couldn’t finish my sentence. Nina pulled my chin back toward her. She had pushed the waist of her house pants down around her thighs. Her panties, too, stretched between her legs. She ran her middle finger down through the lips of her pussy. They glistened with wetness and she shivered with her eyes half closed at me.
“How are we going to survive at your home if we don’t get to . . . “ she said, but she didn’t finish her sentence before she dropped her mouth wide open and shook against my side.
Eden moaned deeply and long with my cock sliding smoothly and slowly in and out of her hot mouth and through her soft, gripping lips. Her tongue went wild around my shaft inside her mouth.
I slid my hand down Nina’s body and over her lap and then over her own hand in her bared groin. I touched her where she had been touching herself. Rebekah pulled my face back toward her. She was breathing hard and her body twitched all over the couch. I fingered both of them while Eden slurped at my cock, her head bobbing in my lap, her luxurious hair flowing over my legs and stomach.
Then something extraordinary happened. Eden shifted over to between Rebekah’s open legs and nudged at my hand until I removed it. She went down on her.
Rebekah instantly arched hard in her back and she pulled her tank top up over bare chest and cupped her hands over her breasts hard. She dropped her mouth open and clenched her eyes at the ceiling. “Oh my god, Edes!” she groaned. I heard Eden chuckle, even though her mouth was pressed around Rebekah’s pussy.
I twisted my face sideways and necked with Rebekah who shook all over. Nina chuckled and threw her leg over my lap. I felt her warm, wet, and tight pussy squeeze down over the head of my cock, still wet with Eden’s saliva, and she sank herself down on me until our pelvic bones mashed together. Her hair fell over my face and she curled her spine in and thrusted her hips into my hips.
Rebekah was the one who caused it. She tapped with her fingers on the back of Eden’s head but Eden only gripped the underside of her thighs in her hands and forced Rebekah over the edge. Rebekah sounded more surprised than aroused, and her loud, inhaled gasps sounded more like shocks than groans of pleasure. It sounded like it came up on her faster than she expected.
Her whole body twisted and clenched as spasms rippled through her. Nina smothered me with kisses and ground her hips down hard into mine. I didn’t even know that she was close, but she began to erupt too, a lot faster, and a lot deeper, than I think either of us expected. Her pussy clenched my cock and waves of contractions flowed from the base to the head inside her soaking, running pussy.
But it was Eden who surprised us all. With Rebekah rolling away with her knees pulled up and Nina panting from cumming so hard and so quickly on my lap, Eden pushed her off me and sank her mouth down the length of my cock just as I was peaking in my attempts to hold myself back.
The shock and awe was too much. Her mouth replacing Nina’s pussy sent me over the edge and I instantly gushed into her mouth. She yelped and laughed with my cock in her throat. Nina fell back at my side and clamped her hands around her pussy and smiled like someone drugged. Both her and Rebekah watched Eden take all my cum in her mouth, and well she should. She was the one who started it.
She swallowed it all, too. Rebekah and Nina smiled at her with lidded and glazed eyes. She wiped the back of her hand over her lips and looked up at me with exaggerated innocence in her eyes. “Was I a good girl?” she said.
Rebekah laughed out loud. “Very good!” she cried out loud.
“Is that what you mean about what we can’t do at your home?” Nina said. She bit her bottom lip and curled her eyebrows up at me.
“Exactly,” I moaned. My eyes were still closed. I was still recovering.
“But your mom said it herself,” Nina said, and she brought my mouth to hers and kissed me. “You have three girlfriends.”
I pushed up from the couch, pulled my pants back up, and went back to the kitchen to check on dinner. I had a surprise for them — a feta gnocchi with yogurt sauce. I ignored Nina’s provocations.
The road home wound through a dense forest and up and down little hillocks. The only indication we had arrived was a nearly invisible double black iron gate between massive trunks of oaks. The gravel crunched under our tires as we nosed up to the buzzer.
I knew the number. It swung open silently.
“Sweet,” Nina said. She was in the front seat with me. Rebekah and Eden were in the back. I glanced over my shoulder. All three were wide-eyed and gaping. I was afraid of that — the opulent wealth I grew up in was at risk of distracting them from me being me.
“It’s pretentious,” I said, and we rolled through the open gate and up the lengthy, gently winding double-path driveway between two stands of trees surrounded by open fields of tall grasses, a small lake, a gentle river, and distant clumps of trees.
“It looks like a John Constable painting,” Nina said.
“Funny you should say that,” I said. Inside the grand front entrance — the first thing you see in the house — is a constable original.
We curled around and into the clearing and the house came into view. I was used to it, but I still had to acknowledge the effect. It was well placed. It looked pretty good. All three girls gasped silently at it when it drew into view.
The first thing we did was trudge through the path to the lakeside shed to put some skates on. The lake was freshly cleaned off from the fresh snow that fell, and the surface was a sheet of glass. We cut fresh lines on it. You could see the bottom. It was like skating on air. The girls squealed like they’d never skated outdoors before.
“This is amazing!” Rebekah said. Her breath made clouds and her cheeks were red. They all had thick scarves and hats on, and mitts. The shed had everything guests needed, including skates. I sat on the changing bench inside the enclosure beside the shed and watched Eden, Rebekah and Nina frolic and skate and laugh and chase each other.
Rebekah took a break and plopped down on the bench beside me. She was wearing a tartan skirt. With her red hair and flushed cheeks, I knew she’d be my Scottish mom’s instant favorite.
She twisted around and stretched to see up and over the back of the enclosure and looked toward the massive, imposing house.
“C’mon,” she said to me and she stepped on her knees over my lap.
“I told you, no!” I said to Rebekah.
Nina and Eden held hands like a bridge between them and twirled together at the far end of the lake, laughing and yelping.
Rebekah continued looking at the house behind the enclosure, even as she fumbled between her legs and struggled with me to pull my pants open and my fly down.
“No one will know,” she said.
“They’re just over there,” I said.
“They don’t care!” she said.
“My mom is right inside — she’s probably looking out the windows right now!” I said.
She continued to fight me off, pushing my hands from her hips and shoving her body down over mine. “Just a little bit,” she said.
“I said we can’t when we get here!” I said.
“I didn’t know it would be like this,” she said. She pushed harder and my arm fell away. The head of my cock poked at the lips of her pussy where she had reached up under her skit and pulled her panties aside.
“So wet!” she said and she laughed.
“I mean it, Beks!” I said.
“Just one,” she groaned. She pushed with her hips and curled her spine in. Her pussy lips folded around the head of my cock and, being so wet, as she said, she slid down my shaft easily, though tightly, and she grunted while still looking at the house behind us.
“Fuck Graham, it’s always so good with you,” she groaned.
I gave up trying to hold her hips off me and I wrapped my hands around her waist. “Duck your head down at least so she doesn’t see you bouncing up and down on me,” I said.
Rebekah laughed and ducked her head down far enough to kiss me desperately on the lips. She curled and uncurled her spine and thrusted her hips at my groin and took my cock deeper into her hot, wet pussy. The contrast of the cold air on my wet cock when she pulled up, and the heat of her when she plunged back down on me, was entrancing to the point of mesmerizing. If someone came out from the house, I wasn’t sure I’d even be able to stop.
Our breath, visible, mingled. Her voice, soft, filled the air with tiny, high-pitched gasps she tried to silence but couldn’t. Her cool, long fingers tugged at the back of my neck. Bundled up in her cream-white knit scarf and hat, the fur collar of her coat thick around her shoulders, her wool tartan skirt spread over my lap, and her hidden groin, hot and wet, pumping up and down the full length of my cock, combined to make my head swirl. I watched Nina and Eden skate around. They both waved. They could see Rebekah in my lap, bouncing on me. The laughed and shook their heads.
The cold air contrasted so sharply with the heat of her pussy pumping on my cock, I forgot that we shouldn’t have been doing that there. I forgot where we were altogether. Rebekah’s voice, soft and high against my ear, made my head swim. I tried to stop myself, but she was so steady, so tight, and so insistent, I knew that even if I pushed her off me, she would cling onto me and force the issue. Besides, she was breathing irregularly too, and I could feel her pussy clamping around me, the spasms rippling through her body, and the tension in her fingers and neck growing.
I nearly blacked out, I came up and into her so powerfully. My body planked out straight under her and she laughed as I lifted her up off the bench with the thrusting of my hips.  She had unleashed me. I squeezed her bare butt cheeks and emptied myself into her with repeated and hard thrusts. She yelped and screamed and laughed.
And then she ducked down and fell off me and curled up on the bench beside me. She threw my scarf over my lap at the last second. My mom came around the trail and emerged in front of the shelter, bearing a tray with four mugs and a thermos of hot chocolate.
“I know you were dying for this, I could hear you all the way up at the house!” she said.
Rebekah shot up and straightened her skirt before my mom noticed it tugged up around her waist. As I suspected they might, the two got along like a house on fire, Rebekah being a red-head all it taking for my Scots mom to fall in love.
Rebekah held up a mug and shouted at Eden and Nina across the frozen lake and they zoomed toward us.
“All nurses?” my mom said to them as they grabbed mugs and slurped at the hot chocolate.
“All nurses,” I said. “Or wannabe nurses, anyway,” I added with a chuckle.
Nina rolled her eyes at my mom. “Just about there,” she said.
“I’ve had the fire lit, so when you come back inside, you can warm up in front of it,” my mom said, and she left us to it.
“Your mom is great!” Nina said.
“I know,” I said. There was no point in trying to argue it.
Everything was normal, but it was also shocking to them. The house had a driveway, but it was a driveway out of a painting. It had a lake beside it. But a massive, tree-surrounded lake. And the living room had a fireplace — of the kind that was big enough, you could walk inside of it without bumping your head. As they had been more than once since arriving, all three girls were stunned silent by it, and gazed with mouths hanging open.
“Not sure how you are around each other at your house, but . . . “ my mom said, and she draped three white thickly fluffy robes over the side of one of the couches. “A fire like this — only one way to enjoy it,” she said, and she closed the massive double doors to the living room and went out.
Rebekah took one look and immediately began to strip.
“No Rebekah!” I whispered harshly at her.
“But she meant for us to!” she said.
“Hardly!” I cried out loud. “Not here!”
“But she closed the door!” Rebekah said, and she pulled her skirt off.
Nina and Eden shrugged and followed suit. I cupped my hands over my face. I was horrified. They even stripped off their panties and bras. I shut my eyes. They were done for and I was toast.
There was a gentle knocking at the door. “Everyone decent?” my mom called through. She only opened it when she heard everyone reply. I shut my eyes. Oh well, I thought. It was fun, if short-lived.
My mom came in with another tray. This one had a squat bottle of cognac on it and four snifters. I could tell by the squatness of the bottle that it was one of the higher priced, more rare ones.
If she didn’t mean for the girls to change in the living room right in front of me, she didn’t show it. She seemed, as a matter of fact, pleased that they took her advice and dressed in thick robes to spread themselves in front of the fire in.
“The polar bear rug is fake of course,” she said. “But you’d be hard-pressed to tell. Go on, lie on it!” my mom said. “You won’t believe how good it is!”
She snickered and turned and closed the doors on us again.
First Rebekah and then Nina, and finally, Eden, dropped down on their knees and crawled over the thick and plush rug in front of the roaring fire. I remained on the couch facing it.
“Oh my god, she’s so right!” Rebekah groaned as she rolled onto her back and pushed her arms high up over her head. “It’s good!” she groaned. Nina laughed and started rolling around, too.
“You guys!” I said, warning them.
But Eden joined Rebekah and Nina, and the three of them rolled around on the massive, thick white furry rug, all of them in white fluffy robes, and nothing else. Their legs came out. Their chests flashed at me. They reached for their snifters of cognac and sipped and laughed and rolled around at my feet like three purring kittens.
Eden’s sash hung half undone and she came up to my legs and tugged at my clothes. “Join us!” she said.
“Hardly!” I said, and I laughed.
Nina came up the same way on my other side. They both knelt on the thick rug and tugged at my shirt and pants. Her robe had fallen completely open.
“Do it up!” I said, and I reached down to grab her sash and try to tie it.
“She knocks,” Nina said with eyes flaring at me.
Rebekah got up on her feet and leaned over me where I slumped in the couch, my clothes coming off under the insistant tugs of Nina and Eden. Her sash was still tied, but the side of her robe was open showing the sides of her breasts and the glinting of her pussy. “Come,” she said, and she pulled on my wrists until I came up to stand up in front of her. There was no way I could resist them, not since they started working together as one.
I gave up. All three girls stood around me on the rug and disrobed me in front of the fire. Each of them let their own robes fall open, even as they pulled a similar robe over my naked body. They lead me to the middle of the big thick white rug squarely in front of the fire, and all three of them sank to their knees in it and tugged on my arms until I came down too.
With her back to the fire, Eden knelt over my lap and let her robe fall down to her waist. “Feels so good,” she cooed. She turned around on me to ride me backward, and she slipped her hand down around my shaft and directed my cock into her wet, running pussy. Her undulating, writhing back in the light of the fire mesmerized me.
I shut my eyes knowing it was the end. Above my head, the sides of their faces aglow in the flickering orange of the quietly roaring fire, Nina and Rebekah, on their knees at the sides of my head, necked. They pushed their bared breasts together and they stroked and caressed each other’s golden bodies. Then they laughed and shifted sideways, still kissing and pecking at each other, until they found Eden where she bounced on me facing toward the fire.
All three girls caressed and kissed and moaned and groaned together. I pushed myself up onto my elbows to watch. I was pretty sure it was the last thing I would ever see. My mom would come in, and then death would follow, sure, quick, and final.
The three girls snickered and Eden squealed and covered her mouth. They pushed and wrestled, playfully, until it was Rebekah straddling my lap backward and Eden and Nina kissing her and each other. When it was Nina’s turn, she twisted around to face me, and Rebekah and Eden came down beside me to kiss my face.
I shuddered under Nina and she crouched down over me. All three girls faces were held close to mine, and all three girls groaned lightly against my face and moaned with urgency. I squeezed in my groin and clenched in my eyes. But Nina’s pussy milked me from inside and she tugged on me.
She cupped her hand over her mouth and squealed sharply against my neck. I felt her body go hard as a plank and then tremble and fall apart. Eden sounded like she came too, it was so powerful hearing and watching Nina climax on me.
With my cum dribbling from Nina’s pussy and Eden and Rebekah kissing across my chest, there came another light knocking on the doors.
We scrambled up onto the couch and yanked our robes closed and did up our sashes. When my mom came in, she found me and the three girls all shoulder to shoulder on the couch facing the fire sipping our snifters as though we’d been conversing about the weather.
She’d brought ribs and tiny potatoes and roasted vegetables in for us. “Stay!” she said when Rebekah and Eden made to rise. “I know nurses,” she said. “I know the kind of shifts you’re going to be working. When someone tells you to relax, you relax. You won’t always get the chance,” my mom said.
She went back out. I watched her shut the doors again, amazed and confused. It wasn’t like her. I wasn’t used to it. We ate with gusto, as they say. Would my mom know why everyone ate so voraciously? It wasn’t just the skating, I knew that. 
The sun went down and the cross-country trail that wound through the forest lit up with the lights that marked its way.
“What is that?” Eden said.
We got dressed and went out to find the skis in the shed, and I took them out on the lit trail. I might have grown up with it, but even I had to admit, it was magical. The silence inside the snow-insulated forest, the dim yellowy lights that lit the trail, the smoothness of the tracks, the clearness of the sky — it was perfect.
At the top of a slow rise, and about half way around the trail that wound around the lake, there was a covered bench that looked out over the valley. We sat and rested, staring mesmerized at the silent, moon and star-lit snow covered landscape that rolled out under us, the lake a sheen of glass under us, the house a postcard, the sky dotted with bright white stars.
“So beautiful,” Eden groaned. Nina laid her head sideways on my shoulder. Rebekah leaned her head on my other shoulder. Eden stood up, she stepped in front me of me facing the valley below, and she pushed her pants and underwear down her legs. Without anyone saying anything, Rebekah and Nina opened my pants and eased my cock out. Nina stroked it in her hand and Rebekah leaned over and took it in her mouth. It grew hard all over again.
Eden, her bare bum in front of me, spread her legs, backed up, and came down on my lap. She’d been rubbing herself the whole time. Nina held my cock and Rebekah came off it and wiped her mouth off and kissed my neck. They both pulled gently on Eden’s hips until she sat down on my lap, and took my cock up into her pussy.
We could see our breath. The girls held hands and gazed into the beautiful nighttime landscape. Eden shuddered on me and her pussy gripped me harder, but wetter.
Nina turned her face to her and kissed her on the lips. “Cum, baby,” she said to her and they necked. The tension went out of Eden’s body and she slumped backward to lie on me. Rebekah turned her face to her own and kissed her like Nina had. Eden cried with whimpers and arched hard in her back. My cock pushed up into her deeper.
I wrapped my hands around her bare abdomen from behind. She started to twist and shudder and Nina and Rebekah chuckled and kissed her and each other and gasped every time Eden held her breath. Her climax was slower and softer but longer and deeper than usual for her. Nina and Rebekah held her and kissed her all the way up and down. It was when her pussy suddenly gripped me harder from inside that I lost it. I nearly made it that time. But I spurted hard and deep inside her and they all laughed and squealed.
We finished the circle trail — it was easier on the second half, being mostly downhill. When we got back inside, my mom laughed and showed them the stockings she hung for all of us on the mantel. I rolled my eyes, but the girls thought it was perfect and fun. “Go see what I found for you in your bedrooms,” she said.
We went to the new wing, the guest wing. It was through a nearly completely glass tunnel through some trees and snow to a nearly separate building that was also almost entirely glass and massive beams of unpainted, rough finished wood, and nothing else. On each bed was a cute onesie. “Come back for your eggnog and rum nightcap!” my mom had called as we left.
They thought it was cute. I thought it was dangerous. They all got dressed in their onesies, wearing nothing underneath. And so, I did too. Each of the outfits had buttons that went all the way down the front and through the crotch. My mom made us sit on the couch in front of the fire for pictures. We drank eggnog and they kissed my cheeks for the camera and everyone laughed, including my mom, even when the girls were not-so-secretly groping me.
“Be his girlfriend!” my mom said to Nina. She didn’t hesitate, but smooched me kneeling sideways on the couch.
“Your turn!” she said to Rebekah. Rebekah squealed and laughed and kissed my other cheek kneeling up on the couch sideways too.
“You too!” she said to Eden. Eden stuck her tongue out at me and giggled. She didn’t kiss me on the cheek for the camera, but instead she kissed me on the mouth. I peaked over her head, but my mom didn’t seem to notice or care.
“Now all of you!” she said.
I stiffened with alarm. But Nina, Rebekah and Eden did not hesitate. There are pictures of Nina and Rebekah with their heads on my lap, Eden necking me, pictures of all three of them kissing my face at once, and of all of us tangled up together on the couch like we’d been playing Twister. But we weren’t. We were frolicking all over the couch in front of the camera — all of us except me, who sat in the middle of the limbs and bodies unsure if it was right.
The three of them finally scampered off to the glass hallway and to the guest wing. I stayed behind a moment.
“Go, have fun!” my mom said. “They’re nurses! What could possibly go wrong? I trust them implicitly! They’re wonderful!” 
I went through the glass tunnel and puffed out deeply through my cheeks. There was no doubt the guest wing was amazing. I came into my room. It was surrounded on two sides by ceiling-to-floor windows that looked out onto a landscape of blue-shaded night-snow, trees, the frozen lake, the black sky.  Every where was wood beams and glass.
The wing was private, separated from the house. There was no one outside to see in, except for the owls, and there were no window coverings. It was sleek and modern and stunning. The bed faced the windows. I found Eden, Rebekah, and Nina in it. Their onesies were draped over a chair. I put mine there, too, and climbed into bed. It was already warm with their three naked bodies.
We rolled around quietly, our limbs entangling, our mouths kissing, our hands caressing. They skin was hot all over my skin. We soon kicked the covers off and our bodies writhed and contorted all over each other’s, glowing silver in the light of the moon and stars that beamed through the tall windows. I pushed Eden down and she lifted her knees and I licked her pussy. And then Rebekah’s pussy. And finally Nina’s pussy — they lined each other up three in a row for me.
Whatever reticence I had earlier had was beaten out of me. My girlfriends got on their elbows and knees and faced the great outdoors at night that surrounded us, and stuck their asses up at me where I knelt behind them. Where earlier we were always laughing and squealing, now the mood was quiet and gentle. I probed Nina’s pussy and she pushed her hips back and buried me inside her sopping body. I pushed myself into Rebekah’s pussy and she gasped and pushed back harder than Nina had. I stuck my cock into Eden’s pussy and she ground herself the hardest of all back against my hips.
Eden was the most nervous one at first. She was always the unsure one. Now she was fully embracing who she was and what she wanted, and she never hesitated anymore to take it.
Rebekah had always been the fun and wild one, the one who never took anything too seriously. Now she was looking serious, kissing me more seriously, and seemingly feeling things she wasn’t quite ready to feel, or to tell about.
Nina was the first, the one who snuck me into their house, and kept me for herself all night that first night. Now she was delighting, it seemed, even more in sharing me to the delight of her friends.
“Who?” I said.
“Eden,” Nina said.
Rebekah fell forward and rolled on her back in front of me. I could see her eyes glinting glassy up at me from the bed where I moved over behind Eden’s wavering hips. Nina’s hair covered Rebekah’s abdomen, and her head went down between her legs. I watched Rebekah’s head strain back and her eyes close. I erupted into Eden’s pussy from behind watching Nina go down on Rebekah and she made her cum ferociously on her mouth.
The rest of the night was a blur of half-sleep and half-wakefulness as we fucked and sucked in various combinations to the point where nobody could tell anymore where one body ended and another began. I woke up at one point to find Eden and Rebekah embraced in a 69 position beside me on the bed. I nudged Rebekah with my shoulder until Eden, hardly skipping a beat, dropped her face down between my legs and took my cock in her mouth as her pussy, already wet from Rebekah’s mouth, sloshed around my face searching for my tongue. I woke up in the morning to find Nina riding me, jolting my body in full-on fucking mode, and me not even fully aware of where I was.
Not for the first time did we wake up all together in the same bed, all naked, and all with our brains fucked out. It was odd though, the way we all worked around each other getting up and showering and changing and getting ready to go over for breakfast. You’d think we’d bump into each other or have suspicions about each other, jealousies, resentments. But there was none of that. We were like a well-oiled couple, only there were four of us, not just two.
We came to the main house together. My mom had many traditions to follow, and that included a massive, complete Christmas-morning breakfast. My dad had returned from his overseas trip that morning, and my siblings were there, too.
“Everyone sleep well?” my mom said when Nina, Rebekah, Eden and I came into the dining room. Nina cleared her throat, Rebekah looked sharply away, and Eden blushed deep crimson. So much for acting straight and hiding our unusual circumstances.
“Did Graham let you all use the main bedroom, or did he keep it all to himself?” she said.
All of Nina, Rebekah and Eden bulged their eyes out at me, which wasn’t lost on my dad or my siblings.
“It was unbelievable!” Nina said, neatly avoiding the question.
“The bed is so big in there, it could probably have fit you all!” my mom said, and she laughed.
I stared at my plate and gulped.
“Pretty sure Graham wouldn’t have minded that,” my brother said, and he laughed, too.
It was his assertion, for as long as I had been alive, one he reminded me of exactly every time we saw each other, that I never had a girlfriend, that I never would, and that any girl who would ever take an interest in me would have to be a sorrier loser than I already was. “How do you all know him, anyway?” he said, finally acknowledging my three freshly fucked girlfriends.
“Graham is our boyfriend,” Eden said.
I froze. So did Nina and Rebekah. It came out of nowhere. It landed like a thud on the table.
But Eden doubled down, though all eyes were on her, and all of them were wide and unblinking, as well. “All of ours,” she said, and she smiled and kissed my cheek. “Aren’t you,” she said.
I swallowed hard. “Bacon anyone?” I said, snatching up the plate of crispy fried meat and passing it around. 




Chapter 9 

“Graham is our boyfriend,” Eden had said. She said it like someone stating a mundane and obvious fact — something that should have been known. Something that everybody already knew, say.
But I didn’t know it, Rebekah and Nina didn’t know it, and certainly my brother, my sister, my dad and my mom could never have known it.
My mom stopped chewing her toast and shot a glance across the table toward my dad. My older brother smirked at his glass of orange juice that he held in suspension half way up from the table to his mouth. My older sister widened her eyes looking half sideways at nothing at all, a half-grin stuck on the side of her face. And my dad tilted his head and narrowed his eyes like a radio operator straining to hear a faint signal on a tiny speaker hidden under his eggs.
Christmas morning breakfast — typically a feast at my home — roiled with curling fingers of steam reaching up from bowls and plates and cups spread haphazardly all over the table. It was normally a time of low-key drama usually dampened under the blankets of murmurs and smiles and nods and pursed lips. Raised eyebrows at plates of food would be the strongest reaction to the most stunning of admissions at that table on that day, altogether again like that. We usually passed bowls of food around to plaster over any cracks that appeared in the facade of normalcy.
This one though was a crevice that Eden seemingly unwittingly opened up. It stopped the morning cold.
Nina and Rebekah were no less stunned than my family. They both began again to swallow where they sat stiffened up. The girls came to my home for Christmas at my mom’s insistence. They weren’t going to their own homes because they hoped to get key practicum hours at the hospital for their nursing degrees, having volunteered to provide on-call coverage over the low-staff holidays. They were surprised to learn I came from a wealthy family and a massive mansion in the hills 90 minutes away from where we all lived like poor struggling students near the university. They were surprised because I never told them what I came from. It was a shameful poverty of a different kind.
“All of our’s,” Eden added, frosting the already frigid silence that descended down over the kitchen table like a weather inversion. Only the old classics of Christmas music went on without interruption, now as inverted as an ice cream truck at three in the morning.
“Bacon anyone?” I said, and I picked up the plate of crispy fat and passed it to my sister, forcing her to take it. She looked at me like I could have been passing her cyanide.
It was my mom who broke the tension — or tried to, in her own way, as usual, with a laugh. My brother, though, only narrowed his eyes more and stared at me across the table through slits, trying to discern the true meaning of Eden’s utterances, because surely, his slowly turning face said, it can’t be what it sounded like. Even if she said I was her boyfriend only, he’d have been doubtful.
He hadn’t been home yet till that morning, so he wasn’t aware of how the four of us skated together on the pond, skied together on the trails at night, got into onesies in front of the fire together and posed for pictures by our mom, frolicking all over the couch together, or how we all went to the same bedroom in the guest wing at night, and didn’t come out till morning. He would have noticed those things if he was there.
He was in the kitchen when we came across from the new guest wing together in the morning, but he didn’t suspect anything at that time, even though my three girlfriends — which I guess is what they were now — were all skipping on their toes and cooing with wide eyes, all freshly fucked like they were. We had been rolling around the big bed surrounded by the floor-to-ceiling windows all morning, grabbing, laughing, teasing, and fucking. He would have had trouble accepting that any one of them were my girlfriend. If he realized the truth, that they all were, he’d almost certainly have keeled over and died. It would have been for him a world in which it was no longer worth living, me with all three girls like that in those ways.
He snorted finally, shook his head and rolled his eyes. He grabbed the bowl of scrambled eggs and heaped his plate. He heard wrong, he decided. It was absurd to even imagine what it was Eden could have been saying. He laughed at himself for even listening to it.
Eden looked up at me and wiggled on her chair and smirked to herself as she closed her lips around her forkful of eggs and pulled it out clean. She was making reference to how she sucked my cock that very morning, making me pop out of her mouth. And when I came in her throat, the way she pulled her lips tightly over the length of me, so I came out clean as that fork. Something was different about Eden. I drifted my gaze slowly so as to attract no attention and looked over to Nina. She popped her eyes wide at the bread basket. Rebekah also widened her eyes, she at the jam boat. I felt assuaged at least that I wasn’t the only one stunned.
“So tell me about nursing these days,” my mom said. And with that unrelated question, Eden’s admission was pushed off the side of the table and, the grisly scene passed, we all picked back up to normal highway speed, conversing, laughing, asking questions and sharing stories. Only my brother kept staring at one and then another of the girls. That part was normal. He always scored with girls and one could imagine he was no doubt assessing which one he’d hit up as usual, regardless of whether he learned they were girlfriends to someone or other. He did that to me several times, especially when I made the mistake of telling him in school about one girl or another I liked. Information to him was red meat.
He was one of those guys — the kind of guy that guys like me watch and wonder about what it is that girls liked about that. Does a smirking, knowing grin, however fake and put on, really make up for all the behavioral issues? If there was a reason Nina found me that first Saturday night in the hidden room under the grandiose marble stairs of the main campus library, alone and working on a night when the dorms were in full wild party mode, it would be my brother. I got more interested in the dead people of history than in anyone alive around me — they were easier to understand, they stayed still, and you could figure them out. Plus, they were safer to spend time with — they couldn’t hurt you.
We all finished breakfast with Eden’s statement a distant memory and meandered into the massive living room where the fire roared in the walk-in size fireplace, and we sat on the couches and got fresh coffees with cognac and basked in the streams of mid-morning sun beaming from the surrounding fields of snow and through the tall stained glass windows. Apparently the house belonged to a former president and the room was the scene of relaxed diplomacy with visiting heads of state.
“Did you mean you’re all friends?” my mom suddenly said to Eden without warning and with no warm-up. She had that easy smile on her face that concealed a busily turning mind. Somehow I knew we weren’t off the hook, but only on a temporary reprieve.
Eden proceeded to shock me, Nina and Rebekah a second time that morning. Something must have triggered her visiting my family situation with me amidst the surprisingly opulent wealth, the high-class diplomatic behaviors, the opaque speaking styles, the putting on of airs, as they say. She was usually the demure one. Rebekah was the fighter, Nina the underminer. But not this time. Eden took on a new identity as the smasher of glass houses.
“No I didn’t,” she said, turning her equally pleasantly-smiling face toward my mom. “I meant boyfriend. We’re all together like that,” she clarified for my mom. My dad stared at her like he was looking into an abyss, like she wasn’t there, but a blackhole was. My sister narrowed her eyes like Eden had begun speaking a different language. My brother half grinned staring down into his coffee mug — that same grin, I realized, that he put on for every occasion, no matter the tone of it. He had been making eyes at Nina all morning like she was the one he had picked, and she had not been leaving him hanging, either. She was having some kind of fun of her own, stringing him along with return glances. I didn’t know what she was up to.
Eden helped herself to a Christmas cookie and bit the tiniest corner off it. “We’re together, we’re boyfriend-girlfriend,” she said. Her eyes were innocent. Her face was calm. She spoke like it was the most ordinary thing to be saying. “Only it’s boyfriend-girlfriend-girlfriend-girlfriend in our case,” she said, and she snorted and chuckled and snapped off another piece of cookie with her bared teeth. She could do the straight-up straight face better than anyone. But I was seeing a whole new side to her. She looked for a second like she was finding pleasure in torturing my mom, in torturing my whole family, in this most unique and subtle way.
My brother burst out laughing two beats after she spoke and my sister cleared her throat and offered to go get more rum and cognac “or anything else anyone needs!” she said, grinning with wide eyes at the floor. Every utterance by anyone now had double and triple meanings.
My mom, though, remained unfazed on the surface by Eden’s full frontal assault on her idea of moral correctness. She chaired a couple of important charities. She knew how to stare down underlings. “But surely you don’t mean . . . “ she began again, and she left the remainder of her sentence unspoken, as though the whole thing was unmentionable in polite company.
“Yes, I mean exactly that,” Eden said, matching my mom, unfazed reaction to unfazed reaction.
I half turned my face from her and furrowed my brow and couldn’t help grinning. How many times did I want to turn the tables upside down and throw a windstorm through that facade of complacency? Eden was stoking the fire, not dampening it. She was only warming up to her subject. She was expressing a new-found defiance, and I found I liked it. I just didn’t feel altogether comfortable with the timing of it. I braced for the blowback.
“How do you mean that though?” my mom continued. My dad, wisely or not, stayed quiet. My mom was every bit the stoker of flames that Eden aspired to be. She was daring Eden, she was taunting her.
“We share him,” Eden said. “In that way.” Eden stared right back at my mom and finished off her cookie, dusting her hands in her lap. I loved it. I gasped.
My brother suddenly squealed with laugher — half forced, half for real. He was both titillated and appalled. My sister stood in the archway to the living room, unsure whether she really wanted to re-enter it again, squeezing the bottle of pricey cognac like she was going to drop it on the slate floor.
“I get that you sleep with him,” my mom said, nodding and smiling with condescension. “But . . . “ she tried to finish her thought, but Eden cut her off mid-sentence.
“We all do,” Eden said. “Sleep with him, I mean.” She nodded. “Sometimes all at the same time!” she said with an innocent kind of glee and she even chuckled.
I caught on something in my throat and coughed. I glared at Nina but she was unable to do anything other than glare right back at me from her downcast face and up through the tops of her eyes and through her hair. Rebekah was smirking to herself. Her eyes were popping out of her head, but unless laughing is her nervous reaction to family tension, there was something in it amusing to her, too.
“We all slept together in the same big bed last night, for example,” Eden said, pushing it, flaying it, killing it. I widened my eyes at her. I had never seen such killer instinct in her or anyone before.
My mom turned away and my dad recoiled his chin down into his chest and he chuckled as much to see my mom defeated as to be party to something so absurd as to be surely unreal. My sister shook her head and snorted and came back into the room, also seemingly shrugging it all off with dismissal — it couldn’t be real. It was for them all clearly something so ridiculous as to not possibly be true.
My mom, though, continued to stare at Eden, half shocked, half intrigued. She couldn’t help herself.
“But you mean really just to sleep,” my brother said, and he chuckled with his head rolled back. He thought he got the joke. They all thought it was some kind of joke. All of them but my mom.
“Didn’t get much of that last night, to be honest,” Eden said to my brother, turning to him and devastating him, I knew, with her big almond-shaped eyes innocent as Sunday. She stared until it was him who had to look away.
That Eden, I thought. She never showed any of that before. And truth be told, if she was going to bring it out, my family — stuck on themselves, all of them born on third thinking they hit a triple, so full of themselves with boastful importance — it was a good place to do it. Not for nothing was I the quiet loner type. If you had an ounce of normal levels of sensitivity and self-reflection, you had to be cocooned in that house just to survive day to day. Maybe Eden knew some of that background, herself, I wondered. Maybe she recognized it in my family. Something inspired her to kick it in. Only it was nothing but the truth that she was telling.
My mom turned to Rebekah. She had instantly bonded with Rebekah earlier, I had noticed. The shared Scot’s heritage sealed it, and Rebekah’s tartan skirt and red hair was lock and key for my mom.
“Is this true?” my mom said to her. 
Rebekah pursed her lips and looked back and forth between me and Nina. And then she shrugged. The gig was up — Eden had already said it. Our secret was out.
“It works, somehow,” she said to my mom. She looked right back into her eyes to make sure she understood. It was no joke.
It was too much. Nina made the excuse that they needed to get back nearer the hospital. My mom wasn’t going to put up a fuss about us staying any longer. My dad was saying goodbye to us before we even stood up from the couches. Only my sister and my brother remained locked in place stunned and silent.
Nina made a point of teasing my brother with a big grin, giving him a long sing-song “goodbye!” with a flaring of her eyes at him, before she got into the front seat of our car and leaned over to kiss me on the lips right in front of him where he stood staring out the big bank of windows at us. She knew what she was doing — she wanted him to imagine her that way, and then rub his nose in losing.
I loved it. I smirked. When Nina threw her arms around my neck and buried her mouth over my mouth, I caught sight of him over her shoulder and through her hair, and I flipped him the bird until he let the curtains close and turned away disgusted.
Our ride home was dead quiet at first. Without the audience of my shocked family, we were forced to confront the reality of what Eden had said. It was a surprise and a realization for us as much as it was for my family. We wound around the winding forest road coming down from the moneyed hills saying nothing. It was Eden who broke the ice.
“Well I had to say something!” she finally burst out.
Rebekah was in the back seat with her. “Yeah, but you don’t lead off with that!” she cried out at her. “You fucking broke them!”
Nina spun around in the front seat. “I thought they were literally going to shit!” she said. “Like nuclear medicine ward in a patient gown, glowing nuclear diarrhea shit in the hallway!” she screamed and squealed.
I looked at her with a gag barely held back.
“True stories from the nursing front,” she said and she shrugged and snorted.
“I do believe your dad did shit!” Rebekah said to the back of my head. “I believe he shat in his chair and did not get up because of it.” We laughed hysterically.
“You can just tell the way they treat Graham!” Eden said. “Somebody needed to shut them up! I can just tell Graham doesn’t mind I said it. I bet he loved it!”
“Graham?” Nina said, and she smirked over at me and nudged my shoulder with her bare foot. She had turned to lean against her door and pulled her legs up, sitting sideways in the passenger seat. She didn’t obscure the way she was flashing her panties at me up under her skirt where it fell up her legs.
I pursed my lips and curled my grip around the steering wheel. I took my time answering. “It was fucking hilarious,” I finally said. “Eden is right. I loved it.”
Everybody in the car squealed and laughed, and we rode the rest of the way home shrieking and telling the story to each other and imitating in turn all of their shocked faces. And all the way, Nina poked at my crotch with her bare toes, Rebekah behind my seat kept reaching around and sliding her hands over my lap and over my crotch, and Eden, slumped in the back seat with her eyes locked on mine through the rearview mirror, fingered herself, grinned, and showed me on her face what feminine pleasure looks like. They egged each other on, when they got like that. They had fun seeing who could get to me the most.
What remained unsaid was how Eden’s admission was as much a surprise to us as it was to my family. We’d never said what we were to each other before. Until Eden said it, everything was accidental, casual, unnamed and unplanned. When Rebekah said to my mom that it works, somehow, she was speaking for all of us, and it was something that, until she said it, we hadn’t realized how well in fact it had been working for all of us. Of course it was unusual. Of course we couldn’t say how long-lasting it would be. Of course it had its tensions. But until then, I don’t think any of us realized there was an “it” to it.
But it, whatever “it” was, was nothing more than what any two normal people encounter themselves. They might fall into each other’s bed after a party, do it again, and slowly, by accretion, realize they have stumbled into a relationship through a combination of convenience, happenstance, and biology. What we had had clearly become something a lot more than just about sex, too. Like any newly-formed couple, you simply realize it one day. It was normal, the stages of our process.
Only, it wasn’t. It was three girls and me, not one. But otherwise . . . .
We got home and, as had become the habit lately, we all made our way out to the caboose together. It was where the girls liked to relax. It was not home, but it was not somewhere public either. In that, we were also like boyfriend-girlfriend, times three, where the girl likes going to the guy’s place as a sort of exotic adventure that’s safe. We put on music, we got drinks, and we laughed and relaxed, finally back home and together again, able to shut the door on the outside world.
But there was still a holiday mood around us. And there was still nowhere to go and nothing to do outside of home, it being Christmas Day.
Rebekah kicked Nina’s foot. “Let’s do a fashion show for Graham!” she said and she dropped her mouth wide open and flared at her with her eyes.
“What do you mean, dress up for him?” Nina said. Her eyes instantly flew widely open, too. They spoke like they were private with each other, even though I was right there.
“Get your camera!” Eden shouted to me, and she jumped up and started pulling open my drawers looking for it. “Take pictures of us!” she cried out.
Nina and Rebekah squealed too. “You set up your camera, and you have to judge us!” Nina shouted at me, and all three girls ran out of my caboose and shrieked together all the way back to the house.
An earlier me might have thought better of it, or might have even been frozen with fear at what it might all lead to. But Eden was right. “Fuck it,” is what she must have said to herself back at my house when she said what she said. “Enjoy life!”
I got my camera out and found my tripod, too. My three girlfriends came rushing back across, this time all of them in long winter coats. “Rebekah’s first!” Nina shouted, and her and Eden plopped down on the couch and turned to face Rebekah who stood in my kitchen in my long, narrow caboose, and showed us only the back of her long coat.
“Turn music up!” Rebekah shouted over her shoulder. “Take pictures!” Eden shouted.
Nina turned to me also. “Take video,” she said. Eden squealed at the suggestion. I switched the button over to video and set the camera to face Rebekah.
“Ready?” she said over her shoulder.
I sat down and Nina and Eden clapped and shouted. Rebekah dropped her coat down her trailing arms behind her and hung it from her finger long enough to drape it onto the hook behind my door. She turned around and put her hands on her hips full of haughtiness for the camera. Then she started walking toward us like a real model, heel to toe, shoulders up, her face stock still facing us. It made me shiver. She was extraordinarily beautiful normally. Now she was dangerous looking, too, she was so hot.
Nina and Eden whooped and hollered and clapped. Rebekah was dressed in a long button-up white shirt with turned up business collar, a short black skirt, a red tie, and high platform suede pumps that matched it.
I would have clapped and laughed too, but I was too struck by her transformation. She walked to the camera and turned around and looked at it right into the lens over her shoulder. She then walked up to us arrayed on the couch and looked us each in the eye hard and cold. She put a heeled foot up on the couch between my legs and rested her elbow on her raised knee. She brought up her curled fist and dropped her chin down on it, facing me with smoldering intensity. The music was too loud to say anything.
I puffed my cheeks out and widened my eyes at her. She strutted back through the kitchen, did her final turn, stared us down one more time, and went to the door. And then she came back squealing and covering her face with her hands and she threw her body on the couch between Nina and me.
“Your turn!” she shouted at Nina and she started pushing at her.
Nina got up and went to the far end of the kitchen and hung her coat up over Rebekah’s coat on the back of the door. Rebekah whistled and Eden laughed and clapped. Nina turned around and faced us. She covered her face in her cupped hands to stop herself laughing, and when she regained control of herself, she flung her hair back over her shoulders and pushed her chin up.
She was wearing a tight beige pencil skirt and a sky-blue halter top under a skirt-matching long office jacket. She did what Rebekah did, putting her hands on her waist, pushing her shoulders up, and strutting the way they do down the catwalk. She pulled her jacket off but draped it around her shoulders without her arms in her sleeves. She looked exactly like a model showing an outfit. I was struck by the acting ability. She was wearing high spike heels, black and shiny. I didn’t even know they had clothes like that, I was so used to the drawstring pants, the t-shirts and crop-cut tops, or nothing at all, the way we usually hung around.
Nina clacked on her heels hard and loud past us, did her little turn in front of the camera, and did what Rebekah did, stopping in front of us arrayed on the couch. Only it was Eden she approached, and she put her foot up on the couch between her legs and stared provocatively down at her.
Eden laughed and looked away and actually blushed, but Nina nailed her with her eyes and would’t let her go. She only glanced at me a moment before she went back to the far end of the kitchen for her final turn.
She ran back to the couch squealing j just like Rebekah had and everybody knew it was Eden’s turn. In the past we might have gone easy on her, left her an out, given her a chance to not do it. But this was a new Eden, and we all knew it. Nina and Rebekah showed no mercy now. They pushed her up and out of the couch and plopped back down ready to watch. They sat on opposite sides of me, each clutching one of my hands and pulling it into their laps, nervous and excited about Eden. We all got excited about her transformations.
Eden stared at us from the far end of the kitchen before, still facing us, she opened her coat. “I thought you said sexy,” she said apologetically, and she dropped her head in a tilt. But she saw it through and opened her coat and put it over the hook on the door like the others. She turned to us and put her chin up bravely just like Rebekah and Nina had. Unlike them who dressed in business clothes, she was dressed in a salmon-toned lingerie babydoll dress with lace cups, and doubly-provocative white pump boots that came up to her knees. There was no office she could go to dressed like that.
She walked toward us throwing her heels up high behind her ass. She had brought a candy cane from my home and sucked on it as she passed us full of haughty disregard, not even seeing us. She turned at the camera and we all stared silent and stunned. She stuck her chest up and out and half swiveled on her waist, hands on hips, eyes ice cold, her lips and tongue making love to that candy cane.
“Eden wins, can we just say that now?” Rebekah murmured.
Eden laughed but pushed the grin off her face just as quickly. “Can you adjust the camera?” she said to Rebekah in an officious tone. She was staying in character.
Rebekah jumped up in her short skirt and long shirt, and darted in her pumps over to the camera and swung it around to follow Eden as she came up to me on the couch.
She looked over her shoulder at Rebekah behind the camera. “Keep it rolling,” she said softly.
I glanced at Nina and she glanced at me. Eden was so different! She frightened us and fascinated us at the same time.
She turned around and pushed her silky tush out at my face behind her and she wiggled it at me. Then she bent lower, she pressed the frilly bottom of her babydoll aside, and she found me between her legs upside down behind her she bent over so far. She scooped her fingers up along her inner thighs and wrapped her middle finger around the thin fabric of her salmon-toned transparently-thin thong panties. She gasped, too.
I looked again at Nina and she looked again at me, both of us raising our eyebrows. We didn’t know Eden had that kind of thing in her closet. We didn’t know she had that kind of personality in her mind.
Rebekah checked the camera and came back over to the couch to join Nina and me. We were all silent at Eden’s show. She pushed her ass further backward and spread her feet around my legs to straddle me facing away. She bent at her waist sharp as a jackknife and leaned down to hold my knees with her hands, her elbows locked straight. The ass of her translucent panties brushed against my face side to side.
“Fuck, Eeds,” Rebekah murmured.
Eden then pushed herself around to straddle Nina to one side of me facing her square on, and she humped with exaggeration with her hips at her face and draped her arms over her shoulders and leaned down to attack her face with a ferocious, needy kiss.
Nina was overwhelmed by her, I could tell. Rebekah chuckled nervously, until Eden rolled over me and into Rebekah’s lap facing her. She squirmed and gyrated on her lap and reached up and over the top of her head and caressed Rebekah’s face and neck like a lover would. Rebekah was transfixed.
We were all stunned by her. The music drove on relentlessly. The lighting was dim and golden. It was warm. We had all been up to new things in life since I moved into the caboose behind the house they shared. But Eden was living a new life entirely. The same new-found defiance she expressed with my family, she now expressed to us, her lovers, as a new-found world of sexual expression. She rolled, she writhed, she moved like she was swimming in Rebekah’s and Nina’s lap, and she brought her face down into my groin. She didn’t wait for permission before she opened my pants and pulled out my cock. She seemed not surprised to find me already hard. Of course I was. She was striking, she was enticing. She was being a little temptress. She slid her hot, wet, tight, and eager mouth down over the head of my cock, moaned like it was her pussy being penetrate by it, and she pushed harder and took me to the back of her throat, further down than she had ever taken me before.
I turned to Rebekah and she and I kissed. Rebekah turned to Nina and they kissed, too. I took Rebekah’s shirt off. Eden pulled her skirt down and, getting on her hands and knees, she went down on Rebekah between her legs. It took a minute for us to get out of all our clothes altogether, which seemed to become our habit now. Any pretence to separate relationships, even separate sexual relationships, went out the door with Eden’s declaration to my family — and her admission to Nina and Rebekah, and me, too. We were what we were.
And what we were, within minutes, was a writhing mass of four, smooth, naked bodies, lithe and toned, with our mouths and fingers all over each other, poking and caressing each other and ourselves in the most intimate places. It seemed to take less and less for us to get right back to it like that. I lead the way to the bedroom, but all three of my girlfriends were eager to race me there.
They still had their panties on, Eden in her salmon thong, Rebekah in her black satin hipsters, and Nina in her white high-hip athletic cotton panties. They were all topless. I fell on my back on the bed with my head propped up against the headboard and they laughed and took turns pushing their breasts in my mouth fighting each other like three scamps. The music pounded, our minds floated and swam, and our bodies entwined and strained against each other.
Somebody took me in their mouth long, slow and deep. I kissed Nina who was lying beside me, and we smiled across the pillows at each other. Someone else went down on her — I could tell by the way her eyes fluttered at me — and we held hands and made out and closed our eyes, both of us getting head at the same time.
Rebekah and Eden switched places and I felt a whole new sensation as a fresh mouth took me in, hot, wet and loose. A tongue swirled madly around the underside of my cock. I stretched in my spine and Nina moaned deeply and hard inside the kiss she held sloppily on my mouth. When I opened my eyes, I watched from below as Eden and Nina neck like the lovers they were, both kneeling high over me, embracing and mashing their bare breasts together.
I rolled over and pulled someone’s panties down their lifting and willing legs, and I pressed my open mouth around the lips of their pussy and found her, whoever it was, I didn’t know — it felt unknowable — flowing wet and gyrating back up against my face.
Someone, Eden, I think, got on her elbows and knees and shoved her ass up at me. I turned to her, rose high up over her rump, and spread her ass cheeks with my hands. I poked, I pushed, and I slid into her pussy long slow and deep. Her body pushed back against mine, and her hips corkscrewed against my groin, her head hung from her shoulders and her toes curled under her. I opened my eyes and noticed her face was buried in Nina’s pussy, licking her, teasing her, kissing her there in the French fashion. But I couldn’t see her face. Rebekah was kneeling over her head, gyrating and pumping with her hips, dragging her puffy and glistening pussy all over her face. I must have been fucking Eden from behind I then dimly concluded.
I met Rebekah’s glassy-eyed gaze, half lidded and on the edge, and we leaned toward each other and kissed hungrily. I ground my groin into Eden’s ass cheeks and poked the end of her pussy with the head of my straining cock. She pushed her face down hard into Nina’s pussy. Nina seized Rebekah’s hips in her hands and lifted her face up hard into her pussy. And Rebekah moaned deep and gutterally against my mouth inside our lingering kiss.
We came apart just before we exploded. I rolled on my back and Rebekah sat on me backward and stuffed my cock into her greedy, grasping pussy. She rolled back to lie on her back on my chest, my cock stuffed inside her, and Nina straddled her face and dangled her pussy over her mouth. Eden laid her head down beside mine and turned my face toward her and kissed my lips lightly.
“Is this what you like?” she said softly to me. “You deserve everything.”
“What do you mean?” I said just as softly back to her.
Her eyes rolled back in her head and I realized she was stroking herself.
“I know what it was like there,” she said. “I can tell.”
“How?” I said.
Rebekah knelt up high over me and slid back over my chest and a moment later, another pussy came down over my cock and consumed me. It was Nina, and her and Rebekah both knelt over my body and took turns fucking me while they necked and hugged.
“Because you’re me,” Eden said privately in my ear. And then she arched high up in her back beside me, her body stiffened, her head rolled back and she clenched her eyes tightly shut. She grimaced and I felt her body quake and tremble.
Nina heard her too, and her pussy spasmed around my cock and contracted as only her pussy did. Rebekah could tell Nina was about to cum, and she kissed her deeper on the mouth and groaned with whimpers against her lips. Eden began to flop beside me and thrash with her head side to side. Her hair whipped over my face. Nina began to inhale sharply and loud, and her pussy clamped down hard over the length of my cock. She spasmed all over her shaking body. Rebekah raised her hips and curled her spine in to drag her leaking pussy all over my face. I licked the tip of my tongue up through the swollen cleft of her lips to find her hard nub at the top, and she cried out loud and shook with violence.
I tried to steady Nina’s hips on me, but her body was beginning to thrash out of control. Her voice hiccuped in high pitches. Eden beside me emitted high, short cries. Rebekah, riding my mouth, gasped long and deeply. We all kept moving in slight, irregular ways, out bodies schook. We all stopped breathing. Eden’s body planked straight out and held itself suspended from the back of her head to the heels of her feet. She rubbed herself furiously and without breath. Nina gripped the back of her own thighs and pushed her hips forward and quivered over me, her body still but her pussy inside suckling and contracting. She also had no breath. Rebekah dropped her chin down and her head all the way back. Her thighs shook beside my head.
For what seemed like a full minute, nobody breathed. The bed trembled. And those three lithe and tense bodies held themselves suspended on, over, and beside me. My own cock twitched and spasmed deep inside Nina’s pussy. I twisted my fists in the sheets and shot my head back. I lifted Nina off the bed on my rising hips, and Rebekah’s body too with my face pushing up, clenched and grimacing. Everything that I was collapsed into the singularity of the very tip of the head of my straining and trembling cock. I pushed down hard and I groaned out loud.
As though in some twisted call and response song, all three of my girlfriends groaned out loud after me. I inhaled sharply and with loud gasps. All three girls inhaled sharply and with loud gasps. And when I erupted deep inside Nina’s grasping pussy, she yelped loudly, Rebekah flowed liberally all over my face, and Eden sat straight up, the tension in her body exploding the hardest of all.
We climaxed together and seemingly for a full minute. It was a chorus of cries and shrieks and fists pounding beds and breath found and sucked hard and deeply. I kept spurting and spurting into Nina’s pussy. Rebekah fell down over my face and crushed me under her pumping groin. Eden thrashed beside me like a torture victim.
When finally we subsided, our bodies were like four deflated balloons, criss-crossed and wasted all over each other and all over the bed. We slept.
Someone stirred and we all struggled to wake up. We rubbed our eyes and gazed around the bedroom. The music had come to its own end. Panties were all over the bed and floor. In a trail out the bedroom door to the couch, clothes and shoes were strewn everywhere. We all quietly pushed up and groaned and picked things up, clothes, shoes, glasses, bottles, couch cushions.
Someone’s phone buzzed, and then someone else’s buzzed too. We searched for them and found them on the floor under the table or in the kitchen. It was the same caller for all three: the hospital. Nina took the call. There was a short-staff situation. They all had to go in, and right away. It was the call they hoped to get. The hours were good for their graduation portfolios. I sent them away to the house to get changed.
“Go!” I said, slapping their bums in turn. They laughed and dashed away naked in their long coats and I shut my caboose door. Alone, I finished tidying up, and then found the camera. It was still running. Someone had turned it in toward the bedroom as we went there, either brushing by it by accident, or otherwise. But with us four, there never really were any accidents.
I stopped it and pulled on a robe and plopped down on the couch. The entire evening was all there, recorded in perfect lighting and sound — but all of it not like someone was watching a camera, but like it was a hidden camera, unmoving in its hiding place, watching all.
I could barely watch any part of it, it was so white hot. It was supposed to be just our funny fashion show — and it was supposed to be just pictures. But what it was, was about 90 minutes of the hottest, most engrossing film of three hot, nubile and ripe young nurses, all brought slowly and inexorably to stunning and arresting simultaneous climaxes, with me in the middle of it all.
It was obviously far more than what anyone intended when we joked about getting my camera out. But it was also easily the hottest thing I’d ever seen. I couldn’t speak for the girls, but I could easily guess they’d never seen anything like it. And they all looked so incredibly good in it.
They could be at work for 10 hours or 40 hours, it depended on what happened at the hospital. I had in front of me a long time to be alone with my thoughts, to review the video, and decide how and what to say to them when they finally did get home again.
The basic question would be, of course, what do we do with it? 




Chapter 10 

“We could put it online,” Eden said. She curled her lips between her teeth to keep herself from grinning too much, or too obviously.
“Eden!” Nina said, rebuking her. “Oh my god, you’ve changed!” She dropped her mouth wide open at her, but it was curled in the corners with a grin, too. She had devastatingly cute dimples.
“We wouldn’t even know how or where to put it up,” Rebekah said. But her eyes sparkled just thinking about it.
All of their faces swung around to me.
“What, because I’m a guy? I’m supposed to know all about porn sites?” I said. I rolled my eyes and feigned indignity.  But they all laughed. They knew me too well.
“Sort of,” Nina said. “Yeah.” She nudged my side with her elbow and chuckled. We were all on the couch together between episodes of some show and just hanging out.
The issue at hand was what to do with the roughly 90 minutes of video we accidentally created when someone left the camera running during our ill-fated fashion show in the caboose — and someone else accidentally or otherwise (no one was saying) spun the camera around to catch the action that later played out all over my bed between the four of us. Of course we all pretended shock and scandal about the video’s existence, but we also all delayed insisting on deleting it. There was something undefined in us that its accidental creation was inspiring.
I had trimmed off the end that showed us after we fell asleep, and the beginning, too, where we were filmed setting up. The 90 minutes left in between had all the appearances of a secret camera hidden somewhere to record an evening of explicit and x-rated steaming hot fun shared by three girls and one guy. I tried to shake the thought, but there was no denying the thing had potential as a real money-maker. Eden was not the first to think of it, but she was the first to speak of it, and I was glad she did so that I didn’t have to.
“Well, let me think,” I said, and I pretended to think for the first time about it. “Three young and incredibly hot-looking girls?” I said. “Doing the things you guys did last night?” I shrugged one shoulder and screwed up my face like I had to wonder about it. They all cooed. They loved it when I called them hot-looking. They knew they were, but they loved being told all the same. “It might be fun to put it up just to see, I don’t know. We could figure out how though, I’m sure.” I shrugged again. I treated like I could take the idea or leave it. I put it all in their collective court and tried not to influence their thinking one way or the other. If this thing was going to be shared, I wanted to make sure they owned the choice.
“What if someone recognizes us?”  Nina said.
“Recognizes us for owning our bodies and choosing to have fun with them?” Eden said instantly.
We all looked at her, surprised again. Rebekah was right. Eden had changed enormously. It was a bona fide transformation.
“Eden’s kind of right, though,” Rebekah said, finally tearing her eyes off Eden’s eyes. “I mean, whoever sees it, they’re already at a porn site and they’re there for one reason only. They would have no grounds to throw stones.”
“What are the chances we’d be recognized though?” Nina said to me, nudging me again.
“Again with the presumption that I’m the guy so I know the answers to all porn questions!” I said.
“Just tell me,” she said. “Stop pretending you don’t know.” She nudged me harder in the ribs and stuck her tongue out at me.
I rolled my eyes to think long and hard on it. “There’s probably tens of millions of porn clips — hundreds of millions,” I said. “Let’s say there’s 10 big sites. Maybe they have 10 million clips each. So a hundred million clips are out there.” I nodded at them all. My mind continued to turn the topic over and over. “Say a guy looks at porn every day, so he sees maybe 10 new clips each day,” I said.
“Every day?” Nina said, and she dropped her mouth wide open at me.
“I’m just spit-balling here,” I said. “So over a year he’s looked at maybe 3 thousand clips,” I said.
Rebekah gasped and laughed and covered her mouth with her hand. “Oh, my, god,” she pronounced. “You know too much about this!”
“Keep going,” Eden said. She alone among the three of them was paying close attention and keeping a straight, concentrating face.
“So,” I continued, “say he looks at porn for 20 years before, I don’t know,” I shrugged, “new technology makes all these clips no longer anything anyone looks at.”
“What technology?” Nina said.
“If I knew that . . . “ I started, but Rebekah interrupted me.
“. . . he’d invent it!” she said and she slapped Nina’s leg.
“Well I don’t know!” Nina said, half laughing and half shaking her head at Rebekah. “I’m not into porn like you are!”
Rebekah gasped at her and shook her head and rolled her eyes.
“So, 20 years at three thousand a year means he will see 60 thousand clips,” I said. “60 thousand divided by 100 million — Nina, get your phone calculator out.”
She already was putting the numbers in. “Zero  point zero zero zero six.”
“Times a hundred now,” I said.
“Point zero six,” she announced, and she showed us all the face of her phone.
“Point zero six percent chance that any one guy will see this particular clip,” I said. “There are maybe what, two hundred guys out there who know you, who would recognize you?” I said.
“How do you know that?” Nina said.
“I don’t, I’m just guessing,” I said.
“Times three, because there’s three of us in the clip,” Eden said.
“But there’s a lot of overlap in people who know you all,” I said, but I nodded at her to acknowledge that she was thinking in the right way. “Let’s say times two,” I said, and she nodded affirmatively back at me. “And then, let’s say, half of those guys look at porn,” I said and I shrugged. They all shrugged back at me. I took Nina’s phone from her hand and put in the last numbers and held the phone back from my face and squinted at it. “12%,” I said. “Let’s say a one-in-ten chance that somebody who knows you is going to see you in this porn clip,” I said.
“That’s kind of high,” Nina said, but her voice was thoughtful. It wasn’t an impossible number to work with.
“And that’s at some point over the next 20 years!” Rebekah said.
“Good point,” I said, and I looked over my shoulder at Nina and gave her back her phone.
“Plus,” Eden said, “not everybody is going to care.”
Nina grinned at me. She knew we were going to do it. “I’m still intrigued by how you know all this,” she said through a grin.
“I’m just guessing!” I said,  protesting her implications. “Plus the film quality isn’t super high and the lighting isn’t very strong,” I said.
Nina grinned and wrapped her hand around my bicep and fell back in the couch, pulling me back with me. “See, you do know!” she cooed.
“If someone who knew you saw this video, they’d maybe make out your faces, but maybe not. There are no close up straight on face shots,” I said. “But Rebekah is kind of right, too — they’d only recognize you because they went to a porn site. Maybe they wouldn’t care and maybe they don’t want to out themselves, either,” I said, “like Eden says.”
“We’re all doing things we’re hiding,” she said, “things that aren’t harmful or anything, and meanwhile, things that are truly harmful are right being done right out in the open all day long,” she said.
“It looks like a hidden camera,” I said, “like the viewer is sort of spying.”
Nina pulled on my arm. “Are those even allowed?” she said.
“Not genuinely hidden cameras,” I said. “But we simply sign releases as models affirming that we agreed to appear,” I said.
“You do seem to know an awful lot about this,” Rebekah said.
“I had time to research while you guys were working at the hospital,” I said and I shrugged.
“Sure,” Nina said, and she laughed.
“I don’t even mind if someone recognizes me,” Eden said. “It’s just sex, it’s just having fun — big whoop, someone caught us enjoying our bodies!”
“I might actually be on Eden’s side on this,” Rebekah said. She shrugged. “We get to do with our bodies what we want, don’t we?”
“Look what you started,” Nina said to me, and she shook her head at me.
We did more editing to it together, but not too much. We wanted it to look amateur. We liked the rough cut nature of it, the unplanned angles, the obscuring lighting, the muffled sound track. We explored together where to put it, what to use as keywords for it, and what to title it. I opened an account with the website we chose. We all held our hands over each other’s the moment I pressed the upload button. And then we waited, got bored, went to work on our laptops, and nearly forgot all about it. Until I went back to check if it was up yet, almost 24 hours later.
“Holy shit, guys!” I yelled alone in my caboose, and I ran over to the house with my laptop on my hand like a serving tray.
I came flying in the front door and called everyone around the coffee table. “Over a thousand views!” I cried out loud. They stared at me like I was an alien.
But when they saw our dashboard at the site, they were all as shocked and surprised as I was. We danced and celebrated and whooped and hollered and high-fived. We found our video at the site and played it for ourselves and marveled at how exciting it looked, all the girls in various outfits doing their fashion show for me. And then soon after, not in anything at all . . . .
“How much is that!?” Nina said with excitement filling her eyes. She squeezed my hand so hard it hurt.
“How much money! How much money!” Rebekah shouted, smiling broadly, jumping up and down.
Eden looked at me and widened her eyes and bit her lip.
“That’s . . . !” I paused and thought about it. I got out my phone and opened the calculator. Nina, Rebekah, and Eden held their breath staring at me holding each other’s hands, engrossed in the anticipation of it. I pushed the phone back from my face and shut one eye to make sure I was reading it right. “That’s seventy cents!” I said.
I was met with silence. All three of them uttered half-hearted “wow”s.
I alone remained excited. “That’s for not for even one day,” I said. “So say it’s a dollar by the end of the day. And say we figure out the keywords and other stuff better, so it turns into like two dollars day. That’s $60 a month. Say we do three more videos. That’s like $250 a month. That’s pretty fun money!” I said. “For doing what we do anyway.”
They all nodded thoughtfully, imagining it, thinking it through.
“Three more videos,” Rebekah said, and she looked from one to another through narrowed eyes.
“Or not,” I quickly said.
“No, no,” Nina said, and she tapped my arm. “I mean, we did one, we know how to do it now,” she said. “We can plan the next one.”
“How much can we make?” Eden said. “If we do more videos?” she said.
“It’s not even about the money,” Rebekah said. “Just knowing people are enjoying looking at it.”
“But the money is nice,” Nina said. “I mean, we can put it toward a holiday altogether.”
“Doesn’t have to be all of us all the time, either,” Eden said. “In the videos, I mean,” she said.
I was surprised most of all by her. She was fully taking on a leadership role in our new enterprise.
“What do you mean?” Nina said.
“We can make shorter ones, where it’s one or another of us with Graham,” she said, “in different rooms, or different places. But always with the hidden secret camera sort of effect.”
“If that’s what people like,” Rebekah said with a shrug.
Nina pulled on my arm. “How do we know if it’s the secret camera thing they like or if it’s the four of us, like what’s making people look at it?” she said.
“I guess we experiment,” I said.
“Maybe 90 minutes is too long,” Rebekah said.
“Can we make like 15 minute videos?” Eden said.
“I don’t know,” I said. “But that would be easier, wouldn’t it.”
“We could film through the windows like someone spying,” Nina said, and she squealed and slapped my arm.
“One of us can creep around like the spy,” I said, “and the worse the camera work is, the better — it will seem more real.”
“Except you,” Rebekah said. “You have to be in every scene, being the guy.”
“Not necessarily,” Eden said.
“What?” Rebekah said, not cluing in.
Eden blushed and looked down and away. “Can be two people and not necessarily a guy,” she said quietly. “Both girls, like.”
Nina gasped. “She’s right!” she said, and she slapped my leg too hard.
We all quietly contemplated what we had been dreaming up and developing.
“We need a theme,” I said. “A genre.”
“Isn’t the secret hidden camera thing a genre?” Nina said.
I wavered my hand and closed one eye. “That’s more like a technique. They’re obviously not whole stories out there, but they need a sort of suggestion of a scenario. I’m just saying, the scenarios might want to be similar, so that people come back and look at all our videos.”
“And multiply our money!” Rebekah said.
“Dates,” Eden said, and we all stopped and stared at her.
“Like someone — a roommate — secretly filming a roommate’s date on a couch,” Eden said.
“That’s not bad,” I said, and I snapped my fingers.
“A little anticipation in it, isn’t there,” Nina said.
“Uncertainty,” Rebekah said.
“Clothes coming off,” Eden said. “Teasing.”
“Always a first date,” I said.
“Why?” Nina said. “I like, but why?”
“The point of view of the person watching,” I said. “They can imagine themselves in the scene that way.”
“Have you done this before?” Rebekah said, and she kicked my foot and laughed. “Nina’s right,” she said, and her and Nina high-fived like they figured me out after all.
“I swear to god, of course not!” I said. “Just thinking though, that’s how it works, right?”
“But you do seem to know a lot about what people want to see,” Nina said.
“He is a man,” Nina said, but she quickly slapped my stomach and kissed my cheek. “Kidding!” she said, and she pushed herself up using my knee to balance herself. “More wine anyone?” she said.
Everyone put their empty glasses out to her.
“Who wants to try to make another one tonight?” Eden said.
“What do you have in mind, oh brave little one?” Nina said, coming back in the room holding the wine bottle by the neck and ready to pour into the outstretched glasses held up to her.
“I want to bring Graham home on a date, and I want him to get me to do him on the couch,” she said.
“Oh my god, Eden,” Rebekah said, and she pushed her shoulder over. “You already have it all worked out!”
Eden looked at me through strands of hair over her eyes. “Just 15 minutes, like we said?” she said.
“All in one take,” I said. “Otherwise it doesn’t look genuine.”
“That’s pretty quick to get a girl in bed,” Nina said and she laughed.
“But do you want to try?” Eden said to me. She was pushing the idea hard.
“Like right here, right now?” I said, and I laughed.
“I think it should look like a guy hidden with a camera. Otherwise, I mean, what girl is going to do that?” Rebekah said.
“So it’s the guy’s place and he’s bringing a girl over?” Nina said. “And he has a roommate?”
“Three different girls — there’s three videos right there,” Rebekah said. “He’s a busy guy.” She winked at me.
“Plus maybe we can wear wigs and stuff, be different girls,” Eden said. She grinned and snorted. She was having more fun with the idea than anyone.
“Are you wanting to do this?” Nina said to me more privately.
I smiled at her and began to nod. “I mean,” I said, “it sounds like a lot of fun, doesn’t it.”
“We can make little 15 minute movies for you, and you do all the technical work on them, and we’ll share the money and figure what to do with it later,” she said.
“I’m in!” Rebekah said.
“I like it,” Eden said.
“I’m in if you are,” Nina said to me. 
We piled our hands together. “All for one,” I said. We all laughed, but with nervousness.
Rebekah thought, for the first one, she could pretend to be someone hiding in a closet peeking out with me and Eden on the couch getting to know each other. We thought she could film in there for a whole 20 seconds before we come in the door. Then, to keep it real, we wouldn’t use a script or a plan. “We can just try to feel like two people who just met,” Eden said. “And then see what happens ourselves.”
“If the person with the camera doesn’t know what’s happening next, that’s actually good,” Rebekah said. “I mean, that’s how it is for a real spy, right?”
“Do I say what I’m doing?” Rebekah said. “I mean to the camera?”
“No!” I said, thinking out loud. “No, just have the viewer start watching and not knowing what’s going on or where we are or when or anything,” I said. “Just nothing for 10 or 20 seconds, just looking out at a living room. You would have to be silent if you really were spying,” I said.
“Ohh, I like that,” Nina said. “Like a real date!”
“That’s the idea,” I said. “Everything real.”
“Except it’s got to progress pretty fast,” Rebekah said. “Fifteen minutes beginning to end.”
“Good point,” I said to her. “That’ll be the challenge, I guess. Making it look real but moving things along rapidly enough so it’s all done in 15.”
‘’And not look rushed,” Nina said. “Isn’t that a little unrealistic?”
“But we can’t splice it as though time is missing,” I said, “because that stops looking amateur.” 
“We might just have to practice,” Eden said.
“We don’t have a closet that looks out onto the couch,” Rebekah said.
“Doesn’t have to be an actual closet,” I said. “What if you stood inside Nina’s bedroom door. Make it look like you’re in a closet, sort of peering around the edge of the door, keep it nearly closed,” I said. “Keep the edge of the door in the frame, so the viewer feels like they’re peering around it.”
“I swear to god,” Nina squealed. “You’ve done this before!”
“I swear to god I haven’t!” I said to her.
“Okay then!” Rebekah said. “You have to put something on like you’ve been on a date, Eds!”
Eden dashed off more eager than I’d ever seen her before. I got changed as well. And then Eden and I stepped outside, Rebekah got her phone camera ready, and went inside Nina’s room and nearly closed the door on herself. Nina went in with her to help. We decided to film about 10 seconds before Eden and I came in. We stood outside waiting for Nina to rap on the wall to tell us that Rebekah started the filming. Eden was in tight torn jeans, white sneakers, and a dark blue hoody. I was in jeans and an untucked button up shirt. The zippers and buttons would be good teasing, we all thought.
Eden and I were strangely nervous, standing outside and waiting for Nina’s rapping on the wall from inside. “Should we come in laughing?” I said.
“I don’t know!” she said, and she squirmed and half squatted. Just then we heard Nina’s rapping on the wall. We were out of time.
“Do you want to come in?” I said to her, turning into my character — which was pretty much myself.
“I came to your door, didn’t I,” she said. We were both in character, smoothly and easily. She was being herself, too. We both mentally counted to ten as well.
“I hope you like it,” I said — the joke being, it was her place in reality, not mine. I opened the front door. We both instantly saw Nina’s door partly open, and in the darkness within, her camera held up to Rebekah’s face. We both ignored it, though.
“So make yourself at home,” I said. “Glass of wine?”
“I’m fine,” she said. She helped herself to the couch.
I plopped down beside her and crossed one leg over my other knee and we turned our heads sharply toward one another.
Eden immediately started laughing. She covered her mouth with her hand. I knew it was because she was nervous, knowing we were making a movie, but it worked anyway — she might have laughed nervously like that if it were a real date, too.
I put music on with my phone and leaned back deeper into the couch.
Eden looked over at me a few moments and we met and held each other’s eyes. I was utterly convinced in that moment I had been on a first date with her. The rest unfolded like it really had been, complete with all the unknowing, the tension, the anticipation, and the excitement. There was no doubt in my mind she was feeling all of that too, just like me. I could see it in her eyes.
She laughed and bit her lip and rolled her eyes. She cupped her hand around my jaw, rolled half sideways, and draped her leg over my legs. We began to make out on the couch. She murmured things to me I knew the camera would not make out, but that was perfect, too. It added to the amateur feel to it, I knew. She laughed and teased me with her tongue around my face and lips. She was more expressive than in her real persona, but that was good, also, for the camera, I knew. She took to acting like a natural.
I unzipped her hoody and she squealed and tugged it closed like I surprised her, but she didn’t zip it back up, she only held it closed, which lasted until our next kiss, whereupon, her hoody fell wide open. Underneath, she was wearing a gleaming white full-cup bra. It looked perfect against her darker olive skin. She flashed her eyes at me to tell me she thought about every detail when we were getting ready.
I started to push the hoody off her shoulders but she moaned and squirmed in protest, and instead, swung her body over top of mine to sit in my lap facing me, and she began to undo the buttons down the front of my shirt instead. We talked quietly — too quietly for the movie to hear the words — and we laughed and kissed more. She made her way down the front of my shirt and struggled to pull it up for the bottom-most buttons, and she peeled it back from my shoulders.
Only then did she drop her arms back behind her and let me pull her hoody down from her back, turning the sleeves inside out as I pulled it down her arms and over her hands. It fell on the floor in front of the couch. My shirt fell off my back, too, and bunched up in the back crease of the couch. I knew the discarded clothing would look perfect for the movie.
Eden surprised me with the way she took charge. If the movie was in fact a chance to take on a genuine but “other” persona from within, then Eden was giving us all a glimpse of the different person she could be. This Eden was the one hinted at when we were talking about the possibility of making movies. This Eden wanted to show in every action that she owned her body, controlled her sexuality, and expressed it in whatever way she desired. It was the opposite of the Eden I first met, so — it seemed — long ago. She was being forceful and assertive, loud and daring.
She took charge. I immediately realized the 15 minute challenge — rushing to the climax, so to speak, but keeping it real — was a misplaced fear. She played the persona of a girl who wanted to have sex and was delaying only enough to not come off as too slutty. It was perfect. She appeared for the camera like a woman overcome with lustful desire. She amazed me. She waddled backward on my lap and laughed lightly and reached down between our bodies. She started to feed the tail of my belt through the chrome loop.
“Is this okay?” she said.
“Perfect,” I said to her. I meant perfect as a character in our little charade, and perfect also for the movie we were making. She understood my double communication.
She pulled on the belt to make the pin pop out of the hole, and she fed it through, before twisting her long, agile fingers into the button of my jeans. After that, she pulled on the tab of my fly. She squealed and slid off my knees onto her feet, pushing the coffee table backward with her calves. She laughed — she was pretending to be such a playful minx! — and she tugged at the bottoms of the legs of my jeans until I lifted my hips and allowed her to slide them off me. She twisted around to look for where to throw them, and did a perfect job of not seeing the phone sticking up at the door behind her. But she took care to take her time with it, too, letting the camera see her twisting bare back, and giving it a good long sideview of the cups of her bra, and her hair, fallen over her face, obscuring her eyes. She was a natural for sure. She understood the genre implicitly.
She shocked me, both as Eden, our normally reluctant and squeamish roommate, and as my nameless in-movie date, as she stood in front of me with her feet spread, and made a show of tearing at the button in her jeans and tugging the tab of her fly down. She even turned around and laughed in a high, girly pitch, as she squatted with her ass poking back at me, and she peeled her jeans down her legs and stepped out of them. Now in only her equally gleaming white lace panties and bra, she stepped up to me again, sat on my thighs and slid down from my knees to my waist, eventually — but not too quickly — grinding the front of her panties against the front of my shorts. My arousal was obvious — I didn’t have to act at all. Eden was playing the delicate flower, but the delicate flower losing control of herself.
In fact, with the way Eden was moving things along, I began to feel that it was best for the movie if I did a minimum of movements. Most porn-watchers are men, I calculated in my mind. If I remained mostly unnoticed, wouldn’t they more easily fall into the magic of seeing — of feeling — themselves in my place, with a girl like Eden snaking her body all over mine, wanting like she was wanting, needing like she was showing she needed? The more I let Eden run with whatever her mind was coming up with, the better the movie was going to be.
I took both her bare, round shoulders in my hands and slowly — for the viewer — let them watch me feel her skin, pull my hands down her biceps, then feel in and around her ribs and nearly touching, but not quite — not yet — her breasts, and then running my hands down further to wrap them around her waist, and then around her hips. I moved slowly to makes sure a viewer would feel what I was feeling under my fingertips.
Eden played her part so well, I kept having to remind myself it was a movie, and then even that part I forgot. She squirmed in response to my touches. She writhed under my hands. And most of all, for the movie, she gasped out loud, she purred, she cooed, she laughed, and she murmured. She was laying down the perfect sound track for the movie. She sounded beyond excited. She sounded needy.
She curled her fingers around the waistband of my shorts. “Is this okay?” she said again, and she laughed. I only stroked my hand through her hair. I decided I wouldn’t say anything for the whole movie from then on, not even a grunt. All the sounds of sex were going to be Eden’s sounds — and she really started making a lot of sexual sounds. I knew Nina and Rebekah were in Nina’s room with disbelieving faces. They would be able to see what I was seeing — Eden taking to the role with such feeling, it made you shiver.
She pulled my shorts off me the same way she pulled my pants off, and she got back onto my now-bared lap. She pulled up my cock in both her hands and crouched down over me to kiss me, to lick my neck, and then my chest. She slowly slid down between my legs until her knees came to the floor. I struggled not to glance at the camera I could see in the corner of my eyes staring back at us from the shadows in Nina’s room. I knew Eden was putting on a show. She made her bare back wave and undulate for the camera. The ducked her head down and let the camera see her hair flow and pulsate around my lap. And just when she knew a viewer would be dying to see what her face was doing in the guy’s lap, she hopped up beside me, pulled her hair around her neck, laughed and squealed and gasped, and showed for the camera her mouth parting, her lips, wet and soft, and her tongue, flat and hanging out, as she closed her mouth around the head of my cock and slowly, smoothly, slid it all the way down.
I was not acting when I fell back in the couch and rolled my face up to the ceiling. Eden went to town on me, moaning out loud, her whole body coming up and down in my lap, showing the camera without looking like she was clearing a view for the camera, her mouth wide open, taking my cock all the way to the back of her throat. Did I mention she seemed to be a natural at this? She pumped with hand and mouth. She pulled off only to smile up at me, murmur and laugh — the laughter was what was going to sell this movie — and she went back down on me with even wilder abandon. She made sure to make a lot of slurping noises, too. She stuck her ass up higher behind her. She licked my cock, kissed it, honored it and glorified it. She knew her audience all too well.
I stroked her back where it rose and fell, and twisted and contorted over my lap. When I unclasped her bra she instantly sat up, shook her shoulders, and let the straps fall down her arms. She retracted her elbows out of them, freeing her breasts, whereupon she pushed them around my erection and stroked me with them. She moaned and groaned like she was the one being stroked so enticingly instead of me. None of it was scripted. I didn’t have to act to have the look of surprise on my face. She looked and acted exactly like a reluctant girl with nothing but circumspection when out in public, who becomes ravenous behind closed doors alone with a man who excites her in way she can’t control. Of course it was all fantasy tropes. But she made it so real.
She rolled off me and pulled at my hips to make me lie on the couch lengthwise, and she proceeded to dance and twist over me. She tugged her panties off like she couldn’t wait any longer, and she lowered her mouth back down over my shaft, and her bared pussy down over my face.
I wrapped my arms around her thighs and squeezed my hands into her ass. She arched deeply, groaned with her face raised toward the camera — eyes clenched shut — and she pushed her pussy down harder against my mouth. I sucked on her clitoris, I lapped at her pussy lips, and I pushed my tongue inside her. She no longer needed to act, just like me. Her pussy was so extraordinarily wet, she flowed over my chin. I think Eden liked the camera, a lot.
We 69’ed each other, moaning and groaning and writhing and twisting with excessive bodily expression, both of us drawing the other close to the edge. She knew, though, like I did, too, that she could cum, but not me — mine was the money shot.
She didn’t act. She squeezed my cock tightly in her fist and only as though she remembered did she dive her mouth deep down the shaft of my cock, but only once or twice, being a girl so on the cusp from my licking her pussy out, she was unable to focus. It worked as a safeguard against making me cum too soon. She shivered throughout her body and seized up in all in her muscles. She squeezed my cock too hard and her thighs went as hard as cement around the sides of my face. I continued relentlessly with little circles around the top of her lips and over her little hard nub of a clit, and she continued to breathe hard, stopping and starting, and giving extra-loud voice to her gasps and pants. She moaned out loud with my cock buried in her mouth, muffling her sounds.
Her climax was both stunning and explosive. And yet, it appeared so real. I still think it was real, even though, afterword, she insisted she was only acting, before pushing me to stop talking about it. It made her shy to cum that hard, but only after, when she was out of character and the camera wasn’t rolling any longer. With the camera on, her whole body shuddered and her mouth dropped wide open. She gasped and cried to the ceiling. The spasms that wracked her body bordered on the violent. And then, the tension peaking, she shook silently with a breathless scream on her face, and she collapsed over my body, moaning with my cock driven to the back of her throat.
She roused herself and spun around on me and sat on my lap again, kissing my face like someone gone crazy with love and lust. Now frantic, either because she needed it so bad, or because she knew we were using up most of our time, she lifted her hips, showed her pussy to the camera behind through her spread thighs, and reached through to grasp my erect cock in her grasping fingers, to steer it to the lips of her swollen and soaking pussy, and to sink down over the head, and to let go of it to take me all the way inside her.
She covered my face with kisses and moved on me like the lake does a beach, in waves rolling and crashing. She knew what the camera wanted to see, and she arched as deeply as possible to expose her pussy, and my glistening cock coming out of it and going back in, her lips folding around the shaft, sucking me in deeper.
She laughed and spun around to push her pussy back down my shaft facing the camera riding me reverse cowgirl style. She leaned far over and grasped my ankles in her hands and pumped her body on mine with a ferocity and an energy I was unfamiliar with in her. I tried to tap her shoulder discreetly to let her know she was taking me too far, too fast. Nina, poking up over Rebekah’s shoulders in the dark room, figured out to hold up fingers we both instantly knew meant how many minutes left till we hit 15. She showed four, and then she showed three.
I rolled Eden over. It was time to assert dominance, like all the viewers would want, and I pushed her down in front of me, down onto her elbows and knees. She cried out and purred and squealed like someone who loves nothing more than to be dominated, now that she finished rousing the lion in me. I hauled her ass up in front of where I knelt on the couch sideways, and I tugged her hair to get her to put her face toward the camera. She grabbed a pillow, sank her fingers into it, and pulled it under her face. She was excellent at curling her eyebrows around her eyes and pulling her mouth down in a sexual sob. She even made her eyes wet.
I gripped her hips from behind and poked her all over with the head of my cock. In the corners of my eyes I could see Nina behind Rebekah hold up three then two fingers. I gripped Eden harder on the sides of her hips, and entered her. I jolted her body from behind and she lifted her face toward the camera, clenched her eyes, and grimaced. Her whole body rippled with the pounding I drilled into her from behind. Her cries were not all acting. She got so loud it mesmerized me.
For the rest of the movie, both Eden and I were able to laugh at ourselves after recounting how we both forgot there was a movie being made. I lost myself in pounding her from behind and she lost herself just as much, in getting fucked so thoroughly. I ejaculated into her pussy with force, gushing out of her lips and dribbling down her inner thighs. And then she did the most surprising thing of all — and to this day, she claims it wasn’t acting, but that she wanted to do it, having forgotten it was a movie. She rolled over, popped me out of her, and shimmied down under my legs to take my spent and dripping cock in her mouth to lick me up and suck the rest of me off.
I stroked her hair under my waist huffing and puffing, barely able to contain myself with the sensations she was giving me. She moaned, too, like it was her getting stimulated all over again. I fell back on the couch, came down with my head over the arm, and she crawled up over my body and laid on me, kissing my chin and neck and murmuring and laughing. I saw Nina’s hands up, now counting down from ten seconds with her folding fingers. Eden got up and pulled me up by the hand, and laughing and squealing, she pulled me out of the camera frame and over to the bathroom to clean up.
We closed the door and sank against each other, spent and elated with the movie we just made. She pressed her naked body into mine where I sat on the edge of the counter, and we kissed gently and closely. We were both surprised, but not seriously, when Nina and Rebekah appeared at the bathroom door.
Eden held my shoulders and rested her face on my chest. I curled my hands around her head and petted her hair.
“How did we do?” she said to Rebekah.
But Rebekah knew that neither of us needed to be told that it was perfect. Nina and Rebekah both wrapped themselves around us and we hugged, the four of us, in the close confines of the little bathroom, before Nina and Rebekah slapped both our naked butts and told us to hurry up and shower and come see the movie we made.
We came out in our robes and collapsed on the couch. Rebekah had the movie cued up and ready on her laptop open on the coffee table. We were amazed, or perhaps even shaken, by how realistic the video looked, the way it peered around a blurry corner with hand-held jerkiness, spying on the couple making out on the couch after a date.
Rebekah captured everything. She even had moments where she pulled the camera back to view only the back of the door for a few seconds, as though the bad spy was afraid the couple on the couch, the cameraman’s supposed roommate, would see them. She zoomed in, badly and shaking, on my cum running down the inside of Eden’s smooth, olive-toned thigh. I wasn’t a huge consumer of porn, especially since moving into the caboose behind the house where those three nursing students lived, but I had seen enough to know that we created something of certain value.
“It’s good,” I said.
“Anything to change?” Rebekah said.
“It’s ready to go just like that,” I said.
“It’s hot,” Nina said. She turned toward Eden over her shoulder. Eden was biting her lip, a worried look on her face. “You looked so aroused,” Nina said.
“I wasn’t acting,” Eden said.
They kissed, and then they kissed again.
“Do we have the makings of our next movie?” I said.
Nina laughed, but Eden stuck her tongue out at me. “Maybe,” she said, and her and Nina made eyes at each other. 




Epilogue 

The scenario we wanted to make a 15-minute video about was to be two girls meeting at a guy’s place for a study group in their course at college. The guy supposedly gave them the key code to get in, but would text them that he got hung up at work and wouldn’t make it till later. Left alone in his house, the two girls discover a mutual attraction and delve into first-time explorations of each other and themselves.
“It sounds plausible enough, actually,” Rebekah said.
“I’m pretty sure plausibility is not at the top of the priority list for 15-minute video clips like this,” Nina said.
“Agreed,” I said, with hesitation in my voice. “But Eden and Nina can certainly get into their characters and scenario easier and deeper if it’s easily imagined,” I said. “And that’s what’s going to give the clip its sheen.”
“Again with the knowing,” Nina said, and she chuckled and hip-checked me. “You seem to know a little too much about online porn videos.”
I ignored her with a slight snicker. “They can come in together, like they came over together or met outside. Then Rebekah will be in the box filming and I’ll be in the chair with the clock,” I said.
We got a mover’s cardboard wardrobe box for the camera person to sit in so we could get the hiding effect of a blurry edge filmed from a place of darkness, and we were able to put it anywhere in our house or caboose, so we could have several different-looking locations for our fledgling film company. And then we splurged on a folding directors high-chair for the person keeping track of the time, the lighting, the angles, and the outside noises.
I might have been finishing my 4th year in history, and they might have been wrapping up their busy nursing degrees, but we always seemed to find the time needed to pursue our unexpected side-gig in producing X-rated 15 minute hidden-cam porn clips. Convinced the odds of anyone they knew spotting them, or caring, were slim, and empowered with new-found sexual expression and body self-ownership through the magic of movies, the three girls — Eden most especially — took to the camera like naturals.
“Couch again?” Nina said to me.
“It looks like a different couch, right?” I said. “With the blanket tucked around over it.”
“How long are the two girls supposed to spend in the guy’s house wondering if he’s going to make it home?” Eden said.
“How about I text you right away, as soon as you come in?” I said.
“You mean really text us?” Nina said.
“Why not? That way, your phone beep-boops like it should.”
“So we come in, it’s not our own place — have we been here before?” Nina said.
“No, let’s say,” I said. “That should add to the nervous energy. The sense of exploration.”
“And then, unknown to the girls, you really are here — you’re hiding in the closet,” Nina said, squinting.
“And you don’t know that,” I said. “Again, no explanation, no set up, just let the viewer try to figure out what’s going on. They’ll get that it’s the guy’s place, and so that must be who’s holding the camera, and they talk about him not being there and getting hung up at his job, and the viewer will go, Oh, he’s pretending! He’s hiding! He’s secretly filming them.”
“Because he knows the two girls might have some kind of energy between them,” Eden said.
“Exactly!” I said. “We don’t know what’s going to happen. But things do indeed happen,” I said, and I chuckled.
“All inside 15 minutes,” Nina said, and she bit the inside of her cheek.
Eden looked at her. “It finishes in 15 minutes,” she said. “Not just get started, but everything to the nasty bitter end. We have to cross the forbidden line and also start doing things, and also finish them, all in 15 minutes.”
“That sounds unlikely,” Nina said, looking at me doubtfully and she squinted. “Girls aren’t like that, I don’t think.”
I shrugged. “It’s the movies,” I said. “I’ll hold up my fingers like you did for every minute that passes. It’s not necessarily about reality,” I said, and I nodded. “You ever see the character in a 22-minute show brush their teeth? Wait in line? Park anywhere other than right in front of the building they’re going to?”
“Good point,” Nina said.
“What actual activities are we supposed to do, exactly?” Eden said.
I shrugged. “Let’s try not planning anything — I like the raw, nervous energy of neither of you really knowing. You have to just feel it out, explore it for real,” I said. “Like it’s real — like you don’t know what’s going to happen, either.”
“Like it’s real, girls!” Rebekah said, and she snorted.
“Shouldn’t be too hard, I guess,” Eden said. “Are you ready?” she said to Nina.
“No!” Nina said, but she shook her head and grinned. “But that’s probably perfect for Mister Director over there on the high chair,” she said. “Come on, let’s go outside. Same thing? You rap on the wall when we start the 10 count?”
Rebekah and I nodded. Nina and Eden went outside. Rebekah and I widened our eyes at each other and we both grinned crookedly. I turned around to ready my knuckles on the wall. Rebekah nodded and I hit the wall. Ten seconds for Rebekah to establish the scene — someone hiding and spying on a couch in a living room — and then Eden and Nina came in the door.
They moved tentatively through the living room like it was their first time in the small house. I texted Nina. Eden looked over her shoulder to see her phone. “He’s going to be a lot longer at work,” Nina said.
“Guess it’s just you and me then,” Eden said. She flopped down on the couch and put her backpack on the floor, but didn’t open it and didn’t take her laptop out. Nina flopped down beside her and shrugged and smiled at her.
“Just us two, I guess, for now,” she said.
Eden grinned and snorted lightly.
I gave them the thumbs up from beside and behind Rebekah’s wardrobe box. The pacing was perfect. They weren’t rushing things, but they were already side by side on the couch.
“I guess we should get to work,” Eden said in a soft, non-committal voice.
“I guess we should,” Nina agreed, in an equally unconvinced voice. Neither of them made a move for their laptops. There was already thick tension in the room between them.
“Feels funny hanging out in someone else’s place without them here,” Eden said.
“Kind of fun, too, though,” Nina said. She pulled her shoulders up to her ears.
They turned to each other. I was about to hold up my hand to tell them to hold the stare they set up between them longer, but they already knew to do that. I realized they didn’t need any direction from me. They were deep in character. It was already perfect.
Nina snorted lightly and half-lidded her eyes. She reached out toward Eden and cupped her hand gently around her jaw so that her fingers, long and elegant, laid over the skin of her cheek.
“I’ve always loved your skin,” Nina said. “It looks so soft. It is soft!” she said, and she laughed.
“I love your hair,” Eden said back to her, and she reached out and combed her fingers through Nina’s hair.
Nina leaned her head into Eden’s hand and closed her eyes a moment before opening them again onto Eden’s eyes. Their contact was electric. Eden slid her fingers around the back of Nina’s neck and Nina traced her fingertip over Eden’s lips. She opened her mouth as though triggered by the touch on instinct, and she chuckled at herself — the nervousness was palpable — and she lapped the tip of her tongue around Nina’s finger and flared her wide eyes at her. Nina entered her mouth with her finger, and Eden closed her lips around it. We could see from the box across the room Eden’s cheeks suck in. My heart was beating, it was so realistic.
When Nina dribbled her finger down Eden’s chin, Eden arched in her back, her chest following Nina’s hand, and with both of them closing their eyes as though to maintain plausible deniability about what was about to happen, they both stretched in their backs and brought their faces together. We were able to see Eden, her boldness emerging by the minute, curl her fingers further around Nina’s neck and pull it to close the remaining gap between their lips.
I think the boldness of Eden, and her initiative, surprised Nina. It surprised me. I heard Rebekah gasp behind her phone camera, too. Nina’s eyes popped open just as Eden’s lips pressed against her mouth. We were able to see her tongue invade Nina’s lips. Nina dropped her eyes closed again with an expression of being overwhelmed spreading over her face. She pushed Eden’s shoulders as though to reassert what remained of her own initiative, and Eden chuckled and fell in slow motion back over the length of the couch until her head came down on the arm behind her.
She was wearing jeans and a t-shirt. Nina knelt up and sat back on her calves. Eden had pulled her knees up and Nina cupped her palms around them, looking down at Eden under her. Eden reached up with her arms straight out and she dragged her fingernails down Nina’s forearms. They both pulled out expressions of helplessness on their faces and in their eyes. It felt like that moments before a storm breaks down from the sky, when all the ions charge up and the bottoms of the clouds turn yellow and green and black. Nina dragged her hands down Eden’s thighs and pushed her t-shirt up over her bared stomach. She curled her fingers and scratched Eden’s sides the same way Eden continued scratching Nina’s forearms and wrists and hands and fingers.
Nina smirked and dragged her nails just under the line of the waist of Eden’s jeans. Eden gasped and smiled but pulled the smile down and dropped her mouth open. Her body visibly squirmed, though she seemed to be fighting it, trying to keep from looking as sexually aroused as we could all tell she was feeling. The sense we got from behind the camera,  that this was a first-time event, was cemented. They didn’t even have to say anything — I was completely mesmerized.
When Nina twisted her fingers in the button of Eden’s jeans, Eden’s hips lifted from the couch. She sucked breath through her clenched teeth and body shivered, though she looked like she was doing everything to keep it from doing that.
“I think he said he might be awhile,” Nina said.
“Uh-huh,” Eden said impatiently.
Nina curled her fingers inside the waist of Eden’s loosened jeans and pulled. Eden drove her heels and shoulders down into the cushions of the couch and lifted her body.
“Maybe this is wrong,” Nina said. But she also pulled Eden’s jeans down to her thighs. She caught her panties with her fingers at the same time. Eden’s bare pussy glinted in the dim light from the lamp. I popped my eyes wide open and blinked them. Eden made a weak attempt to cup both of her hands over her exposed pussy, and Nina rocked back on her heels and tugged Eden’s jeans and panties the rest of the way down her legs. Eden lifted her feet straight up and laughed, and Nina took her jeans and panties off her and dropped them on the coffee table.
“It is wrong,” Eden said in a tiny voice. But she also opened her hands and exposed her pussy to Nina.
Nina rocked forward on her calves again, then onto her knees, and she knelt high up over Eden’s body. There seemed to be a hesitation in her, a wavering over the precipice. But then Eden spread her knees open, Nina, holding them, was brought down by them, and then continued the rest of the way down as though powerless to resist the inevitable any longer, and she kissed a trail of tiny kisses down the insides of Eden’s smooth and creamy thighs.
At first Nina’s face disappeared from our view down between Eden’s legs and we were left with the suggestion only of what was happening down there from Eden’s torquing body, arching back, and grasping fingers. But when she flopped her knees down, we could see Nina’s tongue lapping at Eden’s swollen and glistening pussy lips. Her juice was already smeared all over Nina’s chin and cheeks. We’d had by then a lot of sexual experiences between all of us together, but I was unprepared for the extreme heat of watching from afar as an innocent Eden and a first-time exploring Nina got down and into it. I heard Rebekah gasp and, unable to tear my eyes off the two of them on the couch, I reached over and covered Rebekah’s mouth with my hand. She snaked her tongue out around my fingers and sucked on them to try to soothe her aching sex. She was more affected than me, even.
As though unleashed and no longer caring about lines to cross, Eden snapped up from reclining on the couch, tore her t-shirt up and over her head, and pushed Nina down the other way. She quickly tugged Nina’s jeans off and soon they were both naked but for their bras. Having both made the choice to leave them on, I gasped at the effect. Could it look more authentic and realistic? I didn’t think so.
They struggled and laughed and soon shifted themselves around impatiently until they laid on their sides with each of their heads tucked down between the others legs in the lazy sideways 69. It was the moans and groans and gasps and cries that sent me around the bend. They humped their hips at each other’s face and they dug their nails into each other’s ass. Nina pushed Eden over and, on her hands and knees, she ducked her face deep down into Eden’s pussy, and Eden strained to lift her face into Nina’s pussy.
The bulges in their limb muscles and the tightness spread over their cores told me even without their high-pitched and breathless chirps that they were both nearing a climax at the same time. I held Rebekah by the shoulder staring with unblinking eyes at the action on the couch, and could tell she also stopped breathing. I pushed my hand down under her jeans and panties and slipped my middle finger down between her pussy lips. She was soaking of course.
Eden and Nina began to jerk in their bodies and grunt from the backs of their throats. Eden first and then Nina arched more deeply in her back, as deep as a ballerina, and she thrusted her hips up into Nina’s face violently. They cried out together, they both stiffened, and I could see the ripples of tension vibrate in spasms across their bodies.
And then Nina rolled off Eden, Eden pulled her knees up to her chest, and they both began to laugh. They helped each other up off the couch and began to help each other dress, as well, when my watch blinked at me for the 15 minute count. I had forgotten to track it and had no idea they hit so close to the time. It was perfect. I tapped Rebekah and she stopped the taping.
I kissed Rebekah to calm her — she was huffing and puffing and looking at me with bulging eyes. Nina and Eden came over to us and Nina chuckled and took the phone from Rebekah’s limp hand. “Go, go,” she said, and Eden laughed and tugged on Rebekah’s wrist to drag her over to the couch.
Nina quickly pulled the box around to a completely different angle and went into it and sat on the stool. Eden motioned to Rebekah and I to keep it going, rolling her arm over at us and nodding.
I pulled Rebekah down on the couch with me.  I could tell from the corners of my eyes that Nina had the video rolling. Eden confirmed it, showing a thumbs up, and she pulled a big, wide smirk from the director’s chair.
“When did you say your roommate was getting home?” I said. I thought it was clever: imply the existence of a roommate, and one who was absent, which would make the viewers thing, ah-ha! the roommate is the one hiding and filming!
“They didn’t say,” Rebekah said. She surprised me. She used a panting, breathless voice as though she was already too far gone to care. Maybe that’s because she really was. But her reply left an air of uncertainty around our engagement on the couch, plus it provided a built in reason to rush, if anything was going to happen between us.
The video had the appearance of a young couple back from a date, perhaps, arriving at her place, and perhaps making out somewhere off screen before stumbling and staggering into the living room and falling down on the couch together, already highly aroused and grabbing at each other. Maybe it had that look because that was pretty much what it really was.
We necked on the couch and it was Rebekah who pushed things forward. She might have been the most rambunctious of the three girls, but still, like Eden, Rebekah had found a new gear with the camera on her, and she surprised me. She murmured and laughed and cooed and purred at me. She was clever to keep her voice muffled and quiet so a viewer would not hear exactly what her words were, which only leant to the intrigue. She made herself sound like a nervous date, but one also caught up in the arousal of the situation, and unable to stop herself, despite her knowing it was too much too soon and too fast. She conveyed all of that in those brief laughs of hers.
I touched her body, running my hand down her side, over her ribs, and up under the edge of her rising hoody. She quickly — bordering on the frantically, even — unzipped her hoody and tore it from her body like it was aflame. She got up from the couch and quickly stripped her jeans off, too, getting them tangled in her feet in the process and falling over squealing into my lap. She was acting. Her feet weren’t caught. That was something new about all three of them: they were instinctive about the amateur secret film niche.
She tore my shirt off and pulled my pants down my legs. In only our underwear she sat straddling my lap and ducked her head deeply down below her shoulders and we necked and moaned and groaned with our hands tentatively at first and then boldly exploring each other’s nearly naked bodies. She pulled my cock out of my shorts and gasped out loud and wrapped one hand around the shaft and dragged the palm of her other hand over the head of my cock. I reached up her back and unclasped her bra and she let it fall down her arms, but did not right away shake it off herself completely, leaving it hanging around us like something forgotten. The messiness of it all made me excited for the spontaneous and unrehearsed aspect we were trying for.
She laughed and bit my ear and said things to me that would make viewers lean in closer to their screens to catch. The talking I knew was going to be a big element of this particular 15-minute film. Rebekah made it appear so much like a first-time incident between her and me, and yet at the same time, an incident with a momentum that could not be stopped. She laughed and fell back and yanked my shorts off my legs as she fell onto the coffee table. Undaunted, she hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties and half squatted to tear them down her legs and off her feet. She quickly sat down on my lap again, now with our bodies completely shorn of all clothing.
I’d been on plenty of dates and I had had a few that went to sex on the first night. But Rebekah was playing up the helpless aspect of her character to the point my mind was being blown, and I was the one under her knowing it was an act for the point of a video. The viewer was going to be astonished to see this girl go so fast and so hard into the serious business end of their dates. But she sold the helplessness well. With nervous chuckles and whimpering protests, she seemed to struggle internally with stopping her own body from doing what it was clearly going to do.
Normally we might have thought to do some oral on each other, maybe some 69, and maybe some other things, too, before moving onto the main event on the card, the full on fuck down the length of the couch. But Rebekah moved the timing up. She twisted and laughed and murmured and squealed, and she shoved my body sideways along the couch under her and, reaching behind her back and down between my legs, she snaked her hand around my cock, arched her back in, and lifted her hips over the head of my cock that she stood up under her.
She had a sense of where the camera was, and made sure to move her hand out of the way so the viewer would get the full vision of the head of my cock pushing at the folding and soaking lips of her pussy. There was nothing fake about how swollen and wet they were. She finally popped the head of my cock between her pussy lips — and then made it pop out again. She laughed and squealed and recaptured my cock, and this time shoved the head in her with her fingers, and sank her hips down to take the shaft all the way inside her.
We began to thrust our bodies at each other. Where Nina and Eden were restrained, Rebekah was wild. I rolled her sideways and rammed her body with her lag draped over my hip, pinning her against the back of the couch lengthwise. She squirmed and laughed and talked some more and I came down on her in the missionary position as she lifted her knees and locked her ankles together behind my back.
When she began to climax, I was sure it was acting, it came on so fast. And maybe it was at first. But the contractions deep inside her pussy where they pulled on my cock convinced me otherwise. Maybe she started with an act and it caught up to her and overtook her intentions. Whatever happened, it was the camera, I am sure, that enhanced everything going on between us. I realized how Eden and Nina felt. Being filmed, half acting and half for real, did something to the experience. There was no faking the flood of juice that filled Rebekah’s pussy, nor the roll back of her eyes, the strain in her back where she arched so deeply, or the gasping stop-and-start to her breath. Her body shook violently under me and I shivered trying to hold myself back.
She climaxed hard and deep, and made a lot of noise about it, too. And then she laughed as she had all video session long, and she quickly got on her elbows and knees, shoved her hips up at me where I was kneeling on the couch, and she poked her hand through her legs and pulled my cock until I shoved it into her from behind. Cum or no, she was as frantic for it as she was when we first entered the frame of the camera.
I didn’t bother looking over to see if Eden was giving a time signal. I didn’t care. I began to hump my body heavily into the Rebekah’s upturned ass, and she laid her cheek sideways on the couch facing the camera and moaned and groaned like a woman about to cum all over again.
I seized her hips in my hands and buried myself in her pussy. I slammed her as hard as I could. But she gave as well as she took and she shoved her hips back into my legs just as hard as I hit her. The effect was too much on me. I shivered and strained in my neck and grimaced with clenched eyes. I thought it was far too soon and too fast. But Rebekah began to contract inside her pussy again and I felt the enormous heat of another rush of pussy juice run from her, and I knew she was climaxing all over.
It was too much for me. I strained hard in my back and rolled my face up to the ceiling. I ejaculated under high pressure deeply into her pussy. The sensation caused her to shake and spasm, which only made me pound my body into her harder. We must have looked like we were trying to damage each other. My cum gushed from her pussy and spilled down the inside of her thighs.
I fell from her hips and collapsed on the couch. She laughed, of course, but remained as splayed out as I was. We huffed and puffed and struggled to regain our breath.
“And . . . “ I heard Eden’s voice somewhere in the foggy distance. “That’s a wrap.”
I opened my eyes having forgotten all about her and Nina and a camera and a timer.
“Fifteen on the dot,” Nina said, looking into the face of the camera.
I chuckled and closed my eyes. “Of course,” I moaned. Us four — we seemed to have a preternatural affinity for the porn video clip.
Nina curled Rebekah’s hair behind her ear where she remained sprawled on the couch. “Nice acting, girlfriend,” she said.
Rebekah snorted. “Wasn’t acting,” she said.
“Tell me about it,” Nina said, and seemingly without thinking, she ducked down, cupped Rebekah’s face in her hand, and kissed her on the mouth. Eden stepped over to them and bent over to kiss Nina on the back of her neck. I put the phone on the stool inside the box and propped it up there against a cup. I stepped up behind Eden and stripped her top off and pulled her pants down. She smirked and twisted around to cup her hand under my chin and she kissed me. And then she stripped Nina of her clothes, too.
This time, bras came off and all four of us were fully naked. Like one writhing mass of flesh, we rolled together on the couch, kissing and sucking on whatever came closest to our mouths. Two of them played and laughed sucking my cock together. At another point, I found myself under two pussies, and I poked my tongue in one and licked the other.
I bent Eden over the back of the couch and fucked her from behind while Nina and Rebekah ate each other out on the couch in front of us. Rebekah laughed and pulled at me until I fell over the back of the couch and landed on my back lengthwise down the couch. She steered my cock up into Nina’s pussy where she dangled it over my lap, busy twisting sideways and making out with Eden who remained standing behind the couch. She shook in her thighs and gasped in her kiss against Eden’s mouth, and she slid her pussy down the length of my cock and ground her hips hard into mine.
I pushed her up and off me and laid Rebekah out on the coffee table and I hooked her knees over my shoulders and knelt on the floor and pounded a hard fuck into her jolting body. She cried out louder than anyone and squirmed in front of me and contorted wildly. Eden laughed and knelt backward over Rebekah’s face and she lowered her steaming pussy over her mouth. Rebekah seized her hips in her hands and pushed her face up into her groin and licked her as only another woman could. I fucked Rebekah over the table and Eden leaned down over Rebekah’s violently jerking body to find my mouth with hers and we necked.
I wasn’t sure what the premise to that film clip could be. Maybe Rebekah was right and they didn’t necessarily need any establishing premise. I want to say that Nina masturbated on the couch watching me cum into Rebekah’s climaxing pussy just as Rebekah made Eden cum on her face, but  it wasn’t orgasms that started with Nina, it was laughter — the uncontrollable kind usually afflicting funerals and elevators.
Soon Rebekah’s pussy was clenching and releasing my cock, not with the spasms of orgasm, but with the undulations of stifled laughter. My cock popped out of her and she erupted in a full-on belly laugh. Eden fell sideways off Rebekah’s face and, stricken with the giggles even more than Rebekah, she rolled off the table and crashed onto the floor, which made her only shriek with laughter the more. Nina erupted harder than Eden, and she curled up on the couch like a stuck beetle and clenched her stomach with her arms, the laughter was hurting her so much. I was unable to stand up, and I staggered and fell backward onto the couch, and for the next several minutes, we were all rolling around and utterly incapacitated with out-of-control laughing.
I only know all this because I reviewed the video after we stumbled and tore our way to bed and slept the whole night off.
“The last one is different,” I said the next morning.
“Post it anyway,” Nina said. “It’s pretty fun to watch.”
I shrugged. I had no good argument against that. It also seemed predestined to hit a natural break right around the 15 minute mark.
In the end, the laughing one became our biggest hit of all the videos we put out that year. Nina, Rebekah, and Eden graduated from nursing school that spring and, as I expected, their sacrifice at the hospital putting in extra practicum hours over the holidays proved a wise investment. They were all hired the same day they qualified with their graduation documents in hand.
I graduated with my history degree at the same time, but not fully satisfied with the student life yet, I re-upped and got accepted into a master’s degree program. Filming ourselves having fun proved to be a lucrative side-gig. With the salaries the girls began earning as nurses and the income from the videos we made, we moved out of the tiny old house and took a large, ultra modern penthouse condo in the middle of downtown, complete with a rooftop patio all to itself. That’s just how lucrative our fifteen minute videos had been.
An uncle of mine was also a scholar. In fact, he was my inspiration to go into history, and to re-up into post-graduate work with an eye on becoming a professor like him. He won a Pulitzer for his recent history book, and of course there had to be a party for him. My parents called me with the news, and left it hanging on me: their home was too far away for everybody. My new place, however, the spacious downtown penthouse condo only a few blocks away from the main campus, would be perfect. I tried my best to get out of it, but when they set their minds, there was no altering them. Besides, it was a huge honor, and probably a wise career move, for me to be the host of such a party.
Nina, Rebekah, and Eden made it happen, setting up the condo perfectly for the kind of distinguished old-school crowd we were expecting. They loved the idea of hosting the party and they were the ones that pushed me along. “Weren’t you the one giving us good career advice just six months ago?” Eden said, and she mussed my hair and kissed my cheek. “This will be very good for you.”
With the party in full-swing and everybody happy, I slipped away and went up the stairs to the rooftop patio. People followed me up there and soon the whole party was on the roof. Nina came over to me where I leaned on the railing staring off into the distance. From the rooftop patio,  you could see the campus and the main library in the middle of it, lit up the way they hit it with lights at night.
She ran her hand up my back and kissed my neck. “So close, but so far away, too,” she said. “Isn’t it.”
I nodded and snorted and sipped my drink.
“Do you remember the first time I came down those stairs into that dank and awful basement vending machine room where you insisted on doing your work?”  she said.
“Of course I do,” I said and I chuckled. “I never minded the smell down there. I miss the white noise buzzing of the machines.”
We turned around and leaned on the railing behind us, putting the campus to our backs. Eden and Rebekah came over to join us, and all four of us sipped our drinks and leaned back and crossed our ankles, at once part of the party filled with my colleagues, most of the department, my parents and my siblings, and also at the same time, apart from it, having with my three nurses joined hip-to-hip-to-hip in a line along the railing on the rooftop patio of our sparkling new condo away from everyone else, aloof to them, and on the side, observing them with the dispassion of someone watching a movie: engaged but not part of it, in both worlds, and not fully in either one of them.
“I had a lovely chat with your mother,” Eden murmured out the side of her mouth, none of us taking our eyes off the happily chattering crowd on our roof.
“About?” I said.
“About secrets she’d been keeping from everyone, herself included, from her own college days,” Eden said.
I turned to her. “Like?” I said,
She turned to me. “They’re secrets. She swore me to keep them,” she said.
I snorted and chuckled and shook my head and went back to sipping my drink and staring at the crowd. Just then my mom looked over her shoulder at the four of us together along the railing with the distant campus in the background, and she lifted her glass up to us from the middle of her conversation. We all of us cheered her back silently, lifting our glasses to her, and we all drank with her together.
That’s when my brother looked over. He squinted, he shook his head with confusion, and he jutted his jaw crookedly.
I nodded at him, I grinned sideways, and I raised my glass to him across the deck, too. Nina laughed and turned her body into mine, she glanced over her shoulder at my brother to make sure he was still watching, and she sank her mouth down on mine deeply and for a long time. I raised my finger from where I hugged Nina against me, and I flipped him the bird behind her back. I didn’t have to see to know that he was staring at us in continued disbelief.
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