
        
            
                
            
        

    















I woke up sunk deeply into the old sagging couch in the front of the living room in the double-wide, scratching my head and struggling to orient myself. I’d slept so deeply and for so long, my screen was turning its wheel and my system was re-booting from root directory, it felt like. The sun was up and the desert heat was already rising.
I heard hushed murmurs coming from the kitchen, and the clattering of utensils and plates. I recalled, then, the rental SUV that crawled crunching up the unused road in front, sitting around the fire at night, and then finally, the dream-like vision of what happened in the pool-house after that . . . .
The fact of the pool-house came back to me — what I’d long puzzled over as a painted hole in the ground. I peered around the edge of the living room wall and into the kitchen.
“There he is!” said a young brunnette.
“Sleepy head arises!” said a young blonde.
“About time!” said a young raven-haired girl. They all smirked.
“So you weren’t a dream,” I said, and I squinted at them still unsure.
They all laughed and shook their heads and rolled their eyes. The blonde one, all cascading waves and tones of gold falling around her face and over her shoulders, stepped up to me, raised her arms, and draped them around my neck. She lifted herself on her toes and pressed the entire front of her warm, lithe body against mine, and she pushed her lips, full, warm, and soft, against mine. It was like having restored life breathed into me.
“Does that feel like a dream?” she said when she came away again, and dropped back down onto her feet.
“Sit!” the brunette one said.
“Haley,” I said, remembering the brunette’s name. “And Ciara,” I said, nodding at the blonde who turned away from me but she smiled at me over her shoulder and snorted lightly. “And,” I hesitated a moment and pointed with my finger-gun at the raven-haired one. “Ruby!” I finally said.
“Very good,” Ruby said, “now eat!”
She put down in front of me a plate containing very yellow scrambled eggs, intensely red thin-sliced tomatoes, golden brown chunks of fried potatoes, butter-melting sourdough toast, and thick meaty slices of bacon, still sizzling on the plate.
“Where . . . ?” I said, but I couldn’t finish my sentence, the scent of the food hit me like some intoxicating drug, and my eyes fluttered closed, I was so overcome.
She put three other plates down around the table and Haley put cups of steaming hot coffee at each place, and a carton of cream and a bowl of sugar — also mysterious apparitions for me.
Haley noted my quizzical expression. “I drove out to that store back down the highway,” Haley said. “While you were sleeping.”
I peered up at her from where I leaned over my plate and I put a forkful of eggs in my mouth. They were buttery and fluffy and hot —  they were perfect. I didn’t want to admit that I hadn’t eaten like that in a long time.
“Isn’t Ruby an excellent cook?” Ciara said. “Her mom has had a little restaurant forever!”
I looked over at Ruby and nodded. There were no words for what she served me.
“Bet you haven’t eaten like this in a long time,” Ruby said.
“Funny that,” I said. “Read my mind . . . . ”
They all laughed and ate and drank. I peered around the table at each of them, still unsure if I’d feel their boundaries if I reached out with my fingertips.
“Is that real estate agent you mentioned yesterday for real?” Haley said. “Or is she just part of some dream, too?”
I chuckled. “That part is for sure for real,” I said. I looked up at the clock on the wall. “And she’s supposed to get here in about an hour,” I said.
“I ask . . . ” Haley said as she chewed thoughtfully on her toast. “ . . . because I wonder if you’re sure you want to sell this, like right away, anyway,” she said, and she squinted at me.
I sat back in my chair and nodded at her while chewing and swallowing my hot and crispy potatoes. The previous night was coming back to me in parts, including that feeling like I could tell those three girls everything and anything, it so didn’t matter anymore. At the time it was because I was fairly certain they weren’t real and that I was lying in the bottom of a dusty hole in the ground inside a leaning shed in the middle of a mad-cap property out in the middle of the Mojave desert, and that my vision of three young stunning beauties, blonde, brunette, and raven, of course, stripping naked and dipping me in restoratively hot mineral water in a magically-appearing hot-springs pool where previously the dusty hole had been, was actually my brain shutting down as it entered the advanced stages of death.
Now, I felt that either I wasn’t actually dying and that they were real, or I had already died, and that this was something else the brain does after dying, but that either way, nothing mattered anymore. I had already the previous night given myself up to them whether I was dying or just thinking I was dying, and nothing terrible happened. Quite the opposite, in fact, as other parts of the memory came back to me.
Visions or otherwise, any reason to obscure who I was from them and what my secrets were, evaporated. That feeling I had, standing on the edge of the pool in the pool-house the previous night, when I stripped myself naked, turned around, and faced the three of them where they sat naked in the water and urged me to come in and join them, seemed to liberate me. People have out-of-body experiences. I had an out-of-mind experience. And by all accounts, during that morning around the breakfast table, I was still having it. I chose honesty like it was a choice that I was free to make, and one I had probably never made in my life before, if I’m being honest. I already stripped my body naked in front of them, and now I was ready to strip my mind.
Is this what going insane is like? Was I reliving my uncle’s experience out there? Was the Mojave reclaiming me like it had him?
“I need to sell it,” I finally said to Haley. “It’s all I have left and I can’t keep it going. I already went bankrupt about a year ago — I had a small business, but everything collapsed, and rapidly, too.” I ate more, and I thought more, and I felt even more liberated, too, once I got started. “I had a home, but I lost it. I had a wife, too, but I lost her. I had a job for a short while, but it didn’t last.” I looked around at the three young faces. Nobody was stopping me. I was rolling downhill. “So I was sitting one day on a park bench in Santa Monica three months ago completely lost, just like that,” I said and I snapped my fingers. “I had no idea what I was going to do. I had nowhere to go. I was done. Cooked and finished done — when this guy in a cheap suit and legs so fat he waddled across the grass, sweating and panting, comes right up to me. I looked up at him and I watched him come toward me and I wondered who was going to die first, him or me, the way he was sweating. It was such a hot day. And the guy says, ‘Bennett? Bennett McLeod?’”
“Oh my god!” Haley said.
“Right?” I said. “I was thinking, cop? Park security? An angel come to sweep me up to the Pearly Gates? What I was actually thinking was, ‘Yeah, those fat little cherubs they always painted, I guess they would grow up to be big fat sweating guys like this third-string angel Peter sent to get me.’”
“Who was it?” Ruby said, the appearance of being utterly enthralled by my story written all over her face. All three of them were like that — utterly rapt. I never made myself out to be a story-teller, but I liked their attention.
I turned to Ruby. “Well, the guy introduces himself as a probate lawyer. I said, ‘What’s that?’ He says, ‘People pay me to deliver on their wishes as stated in their last will and testament,’ he says. So I slumped back into the park bench and just stared out across the burnt grass to the blazing sky and I thought, ‘So this is it. He’s here to take down my last will and testament.’”
All three of Ruby, Ciara, and Haley sat back in their chairs just like I had, and they all stared at me with each of their heads slowly turning side to side, their eyes wide, their chins dropped. Those three girls, they were looking at me like I was Edgar Allen Poe.
“So he says,” I continued, “‘Not you, you idiot,’ and he pulls out a paper towel and wipes it over the back of his neck —it’s all creases and folds of fat, and the sweat is pouring off the guy. He’s still panting like he ran a marathon, just crossing the grass from his car on the street out there. So I look at him like maybe he’s about to tell me his last will, like he’s the one dying. He looks over at me and realizes what I must be thinking. ‘And not me, either, though I wouldn’t mind the sweet chariot taking me away right about now,’ he said, and he puffs his cheeks out.
“What did you do?” Haley said.
“I stared at him. I’m thinking, ‘Well you’re not dying, I’m not dying, so who the fuck died?’ cause by the sounds of it, he only gets to work when someone dies. He has a cheap briefcase he puts down on the bench between us and he pops it open. ‘You were a hard case to find,’ he says. ‘This town was my last shot — I was going to go to the court tomorrow to attest to best efforts made,’ he said. ‘And this thing would have reverted to the state,’ he says, and he held up a brown envelope.
“’What’s that?’ I said. ‘A last will and testament, of course, I thought I explained that already,’ he says. ‘Yeah, but who’s?’ I said. He drops it in my lap. I look at the name on the front of it and I look back at him and shrug. ‘Your uncle, apparently,’ he says. ‘I don’t have an uncle,’ I say. He shrugs again ‘Maybe you didn’t have an uncle yesterday, but you have an uncle now,’ he says. ‘Or you did until a few months ago. Anyway,’ he says, ‘open it up and read it. If that’s not you inside, I only get the state fee. If it is you, I get about 10x the state fee, based on what I estimate the property is worth. So open it,’ he says. So I open it.”
“What did it say?” Haley said.
I looked around the breakfast table. All three of the girls ate slowly with attention etched on their faces. Were they here to steal from me? I decided I didn’t care. I had already passed through so many portals in the last year, I didn’t care about anything happening to me anymore. I didn’t feel I was in control of my life anymore, in any way. I was unfettered. I was free.
“So this paper says my name and other things about me — who my parents were, where I was born, last known address — stuff that proved I was definitely the right Bennett McLeod. “’It’s me alright,’ I said to him looking down at the sheet in my hands. The lawyer guy makes a silent but exaggerated prayer of thanks to the sky above. ‘But I don’t know anything about this place,’ I said. ‘Not many people do, it appears,’ he says. ‘Nonetheless, if you sign the attached and I sign it as witness, you become the owner of it, nothing owed on it, straight up title,’ he says. ‘And I get to release what’s been held in abeyance, plus a little left over that goes to you,’ he says. ‘I’m a bankrupt,’ I said. ‘As of when?’ he says. ‘Just over a year ago,’ I said. ‘Well that works out perfectly for you then, lucky guy. If I found you any sooner, none of it would go to you,’ he said. ‘Until they settled with all your creditors that is.’
“’Where is it?’ I said. But he only takes the sheets I signed, hands me back a few more, and says, ‘My work is done here, pal, thank god almighty. Finding it is your problem, buddy,’ he says, and he chuckles as he puts things back in his briefcase. ‘If you give me a phone number I can let you know what funds are left after I’m paid out and how you get them out of the bank,’ he says, and he stands there looking at me.
“So I gave him my number and he turns and walks away and leaves me there with that piece of paper with what I figured out wasn’t even an address but just map coordinates. The very next day, after another night sleeping in the back of my car where I’d been sleeping at the time, I’m still staring at this sheet of paper when I get a text — he already got his payout, the remaining funds were already available, and he gives me a branch address and says I only had to show up and show my ID.”
“How much was it?” Haley said.
“Just a couple thousand, turns out — enough for gas to get out here and keep me in groceries and paying for the lights this far into it, but that’s all gone now, it’s done.” I shrugged. “I was going to give the keys to the agent when she gets here in about 30 minutes, fill up my car with the last of my cash, and . . . “ I paused. “Clear off?” I said. “Go . . . ?“ I said, and I stopped.
“Go where?” Ciara said.
Ruby slapped Ciara’s arm and bulged her eyes out at her. “He doesn’t know!” she said in a whisper to her.
“She’s right,” I said. “I spent the last two months out here doing my best to clean it up and get it ready for today, for the agent to look it over and decide what to put on it for a price, all in, vehicles, the whole thing. I told her to just sell it to the first person who puts up money, I don’t even care what,” I said, and I shrugged. “I’ve been living inside an insane man’s mind out here the last two months and I got to get out of here before . . . “ I stopped again.
“Before what?” Ciara said.
“Before I finish becoming him,” I said, and I laughed. “I didn’t know he existed two months ago. Now, pulling all his shit out of every nook and cranny around here, I feel like I know him better than I know myself. Or maybe that’s the same thing, by now.”
“What if you’re not here when she gets here?” Haley said.
“Where would I be?” I said.
“Why don’t we jump in our car and you show us around? You must have explored the area,” she said.
“Lady’s going to be pissed,” I said.
“My mom’s a real estate agent, don’t worry about it — no-shows is a part of the business,” she said. “People change their minds all the time.”
“There’s a ghost town up and around,” I said, and I gestured with my spinning head.
“Show us,” Haley said.
While we talked, Ruby cleaned the kitchen and Ciara went out to wonder around. She came back holding the old dusty neon sign that said “No Vacancy.”
“Was this place . . . ?” she started, but she didn’t finish her sentence. She plugged the sign into the wall and it lit up in bright red. So that still worked. She flipped a toggle switch on the back of it, and the “No” part of the sign flickered out, so it said “Vacancy,” and she laughed and flicked it off and on a few more times.
“Where’d you find that at?” Haley said.
“Under a tarp. There’s a pile of stuff just like this, out there in the big shed,” she said. “Did this used to be an RV park or something?” she said.
“No idea,” I said. “You shouldn’t go poking around out there — it’s dangerous,” I said.
“It’s cool,” she said. “Retro!”
“It’s a graveyard,” I said.
I decided it was a good idea to show them the ghost town I found, and some of the rock formations and other interesting things further away from the property. I didn’t like the snooping, and the questions were becoming troubling. Or at least my answers were.
Haley went to get their car and pulled up alongside the long porch down the side of the double wide. I got in the passenger seat and Ciara and Ruby climbed into the back. I took them out onto the gravel road, up to the flat road, out to the more-travelled main road, and down through the top of the valley and into the gentle hills up the other side.
The ghost town wasn’t much, but it was “undiscovered” so far as I knew, being reachable only by a narrow, twisting passage through high cliffs you had to creep slowly through in your car to avoid scratching both sides. Mostly it was stone facades with their interiors long gone. I didn’t think much of it, but the girls were agog at it.
The heat of noon came up and I decided it was safe to at least drive past the road to home and have a look for the agent’s car. It was gone, if it ever did show up, and we turned in and crept up to my driveway and back into the property. They parked around the back of the double-wide this time. I didn’t ask, and they didn’t say, but there were no motions made about moving on after the promised “one night only” they begged for. And to be honest, I wasn’t minding the idea of the three of them staying a second night but I didn’t want to ask in case I reminded them they had other places to go. I myself, I realized, was on borrowed time there, too. I was ready to meet the agent, give her the keys, and walk over to my car and beat it out of there and never come back. So it was extra nights for all of us.
“You have to phone her, though,” Haley said as we got out of the car. “She’ll come back, you know.”
“Tell her what?” I said.
“You changed your mind for now — you’ll be in touch,” she said. “Do it!” she said, and she pointed at me hard. “We’re going in the shower and into the hot springs pool — so don’t take too long,” she said.
I made the phone call. When I came out to the pool-house, I found the door open and all their clothes laid out inside on the bench, but they weren’t inside the water. I went around the side and under the thatch roof and down the stone walk to the four old clawfoot bathtubs set among the grove of palms. Those girls — they didn’t seem at all reticent to be naked, outside or inside. They appeared like angels to me that way. I had to admit it to myself — if I was hallucinating, if I was in the throes of death, my mind was doing it right. God, but they looked so enticing, so delicious, all three of them!
“What’s this?” Ruby said, and she held up a container with a wide lid. I shrugged. She opened it. The three of them gathered around in a circle and put their noses up to the greenish contents. I tried to ignore the fact they were all completely naked standing next to me.
Ciara put her finger in it and rubbed her fingers together. “It’s clay,” she said, screwing up her face. “And extremely fine, too.”
Haley dipped her finger in it and rubbed it between her fingertips. She turned to me. “Sea clay!” she said. “Just like the famous French green clay!”
“I’m pretty sure it’s not sea clay,” I said, and I laughed. “No sea around here.”
“This whole valley was a sea,” Ciara said to me. “Like . . . “ she paused. “Five million years ago? That’s why there’s so many underground water systems here — so many hot springs.”
“This was a sea?” I said, screwing up my face at her.
“They find tons of fossils of sea creatures all the time all over the valley,” she said.
I gazed out across the flat featureless land around us. “A graveyard you’re saying,” I said.
She laughed. “This clay is green because of ancient seaweeds,” she said. She scooped up some water from a tub and mixed it into the powder in her hand and turned it into a mud. She dabbed some on her cheek. “It’s incredibly good for your skin,” she said.
Haley pulled up a larger lump of it and spread dollops around her cheeks and forehead. Ruby laughed and dabbed it around her face too. I stepped back and watched. They started to rub the clay over each other’s backs, and then all over the fronts of their bodies, too. They rubbed it all over their legs, and then their asses, and up inside their thighs. They covered their bodies in the stuff. And then they all turned to me, these three toned and lithe bodies, covered in green in the shade of olives, and they raised their arms pretending to be giggling monsters, and they crept toward me and around me, touching me, groping me.
I chuckled. They silently stripped me naked while I stood still between them. First Haley and then Ciara began to coat my body everywhere in the smooth, cool stuff. I let them. I closed my eyes and stretched out my arms. We were shaded by the thatch roof and palm fronds but the temperature was coming up like a furnace. Ruby had unclogged the tubs and the water had drained out of all three — but she also found on the end of tiny chains rubber plugs that still more or less worked. She had wiped out the tubs and put the plugs in. They filled up with crystal clear hot spring water.
I stepped up to her, and with a handful of olive-green mud in my palm, I spread a dollop around her shoulders, down over her chest, and over her breasts. Ciara and Haley came up to us and I turned to Ciara and rubbed clay into her breasts and stomach. We all rubbed the clay into each other and felt it dry and cool on us.
Completely coated in the green stuff, we wondered naked into the sun and felt it dry and cake on our bodies. Only our eyes and mouths remained uncovered. If anyone drove by, which of course never happened, they’d think we were aliens — which, out in those parts, people were always on the lookout for. Haley was right about calling the agent. If she came out to try me again, she’d probably die of a heart attach at what she found roaming around the weird property.
“Not too long,” Haley said. “It’ll dry our skin out too much,” and she took me by the hand and helped me balance as I stepped into one of the steaming tubs. She took the one to the right of me and Ciara went into the one to the left. Ruby stood in front of me with a hose she found that also spilled with hot spring water, and she held it up and let the fluid drain over her body and reveal her skin to me, making sure I was watching. Ciara, Haley, and I let the tub water soak the clay off our bodies.
We got out clean and refreshed and made our way back to the double-wide, got showered, and put clothes on, and eventually, we made it out to the chairs around the fire just as the sun went down.
“You can make this into something,” Haley said.
“Rent out the RVs and the trailer, to start,” Ciara said.
“The kitchen is outfitted like a small restaurant already,” Ruby said.
“Those RVs,” I said. “They’re empty, they’re awful inside.”
“We can paint them, put nice furniture in them, put up new curtains,” Ciara said.
“Clean the kitchen up, clean everything up,” Ruby said. “It just needs a deep clean. All of it.”
“Only problem is,” I said, and I rubbed my thumb and finger together. “No moola.”
“We have credit cards,” Haley said.
“You’re not going to give me your money,” I said.
“No,” Ciara said, “we’re going to loan it to you, and you’re going to pay us back out of the cash flow we generate out of this place,” she said.
Haley snorted and looked at me, gesturing with her chin toward Ciara. “Business admin student,” she said.
“Nobody is going to come here, nobody is going to find this place,” I said.
They all laughed. “Are you kidding me?” Haley said. “Do you realize how many people are crawling around all over out here looking for a hot-springs like you have right here? Right in the middle of the property?”
“And the clay?” Ciara said. “That looks like a bucket someone just filled up from somewhere around here. You felt it on your skin,” she said. “That stuff is worth more than gold.”
“I know where,” I said. “Over toward the far side, past the RV on the edge, the land goes down and there’s a big vein of green clay there, just spilling out. It’s all crumbly. A whole layer.”
Ciara and Haley looked at each other and popped their eyes open wide and mouthed the word “Wow!” to each other.
“I thought you were guys were traveling around though,” I said.
“We were talking,” Ruby said. “We’re all taking a year off. But we didn’t expect to end up at a place like this.”
“We were saying, maybe we can stay here?” Ciara said.
“Help you build it up, make it into something,” Haley said. “We’re pretty sure we can get people out here.”
“Haley is in communications, she knows everything about social media,” Ciara said.
“Let me get this right,” I said. “Haley knows marketing, Ciara knows business, and Ruby knows the restaurant business,” I said.
They all looked at each other as though they hadn’t themselves put it all together as succinctly as that, and they laughed with self-recognition.
“That is about it, isn’t it,” Haley said.
“So you guys want to dip into your credit cards, fix this place up, get new furniture, the whole nine yards, and then start renting out the RVs and the trailer? And open up a restaurant too?”
They all looked at each other as though they hadn’t quite got there yet, all the way to the focused picture. But they all nodded at each other and grins spread over their faces.
“It sounds exciting when you put it like that,” Ruby said.
“It sounds like a lot of work,” I said.
“You got something else to do?” Haley said. She wrapped her hand around mine and we interlaced our fingers.
I had nothing to say back. I could only nod.
“We’ll get started in the morning,” Haley said. She stood up and extended her hand down to me until I stood up too, and took it in my hand. The four of us made what already seemed like an inevitable stroll across the cooling property to the darkness-enshrouded pool-house, and we flicked on the dim lights, we went inside, and we closed the door.
We stripped naked silently and took turns in the shower there, to clean ourselves before going down into the pure, clear pool. Ruby had a tiny but powerful bluetooth speaker and she put her phone on to some entrancing arabic-like oasis music. Ciara found candles and set them around the place and put out the main light.
“You guys go ahead,” I said, and I slumped on the bench and leaned against the wall. I needed to separate myself from them for a moment. The three of them went down the steps and into the pool and they floated in it, they frolicked and splashed gently in it, and they kissed and chuckled and rolled around. The water was so dense with mineral content, you could roll your body over the surface of it. They laid on their backs over the surface of the pool and their bodies glistened in the light of the candles.
I watched from the corner of the pool-house as the three golden-flame-lit bodies floated in the crystal clear and hot-steaming water in front of me, and the oasis music droned and entranced me. I hadn’t said “Yes” yet to their whole business idea. But I did earlier have another peek under the tarp in the big shed and found more “vintage” and “retro” things — more signs, furniture, everything that said the place was a successful RV camp sometime in the past. It worked at one time. There wasn’t really that much to do, to be honest, to make it work again.
The three girls, they were willing to stay there, to live there, to use their credit cards to build it up, to make it come alive again. They were all 22 — they were too young to know failure, bankruptcy, divorce, futility, mortality. I knew about all the things that could go wrong. But I could tell already — I wasn’t going to be able to alert them sufficiently to make them give up the idea before it was too late for them. And Haley was right — I had nowhere else to go and nothing else to do. What did it matter if I delayed for a year my inevitable walk out into the desert to let the sun and wind and sand turn me into a fossil? There would be time enough, I thought, for being dead, judging by the 5-million-year-old fossils all around me out there.
Ruby looked at me from deep in the water. The surface had become still again once they all settled down, and it looked like a sheet of glass they were sunken into. I stood up and let my arms hang limply at my sides, my hands turned at my hips, everything hanging from my bones, and I realized, I hadn’t once, from the time I found the place to that very moment, actually and fully relaxed. I was going through a death of a kind — a death of my anxious, worried, planning and regretting self. The self that beat me up for wrong choices in life, for mistakes made, and for not swerving out of the way of on-rushing hazards.
I looked down into the still and quiet pool and stepped one step down into it. The ripples I caused caught the flickering orange flames of the candles. I lifted my gaze up from the step to the bodies and faces and hair of the three girls who stared back at me. They had expectation on their faces, anticipation, wish, and desire. I took another step down into the water closer to them. It caressed my ankles and calves. Its steam invaded my nose and lungs.             
“Okay,” I said. “Let’s do it.”
I turned around and I fell back into the water backward and I spread my arms and legs out like a horizontal Vitruvius Man. Floating clockwise like I was in the air, my body laid motionless and effortlessly on the surface. I closed my eyes. One mouth closed over my mouth. Another mouth moved over my chest. A third mouth closed around my cock.
Hands began to caress me all over. Fingers stroked through my hair. My shoulders were rubbed, my neck was pressed, my calves and thighs were massaged. A different mouth and then a third mouth stroked up and down my cock. I was nudged over to the side and my body, not my own anymore, was bent and pushed into a slumped seating position on the ledge. I opened my eyes, but just barely. One of them, I couldn’t tell who — all I could see was water-glistening female skin,  straddled over my lap. My cock was engulfed in hot, glistening tightness, and I shut my eyes again.
Whoever it was, her body rippled over mine, her back arched in and her chest pushed out. Her head fell back and her pussy drove up over the shaft of my cock until her abdomen kissed my pelvis. Tiny whimpers escaped her throat.
We came out of the pool and let the hot water run off our bodies. I was laid down on towels on the floor and another of their bodies straddled me there. The new pussy was hotter and tighter and more wet than the previous one. I got up on my knees and someone’s hips were pushed up toward me and I entered that one from behind and pumped myself into her. The music, the dim candlelight, the effect of the pool, it all merged with the three bodies to form one, or was it one body into three? We kissed and touched and rolled around and fucked and sucked and moaned and groaned all together. Then we walked as one back to the double-wide and fell into the bed together. Someone must have had the laundry machines going earlier that day, because the sheets were flat and fresh.
I held a pussy over my mouth and the hips it belonged to moved like a woman fucking, slowly and deeply like waves crashing up the beach, and I tasted that nectar spreading over my tongue and lips and chin. I rolled over and fucked another one under me. I was rolled over and another one fucked me under her. At one point we were all laughing too hilariously to keep upright on our feet in front of the fridge in the kitchen that we had raided to eat and drink with desperation. It was full of food and drink. At another point, the music became loud and club-like, and we danced like entranced dervishes in the living room, spinning around and falling down together and laughing so hard we cried. I gave piggy back rides and fucked one of them from behind where she knelt over the back of the couch, and another one up against the window in the door. I fucked them all over and over.
While I pounded myself into one on the rug on the floor from behind, two others became engaged in a moaning 69 beside us. We went outside and, holding hands in a circle, we leaned back and spun around, naked, looking straight up into the glittering night sky. Back in the big bed, I strained in my neck and abdomen, nearly came off the bed levitating over it, and exploded up into someone’s pussy, and I don’t even know who’s. I fell asleep for an indeterminate time and awoke to someone else riding me, just before her pussy clenched down and contracted throughout, and urged my cum out of me again, which I was unable to stop. It seemed like only a moment passed before the sun was streaming through the curtains again and I came to just as a girl was erupting in a crying climax on top of me — and I ejaculated into her and fell straight back into a deep, dreamless morning sleep.
When I finally did wake up for real, I was alone in the wildly disheveled bedroom. I staggered out into the messy kitchen, plates and utensils and food wrappings everywhere. The living room looked like a tornado ran through it. No one was there. I made my way to the bathroom, got dressed, and I stepped out onto the porch at the side of the double-wide. There was but one car — mine. I gazed out across the wide, flat property. There was nothing looking back at me but empty, dry land. I sat on the steps of the porch and sank my face into my hands. What day was it? I wondered. Was it a day after the agent was supposed to come out, was it the day before, or was it the day of?
In my hand was a notebook I had found in the pile in the shed under the tarp. It was filled with handwritten pages preserved in the dry heat of the desert, but clearly decades old. “Who are ‘they’?” I read at the top of one page that I had opened randomly. “‘They’ come in the night and ‘they’ keep me from sleeping. ‘They’ don’t leave me alone one minute of the day. ‘They’ torment me, ‘they’ strip me, ‘they’ drown me.”
The notebook was filled with this kind of thing, page after page after page. The word “they” was always in quotation marks. No one was named, nothing was described, no time or day was given. It was crammed with this raving lunacy from front to back. I dropped the book at my feet and I fell backward onto the deck of the porch and I flung my arms out to my sides. My lips were dry and my throat was parched. I rolled my head sideways, and in the far distance, I made out the curls of a stream of dust thrown up by a car flying down the main road out there. I watched it crawl over the horizon like a fly over a window.
I watched it slow and make the turn onto the road that would eventually take it past the end of the dead-end road I was on. Out there, the air is so clear, the land is so flat, and the distances you can see are so far, you can watch the trail of a passing car for an hour, if one chose to use one’s remaining time in that way.
The cloud of dust thrown up drew closer. The agent after all? I thought. The lawyer, with a correction to his terrible mistake? I wondered. The police? Looking for the hiding murderer?
My mouth hung open and my head rolled further sideways over the hard deck and I squinted through drying eyes under the iron bar of the railing and across the shimmering heatwaves of the surface of the desert all around me. The cloud grew larger. A black dot grew into the rough shape of a car, an SUV. I needed to make myself breathe, because if I didn’t, my body wouldn’t on its own anymore. My tongue felt swollen. It was already a hotter day than the last day, and it wasn’t anywhere near noon yet, I could tell by the length of the shadows of the shed across the driveway across the dry gravel and sand between us.
The SUV turned into the dead-end road. Was this how it was going to be then? Was it the coroner? Was it the hearse even? Had I already died?
The car slowed but it turned into the driveway, and with some familiarity, too, knowing where to swerve around the chunks of old curb. I chuckled, but it hurt my lungs to laugh. The driver put on their indicator like there’d be someone to alert to their turn and I chuckled but coughed. I shut my stinging eyes and emptied my burning lungs. I heard the car crunch over the gravel and breathe through its grill, until it stopped in front of my nose and stopped running.
I was a foolish man. I was a failure of a man. Nothing I did ever came up good. I left no trace of myself anywhere. I realized — and I chuckled to myself to think about it — that soon, there would be no evidence I ever lived at all, so little had I impacted anyone or anything around me in the 44 years I slouched around the surface of this rock.
Doors opened and closed with that insulated thunk of good and new cars. “Get up, dummy,” I heard a voice. “You have to help too.”
It was a female voice. I shot my eyes open. Between my legs, spread out down the stairs, and then over my hips and body and to the double-wide doors behind me, stepped a girl, a girl I knew as Haley. I rolled sideways and pulled on the wrought iron railing to right myself into sitting. A girl I knew as Ciara laughed as she mussed my hair on her way past me, carrying bags. I got uneasily up onto my feet. A girl I knew as Ruby handed me bags and turned around to go back to the open hatch of the SUV in the driveway.
I turned and went inside the door that Haley held open for me on her way back out. I went inside and found Ciara opening boxes, emptying bags, and setting things out.
“You always forget to hydrate, what’s the matter with you?” she said, and she filled a glass with refrigerated water and handed it to me.
“They gave us a very good deal on four computers,” Haley said when she came back in. “Always get Ciara to negotiate for anything you’re buying,” she said.
“And always trust Haley to tell you what to buy,” Ciara said, and she playfully hip checked Haley as she passed.
“Unless it’s food related, then you’re going to want Ruby to make your choices for you,” Haley said, just as Ruby came in and placed more boxes and bags on the table.
“Big things from the back — can you?” she said to me.
I carried up boxes containing stainless steel carts and a grill and heavy duty range hood. Haley was setting up a modem she pulled out of a box. Ciara was starting up a laptop computer. Ruby was stocking the fridge and putting away new utensils.
“There’s a deepfreeze coming,” Haley said, and she kissed me on the mouth. “And a generator, so we don’t lose everything in it when the power goes out.”
“Here?” I said.
“No, dummy,” she said, and she patted my stomach. “The bottom of the ocean. So, you’re going to go out to the big shed, take that tarp off that pile and start to separate everything out so we can all convene out there and see what we have and decide what to use and what to trash.”
“The big shed?” I said.
“Ruby’s in charge of the kitchen,” Haley said, “I’m in charge of marketing, Ciara’s in charge of the books, and you,” she said, pushing herself up on her toes to kiss my nose, “are in charge of moving things, fixing things, building things, and owning it all,” she said. “Sound good to you?”
“Jesus,” I said. “I thought . . . “ I said, and I paused.
“You thought what?” Haley said.
“Nothing,” I said, and I put on proper shoes for the big shed.
That day ended like the first two had — in the pool-house. This time Ruby had bigger and better speakers and she put on music loud enough we couldn’t talk in the pool-house even if we wanted to. I had earlier found furniture that belonged in the tiki lounge at the side of the pool-house and set it around. Haley and Ciara, overheating from the pool, got out and went outside to cool under the black night sky. I stood in the middle of the pool and Ruby bent her body low at her waist, leaned over the side, and spread her legs in front of me.
There was something natural about it all, something normal, in the new way normal was. I held her by her waist from behind and poked between her legs with the head of my cock. She laughed and arched her back and stretched her face up to the ceiling. Her hand poked through her legs to seize my cock between her legs, and a moment later, she was sliding her pussy up my shaft, taking me inside her tight, hot, smooth and slippery place.
She cried out loud enough for Haley and Ciara to hear. Her pussy contracted around my cock and she breathed like someone dying. I pumped myself into her so hard, our bodies slapped and the water sloshed around us. I ejaculated into her explosively and she laughed and swooned and nearly fell into the water over her head, if I didn’t help her deflated body back up.
We came outside hand-in-hand to find Haley and Ciara on loungers. “Sounded good, baby,” Ciara said to Ruby. I laid on another lounger. Ciara knelt over me and spread her knees around my hips. She came down over me and crossed her hands over each other where they rested on my chest, and she brought her chin down onto the back of her hand. I was hard again — how could I not be? Their bodies were nearly too much to gaze at. She fitted her pussy around the head of my cock with a minimum of adjustment and she tittered, sliding herself down on me.
“How do you like the business plan so far?” she said.
I held her by her waist. Her eyes gleamed at me and her smile was excited. “I’m not sure I believe this is real,” I said.
All three girls laughed. “Just wait until we start getting customers rolling up the road,” Haley said. “I think the money is going to look pretty real.”
“Why are you guys doing all this?” I said.
Ciara rocked herself forward and back over my body, taking my cock deeper up her pussy, her breasts mashing into my chest. “We’ve got nothing else to do,” she said and she snorted at me.
“And nowhere else to be,” said Haley.
While Ciara crouched over my body and fucked me slowly and deeply, Ruby squatted down beside me and kissed my mouth. “You don’t have to question everything,” she said. “You can just float and let the water carry you.”
I looked at her as Ciara moaned on me and her breath caught. “I’m not even sure there’s water in that pool,” I said.
Ruby laughed and stood up. “Bacon wrapped chicken strips, anyone?” she said, and she went out across the dusty patch to the double-wide.
Ciara cried out loud and bit on my shoulder. Her body shivered and her muscles clenched. I had forgotten in a strange, unaware kind of way, that we were still fucking. Her pussy squeezed around my cock and I laughed because I couldn’t believe it or understand it. But I also caught my breath and popped my eyes open wide, before I ejaculated up and into her.
I had, I couldn’t help noticing, been enjoying a resurgence lately of virility, and I was ejaculating with force several times a day. And I was getting hard quickly, too, shortly after each one.
Ciara rolled off me and kissed me and ran inside the pool-house and I heard the shower in there go on.
Ruby meanwhile came back with a tray of baked and roasted finger foods and set little plates around the table under the thatch of the tiki lounge. Haley had been lying quiet and still on her lounger, but she sat up and pulled a chair up to the table.
“Is this our taste test?” she said with excitement and she clapped.
“Pick two from this plate that should go on our menu,” Ruby said. “Majority rules.”
Ciara came back out and dashed to the table and pulled up a chair. We all sat around it and looked at Ruby’s offerings.
“You’re considering the look of it, and then the texture, the smell, the taste, and the follow,” Ruby said. “My concept is going to be all appetizers, no mains.”
We all nodded and then we all tucked in.
“Just two?” Haley said, her mouth brimming, and she laughed and covered her mouth with her hands.
“For this round,” Ruby said.
The aromas staggered me. The flavors exploded in my mouth. The light of the tiny point lights overhead filled the space. Ruby’s music filled our ears. My body was relaxed from the bones on out. Ruby, Ciara, and Haley laughed and ate and we poured Prosecco and fed each other more bits.




Other harem series by Sandy Laine





From Friendzone to Harem Zone 



Nursing Students 


Accidental College Harem 

The Sub


Handyman Harem

Traveling Harem

Mojave Harem






Copyright





Copyright © 2024 Sandy Laine & PMI All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Comments and queries: immedian@gmail.com





cover.jpeg





