
        
            
                
            
        

    



















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.
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