
        
            
                
            
        

    















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