
        
            
                
            
        

    















“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!”
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