
        
            
                
            
        

    















Haley, Ciara, and Ruby were to me like desert weather: they blew in from I don’t know where; they dominated my days and kept me awake at nights; and arguing with them was akin to yelling at clouds. I felt defeated. But oh, was it such sweet defeat!
I stood in the doorway of the double-wide and when I got their attention by saying nothing long enough, I gestured with my head out the door and up toward the biggest shed. Haley had been working on setting up social media accounts, Ciara had been busy setting up cash flow spreadsheets and downloading tax software, and Ruby had been busy designing a menu and sourcing fresh supplies — no small task in the desert. It was a hive abuzz, and doing nothing was not an option anymore.
I lead the three twenty-two year olds out to the shed and swung the big doors open. Spread out for them to examine was all the usable items that had been piled up under the tarps for all those indeterminate number of years, or decades. I had no idea how to say yes to one thing and no to another — it all looked like garbage one moment, and it all looked like retro prize possessions the next.
The girls had no such compunction. They demonstrated no hesitation making two piles, and Haley turned to me. “How far is the dump?” she said, and she pointed at one of the piles.
“That’s it, just like that?” I said.
“Just like that,” she said. “That stuff?” she said, pointing at the other pile. “Hang the signs, put the chairs and tables out under the thatch roof beside the poolhouse, and just . . . “ she shrugged.
“Spread the rest around,” Ciara said.
“Spread the rest around,” Haley repeated, nodding. There were hubcaps and license plates and tools and old wooden boxes that were used to crate fruit and had fancy labels on them. As I carried stuff to my truck, the girls came out of the double-wide carrying other stuff also for the truck.
“What the . . . ?” I started, but Haley cut me off.
“Don’t ask, just do,” she said and she laughed.
I dragged the trailer up to the back of the truck — there was going to be more stuff for the dump than one trip could handle.
A furniture delivery truck arrived mid-afternoon. I just stood back and watched. Beds and bedroom furniture came out the back and straight into the double-wide. When it rolled away, I snuck inside and peered around the place. There were three bedrooms I didn’t have much to do with down one end of the double-wide. I had always left their doors closed. Now I found them open, fresh-smelling, cleaned out and scrubbed, and new beds and furniture inside them. And now everybody had their own bedroom, just like that.
“More coming for the RV’s and trailers,” Haley said.
“Don’t worry so much,” Ciara said, not lifting her face from her laptop. She knew I was frowning, peering over her shoulder at the numbers flying up and down her screen.
Ruby fed us with more taste-testing delicacies.
“Are we going to eat like this every night?” I said.
“What did I tell you about her?” Ciara said. “Girl knows how to cook.”
It was an exhausting day both physically and mentally. Letting go was never easy for me. We soaked in the hot springs pool silently and still and, bushed, we plopped down on the old couch in the double-wide and put on shows. Even when they weren’t trying, they looked enticing and distracting. Ruby, with short black hair, was dressed in a purple satin cami that shimmied with her matching shorts. Ciara, in her long wavy blonde hair, was dressed in a sagging and loose black sleeveless t-shirt that fell off one shoulder. Haley, in her longer straight brunette hair, was dressed in a white crop-cut tank top and white hipster panties.
My mind struggled to keep up with the show we were watching, but it was as though it was in a foreign language to me. I couldn’t carry one thought in my mind for longer than two seconds before another would overtake it, equally vague, unformed, and unconnected to anything else. I had no focus.
They came, they saw, and they conquered. They did what they wanted to do without asking anymore. They took over control and they infused the property with a spirit of dream-like consequence-free action. I’d spent months cowering among the heaps of garbage that they simply snapped their fingers at to make disappear, “Just like that,” as they would say. I had been stooping at my shoulders under the weight of some indeterminate history that permeated the air out there, but they moved through it like it wasn’t there. It was like witnessing someone walking through walls. It made me feel high, it made me feel unleashed, the way they didn’t care about what should be or what was before. If they wanted something, they took it. If they didn’t, they discarded it. It was awe-inspiring.
My mind flopped and gasped. I might have sat as still and focused as the rest of them engrossed in the show four-abreast down the couch, but inside, I was swimming in dark waters at night. I began to lose the sense of certainty I had earlier formed about them even being real, those three beguiling apparitions who moved into and began to share my space — to take over it. I laughed out loud at how absurd I was, believing that three 22-year-olds would simply wash in from the surrounding desert, undress, take me the way they’d been taking me, and now curl up in my living room beside me watching shows dressed like that. The show was at a funny enough part that they didn’t note my unrelated chuckling. A kind of freedom I had never tasted before made me feel giddy.
I pushed up from the couch and looked down behind me at Haley in her white crop-cut tank-top and white hipster panties, and I held my hand out to her.
She snorted lightly, ran a strand of her long silky brunette hair through her lips, narrowed her eyes at me, grinned, and came up to me.
I curled my fingers up with hers and took her around the table and out of the room.
She pushed her shoulders up, walked on her toes, and glanced over her shoulder at Ciara and Ruby who remained on the couch, and she waved with fluttering fingers at them over her shoulder. They waved back and smiled at her.
I took her to my room and closed the door. She lowered her heels and stood facing me straight on, her shoulders relaxed, her feet together, her hands turned out at her hips. She used a finger to draw a strand of hair down the side of her face and she pushed other strands of her hair up over her shoulder.
“Take your top off,” I said to her. My voice caught when I said it, and I cleared my throat and said “sorry” and my heart pounded hard enough in my chest to make my shirt rise and fall.
But she snorted lightly, crossed her arms over the front of her torso, curled her fingers up under the bottom of her tank-top, and she arched her back, she leaned her head back, and she drew her top up her body and over her head, just like I said to, and she tossed it aside, fluffed her hair back down her back, and turned back to me as she was before, relaxed, face-on, and ready for the next order — only now dressed in only her white hipster panties.
I allowed my eyes to move off her eyes, down her cheeks, over her jawline, down her long, narrow neck, and over her collar bone, down over the smooth, creamy mound of her breast, over the nipple, and down her ribs. I looked back up at her eyes.
“If you’re real, why do you just do what I tell you?” I said.
“You’re not telling me,” she said. “You’re asking me.”
“A fine line.”
She shrugged one shoulder but kept her big brown eyes locked on mine. “No,” she said, “It’s everything.”
“What if I asked you to take your panties off?” I said.
She lightly closed her eyes, she grinned, and she bent at her waist and knees. She pushed her thumbs under the waist of her panties, and drew them down her ass, down her thighs, and over her knees. She came back up, hung one hand over my shoulder to steady herself, and she let her panties fall to her feet before lifting one heel behind her up to her ass to reach with the finger and thumb of her other hand, and take them off. She twisted around and tossed them over her top and turned back to me, now completely naked.
“I don’t understand,” I said.
“It’s not for all the time, and it’s not for everything,” she said. “But sometimes, for some things, you can ask for what you want, and I will be happy to give it to you. It can be like that, you know.”
“I didn’t ask, I told you,” I said.
“Being able to command us is what you’re asking to do,” she said. “Don’t worry,” she said, shaking her head and grinning. “I can and will say ‘No’ if I don’t want to.”
“I can ask anything,” I said, still doubtful, “and you’ll do it?”
“You can even command me to do anything,” she said, nodding to assure me that that was fine too, “and if I do it, it’s because I want to.”
“Is that so for all three of you?” I said.
She laughed. “Now you’re making me feel like we’re the weird ones,” she said.
“You guys think I’m weird,” I said.
“You are,” she said. “Your story is weird, living out here by yourself is weird, the place is very weird, you have to admit that at least.”
“Touche,” I said. “So what am I able to ask for? What am I able to command of you?” I said.
She shrugged and frowned at me. “You might just have to experiment,” she said. “Maybe we’re all different, you’ll have to find that out, too. Try different things, see what happens. The worst is that we say ‘No,’ right?” she said and she shrugged.
“I’m not used to just saying out loud what I want,” I said.
“I have an idea,” she said. “Why not pretend that this really is all just an hallucination, that that we really aren’t real,” she said. “Pretend we really are just you dreaming,” she said. “And there’s really nobody here, you really are all alone with just your mind playing tricks on you,” she said, and she snorted and grinned. She took a small step and closed the gap between us by half. “You can say or do whatever you want, with no consequence, no penalty, no guilt, no shame, no self doubt,” she said.
“No sense of not deserving it,” I said, and I chuckled.
She stepped toward me again and cupped her palms around my elbows. My hands came up and fell lightly on her bare breasts. She slightly jutted her chest into my palms and grunted almost imperceptibly. She wetted her lips with her tongue and lifted her weakening eyes to mine. “Maybe,” she said, “out here, there is no deserving or not, there is no shame, there is no guilt,” she said. I turned both of my hands forward and looked down and watched them caress her breasts together, squeeze them, massage them. “Some kind of natural state . . . ” she said, her voice more breathy, her back swooping in a deeper arch, her mouth hanging more widely open. “ . . . before all of those were invented.”
“Put my cock in your mouth,” I said, and my heart jumped and my knees shook. I was giddy. I was flush with nerves.
She smiled, she twisted her lips over each other, and she pressed her nude body against mine. I staggered back two steps and leaned against the door. She poured her body down the front of my body like she was a pot of warmed honey. Her stomach, her ribs, her breasts, and her neck slid over the lump in my pants. She came to her knees and craned her head far enough back to find me looking down at her from above, and she undid the button in my pants, drew down the zipper, spread the sides, and pulled until they crumpled around my ankles. Keeping her deep brown and glistening eyes on mine, she pulled my shorts down, too, and my cock sprang up and bounded into the underside of her chin. She laughed lightly and chased it around with her cheeks and chin and mouth, chuckling playfully and lashing at it with her tongue, until she caught the head between her lips, and she sank her mouth down as far as the ridge, and moaned like it was her that was being sucked off.
“Haley!” I said in a hushed voice.
She moaned abruptly with my cock sliding deeper down between her lips, tight, smooth, wet and round. My cock arched and hardened in her mouth. My body strained and my neck bulged. I could barely stand to watch.
She pulled slowly back up the length of my shaft, leaving me glistening from her saliva, and she came off me with strings stretching from her lips to the tip of the head of my cock. “Tell me,” she said.
“Tell you what?” I said, and I curled my hand around the side of her head and felt her hair, smooth and shiny, run though my fingers.
“Exactly how you want it,” she said.
“On the bed?” I said.
She stood up, dragging her body over mine even more tightly than when she went down my body, and she raised herself on her toes and breathed against my ear. “I like it more when you tell me, don’t ask me,” she said.
I could barely breathe. I leaned over her shoulder and pushed her hair away from her ear. “Straddle me in bed, ride me, turn around and ride me backward,” I said. “Fuck me until I cum inside you.”
She licked her lips, she smiled widely, and she purred. She also took my hand in hers, pulled me to the bed, and laughed and stuck her chest out and rubbed her breasts at me.
“What the fuck is this even,” I said to myself and I crawled up onto my bed and settled myself against the headboard with the pillows under me.
Haley flicked her hair over her shoulders, crouched between my legs, and on her elbows and knees and with her ass sticking up high behind her, she slurped on my cock and kissed it and licked it up and down the sides. “It’s a very fine line,” she said, and she took me deep down into her mouth and corkscrewed her face down harder into my groin.
I caressed her cheek and cleared her long strands of hair out of my line of sight. “Between?” I said.
“Between being commanded, and being demanded,” she said. “It’s hard to put in words.”
She pulled up and off me and laughed and spun her body around, missing my face with her knee but just barely. She gripped my ankles in her hands and pushed her arms out forward. With her back arched in deeply and her ass sticking up at me, she dipped and swayed her hips until she found the head of my cock with her pussy, and she laughed at the chase, and pushed her lips down over it when she got it right.
She gasped hard at the opposite wall and arched even more deeply in her back. “Like this?” she said in a groan, and she pushed her hips down and consumed my straining cock with the lips of her pussy, full, hot, and foaming wet.
“Fuck yeah,” I said.
She laughed, but with panting breath. She began to rotate her hips over my lap and to plunge her pussy down the length of my cock and to pull it back up to nearly pop me out of her.
I blinked and dropped my chin to my chest. I watched her hips grind down on me and pull up the length of my cock and her glisten run out of her and down my length. She remained slow and intense on me, drawing me up in her and making me nearly faint as she pushed herself back down on me.
I heard someone giggle, and I looked up at my bedroom door. It was open a couple of inches and I could see a hand twisted around the knob, just as it was closed again. In the darkness of the hallway, I was able to make out two wide-eyed and smiling faces. Ruby and Ciara had been peeking in on Haley and me. And Haley was facing the door, too — she must have known.
I sank back deeper into the pillows. Haley began to bounce her hips down into my lap. Her pussy tightened with contractions around my shaft, and my mind zeroed down to nothing more than the sensations of my cock. Almost without me aware of it, she brought me to the edge. But she might not have been aware, either. She emitted short, sharp, chirps desperate and needy-sounding, and she slapped her things on mine louder. The sloshing sound of her pussy mashing down over my cock filled the room. I could hear behind the wall Ruby and Ciara laughing.
I tried to push Haley’s hips up and off me, but she fought me and rammed herself down on me harder. The whole bed rocked. It banged against the wall and skidded on the floor. I felt her pussy contract tightly around my cock and I squeezed her ass desperate to warn her. But she gasped and cried out loud and her whole body shook so hard on mine, I was unable to hold myself back any longer, and I erupted furiously up into her.
She came down and laughed and squirmed her body over mine, drawing every ounce of me out. I ran out of her pussy and down my shaft and over my lap. She carefully eased herself off me and laughed lightly and pulled the sheets up over our bodies and laid her head on my chest.
“Sleep,” she said.
I needed no encouragement, and fell through the surface and into the depths. I awoke some indeterminate number of hours later, found myself alone in bed, rolled over, and fell back asleep.
The next day was an even harder day of work. There was another room — smaller and blocked that I never went inside.
“There’s a sheet of plywood on the side of the wall outside,” Ruby said coming back in. Everybody got into solving the mystery, poking and prodding at the gaps in the wall.
I dragged a tool box out from under the cabinets in the laundry room across the driveway and found the crow bar. I went at the plywood Ruby discovered under the siding on the side of the double-wide, and peeled it away. I was stunned to find another doorway beneath it. I opened it and stepped inside. There was a high counter in front of me. I went around it and found a heap of garbage and file cabinets and boxes of paper stacked against a door in the back wall. I cleared the stuff away and pulled that door open just as both Ciara and Haley pushed on it one last time, and suddenly without any resistance, they plowed through the doorway and stumbled over me, where I fell back over the boxes of paper and other garbage.
Ruby was nearly always laughing anyway, but now she was crippled with hysterics. When Ciara and Ruby and I finally stopped killing ourselves and got back onto our hands and knees and looked up and around over our shoulders, we realized we found what used to be the check-in office.
“Look!” Ruby shouted, and she ran back out and returned with the “Vacancy / No Vacancy” fluorescent sign she earlier found and dug out of the big shed. There was a bracket it slotted into inside a small window that was beside the door we discovered. The fit was perfect. The cord was long enough — just — to reach the receptacle beside the window. She plugged it in. I went outside and looked. A brightly lit “Vacancy” sign filled the small window.
I came back in. “Well, shit,” I said. We added most of the contents of the trashed office to the pile for the next dump run, keeping the odd little quirky things that made it look like 1977 all over again.
The rest of the day, we added to the heap of garbage as we made our way through the rest of the buildings and RVs. I thought that over the last few months, I had been ruthless in my discrimination between what to keep and what to trash. But I was nothing compared to the girls.
Haley’s personality — bold, assertive, up front — lead the way, making snap decisions on furniture, wall hangings, and boxes. If it was up to her, there’d have been nothing retained by the end of the week. Ruby’s personality  — fun, playful, always laughing and forever curious and excited — was mostly busy with whining at Haley, snatching things back out of her hands before they landed on the trash heap, and crying “No!” at her. It was her vision to recreate the retro world of the old RV park, and she lead the way with her “diner” and menu. But if it were up to her, everything would have been kept. It was all precious to her.
Ciara’s personality — smart, sharp, quiet and reserved, the thinking one of the three — was who pointed saying nothing just like Nero with his thump up or thumb down. It was up to her, and in the end, we kept some stuff, trashed most of it, and the park took shape alongside the business end on their laptops.
We got dirty with dust and scum that day, reaching into the crevices of the RVs and trailers and taking boxes and bags of old paper out of the office and straight to the dump. We took turns showering, Ruby filled us with more taste tests, and we floated silently in the hot spring pool soothing our muscles. At night, we were sprawled all over the couch again, watching shows.
Ciara was in her loose black sleeveless t-shirt and black panties, her legs straight out over the coffee table. Finding the RV park office, mowing through the boxes of paperwork, uncovering hidden doors, and clearing out the garbage gave me the feeling of epoxy  hardening a resin: the resin was the vaguely glimpsed, nearly transparent vision of what used to be on that patch of land, and the epoxy was the work the girls did, and the work they made me do, bringing, pound by pound of clutter removed, an opacity to the vision. Things were turning real before my eyes.
I turned to Ciara sprawled out beside me, her legs flopped widely, her arms loosely hung down her sides and flopped in her lap. Her blonde waves fell over her face and shoulders and her eyes, when they came to mine where I looked at her, were slow, unworried, and thoughtful. She was always thoughtful looking, always with ideas slowing churning in her mind.
I watched my hand entwine fingers with her hand as though it belonged to someone else. She watched too, and when our eyes came up to each others, she seemed to fight against the grin spreading over her pursed lips. I didn’t know if Haley had been speaking for all of them the previous night. I didn’t know if it was only her own proclivity to enjoy being “asked,” or told, as I thought it was more like. I didn’t know if what Haley and I did put the other two out of bounds.
But while the vision of the place was taking on solid lines and opaque masses, it wasn’t quite yanked back from the dream world all the way yet. I got up and pulled — very slightly — on Ciara’s wrist. She came up with me without hesitation or resistance. I stepped over Haley’s outstretched legs, and Ciara, hanging her face down like she was even more shy about it than I was, followed. I took her down the hallway to my bedroom and she came inside with me. I closed the door and she draped her arms around my neck and down my back and lifted her warm, soft lips to mine and moaned inside the kiss we shared.
I began to speak, to ask her if it was like that for her too, the way Haley had said. But she touched my lips with the side of her finger, shook her head “No” to quieten me, and she pulled my t-shirt up and over my head. We kissed deeply and constantly as she stripped me naked, and herself, too, and she pulled me with gestures, silent and slow, to the bed. She laid on it sideways and I did too, behind her, and we hugged without one word said from the time we left the couch in the living room till we sprawled naked over the bed.
She arched just enough to push her hips back, and I felt the head of my cock squeeze and rub and pop inside her from behind in a tiny explosion of heat and moisture. She pushed her fingers into the sheets of the bed in front of her and drove her body back into mine, forcing me deeper inside her. She panted and cried. I hugged her body and held her bare breasts in my hands and she dropped her mouth wide open, her hair covered my face in a tent of gold, and we strained in our bodies against each other.
“Ciara!” I whispered in her ear but she didn’t pull away or stop moving back against me. When I tried to pull back from her, she snapped her hand around my hip behind her and held me against her body. I squeezed my face and clenched my teeth, but I was unable to stop. I held her hips tightly in my hands and I heaved myself sideways into her, bumping her body so hard she needed to brace herself to prevent being thrusted off the side of the bed. I drained myself into her with multiple spasms throughout my straining body, and I finally rolled back onto the pillows and exhaled to the bottom of my lungs.
I fell into a dazed slumber, and when I woke up, I found only an indent in the sheets where Ciara had been, and I rolled the other way and fell straight back into a deeper sleep.
Those early days, we fell into a productive routine. We all got up and convened for a Ruby-prepared breakfast, settled on the plan for the day, and got to it before the heat came up too high. There was cleaning, sorting, dumping, and painting to do. At the bottom of the heap that had been under the tarp in the big shed, we discovered a mini-put golf course, disassembled and flattened, but in good — if worn — shape.
“Look for it in the photos,” Ciara suggested when we pulled all the parts out and puzzled over how they went together. Haley found the best photo and we slowly put it together where it had originally been, out to the side. We broke for lunch in the tiki lounge, tasted more of Ruby’s treats, and played a round or two on the mini-put, testing it out.
Ciara said nothing to me all day that was out of the ordinary, just like Haley had said nothing the previous day. We carried on as though nothing had happened the previous night. The routine of the days was indoor computer work in the afternoons, dinner by Ruby, hanging out, and then a soak in the pool. We were usually exhausted by then and gathered on the couch in the living room of the double-wide, ready for shows.
The whole time, Ruby sat sideways on the couch facing my side and leaning against the arm of the couch behind her, pressing her feet into the side of my thigh. Every time I glanced over my shoulder at her, she grinned, pursed her lips, and with widened eyes, only reluctantly looked away from me and back to the screen. She scrunched her toes into my thigh and peeked at me through the corners of her eyes.
It became increasingly difficult to focus on the show, which was surely her intent. Finally, I got up, grinned back down at her, and held out my hand.
She leapt up instantly and squealed and hugged my arm to the front of her body. As I guided her out of the room and down the hallway to my bedroom, she made a show of waving at Ciara and Haley and saying “Bye!” in a sing-song way and smiling at them.
“Put some music on,” she said as soon as I closed my doors. “I might get loud.”
“I don’t get how you guys can do it,” I said.
“Take turns with you, you mean?” she said. She was casual about it, natural. She pulled her t-shirt up and over her head and pinched her nipples through the fabric of her cotton bra and glanced up at me through her short, black hair.
I pushed myself up the bed and leaned against the headboard with my arms crossed behind my head. “Take turns,” I said with a nod. “Have no issue with one or the other. I mean, I’ve taken you each by the hand right in front of the other two, three times in a row now.”
“Isn’t it fun?” she said, and she opened the button in her shorts, pulled down the short fly, and wiggled with her hips, tugging them down and off. She kicked them away from her feet. “I think it’s very hot, don’t you?” she said, and she came down onto the foot of my bed, hung her head low, and walked on her hands and knees like a panther up and over my prone body.
I kept my arms folded behind my head. “It’s hot,” I said. “It’s just . . . “ I paused, looking for the right word. “Unexpected.”
She snorted and nuzzled my face with her nose and kissed my bottom lip and top lip in turn. “We’re good friends,” she said in a quiet voice. “But no, none of us have done anything like this before, if that’s what you’re wondering.”
She lowered her body and curled down toward my lap and began to tug and tear at my shorts. I lifted my hips off the bed and she reared back on her knees and laughed and tugged them off, catching my underwear at the same time, so that she made me naked under her. My cock sprang up at her face, hard and twitchy. She chuckled at herself and groaned slightly, before closing her wide-open mouth around the head and pushing herself all the way down my shaft until her lips pressed soft and warm into my pelvis. The head of my cock touched the back of her throat.
She came up and off me and laughed and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. She coughed and came up closer to me. “That was all the way!” she said, and she covered my mouth with her mouth and moaned inside the kiss. She rocked on her knees where they spread over my hips and worked her panties down over her ass. She laughed more, and squealed, and stood up over me to shake her body and let her panties fall down around her ankles. She held one foot up to my face and I helped take her panties off her feet. She remained standing over me as she jutted her chest out, reached up behind her back, and unclasped her bra. She hung her arms forward and curled her shoulders in, letting her bra straps slide down her arms and her bra landed on my face.
She laughed and came down to crouch over my body now as naked as I was, and she kissed my neck and my shoulders and my chest and my face, all over.
“Everything feels different out here,” she said with a breathy voice. “Maybe that’s part of it.” She kissed me over my ear and into my hair. “Haley was saying this morning she had to masturbate knowing Ciara and you were going at it last night. Isn’t that funny?” she said.
“Why would that make her feel that way?” I said. “Her and I were in the same bed only 24 hours earlier.”
“And now look,” she said. “I’m fucking you!” she said, and she snorted. She reached down between our bodies, wrapped her cool, long fingers around my cock, still wet from her saliva, and she rocked her body forward and back and rubbed her pussy lips, hot and wet, up and back over the head of my cock. “We all get to fuck you,” she said in a whisper as she let go of my cock, pressed her pussy lips down around the head, and sank her face into my neck.
“I don’t understand it,” I said in a whisper as quiet as hers.
She slowly, steadily, sank her hips down over mine and drove my cock, hard and straight, up into her tight, hot, and soaking pussy. “None of us do,” she said in a near-cry. “I just know that we’re all having fun with it. So you should too.”
I shook my head and wrapped my hands around her waist and bounded my hips up to pound them into hers from below.
She squealed and laughed and rolled off me and onto her back beside me. She pulled  her knees up and spread her legs. “Fuck me good and hard, Bennett,” she said. “I love it like that.”
I got onto my knees between her legs and leaned down to kiss her breasts and suck on her nipples, first one and then the other. “Have you had a lot of men take you like that?” I said.
She rolled her head sideways and bit on the knuckle of her first finger. “No!” she squealed and she widened her eyes toward the wall.
“Have you had a lot of men?” I said. I sat back on my calves and took my heaving cock in my hand and drew on her pussy lips, ripe and full, with the head of my cock.
She rolled her head back to me and bit her lip. “Define ‘a lot,’” she said, and she laughed.
I entered her and she strained up hard in her aching back and reached high over her head to press her palms into the headboard above her.
I hooked the back of her knees around my arms and pressed her legs down so her thighs came to her shoulders, and I slid my cock into her. She writhed under me and gasped and shrieked. But she pressed her hands into the headboard and pushed her hips up into mine to bring me deeper yet inside her.
I pulled out of her and heaved myself back into her, drilling her body down into my bed and bouncing her back up to my hips.
“Oh yeah!” she cried out loud. The music wasn’t nearly loud enough to cover her voice.
I started to slam my hips down into her hips with a rhythm that sent her body ricocheting back and forth between my body over her and the bed under her. She gasped at the headboard behind her, she had curled her body back so deeply. I lifted her by her hips and pulled her into my groin as I thrusted my groin into her body, and I throttled her body, squirming and flailing on the end of my cock.
When I rolled off her, panting and exhausted, she fell into my lap and, moaning and crying, she took my cock in her mouth like she couldn’t get enough of me. The walls in the double-wide were paper-thin. I knew Ciara and Haley could hear everything. I puzzled over how that would be enjoyable for them. But ever since their car stopped and turned around in front of the place, I had been nothing but puzzled. And I wasn’t dead yet, so there was nothing to suggest the state wasn’t sustainable.
Ruby came off my cock and rolled onto her elbows and knees. She laughed and wiggled her ass at me, sticking it up high in the air. “You can’t break me, so don’t worry,” she said, and she laughed. “Haley told me you really like it like this.”
I got onto my knees behind her and slapped her ass. She squealed and laughed and laid her face sideways on the bed to see up and behind herself. Her hand reached at my cock from between her thighs.
“Do you guys talk a lot about these things?” I said.
She laughed and snorted. “We didn’t before,” she said. “Maybe there’s something in that hot-spring water of yours,” she said. She found my cock with her extended fingers and she seized it and pulled it and guided me into the crevice of her pussy lips, dripping and steaming.
I sank down into her hip until my hips bumped her ass and she arched in her back, curled her fingers into the sheets, and clenched her eyes shut. I pulled back nearly all the way out of her, and plunged myself back in, sending a jolt through her body and making her cry out loud.
“Cum in me!” she groaned through gritted teeth. I pulled out and plunged back in, jolting her harder, and she nearly tore apart the sheets under her. “You’re going to make me cum so hard,” she growled into the bed.
I held her hips harder in my hands and began to thrust my hips into her ass faster, harder, and deeper. She cried out loud and stretched in her body.
“Oh fuck, Bennett!” she cried.
I slammed her so hard, the slapping sounds rang, I was sure, through the whole double-wide. I knew we were making the whole thing rock side to side. Ruby screamed and hollered. I heaved my full weight into her and the bed hopped and skidded over the floor.
I felt her pussy seize up around my cock inside her so hard it felt like I’d get stuck, if not for her generous lubrication. I looked down when I realized she wasn’t making sounds anymore, and realized she wasn’t breathing either. I felt quivers and seizures inside her pussy. Her contractions were so tight, they almost hurt me. I tried to pull back but her pussy clamped around my cock. The sensation was new and unexpected, and I wasn’t able to hold back any more.
I sprayed myself into her with the force of a firehose and my body went into rapid spasms hung over the backside of her body, until her knees spread and she collapsed under my weight. I continued to pump myself into her with all my strength, flattening her,  spread under me.
By the time I subsided, she started jiggling throughout her body under me and I realized she was laughing. Ruby — she was always laughing. I rolled off her and she rolled over onto her back beside me. Together we stared up at the ceiling huffing and puffing and sighing and holding hands.
“So,” she said, when she recovered enough to talk. “Who do you like to fuck the most?” She rolled her head toward me and held a straight expression for two full beats, before she curled her body up and hugged her knees to her chest and burst out laughing. “Don’t be so serious all the time!” she said. “It’s fun, isn’t it? Three young hotties like me and Ciara and Haley, fucking you every night of the week? Bet you didn’t see that coming!” she said, and she rolled over onto her stomach and pushed herself up on her elbows. She leaned her face over mine and kissed my lips. “It’s just for now, it’s not forever,” she said, and she rolled out of my bed, picked up her clothes, and paused at the door. “Sleep well,” she said. “Never know what tomorrow brings!” she said and she laughed and went out the door and closed it behind her.
It was Haley, our marketing expert, who decided on the slow-rolling, quiet opening. “Get everything working right before we attract too much attention,” she said. We opened only one of the RVs for short-term rent. We didn’t open Ruby’s restaurant to non-guests yet — that was coming, though.
The first customers came — a young couple on a road trip holiday whose initial booking elsewhere was messed up. They were delighted we had space. We didn’t tell them they were our first ever. They’d come for only a room. By the time they settled in, they began to murmur to each other about the accidental find they stumbled on — the mini-putt, the restaurant, the hot springs pool, and the outdoor tubs looking out over the vast salt-flat valley lit up silver in the moonlight.
By day two we realized we needed to hire a cleaner. We opened the second RV and had more customers right away. By day three, we were booked out of all three RVs and the trailer, too, for the next five days. We hired a server for Ruby and brought up the date for our grand opening.
There weren’t many rules around the place, but one was, the hot-springs pool was closed at 10. That’s when Haley, Ciara, Ruby and me went in. Sometimes, I got there first, and stripped, showered, and got into the water up to my chin. Then the girls would come in, strip, shower, and dip their toes, laugh, and sink down into the water with me. We either relaxed silently or talked about the day. And then, as we got out and pulled on robes and flip-flops, I spied one or another of the girls, she’d snort and grin, and I’d take her hand and bring her back to the double-wide, and down the hallway to my bedroom.
“Night-night!” the others would sing-song to her, and they’d laugh and tease her, whoever it was I chose. There wasn’t a single ounce of jealousy between them. My selection was made — I was encouraged to make it — entirely free of any concern beyond what I felt like doing, who I felt like having. And they were certainly different, as close as they were with each other. Haley was conventional, Ciara was quieter and more sensual, Ruby was wilder and louder. I stopped worrying about what the other two might think, and sank into the routine of picking whoever I wanted.
It was Ciara’s idea to buy a wrecked car from a wrecker we passed by one day, and put it in a parking spot around our restored RV park. We paid a guy to clean it and inflate the tires. It didn’t have to work — it just needed to sit there. We began to bring a few more in, and spread them around, all these 1970s models, as long as they weren’t out of an accident. The whole place looked like a dream from 1977.
The night before our grand-opening morning, we sat in the hot spring pool and thought hard about every single last minute thing we could think of.
“I think we have it covered,” Haley said.
“Does it look like your postcard?” Ciara said to me.
I spread my arms over the deck of the pool and leaned my head back. “It’s like we went inside the postcard — like we’re living inside it,” I said.
“I think that’s what people are going to love about it the most,” Ruby said. “Everybody is going to love that.”
We got out before we turned into raisins and we pulled our robes on and slipped on our sandals. I turned my face up toward Haley.
She chuckled and shook her head and grinned through strands of her hair at me, and we took each other’s hands.
“Of course,” Ciara said, and she pushed her face up to mine and kissed me on my mouth. I wrapped my arm around her waist. Ruby pressed herself up against my other side, and I wrapped my other arm around her waist. Haley laughed and leapt up onto my back piggy-back style, and we went out the door and crossed the property to the double-wide together. Haley leaned over my shoulder and kissed me all over my neck and shoulder and chest, hanging her face upside down over me.
“Isn’t everyone already in?” Caira said.
I looked up from Haley’s face and looked over the property to the road out front, where her eyes were looking.
“Maybe someone coming back late,” Ruby said.
We all stared at the car as it slowly drew past the end of the driveway, turned around at the end of the road, and came back to a stop in front.
“That’s not one of ours,” I said.
“Nobody comes out here who isn’t one of ours,” Ciara said.
“True that,” I said. “True that.”
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