
        
            
                
            
        

    















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