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The desert air felt thinner late summer. Wind no longer came down from the ridge. Air moved low and steady, like the whole basin had slowed to our rhythm. They’d been there long enough for our  routines to blend into each other. Days and nights traded places. Sometimes I couldn’t tell how much time had passed since the last week, or if there had even been weeks at all anymore.
Rae was up first that morning, barefoot on the boards, stuffing packs with canteens and strips of dried fruit. Her skin caught the early light. Maddy was tying her boots near the table, the heel of one foot pressed against the opposite calf. Lex stepped out behind her, hair pulled tight, shirt half-buttoned, camera swinging from her neck. They all moved easily, without hurry.
I used to think I’d found this place. Lately it felt more like it had found me. Sometimes when they crossed the clearing together, I caught myself wondering if they were even real in the same way I was, or if they were just parts of the same mirage the heat kept making in front of my eyes.
Rae looked over her shoulder. “You ready?”
Her voice cut through the haze. I nodded.
We set out as the sun climbed over the ridge. The trail rose in long sweeps of rock and dust. Rae led, her pack shifting against her back, tank top clinging where the strap dug in. Lex followed close, snapping photos without breaking stride. Maddy moved behind me, humming something soft, boots grinding grit into the stone.
Every few steps I’d catch the sound of my breath bouncing off the walls and wonder if even the echo was real. It was strange how quickly the mind starts inventing when there is nothing real to fill it.
At a break in the trail, Rae stopped and turned. Sweat slid down the side of her neck. “You still good?” she asked.
“Yeah.”
She smiled, eyes narrowing in the glare. “You always look like you’re not sure if this is happening.”
“I’m good.”
She laughed once, short and low, then started climbing again.
The ridge opened suddenly, a shelf of pale stone. The canyon spread below us in wide layers of gold and ash. Lex lifted her camera. The click sounded small against the breeze. Maddy brushed her palms along the rock face, her fingers leaving faint tracks.
Rae dropped her pack and stood at the edge. Her breathing slowed. “This is what I wanted,” she said.
I stepped up beside her. The air felt thin, stretched between heat and silence. Her hand found mine, warm and soft. For a second I thought I saw all three of them flicker in and out, their outlines wavering, edges softening, like the desert was rendering them. But no, surely.
The ridge fell away behind us. Heat rippled through the air. I could feel it rising off the stone, warming the back of my legs. Rae hadn’t moved her hand. Her thumb drew slow circles against my wrist, not enough to pull me closer, but enough that I couldn’t step away.
She looked out toward the horizon, eyes half-lidded. “You ever think this isn’t a place at all?” she said.
“What do you mean?”
“Like maybe we built it with our minds. And now it stays in place, but only as long as we keep thinking it.”
Her voice sounded normal, but I could feel something off in it, like she was testing the edge of her own belief. The wind caught her hair, pulling loose strands across her face.
I watched her shoulders rise with each breath. The skin across her back gleamed with sweat. I thought about how, when she first arrived, she’d moved carefully, always watching where she stepped, always asking before touching anything that wasn’t theirs, like she was a stranger to it all. Now she took what she wanted.
She turned toward me, eyes bright. “If you stop believing there’s a border between what’s real and what isn’t,” she said, “what happens then?”
“I don’t know,” I said. “Maybe it all just becomes the same thing.”
“That’s good.” Her hand slid up to my neck. “You should stop picking sides too.”
Her fingers pressed behind my jaw, gentle but sure. She stepped into me until her chest brushed mine. The smell of her, salt, heat, the faint tang of sweat, filled the small space between us.
I felt my own body react before my mind caught up. Every time I blinked, the light shifted. Her hair darkened, then lightened again. The canyon fogged behind her and came back into focus. It was like the air couldn’t decide if she was person or vision.
Rae tilted her head. “You’re thinking again,” she whispered close to my ear.
“Trying not to.”
“Well try harder. Keep it all blended.”
Her lips came to mine. Dry at first, then wet, then open. The kiss wasn’t rushed. It was slow, as though she wanted to convince herself too that I existed by tracing out every edge of me. My hands found her hips. Her skin there was hot, tight under my palms. She pressed closer, her breath catching low in her throat.
I opened my eyes, half afraid she’d vanish when I did. But she was still there, eyes heavy, mouth parted, hair clinging to her temples.
When she pulled back, she didn’t move far. “You feel it too,” she said. “I can tell.”
“What?”
“That dreams are the only thing that are real.”
Behind her, the light shimmered again. Maddy and Lex were climbing toward us, small shapes against the glare. For a moment they looked like reflections walking across the face of the sky. Rae’s fingers traced down my chest and hooked into my waistband before letting go with reluctance.
Maddy reached the ridge first, breathing hard, a streak of dust running from her shoulder to her elbow. She dropped her pack and straightened, eyes flicking between us. “You two started without us,” she said, voice low, half teasing.
Rae stepped back but didn’t answer. Her lips were still pursed from the kiss like she was savoring it. Maddy caught it instantly, the look in her eyes, the flush under her throat, and gave a small knowing smile.
Lex came up slower, camera still around her neck, shirt open far enough to show the bulge of her chest. She squinted against the sun, taking in the view. “This high up,” she said, “you can almost believe there’s nothing else out there.”
I watched her set the camera down on the rock, careful, reverent. She’d stopped taking pictures the last few moments. Maybe because the things happening around us were starting to resist being captured.
Rae dropped to the ground, sitting cross-legged near the edge. The breeze lifted the hem of her tank top, showing a strip of firm stomach, still oiled with sweat. “We could stay here till the light drops,” she said.
Maddy sat beside her, pulling her hair up into a loose knot. “We might not find our way back after dark.”
“Maybe that’s not a bad thing,” Rae said, biting her lip.
Maddy glanced at me, the sun catching her eyes gold. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”
I didn’t answer. The air felt thinner now. My skin tingled where Rae had touched me. The ground under my boots felt hollow, like a surface that could open.
Lex knelt near me and ran a hand along my arm. Her palm was cool, her nails short and dusty. “You’re too quiet,” she said.
“I’m just listening.”
“To what?”
I looked down at her, then at the canyon below us. “Trying to figure out if any of this is real.”
She smiled faintly. “Maybe that’s not something to bother with. We don’t.”
Her hand slid higher up the curve of my bicep, across my shoulder. The gesture wasn’t flirtation exactly. It felt more like inspection, like she was confirming that I hadn’t gone translucent as the heat waves rising off the rocks.
Rae leaned back on her hands, watching us. “You feel it too, right?” she said to Lex.
“Yeah,” Lex said softly. “Like we’re walking through something imagined that hasn’t been fully thought up yet.”
Maddy lay down between them, her knees bent, boots on, hair spilling over the rock. She looked up at me. “Just stop fighting it,” she said. “You’ve been holding onto it since the first day.”
Her voice came from somewhere deep in her chest. I felt it more than I heard it.
Lex’s grip softened but stayed on me. Her hand drifted down the inside of my arm, stopping just above my wrist. “You don’t have to know anything,” she said.
“I’m not trying to,” I said, though I wasn’t sure if that was true.
Rae laid back in the flat rock, one leg stretched out, the other bent at the knee. Her tank top had ridden up again. Her skin looked hot to the touch, streaked faintly with sweat,  the edge of her hip showing above the waistband of her shorts. She tilted her head and blinked at me like she was trying to figure something out.
Maddy reached for the hem of her shirt and peeled it off in one slow motion. No announcement, no joking. She just got too hot, I guess. Her bra was pale, thin, slightly sheer. She didn’t cover herself. She lifted her arms behind her head and lay back deeper into the heat of the stone, chest rising slow with her easy breath.
Rae looked over. “That’s what we’re doing now?”
“I’m tired,” Maddy said.
Rae sat up and yanked her own tank over her head, wiped the back of her neck with it before tossing it onto her pack. Her nipples were hard from the breeze. She looked at me but didn’t say a word.
Lex gave a soft laugh and stepped away from me, loosening each button of her shirt until it hung open. She kept it on, but the sides fell apart, her chest nearly bare beneath the camera strap.
They weren’t trying to control anything. If anything, they looked looser now, more undone than usual. Not careful. Not deliberate. Just hot, tired, wired from the climb and drunk on the view and the quiet.
I stepped out of my boots. The rock underfoot burned a little. I pulled my shirt over my head and let it drop.
Maddy watched, still stretched flat. “Here he comes,” she said, smiling.
I looked at them, spread out under the open sky, flushed, bare.
Maddy reached a hand toward me, still lying flat, her palm open, fingers twitching a little. “Come sit,” she said. “It’s nice here.”
I stepped closer. Her arm stayed up, lazy and expectant, like the moment only worked if I crossed into it on my own.
I dropped to one knee beside her. Her hand slid to my thigh.
Her palm stayed there, fingers loose on my thigh, not pulling, just resting. Her hand was warm. She looked up at me with eyes seeming to shine. The air around us buzzed, the kind of high, dry sound that heat pressing down can make.
I sank lower. The stone was hot through my jeans. My body felt slow, dulled at the edges. Maddy’s thumb rubbed the fabric once, absent. She closed her eyes again and let her hand fall away.
Rae shifted onto her knees across from me. She moved closer. Her knees rested wide, arms limp at her sides, chest rising in shallow, steady pulls. Her nipples were hard. She watched me like she knew I was trying to think, like she could feel the weight of every half-formed doubt pushing against my jaw.
“You feel weird don’t you,” she asked.
“I don’t know,” I said.
“Then yeah.”
She leaned in slowly. Her fingers came up to my face, soft, careful, searching. She traced the corner of my mouth, then dragged one fingertip down my throat, stopping just at the hollow where my breath caught.
I looked past her, toward the drop off. The whole canyon shimmered, pale gold and flat white where the sun caught the basin. No movement. No birds. No wind. I tried to remember the last time we’d heard a plane. A voice on a radio. A ringtone. I couldn’t.
Rae tilted her head. “You’re not really here,” she said.
“I’ know.”
Her fingers slid down to my chest. “Try this then.”
The air between us came tighter now, harder to breathe through. I could feel my skin like it was a suit. Her bare stomach hovered inches from mine. When she leaned in to kiss me, it wasn’t light. It was pushy, mouth pressed full, lips open, her tongue shooting straight down my throat.
And I lost the edge of things right there.
I couldn’t say how long we stayed like that, mouths locked, arms coming up. Her tongue played with mine, slow and sure. She tasted like citrus. I opened my eyes but that didn’t help. The sun had burned the colors out of the world. Everything was soft-edged and washed out.
When she pulled back, her face stayed close.
“I dreamt about this exact moment,” she said, almost too low to hear. “Then I woke up and it’s real.”
Behind me, the sound of shifting stone, bare feet scraping across hot rock. A drop of sweat slid down the center of Rae’s chest. I watched it move all the way to the top of her shorts.
She saw where I was looking. “You can touch me,” she said. “If you believe you’re allowed to.”
I reached out, uncertain if my hand would pass through her. It didn’t.
My hand settled on her hip. Her skin was burning, sleek in the dip just above the bone. I moved my thumb slightly. She didn’t flinch. She held still, like letting me touch her made it more real for her too.
She exhaled, slow and unsteady. “Fuck,” she whispered. “That feels too good.”
Her head dropped forward. Our foreheads bumped. Her lips brushed mine again, softer now. “I know I’m awake,” she said. “At least I think I am. But sometimes I feel like we crashed and died on the there and this is where we ended up instead.”
I didn’t answer. How could I?
She pulled back just enough to meet my eyes. Her mouth stayed open. “You feel that too, right?”
I didn’t nod. I was frozen
Her fingers moved to my belt. She didn’t rush. She undid the buckle with both hands, eyes never leaving mine. She slid the leather out slow, letting the loose end hang. Her palm pressed against my stomach, just above the button of my jeans.
She looked down at her own hands, then back up at me. “Tell me I’m not making this up.”
“You’re not.”
“Say it like you know this time.”
I wasn’t sure I did. But I said it anyway. “You’re not.”
She made a sound like breath caught halfway between a moan and a sob, then kissed me again, fast and harder this time. Her teeth grazed mine. She pressed into my lap, straddling, the coarse waistband of her shorts grinding against the front of my jeans. Her hips circled once, slow and steady, like she was warming up.
Behind me, the sound of someone breathing changed. I didn’t turn to look.
Rae kept moving, little motions. Not for show. Not to get somewhere. Just to feel it all, her thighs tight against mine, her stomach against my shirtless chest, her breasts sliding against me as she shifted.
She broke the kiss. Her breath was ragged. Her forehead rested against mine. “I swear to god I could float off right now.”
“Me too,” I said.
“Say it again.”
“Me too.”
She nodded once, then reached behind her and undid the button on her shorts. She dragged them down her hips with both hands, shifting back to slip them past her knees. She didn’t break eye contact.
The sun hit her bare thighs like a spotlight. Her skin gleamed with heat.
I reached out and touched the inside of one. Her whole body reacted, her breath hitched, her legs tensed.
“I still don’t believe it,” she said. “But I don’t want to stop.”
Maddy’s voice, soft behind me: “Then don’t.”
I looked over my shoulder. She was closer than I realized. Her bra was off now, draped over her arm. Her nipples were flushed, her skin streaked with sweat.
She crouched beside us, eyes low, voice steady. “I keep trying to wake up too,” she said. “But it just keeps getting better.”
Rae's thighs shifted wider around me. Her knees pressed against the stone, dust clinging to her skin. She was still in her underwear, but they were damp now, nearly translucent with her wetness. She moved her hips forward until her body dragged slow across the bulge in my jeans. Her mouth was just off mine, breath shaky, lips brushing when she spoke.
“It’s like I can feel everything,” she murmured. “It’s almost too much.”
I couldn’t answer. Her hips rolled again, slower this time, and she exhaled like the motion physically drained her. The cotton of her panties dragged across the seam of my fly, and her body jumped at the friction. Her eyes fluttered. Her hands gripped my shoulders to hold herself steady, fingers digging in hard.
She dropped her forehead to mine again. “Don’t move. Not yet. Just let me.”
She did it again. And again., rubbing herself on me. The heat from her was unbearable. The front of my jeans was wet now, soaked through from her. She rocked forward with a little more pressure and shuddered in my arms, her body clenching hard through the contact.
Behind her, Maddy shifted on the rock and leaned in closer. Her breath hit my jaw before her hand did. She touched the edge of my ribs, then slowly traced up my side. I didn’t look at her. I kept my eyes on Rae.
Rae was watching my face like she was trying to memorize it. Her chest pressed hard into mine with each grind. She wasn’t hiding the tremors in her thighs anymore. She looked drunk on it, jaw slack, lips parted. Every time she exhaled it landed warm in my mouth.
Maddy’s hand moved around to the front of me, her palm pressing flat against my stomach just above the waistband. Her fingers spread, slow, teasing. She kissed the side of my neck once. She was giving Rae the center. But she was there too. She was inside the moment with us.
Rae’s mouth brushed my cheek, then slid down beside my ear. Her voice was hoarse. “I want it to remain right here.”
I turned slightly. “Why?”
“Because I’m scared I won’t feel this much again once it breaks.”
I didn’t say anything. I wrapped my hands around her hips and held her steady.
Maddy whispered, “He’s shaking.”
“I know,” Rae said. Her voice cracked.
She grinded again, slower than before, more deliberate. Her whole body clenched. Her jaw trembled. Her eyes stayed locked on mine.
The air around us went flat, like the heat had collapsed into stillness.
Lex stood a few feet back, chest rising fast. Her shirt was off now too, camera dropped beside her. She was touching herself watching. Her lips were slightly parted. Her eyes dark.
She didn’t say a word.
Rae leaned in and kissed me again, rough and hungry, like she’d waited weeks to finally do it. Maddy’s hand slid lower on my stomach. Not all the way. Just enough to promise. Rae didn’t stop moving. She started grinding harder.
Her body pressed tighter to mine. Her thighs trembled around my hips as she rolled again, slower this time, drawing the motion out until I could feel every detail, her soaked underwear dragging over the ridge of my jeans, her clit catching on the seam with each grind, her breath hitching harder every time she came down on me.
The heat was unbearable now. Dry air pushed against my skin, baking the rock beneath us, radiating into my back and thighs. Sweat pooled between our bodies, trapped between friction and fabric. Her chest slid over mine, nipples hard and wet from heat, brushing in tight arcs each time she moved.
Her hands gripped the back of my neck, knuckles white, arms shaking with restraint. Her breath hit my face, then my ear, then my cheek again. She was all over me. She wasn’t trying to ride me, she was trying to disappear into the sensation without letting it tip over.
Maddy kissed the top of my shoulder, slow, soft. Her lips were wet and warm. She let them linger before lowering her mouth again, this time to the side of Rae’s neck. Rae twitched when Maddy’s lips brushed her skin, but didn’t pull away.
The breeze kicked up and carried the scent of sweat and dust and something sharp, something coming off Rae’s skin. I couldn’t tell if it was real or something I’d imagined because my brain couldn’t hold this much at once.
Rae’s underwear were completely soaked through now, dark between her legs, the cotton clinging tight to the shape of her. I could feel the exact crease of her slit dragging over the bulge in my jeans. She ground harder, and my hips lifted once before I could stop them. Her whole body jumped.
“Don’t,” she whispered, voice cracking. “Not yet. Let me,” she groaned with desperation.
Her forehead was shiny, pressed to mine. Her jaw trembled when she clenched. Her body was so tight around me it was like she was holding us together by some force. She ground down again, slower, longer, her breath shaking out of her mouth.
Maddy’s hands moved lower on my chest, her fingers now damp from where sweat had pooled. She slid one hand over my abs, dragging her nails gently across my skin as if measuring the tension in me. Then she let her wrist fall against Rae’s thigh, not pushing, just connecting.
Rae didn’t react. Her face was twisted now, teeth clenched. I could feel every muscle in her legs tighten. She rolled again, harder, her hips pressing down, holding, twitching at the contact.
I looked up at her face. She was crying. Not sobbing. Not loud. Just tears sliding down her cheeks as she bit down on her bottom lip.
Maddy whispered, “She’s so close.”
“How,” I said, not a question.
The sun itself was leaning over us. The breeze lifted Rae’s hair.
Lex hadn’t moved. Her breathing was audible now. Her hands pressed flat against her abdomen inside her shorts, arms rigid. Her nipples were flushed dark, her chest rising and falling with a steady rhythm.
Rae ground forward again, one slow, deep motion, and then stopped, just pressing down hard now, shaking fiercely.
Her voice broke. “Don’t let go yet.”
She didn’t lift her hips this time. She held herself there, pressed flush against the front of my jeans, her whole body trembling with restraint. Her forehead was still on mine, but her breath had changed, quicker now, sharper, dragging in through clenched teeth.
She let out a sound, short and broken, and then she moved.
One slow roll forward, her pussy dragging across me, firm and soaked, the heat of it undeniable even through two layers. Her muscles clenched again, harder this time, and she let her body fall into mine.
“No more holding back,” she whispered.
She lifted just enough to hook her fingers in the side of her panties and tugged them aside. Her bare heat pressed into me now, skin to denim, the grease of her wetness smearing across the front of my jeans. She moved again, grinding in tight, controlled strokes, her clit catching the ridge just right.
I groaned. She swallowed the sound with her mouth.
Maddy’s hands slid lower, fingertips hooking into my waistband, pulling it down just enough to expose the head of my cock. The air hit it, then her hand, and then Rae’s hips came down again, this time nothing between us.
She gasped. Her body jerked. She pushed forward, not taking me in, not yet, just dragging her bare slit across the length of me, back and forth, wet and open and trembling, grasping.
The friction was raw. Her sheen coated me instantly. Her body knew exactly how to keep the pressure just right, tight enough to push me close, loose enough to not let it break.
Rae’s voice cracked. “Fuck, I feel all of it.”
I grabbed her hips, tried to steady her, but she shook her head and ground down harder. Her clit was swollen now, every stroke dragging it over the head of my cock. Her thighs twitched with each pass.
Behind her, Maddy breathed harder. Her hand stayed at my waistband, one finger slipping lower, not touching my cock, just tracing the base of it, watching Rae’s movement closely, her mouth parted in awe.
Lex stepped in now, just close enough to kneel behind Rae. She didn’t touch her right away. She brushed Rae’s hair back off her neck and leaned in, lips hovering above her skin. Rae’s head dropped, breath catching in a shiver.
“I can’t stop,” she said. “I don’t want to stop.”
Lex kissed her neck, slow and deep. Maddy’s hand closed over my cock and held it in place as Rae ground again, the length of her pussy gliding along the full shaft now, soaking me completely.
Her moan was high, almost shocked. Her legs tensed and quaked.
“I’m gonna . . . ” she cried
She didn’t finish. She slammed down once more and came against me, hard.
Her whole body locked up.
Tight. Hot. Shaking violently.
She stayed right there, her clit pressed full to the head of my cock, her cunt convulsing in waves against my stomach, dew soaking my skin, her hands gripping my shoulders like she was falling through.
She didn’t come quietly. She gasped my name. She screamed at the limitless sky.
She stayed locked to me, twitching in small aftershocks, her breath catching wet and broken against my cheek. Her thighs trembled but she didn’t lift her hips, didn’t move at all except to shake. Her forehead rested against mine, her hair stuck to both of our faces, the heat of her orgasm still blooming out through her limbs.
My hands stayed on her hips. I didn’t guide her. I didn’t say anything. I just held her while her body rode it out.
And then she melted, slowly, like her bones gave way, and slid back, off me, collapsing into Maddy’s arms without resistance. Maddy caught her without a word, kissed her hair, then turned her eyes to me.
My jeans were half off now. My cock stood straight, wet with Rae’s satin, flushed dark, twitching with every breath. I couldn’t remember when Maddy had undressed, or if she’d ever been wearing much to begin with. Her body was already pressed against mine before I could tell the moment she moved.
She didn’t speak. She didn’t smile. She climbed over me, one knee to either side, her chest brushing mine as she leaned down and kissed the side of my mouth. Not my lips. The edge. A kind of claim.
I thought about resisting, just the shape of the idea, but it was gone before I could feel it fully.
The world had narrowed to heat and skin and the slow, strange pressure of being seen and used and needed all at once.
Maddy’s hand wrapped around me. Her fingers worked slowly, like she was still calming herself from watching Rae. She lined me up, paused, just pressing the head against her folds, not taking me in, just holding me there.
Then she sank down.
No words. No buildup.
She was already open, wet, waiting for it. Her mouth fell open but she didn’t make a sound. Her eyes didn’t close. She looked down at where we met, like she couldn’t quite believe it was happening.
I slid into her in one slow pull. She didn’t grind. She didn’t bounce. She just held there, full and trembling.
The ridge, the sky, the stone, all of it faded out. It became light and weight and distance. My vision blurred, not from heat, not from exertion, but from something heavier.
I thought about the edge of things. About whether this was a threshold or an ending. Whether I was still inside time, or if time had run out and we just hadn’t noticed yet.
Lex was on my left, her hand wrapped around mine, her lips at my ear. I couldn’t remember when she got there. I didn’t remember hearing her speak, but I could feel her voice. It pulsed against my skin, made my stomach clench.
Maddy lifted her hips an inch, then dropped.
Again and again.
Her breath hitched. My hands slid up her sides, fingers brushing under her breasts, skin wet and sticky.
Lex kissed my neck. Her other hand slipped under my jaw, tilting my head toward her.
Then it wasn’t Maddy anymore.
The body above me shifted. The weight changed. The pace didn’t. I felt Rae’s hand on my chest. I thought I felt Maddy’s lips again, but maybe it was Lex’s.
It was all layered now, heat, friction, breath, pressure.
One of them was fucking me slowly, hips drawing figure-eights I couldn’t follow. Another was behind me, mouth on my shoulder, hands on my ribs. One kissed my throat, soft and wet.
Hands everywhere. Some of them mine. Or not.
The air didn’t move anymore. Or maybe I wasn’t breathing. Their mouths were on me, wet, open, whispering all at once some foreign incantation, I couldn’t tell what was spoken and what was thought, or if there was a difference anymore.
“Don’t stop,” one of them said. Or maybe it was me.
Fingers dragged across my chest. Nails cut lightly down my ribs. A tongue traced the hollow of my throat. The weight above me changed again, sliding forward, tighter now, wetter, the drag of a cunt gripping me from base to tip with each slow grind.
“You’re still here,” someone whispered.
“Don’t wake up,” came another voice, lower, darker, almost a breath into my ear.
Someone laughed. Not loud. Just warm. Wet against my neck.
I felt the ripple of muscle around me. The flutter of a clit catching on the swell of my cock. The rhythm wasn’t steady now, it broke and shifted and circled back in on itself. The world turned in place.
A mouth sucked at my nipple, slow, then teeth. Then gone. Another mouth took its place.
Flesh pressed against both sides of my face. Thighs. Breasts. Hands holding me still, moving me, letting me do nothing at all.
“You feel everything, don’t you?”
Yes. Or I thought I said yes. Maybe I didn’t speak at all.
One of them kissed the inside of my elbow.
One of them whispered something about how long they’d waited for this.
One of them moaned into my mouth like she was breaking in half.
The pressure built again, tight, pulsing. I didn’t know whose heat I was inside of. I didn’t know which hand stroked my thigh, or whose hair brushed my face, or who was behind me whispering my name so softly I couldn’t tell if it was being said out loud or just remembered.
They took turns without taking turns. One lifted and slid off, another replaced her before the air cooled. The fit always different. The sound always new.
My cock stayed hard, glazed, buried. Lips moved over my jaw. Someone kissed my hip. A hand held the base of me, guiding again.
They whispered in unison now, or maybe just echoes layered.
“We’re still here.”
“Stay inside us.”
“Don’t think. Just feel.”
My eyes rolled back. My body lifted. My arms floated. Every thrust into me was met by a squeeze, a breath, a tongue, a hand.
I was nowhere now. Yes I’d never felt more present.
My vision faded. Wet flesh, open mouths, breathless voices that weren’t mine whispering yes yes yes, over and over, until I couldn’t tell them apart.
One of them came on me, moaning low and slow, riding every twitch. Another kissed the base of my spine, murmuring my name like it was something she’d been trying not to say all day.
They never stopped touching me. Even when one collapsed, the others kept going. Hands replaced mouths. Mouths replaced grip. Until the dream and the heat and the weight of their bodies became one continuous, wet, perfect hum.
It was all pulse and breath now. The heat under me, the wetness above me, their bodies everywhere. I couldn’t tell whose tongue traced my chest, whose thigh slid over mine, whose breath hit my ear. It was all one body, multiplied and shifting, the weight never lifting long enough for air.
“Don’t hold it,” one voice said, close enough that her lips brushed my ear.
Another answered, “Let him feel it all.”
Rae’s hips ground down in slow circles, the head of my cock buried deep, pulling back just far enough each time to make me shake. Maddy’s fingers pressed against my mouth, sliding between my lips, and when I sucked them she moaned as if I’d gone inside her instead. Lex straddled my arm, her skin sleek, her rhythm matching Rae’s, small gasps tumbling out that felt timed to my pulse.
The air itself thickened, hot and dry, tasting of salt and skin. The wind outside the ridge had stopped; only the sound of them filled everything, their breaths, their quiet curses, the wet drag of their bodies.
Rae leaned forward, her breasts sliding against my chest, her nipples dragging slow trails across my skin. “You feel that?” she whispered. “You feel all of us in you?”
I tried to answer but only a sound came out. She took it as yes.
Lex leaned down and kissed Rae’s shoulder, then kissed me. Maddy’s mouth found the other side of my neck. Three tongues, three pulses, everything moving in one long, endless loop.
“Stay here,” Rae murmured. “Right here, don’t move.”
She started to grind again, slower, harder, each roll hitting the same spot. The muscles inside her clenched around me, tight and pulsing. I felt her shudder, stop breathing for a moment, then start again with a broken sound that pushed me right to the edge.
Maddy pulled my hand between her legs. Her heat was glossy, open, trembling against my palm. I pressed two fingers inside her and she bucked, gasping against my shoulder. Lex arched above me, hair falling down across my face, her scent thick in my nose, her voice whispering, “Don’t finish. Please. Not yet.”
Every motion turned into pressure, Rae grinding, Maddy shaking, Lex moving against my arm, all of it folding into the same unbearable rhythm. The ridge under us seemed to hum. The sun felt closer, like it was burning directly on our skin.
Rae bit my lower lip and held it, her teeth pressing hard enough to sting. Her voice came in a shiver: “You’re almost there. I can feel it. Don’t lose it yet. Please.”
Maddy was coming again beside me, her body jerking against my hand, crying out loud. Lex moaned into my neck, her hips spasming in sync with Rae’s. Their heat and sound and wetness merged into one continuous vibration through my body.
My muscles locked, every nerve drawn tight. The world shrank to Rae’s cunt gripping me, massaging me inside her, the others’ hands on me, their voices tangled together whispering don’t stop, stay right here, right here.
It started in my spine. A tightening low and deep, a knot pulling inward until my breath froze. I couldn’t move. Couldn’t speak. Every part of me locked under them. Rae still grinded, soaked and wet, her cunt sliding over me with the same maddening rhythm, the head of my cock caught under the pressure of her clit, her heat spreading with each pass.
Lex kissed my throat. Maddy stroked my stomach with shaking fingers. All three of them were touching me, anchoring me, coaxing me toward something that didn’t feel like a climax, it felt like a detonation waiting for ignition.
And then it gave way.
My body bucked up hard, uncontrolled. My cock twitched once, so sharp I thought something had torn loose inside me, and I came.
It didn’t rush. It poured. Slow, unstoppable. The first spurt soaked across Rae’s thighs, erupting out the top of my shaft, her clit grinding into it like she needed the mess of it to finish breaking.
She groaned, sharp and breathless. “Yes. Yes, give it to me, don’t stop.”
My hips bucked again. I couldn’t stop now. I was inside the seizure of it, every muscle jerking without rhythm. My stomach clenched, my legs lifted, my cock spat another thick pulse between us, soaking my belly, her inner thighs, Maddy’s hand as it slid over my abs.
Lex had both hands on my face now, holding me still as I shook, whispering, “Let it happen. Let it all happen.”
My heart raced so loud it drowned them out. The noise was in my ears, my throat, my fucking teeth. Rae’s cunt still rubbed against me, fast and rough now, her thighs squeezing tighter with each pump. My cum smeared under her, between us, hot and slippery.
The third spasm hit and everything inside me gave out. My arms collapsed to the ground. My mouth opened. No sound came out.
Rae gasped and slammed down, grinding her clit hard over my cock, using my release to finish herself off again. Her body clenched and she screamed, not loud, but guttural, her breath punching out through her teeth. Her thighs shook and her body jerked once, then stilled.
More cum spilled between us, thick and wet, leaking from me in lazy pulses. Maddy’s hand slid through it, up my chest, her fingers tracing it across my nipples, my collarbone, watching me unravel.
I couldn’t feel the rock under me anymore. Couldn’t feel the breeze. My whole world was Rae’s weight, her cunt still twitching on me, her breath drained and close, and the stickiness between us keeping our bodies fused.
Lex kissed my cheek. Maddy’s mouth touched my ribs. Rae was trembling against my chest.
I was still coming in soft, aching pulses. Maddy took my in her mouth calmly.
My chest heaved, but the air felt thin. Not enough oxygen, or maybe too much. I couldn’t tell anymore. Rae lay on me, skin to skin, her weight soft now, boneless. Her breath brushed my neck in short, cooling gusts. It should’ve tickled. It didn’t. Everything below my collarbone was numb.
Maddy kissed my shoulder, lips barely touching. Lex was behind my head, her fingers combing through my hair slowly, over and over, like she was trying to untangle something. I blinked. The sky was too white. Too wide. The light poured down too strong, flattening everything around the edges.
The ridge didn’t feel like stone anymore. It felt like water, just holding shape long enough to cradle me.
Someone whispered something. Maybe Lex. Maybe inside my head. It sounded like a name, but it wasn’t mine.
A dry wind passed over my body, catching the sweat still cooling on my chest. The skin there prickled once, then went still. I couldn’t move my fingers. I didn’t try. My cock twitched once, soft now, coated in her dew. It stuck to the skin just above my hip. I could feel it, but only vaguely. Like it belonged to someone else.
Rae shifted, her cheek pressing into my shoulder. Her arm lay heavy across my stomach. My breath came slower now, syncing with hers. One of them pulled my pants down farther. Not to do anything. Just to let the breeze in. I felt it across my thighs, dry and tender and perfect. I was made naked in the desert.
The air smelled like skin and sweat and crushed sage. It was sharp in my nose, then gone. Replaced by dust. Then salt. Then nothing.
My eyes closed. Opened again halfway. The ridge shimmered at the edges. Lex’s hand moved across my scalp, slow, deliberate, her palm warm. It felt good. Felt like a signal. Or a goodbye.
Maddy’s voice, quiet and far away, said something about how good I looked like this. I didn’t reply. My mouth had dried out. My tongue felt thick. I let it hang open slightly, not caring.
The heat beat down harder now, steady and strong, but not unbearable. It pressed into me like a weighted blanket, grounding me into the rock. I felt myself sink. Not physically, more like my thoughts dipped below the surface, one by one.
The noise faded first. Their voices dulled. Then the wind. Then even the sound of Rae’s breath against my neck. I knew she was still there. But I couldn’t hear her anymore. Just the faint rush of blood in my ears, getting slower.
The light dimmed next, even though I knew the sun hadn’t moved.
I stopped thinking after that.
My body stayed open, spent, naked, worn against the ridge. Limbs sprawled wide over the flat rock. Nothing covered. Nothing held back.
My last thought before it all went black was that I didn’t care if I woke up again.
I slept right there, flat out on the rock, under the sun, their hands still on me, somewhere.
I woke with the sun at a new angle. Lower. Sharper. It hit my chest in slashes between the stones. The heat had shifted, less direct, more settled, but it had dried the cum into a layer of salt over my skin. My mouth tasted like metal. My tongue stuck to the roof of it when I tried to swallow.
And I was alone.
The ridge was empty. No clothes left behind, no packs. The air moved in long, dry sweeps across the rock, pulling at the edge of my jeans. My shirt was there. My boots. I sat up slow.
My back ached. My thighs were chafed from stone and sun. My cock was soft, smeared with the dried remnants of all that had happened. It looked like proof, but I didn’t trust it.
The wind pushed a streak of dust past my feet. It moved like water.
There were no sounds but the breeze.
No camera clicks.
No footsteps.
No girls laughing at me for sleeping too hard after everything.
I rubbed my face and looked out toward the canyon. Pale white. Quiet. Nothing moved.
For a second I thought maybe they were just below, or past the rocks, or gathering water. But the stillness told me otherwise. That kind of silence only happens when no one else is there.
I stood slowly. My legs were stiff. My skin peeled slightly where it had stuck to the stone. My cock  was still damp. Still sore.
I turned in a circle. No Rae. No Maddy. No Lex.
The prints in the dust were already gone.
I looked down at the spot where Rae had straddled me. The dust was scuffed there, darkened with the sheen of what we left behind. A dried pattern of sweat and come and movement. But it could’ve been anything. From up here, from now, it just looked like weather.
I sat again, knees bent, arms draped loose. My breath came steady. There was no panic. No fear. Just the question.
Had they been real?
They had names. Skin. Voices. Weight. They'd kissed me, used me, ridden me until I broke open. I still had marks on my chest where their nails had scratched.
But now they were gone. The thought came quiet: Maybe that was the trade. You give in fully, and you get the dream. But you don’t get to keep it.
I lay back again, arms wide. The stone burned less now. The wind pressed light across my ribs.
Maybe I’d imagined the whole day. Maybe I was still dreaming. I didn’t feel sure of anything.
I stood again, slower this time. My knees cracked. My balance faltered and I braced a hand against the stone, but the rock swam under me like it wanted to slide out from under my feet. My head throbbed with the kind of ache that comes from sun and dehydration and too much of everything all at once.
I looked down the trail. No movement. No flash of a tank top or hair. No echo of voices. I called out once, Rae’s name. My voice cracked. The sound barely carried.
Nothing answered.
I dressed and took a few steps toward the bend in the trail, knees stiff, thighs burning from dried sweat and old friction. Every step kicked up a puff of red dust. The sky stayed blank.
By the time I reached the edge of the ridge, my breath had come back, hot and dry. I scanned the canyon below, eyes adjusting. Same scrub. Same slope. Same stone trail winding downward.
But it felt wrong. Like the trail had never been there before Like I had made it up to give myself a path back out. And now the desert was correcting me.
I turned in a slow circle, looking for anything, clothing, footprints, even the glint of Lex’s camera left behind in the dirt.
Nothing.
My mouth was dry enough now that my tongue stuck to my teeth. I felt the shake building in my hands, the way the edges of the sky started to smear slightly every time I blinked. The kind of shake I’d seen once before.
My uncle used to talk like this. Long silences, then he’d say something simple like “I saw the sky fold open yesterday.” Everyone thought he was just damaged from the desert. But I remember him out here once, squinting into the sun, hand twitching, whispering under his breath like he was in conversation with the dust. They put him in a trailer eventually, with air conditioning and no sharp corners.
I stumbled forward three more steps and stopped. My shadow tilted sideways. I pressed both palms against my thighs and bent over, trying to force the air back into my lungs.
“I’m not fucking crazy,” I said out loud. Just to hear it said.
The wind answered, low and steady. The same hot breath that had always been here. Not helping.
I straightened up and looked at my own hands, shaking now, dust-caked, streaked with faint smudges that might have been from Rae’s thighs, or Maddy’s hair, or Lex’s mouth. Or none of it.
I turned in another circle.
Still alone.
Maybe this is what it looks like when it starts. The shift. The separation. The little rip that opens between memory and event.
The slope cut down fast. My knees ached with every step, my thighs threatening to give out. The sun blurred in my eyes and the canyon looked wider than I remembered, but I followed the border of stone where it dropped toward the wash. Dust clung to my shins, my jeans stuck to my skin. I didn’t know if I was heading toward something or just walking because there was nothing left to do.
Then I heard laughter.
Sharp. Clear. Bouncing off the stone.
I froze.
It came again, from below the next rise. Then a voice, Lex. “There he is!”
I stumbled forward too fast, almost tripping over a low rock, and when I crested the bend they were there. All three of them. Rae stood up first, her shirt pulled on inside out, hair up in a messy knot, arms raised like she’d spotted a long-lost traveler.
“There’s our sleeper,” she called, grinning.
Maddy ran to me first, barefoot, tank top twisted at the hem. She threw her arms around my neck and kissed my cheek like it was the most natural thing in the world. “We were about to throw stones at you,” she said, then licked the side of my neck, laughing.
Lex grabbed my wrist next, pulled it down to her waist, pressed my hand flat against her bare side. “You looked so peaceful up there,” she said, nuzzling into my shoulder.
Rae joined last, wrapping herself around my back, her arms low around my stomach, her chin resting on my shoulder. “We let you have your little nap,” she said, then kissed the side of my ear and whispered, “You earned it.”
I stood there, frozen, dizzy with how real they felt, how solid, how present. Their skin warm from the sun, their hands confident and greedy, their mouths brushing my neck and jaw and cheeks in overlapping little bursts. Rae licked the edge of my ear and hummed. “You should’ve seen yourself.”
“You came so fucking hard,” Maddy whispered, laughing against my throat.
Lex rubbed her nose along my jaw and smiled. “We all did.”
I turned slowly, looking from one to the next. They beamed at me like we’d done this a hundred times before. Maddy took my hand. Lex took the other. Rae slid her fingers into my waistband and tugged. “C’mon,” she said. “Let’s get back. The car’s not far.”
“We brought water,” Maddy said.
Lex winked. “And snacks.”
“You thought we left you?” Rae asked, grinning. “That’s so cute.”
They started walking, pulling me between them, arms wrapped around mine, fingers laced, bare legs brushing against me with every step. I followed without resisting, still blinking, still unsure if I was fully awake.
Maddy leaned in. “You should’ve seen your face up there.”
Lex kissed my shoulder. “You looked like you were being reborn.”
We piled into the car like kids after a swim. Rae took the keys. Lex called shotgun. Maddy shoved me into the backseat first, then climbed in after, her leg draped over mine before I’d even buckled. The vinyl was hot, the air stale. Windows down. Rae started the engine and the fan kicked dust into all our faces. No one cared.
Lex leaned out the window and whooped once, just to hear it echo.
Rae grinned, one hand on the wheel, the other hanging out the driver’s side. “You good back there?” she called.
“He’s still in shock,” Maddy said, licking a streak of sweat off my jaw. “His brain hasn’t come back yet.”
“I don’t think he wants it to,” Lex added.
I didn’t speak. Maddy’s hand was on my thigh again, casual and possessive, her palm sliding just high enough to keep me half-hard and twitching.
The tires kicked up a plume of red dust as Rae turned onto the road back toward the compound. Heat shimmered ahead of us. The engine rumbled. Maddy leaned over and bit my shoulder, not hard. “You look so fucked,” she said.
Lex turned around, elbow on the seat. “You should’ve seen your face when you came. You didn’t even blink. Just, ” She let her mouth hang open, eyes wide, moaning mockingly. “Like that.”
Rae slapped the dash. “It was fucking hot.”
“I thought you were gonna cry,” Maddy said, giggling now, sucking on her fingers like she still had the taste of me.
“I thought I did,” I muttered.
Lex laughed and twisted fully around to face me, her arm stretched across the headrest. “That’s because we broke you, isn’t it.”
Rae looked at me in the rearview mirror. “You came so much.”
“All over your stomach,” Maddy added. “And my hand. And Rae’s thighs. And probably the fucking rock.”
I shook my head. “Jesus.”
“Don’t bring him into this,” Lex said, grabbing a water bottle and tossing it back at me. “We already had our religion today.”
Maddy unscrewed the cap and drank half of it, then poured a little onto her chest, letting it drip between her breasts. “It got fucking biblical up there.”
The sun flared through the windshield. Rae cranked the music, old radio, low static, something bluesy and lazy. The wind tangled our hair. Lex reached behind and ran her fingers through mine, smiling.
Rae glanced back again. “He’s smiling. Look.”
“Of course he is,” Maddy said, licking her lips. “He just got used like a toy by three college girls who are gonna do it again tonight.”
Lex blew me a kiss. “You’re welcome.”
I sat there, sunburnt, dehydrated, skin sticky and sore, cock still aching, the taste of sweat and sex still in my mouth, and I laughed.
Rae turned down the last curve and the compound came into view, scrub-line low, tarp flapping at the corner of the bathhouse roof, solar rig humming faintly under the sun. The place looked small after what had just happened. Like it was waiting for us to settle back in and pretend we hadn’t just torn something open up there.
She pulled to a stop. The tires crackled over gravel. Maddy unlatched the door and stepped out barefoot, stretching long, arms overhead, shirt riding up high. Her whole body looked sun-kissed and used. She grabbed my hand and pulled me out behind her. “Come on, desert king,” she said. “Back to your throne.”
Lex stepped out last, fixing her shorts, glancing at her reflection in the car window, then flicking her hair over her shoulder. “You’re gonna shower,” she said, pointing at me. “And then you’re gonna wait.”
“Wait for what?”
“For dinner.”
Rae leaned out the driver’s window, sunglasses on now, hair tied in a knot that hadn’t been there a minute ago. “We’re going into town. Groceries. Something good. You don’t get to move like that and not get a meal out of it.”
“I’m not sure I can stand up long enough to eat.”
“You don’t have to,” Maddy said, patting my ass as she passed. “We’ll feed you if we have to.”
They piled back into the car before I could say anything else. Maddy slid into the backseat again, knees up, bare feet on the dash. Lex buckled and lit a cigarette she hadn’t had before. Rae revved the engine.
Lex leaned out her window. “You look better used up like this.”
“Clean up,” Rae called. “We’ll be back before dark.”
The car kicked dust as it turned. Maddy waved from the back, her grin lazy and warm. “Don’t fall asleep this time.”
I stood there filthy, reeking of sweat and sex, dick sore, thighs scraped from stone, mouth dry. They drove off with windows down, music spilling out behind them, something with a beat, something I couldn’t name, and the dust trailed them like a loose flag as the car disappeared down the washboard road.
The sound faded fast. Just the wind again.
But it didn’t feel empty now. The compound wasn’t quiet. It was paused. Like it was giving me a minute to breathe before they came back and started again.
I looked around, scattered towels drying on a line, bucket by the shower still half-full, a bikini top draped over the banister like someone forgot it or left it for me to find.
I walked up the steps, feet aching. I didn’t hurry.
Inside, it smelled like them. The bed was unmade. The windows were open. The sun angled across the floor in thick slats.
I peeled off what was left of my clothes and stepped into the bathhouse. The water was hot.
The sound came first, low hum, slow tires on gravel. I pulled on my pants, still half-wet from the bathhouse, and stepped out onto the porch. The glare hit me square in the eyes.
A dark SUV crawled up the track, the kind that didn’t belong out here. New paint, tinted windows, no dust on the hood yet. It stopped a few yards from the gate.
The driver’s door opened. A man stepped out, mid-forties maybe, clean-shaven, sleeves rolled, collar unbuttoned just enough to look casual. He held a folder under one arm. His eyes took in everything, tarp, tanks, the half-built platform, me standing barefoot in the dust.
“You’re the one staying here?” he asked.
I nodded giving nothing away for free yet.
He came closer, slow but confident, like he’d walked into worse places and found worse things. “Name’s Hart,” he said. “I represent the owners of the adjoining property. They asked me to drop by.”
“Owners?” I said.
He smiled faintly, as if I’d said something naive. “You’re on the edge of the Ainsworth tract. Used to be leased for mining until the permits ran out. You’ve been here a while?”
“Couple years,” I said. “Maybe more.”
He looked around again, the half-empty water jugs, the extra bedrolls in the shade. “You here alone?”
I hesitated. “Not exactly.”
“Not exactly?” He tilted his head, waiting.
“There are others,” I said.
His gaze lingered on the porch, three mugs lined along the rail, still wet from earlier. He touched one lightly with a finger, looked at his finger for dust. “These others here now?”
“They went into town,” I said.
“Ah.” He nodded, grinned, and something flickered behind his eyes. “You get visitors often then?”
“Sometimes.”
He smiled again, but softer now, nodding gently, sure of something. “Look, I’m not here to bother you. We just need to establish boundaries, check on activity. You’ve been . . . “ he paused. “Improving the site, I see.”
I shrugged.
“You’ve built quite a bit on this patch,” he said, glancing toward the bathhouse. “It’s unusual.”
I looked at him harder. “I told you, I’m not alone.”
He nodded slowly, like he didn’t want to argue. “Right. Of course. Friends, partners?”
“They live here. They stay here.”
He gave a small laugh that didn’t sound mean, just tired. “All right. And they’d be . . . ?”
“Rae. Maddy. Lex.” I regretted saying their names as soon as I did.
He wrote the names in a small notebook he’d taken from his pocket. “Got it.” Then, after a pause: “Just so you know, the rangers come through here sometimes. People get lost out this way. Heatstroke, dehydration, the mind plays tricks. There’s been a few cases.”
He looked at me when he said that, not accusing, just measuring.
I didn’t answer. The air between us thickened. I could tell he knew nothing at all about the desert.
He closed his notebook, smiled again. “Well.” He slipped me a card. “Stay hydrated.”
Then he turned and walked back to his SUV, never looking over his shoulder again.
I heard them before I saw them, the crunch of tires, the squeal of brakes, Rae’s voice calling something I couldn’t catch. I stepped out onto the porch. The sun was down now, sky bleeding into that flat blue haze just before dark.
Maddy jumped out first, holding two heavy bags like she’d hunted the groceries herself. Lex followed, hauling a case of beer and a half-open box of dry goods. Rae slammed the driver’s door with her hip and gave me a look like she already knew I’d been left in my head too long again.
“Hope you’re hungry,” she said. “We bought half the store.”
Maddy brushed past me, kissing my jaw without slowing down. “You showered, right? Don’t say no.”
Lex nudged my arm with her elbow. “We’re making something hot. Sit down, drink something. You’re not allowed to lift a finger.”
I followed them inside, the air already warm from the stove. The girls moved fast, pans out, vegetables chopped, oil popping in the skillet. Rae opened the beer, handed me one, kissed my shoulder. Maddy tied her hair back with a bandana and turned on music low from the speaker.
Still, I leaned there on the edge of the table, the beer cold in my hand, the scent of garlic and heat filling the kitchen, and said, “Some guy came by while you were gone.”
Rae looked up. “Oh yeah?”
“Lawyer. Said he works for the neighboring claim. The Ainsworth property.”
Lex raised an eyebrow. “He come up alone?”
“SUV. Clean shirt, file. Real smooth type.”
Maddy stirred something in the pan. “What’d he want?”
“Said he was checking on boundaries. Asked if I was alone.”
They all paused for a second. Not frozen, just still. Then Rae went back to slicing bread.
“What’d you say?” Lex asked.
“I said no. I said I live here with you. Told him your names.”
Rae smiled faintly.
Maddy chuckled. “Bet he didn’t like that,” Maddy murmured to her.
“He didn’t say much,” I went on. “Just dropped hints. Like he thought maybe I wasn’t all there. Like I’d been out in the heat too long.”
Rae slid the bread into the toaster. Maddy adjusted the flame. Lex poured olive oil across a plate and wiped her finger through it absently.
Finally, Lex said, “People always need to put things in boxes.”
Maddy looked over. “Especially men in clean shirts with files.”
Rae crossed the kitchen and leaned over in front of me resting her hands on my thighs. Her face was flushed from the heat. “We don’t care what he thinks.”
The table wasn’t set so much as surrounded. Lex lit one of the old oil lamps and set it on the floor. The light flickered high and gold across the walls. Rae brought the platter out first, grilled eggplant, halved peaches seared open-side down, thick bread torn by hand. Maddy followed with a pan of garlicky lentils, steam rising in tight curls. Lex came last, holding a bowl of roasted tomatoes, split and sagging, their juices bleeding into one another.
We gathered around the coffee table in the living room. They didn’t sit across from me. They sat around me. Rae on the chair beside me, one leg tucked under, close enough to press her thigh against mine. Maddy between my knees on a cushion. Lex straddling a low stool behind, her chest against my back.
“Eat,” Lex whispered.
Rae scooped a spoonful of lentils onto a slice of bread, tilted it toward my mouth. Her other hand rested on my thigh, warm and firm. “Open.”
I did. The first bite was hot and soft and salty, garlic thick on my tongue. She watched me chew, then reached out and wiped a bit of sauce from my lip with her thumb. She didn’t move it away. She pushed her thumb between my lips and let me suck it clean.
Maddy spooned a tomato next, pressing it against my lips until it burst, juice running down my chin. She caught it with her mouth, tongue flicking the corner of mine. “Messy boy,” she murmured, then fed herself the next one, juice spilling over her fingers.
Lex ran her hand up under my shirt as she lifted a peach slice to her mouth, biting into it slow. Her moan was quiet, genuine. “God, this is messy food, isn’t it.”
“We made it messy,” Rae said. She dipped two fingers into the lentils and pushed them into Maddy’s mouth without looking. Maddy sucked them in, her lips closing around the knuckles.
I reached for the bread, but Rae slapped my hand. “No. Wwe give.”
Lex tilted my head back and placed a sliver of eggplant on my tongue. It was smoky and soft, glossy with oil. Her other hand slid down my chest and rested just below my ribs, fingers spreading like she wanted to hold the breath in me.
Maddy leaned up and kissed me, tongue still tasting of tomatoes and salt. “You taste like everything,” she whispered.
They kept feeding me, dripping bites, soft moans, slow laughs, fingers licking each other clean after every pass. Rae dragged her tongue along my jaw after giving me a piece of peach. Lex bit her own lip watching. Maddy fed her next, sliding a piece of tomato between Lex’s lips and holding it there until she chewed.
After dinner, they didn’t let me move. Maddy cleared the plates. Rae wiped my mouth with a napkin, then kissed the corner she’d cleaned. Lex took the last bite of tomato with her tongue. I didn’t protest any of it.
“We’re watching something tonight,” Lex announced. “Movie night.”
“Here in your living room,” Rae said. “On the floor. Pillows, fan, wine. It’s a whole thing.”
Maddy walked past with the dishes and added, “You stay here. We’ll be right back.”
They disappeared into the spare bedroom, door swinging shut behind them.
I stood slowly, stretched. I smelled like garlic and oil and whatever perfume Maddy had swiped across my neck while feeding me. I grabbed the spare fan from the kitchen and dragged it into the living room. Turned it on low. The floor was already scattered with pillows and an old mattress topper we’d been using for naps. I set down the wine. Poured a glass. Sat.
The door opened.
Rae stepped out first.
She was wearing a black satin robe, short as hell, tied loose at the waist, already slipping open down the middle. No bra. Her tits swayed with each step, nipples dark and visible through the thin fabric. She smirked when she saw my eyes drop.
Lex followed behind her in a white camisole that barely covered anything. Lace at the hem, no lining. Her panties were just two straps with mesh in between. She carried the remote.
Then Maddy came last in pale pink, all silk and straps and something that looked like it should’ve come with a warning label. Her thighs were bare, her nipples hard. She did a little spin halfway across the floor, then dropped onto the mattress beside me like a happy drunk.
I blinked.
“You like?” Rae asked, doing a slow twirl, the robe opening wider with every step. “We found a store in town.”
Lex plopped beside me on the other side, tossing her legs over mine, breasts spilling forward from her top as she leaned in. “Lingerie boutique. Totally empty. Salesgirl was, like, nineteen and mortified.”
They all laughed at that.
“We told her we were dressing up for an older man who thinks he’s dead,” Maddy said, licking the rim of her wine glass.
“She did ask if it was a special occasion,” Rae added.
Maddy giggled. “We told her he just fucked all three of us stupid on a flat rock.”
Now they all burst out laughing in shrieks.
Lex raised her glass to me. “So here we are. Three girls fucking a dead man.”
I sat there with one of those girls draped across my lap, one hanging off my shoulder, one standing over me flashing her thighs every time she moved. They laughed, tugged at each other’s straps, sipped their wine like it was a girls’ night in.
Rae leaned down, her voice close to my ear.
“You don’t have to watch the movie,” she whispered.
“But you should try,” Lex said, brushing her nipple against my arm. Maddy’s mouth closed around the base of my cock. I didn’t even know she took me in he mouth.
The movie ended, but none of us moved.
Rae lay on her stomach across my legs, chin resting on my thigh, her robe long gone. Her skin gleaming in the low lamplight, warm from the wine and the body heat between us. Lex curled under my arm, one leg slung over mine, her camisole long gone too, her nipple grazing my side with every breath. Maddy straddled my chest, not sitting upright, just folded over me, cheek to skin, her breath slow and even.
The fan hummed. The last of the wine sat open beside the mattress. Bread crumbs stuck to my chest. Maddy licked one off.
None of us spoke.
I reached for Lex’s hair and combed through it with my fingers. Rae traced circles on my knee. Maddy pressed a kiss to the center of my chest.
I looked at them, all three. Soft, satisfied, stretched out like I was a shared lover. I hadn’t moved in twenty minutes. I couldn’t remember the last time I wanted less to move.
Still, I said it. Quiet. Half a laugh.
“Why do you all treat me like I’m the only man living in this world?”
Rae lifted her head. “Because you are, silly.”
Her voice was easy, smiling. She blinked like my question was obvious.
Lex kissed my shoulder and added, “Here, anyway.”
Maddy ran her tongue up my sternum. “What else do you want us to do?” she asked, lips brushing my skin. “Pretend there’s someone else here?”
Lex shifted against me, mouth near my ear now. “You built this place, didn’t you?”
“I found it like this.”
Maddy giggled. “Or maybe it built itself around you. Because it knew we were coming.”
Rae pushed herself up onto her elbows, her breasts swaying just above my stomach. “Or maybe we were always here. You just didn’t see us yet.”
Lex whispered, “Does it matter baby?”
Her question sat there unanswered.
I looked at the ceiling. I could see cracks in the plaster. A moth circling the lamp. The shadows didn’t look right. I closed my eyes.
Rae’s hand slid up under my body, not teasing, just holding me. Lex pressed closer, her breath in my neck. Maddy rested her full weight down over my ribs, her legs warm around my hips.
They fit around me.
I thought about the man in the SUV. About his his questions, his quiet little smile.
We’ve had a few cases.
People get lost out here.
Heatstroke. Delusion.
I opened my eyes again. Maddy’s were already on me. She smiled slowly. “You thinking too hard again?”
I shook my head. “No.”
Lex nuzzled my jaw. “Good.”
Rae whispered, “Sleep then.”
They pulled me down into the mass of pillows with them, slow and soft, their bodies draped over mine like blankets.
Just before sleep took me, I wondered if the man in the SUV had ever made it out of the desert. Or like me, did he get trapped in it?
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