
        
            
                
            
        

    













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.
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