
        
            
                
            
        

    















The “town” my uncle had supposedly escaped to, once his land had been swept clean by the flooding river, was more a crossroads than a town. While Haley, Ciara, and Ruby went inside the “Ghost Town General Store” beside the gas station, I slipped into the “Needles Bar” behind it.
One other guy was perched in the shape of a “C”on a stool in the darkness within. A bartender rubbed and examined glasses in the bare bulbs of light overhead. The blanket of thought-spiraling silence made the rat-a-tat-a-tat of my stool’s legs over the hardwood floor seem louder than gunfire. No matter — the only other customer  slurped at the glass that he didn’t lift but only tilted, scooping his bottom lip out to catch the spill, undisturbed by my racket.
I sat down and ordered a can of beer. The bartender said nothing, not even a price. I put some cash on the bar and he returned with my change. He seemed annoyed at me already, so I chose not to bother him further with questions about some dead obscure uncle of mine.
“Anything in there?” I said to the girls when we met up again in the middle of the baking hot, sandy parking lot. I tried to rub the blinding light out of my eyes, it stung being so bright compared to inside the bar.
“I mean, what are we even asking?” Ruby said. “‘Anybody know a guy who used to live in a garage?’ Seriously?”
“There’s not that many people living around here,” I said. “What else are we supposed to do?”
“Ask the rocks,” Ciara said dryly. “More of them than people.”
“George Van Kam!” I shouted at the relentlessly hard blue sky. “Where are you!?”
“People who don’t want to be found usually end up down in Ballseye Oasis,” a guy said. We all slowly spun around. It was the guy pumping gas.
“Where’s Ballseye Oasis?” I said.
He gestured with his chin. “Go back about two miles direction you came. There’s a gravel road on the right, no sign. But you’ll see a huge tamarisk down there, all by itself. That’s the road to Ballseye.”
“What’s a tamarisk?” Ciara said.
The guy snorted. “Looks like a huge weeping willow. Won’t look very big from the road,” he said, “but that’s because it’s the only tree for miles around out there.”
We all looked at each other and shrugged. We certainly didn’t have any better ideas. Back on the road, we came over a small pass cut through a slanted strata of colored rock, and saw what was possibly the tamarisk tree the guy mentioned, although it was doubtful.
“Too small,” Haley said.
“He said it would look small from the road,” Ruby said.
We slowed down and turned off the main road and into the desert, barely able to tell what was road and what was not.
We remained quiet as the bumpy, wash-ribbed road brought us closer to the tree. With nothing else on the swept-clean landscape with which to judge movement and distance, the tree was all there was, and all it did was grow bigger and bigger.
We had to stop when we finally drew up alongside it. It loomed larger down there than a four-story building. It hung like a half-buried sphere, its walls of long, stringing down barbed branches looking impenetrable.
I carefully parted the curtain of tiny green needles and entered a darkened, underwater-like green-lit cathedral-like space inside. I was about to call to Ruby, Ciara, and Haley to come and see, when a great whoosh and a blast of wind made me cover my head and drop to my knees. When I looked up over my shoulder from where I cowered on the ground, I saw high in the bows above me the four bulging eyes of two massive nesting owls looking back down at me with the most “What the fuck!?” looks on their faces I’d ever seen.
“What’s in there?” Ruby said when I came back out.
“Not for us,” I said, and I took her bicep in my hand and turned her around. I was still shaken by the experience. It was like the owls were screaming at me, “Not here!”
We drove on, unsure the road we were taking lead to anything other than a dead-end or death. The walls of a small canyon the road cut through closed in so close on our sides, we needed to slow down to avoid scraping the car against the rock. The twists in the road came so tight, we needed to slow down even more to keep from hitting it on the back end of the car or the front. I craned my neck to look up at the jagged ridge overhead. There were fallen boulders in the roadway all around us.
“Don’t stop,” Haley said.
When we emerged out the other end of the near-tunnel, a bright green, lushly-forested vista opened up in front of us, surrounded on all sides by scraped canyon walls like some giant hand had scooped out the hole. It looked like an illustration from a kid’s edition of the Bible. I’d never seen an oasis before.
“Holy shit,” Haley murmured. Nobody was able to respond any more articulately.
There were a few houses, a scattering of RVs, and a store and a cemetery. On one side of the road was what looked like a dark wooden gypsy caravan from 1870, all hung about with strings of beads, hubcaps, scarecrows, and kerosene lanterns of various vintages. On the other side of the road was a small pick-up loaded to the bottom of its springs with strips of playwood nailed together in a rising pyramid high over the bed, all of them with a message of the “Repent sinner!” type painted on them. The two front windows were open but were covered with sharpened spikes of welded concrete-reinforcement bars.
We chose the gypsy to consult with.
“George Van Kam?” she repeated my uncle’s name after me as though shocked to hear it, and she spat. “Dead!” she pronounced, before curling her fists into her waist and looking back up at me through her thin black slits as though readying herself for my challenge on the point.
“We know he’s dead,” Ruby said. “Do you know where he lived?”
“Nawp!” she said before she even heard the whole question. “Morning, go on back up,” she said, spinning her hand high up  and around over her head. “Owl Pass — further on down the road few miles — a McDonalds, all them fucking old timers sitting around, nothing to do. They know!” she said. “Muthahfuggers!” She spat again. “Not his shit down here anyway! Wrong way!” she shouted at me and she turned away.
Haley and Ciara covered their mouths to stop themselves from bursting out laughing.
We drove back out of the canyon and back onto the main road toward Owl Pass. We found a motel on the edge of the town, although there were no cars parked in front. Our staff back at the RV camp had no trouble running the place in our absence. We knew we might spend a night or two on our little Mojave desert odyssey. A sign on the door to the hotel, hastily scrawled with marker, said “No guns, no weapons inside.”
“Makes it the safest place, I guess,” Ciara said.
We checked in. There was a restaurant beside the office. “Still open?” I said to the woman behind the check-in counter.
She looked over her shoulder and into the empty, dark space of the restaurant. “Sure,” she finally said with defeat, as though deciding more or less to give in to us.
We went up and checked out the room and put our bags down. We came down into the silent restaurant and made faces at each other. The same woman who checked us into the motel came to our table, now wearing a server’s apron.
“What can I?” she said. She actually licked the tip of a pencil and opened a pad of paper in her other hand. I tried to recall if I’d ever been served like that, or if my memories were only from shows.
We made eyes at each other but ordered our dinner — sandwiches. She went through the saloon doors to the back — and that was when we first saw lights come on behind the doors, and first heard the clang of utensils. Our dinner finally came out. It was served by the same woman, now wearing a cook’s apron. We ate silently, struggling not to smirk or laugh. We left a healthy tip for her, working so hard all alone out there.
We retreated back up to the room and put on the TV and got ready for bed. We had an early meet-up at the McDonald’s down the road to get to in the morning. Ciara and Ruby shared one bed and Haley and I shared the other. We all agreed there’d be no fooling around that night — we were all too tired for it and besides, nobody felt particularly safe despite the sign on the door.
But thirty or so minutes after we were lights out, I felt Haley’s hand on my thigh where I laid on my back. I rolled my head over my pillow and found her eyes open and looking at me over her pillow. She was lying on her side facing me. She brought her finger to her lips to tell me to stay quiet.
Her hand slid up my thigh and over my hip, and she pushed it down under the waist of my loose shorts. She wrapped her hand around my awakening cock and slowly, lightly, stroked it up and down. She pushed my shorts down my thighs and I pulled my knees up to give her space under the sheets and blanket to stroke me without rustling or bumping our covers.
She glanced over her shoulder behind her and lifted her head from her pillow to see over into the other bed. Ciara and Ruby appeared to be asleep. She slid her knee up my thigh, pushed it over my hips, and carefully brought her body over top of my body. She lowered her face into my pillow beside my head and whispered as softly as a breeze, “Shhh . . . “
With small, deft movements of her waist and hips, she caught the head of my cock with the folds of her wet and warm pussy, and she carefully, slowly and steadily, uncurled her spine to sink her pussy down over the length of my cock, engulfing me inside her noiselessly and invisibly. She curled her arms around my head, hugged the side of my face to her face, and let me hear directly in my ear her tiny gasps and caught breaths as she moved on me tightly and smoothly.
I slowly slid my hands up over the sides of her watery flowing hips and held her around her waist. She accidentally chirped audibly in my ear but pushed her lips into my neck to squelch any further moans. Her skin under my hands was warm, soft and smooth. Her brunette strands of hair floated over my chest. Her arms and shoulders and core tensed and released rhythmically around my head and body. I rolled my head sideways to face her, and she grimaced in silence and we sealed our lips together and wrestled with our tongues. It was a top-secret fuck.
“I think I’m gonna cum,” she whispered nearly silently against my ear, pronouncing each word slowly and carefully, if shakily. Her stomach clenched on mine.
I held her hips tighter in my hands and pulled and pushed her body up and down over mine, not letting her stop moving her pussy up and down my cock. I had started, essentially, to masturbate myself with her groin. Her fingernails dug into the skin of my neck.
She strained throughout her body and went hard as a plank over mine. She stopped breathing and a guttural groan filled my ear. Her arms shot up and her hands pressed down hard against the headboard behind our heads. I slid my hands over her ass and held her cheeks in my palms and squeezed her. But I also pulled her hips up and pushed them down on myself. She’d made me close, too.
“Fuck Bennett!” she whispered hoarsely against my neck, and I felt the tension throughout her body peak to impossible heights of hardness. Suddenly her internal pussy muscles fluttered rapidly and her thighs quaked. She buried her face in the crook of my neck and exhaled against my skin, her breath hot and deep. Her weight on my body doubled and her frame deflated on me. She seemed to turn to liquid. I felt her hot morning dew run out of her and down over my balls.
It was too much. The arches of my feet warbled and my stomach clenched. I nearly tore her ass cheeks apart and my whole body, a plank, levitated off the bed but for my heels and the back of my head. I lifted her up with my body and she wrapped herself around me and hung on. I pumped myself hard into her and flooded her pussy so much that it gushed out like a broken water main. She covered my mouth with her mouth to keep me from crying out loud.
When I sank back down, she slid her body off mine and curled up on her side facing the other bed. I kissed the back of her head and nuzzled my face in her hair and peered up and over her shoulder to check on the others. I saw Ruby, who was nearest us and lying on her side facing us, close her eyes and continue to pretend to be still sleeping.
I fell asleep on my back with Haley on her side facing away. But I woke up with a twitch and lifted the sheets from my body, alarmed. It was Ruby. She had snuck over in the darkness of the middle of the night and crept up through the foot of Haley’s and my bed, pulling the sheet down over her head and finding my cock with her mouth. Like Haley earlier, she brought her finger to her lips and “shh’d” me with a mischievous grin.
I sank back into the pillows under me and brought the sheet up to my neck. I glanced over, but Haley seemed to remain sound asleep.
Ruby pushed her body slowly and carefully under the sheet until her head emerged from under the edge and rose up over my face. She slowly shook her head side to side and again held her finger to her lips. I felt her pussy push down on the erection she’d given me with her mouth, and she lifted her face to the headboard behind me and dropped her mouth wide open. Her eyes clenched tightly shut.
Her whole body quivered. The ripples came in  through her spine, and seemed to rise in their grip and shudder the slower she moved and the less she shifted over top of me. When she stopped moving altogether, her body shook with spasms that rose in intensity and flowed through her without her exercising any control whatsoever, it seemed, over what her body was doing.
Inside, it felt like fingers were pulling on me, stroking me, begging me. I tried to make her stop, but she already was stiff and still on me. She inhaled with her chin down on her chest and her shoulders rose over her ears. It felt like a mouth, a tongue, fingers, even, and suction beyond what I was able to endure, all inside the depths of her boiling hot pussy. I rolled my head back and tried not to gasp or moan. I ejaculated into her with force through trembling hips.
Ruby strained overtop of me and sucked breath through her clenched teeth. Her body rammed itself onto mine hard enough to rock the bed and awaken Haley. But neither of us were conscious enough to worry about it. She sank down and rolled off me. She found her feet and, curled over with her hands cupping her pussy, she looked at me biting her lip and curling her eyes as though helpless. She climbed back into her bed, and I fell quickly back asleep.
I was the first to wake up in the morning, as usual, and I snuck quietly into the bathroom, shut the door before releasing the knob, and put the shower on. I leaned my hands into the wall ahead of me and contemplated the potentially big day ahead. Would I find out where my uncle went to live? Would I finally find evidence of what he was all about? Would I, therefore, find something out about myself?
I let the hot water run in rivulets over my head and down my back. It dripped from my nose and chin and I shut my eyes and inhaled the steam. The curtain slid open and I rolled my head sideways. It was Ciara. She was naked and stepping into the shower with me. Like Ruby and Haley the previous night, she held her finger to her lips and told me to be quiet.
She hugged my body from behind and wrapped her arms around my waist. She closed her fists over my cock and stroked it out in front of me. I strained in my neck and found her mouth with mine over my shoulder. I turned around and we stood naked in that hot rain kissing and pressing ourselves together. I turned us around so she could enjoy the hot water pouring over her head and back, too. She turned again, and leaned her hands into the wall the same way I had been standing earlier, and she sank her back down, lifted her hips ups, and pressed her ass back against my groin.
I held my cock in my hand and poked her between her ass cheeks with the head. She squirmed and pushed herself back harder against me, and in the hot water and steam and silence, my cock filled her pussy from behind. I took hold of her hips and pulled her back against my legs. She braced herself against the wall and bent further over, allowing me to penetrate her deeper with each heavy thrust. To anyone awake outside the bathroom, there could have been no doubt what was going on inside it: the splashy slap of my hips into Ciara’s reverberating ass filled the echoing bathroom. If that wasn’t enough, Ciara cried out in jolted moans until I pushed harder against her, and she stopped breathing. I erupted inside her and my cum leaked down her thigh.
She wobbled on her knees and sank down against my body. I held her up until she regained her footing, and she turned in my arms and lifted herself on her toes to sink her tongue inside my mouth. We got out of the shower and found the towels. When we came out, we found Ruby and Haley in the same bed, both grinning with guilt and quickly pushing their bodies apart from each other. Maybe they didn’t hear Ciara and I, after all, being distracted themselves . . . .
They all took turns in the shower and we decided we’d have breakfast at the McDonald’s. Sure enough, we spotted the cluster of old guys in lawn chairs between a couple of camper-outfitted pickups and other old trucks in the back end of the parking lot.
“I had such weird dreams last night,” Haley said, still peeking around behind Ciara and out the window at the men.
“Me too!” Ruby said. “And I don’t even mean what you think I mean,” she said.
“The both of you!” Ciara said.
“Like you didn’t in the shower anyway!” Ruby said, and she laughed.
“Seriously, though,” Haley said. “Bizarre dreams, and so real, too.”
Ciara told her dream. Ruby told hers. It seemed we all had strange, realistic, and unsettling dreams, besides all the sneaking around in each other’s beds that went on, too.
Haley, Ciara, and Ruby held back as I went up to the men in the chairs. “Was just wondering,” I started. “I had an uncle lived around here somewhere,” I said. “Maybe you knew him?”
“You sure he wants to be found?” one guy said, and the rest of them snorted.
“Well he’s passed now, about five years ago. I’m just trying to locate where he was living,” I said. “He lived in a garage with a friend?” I said. “After a flood took away his house?”
“You got a name?” another guy said.
“George Van Kam?” I said.
They all heaved up in their shoulders as one, half of them turning away, the others looking down. I saw them glance at each other. There clearly was a leader among them — he was the one the rest of them looked to, and I waited for him to decide to speak to me, to see what he would say.
He finally turned in his chair and faced me. “George Van Kam lived under a rock, not in a garage.”
I snickered. “A rock,” I said.
“He’s serious,” another guy said. “Literally lived under a rock — and not just any rock, either,” he said. “The Big Rock.”
The rest of the men nodded solemnly.
I snorted but I stopped when a few looked at me with contempt for laughing. “The Big Rock?” I said, feeling like I was about to be the subject of some good old-timers’ leg-pulling joke.
“That’s what the Mojave’s call it,” the leading guy said. “Big Rock.” They all fell silent.
One other guy who was quiet until then motioned for me to come over to him. I crouched lower by his chair. “People aren’t too comfortable about that subject around here,” he said. “The whole Big Rock thing is a bit of a sore point between the locals and the Mojave, and that George Van Kam — well he sort of became a Mojave.”
“Became a Mojave?” I said.
“Honorary Mojave,” the guy said, fixing me with his eyes. He scanned around the group of his friends. They remained silent and turned away, but they knew what he was telling me. They allowed it, it seemed, as long as he did it quietly.
“He got into the whole Mojave thing, when he realized about the rock, the dreams, the instructions, the whole bat-shit thing,” he said.
“Bat shit thing?” I said.
He looked again around his group of friends. They only turned further away and looked silently at various horizons. They crossed and re-crossed their legs.
The guy took a big breath and wrapped his old, dry, and stubby fingers around my wrist. “Your uncle, it’s what they say, anyway, some of them, they think he built an anti-gravity time-travel machine out there,” he said. “And he always said he got the instructions for it from the Mojave dream world. He said Mojave dream guides showed him everything.”
I squinted at him. “A time travel machine?” I said. I glanced over at the girls who maintained their distance.
He closed his grip tighter around my wrist. “And some people believe it around here, too,” he said. “So don’t go blabbing about it, don’t laugh about it.”
“Absolute god-damned fucking horseshit!” one of the other men suddenly shouted, and he threw the remains of his coffee onto the pavement and got up to storm inside for another cup.
The guy who was telling me about it shrugged and sat back. “Rock he lived in, some guy dynamited out a home inside it few decades back, not knowing or not caring what the Mojave thought about that. That’s where your uncle came to live,” he said. He sipped his coffee. “But good luck finding any of his shit now. FBI took it all away.”
“FBI?” I said, widening my eyes.
“Fucking flood washed all that bullshit of his away, not the fucking FBI!” the guy who went for more coffee shouted. He had stopped still within ear shot of us and stared over his shoulder. “Weren’t no goddamned fucking time travel machine either!” he shouted, scowling at me. “Magnets and claptrap, heap of junk, desert-mad!” he shouted. “Dreams!” he cried out, and he laughed maniacally and dragged his broken body the rest of the way inside the McDonald’s door.
The one sitting with me turned to me and fixed me with cold, hard, eyes. “Weren’t no flood that took his machine away, and all his paperwork and drawings too!” the guy said, and he laughed enough for it to devolve into a coughing fit. “No flood ever came down that river in years.”
“Unless we calling the FBI  ‘a river’ now,” another guy said, before the guy beside him slapped the back of his hand over his arm and scowled at him and held his finger up to his lips.
“Flood washed it away,” that other guy said to me, by way of correction.
“So where’s this Big Rock then?” I said to the first guy.
He took my phone and found a spot on a map and dropped a pin. “But be careful out there,” he said. “They don’t like anyone coming out there anymore, not after all that shit went down with your uncle,” he said. “That’s Mojave Res, you got your own set of laws out there, fair warning,” he said. I met eyes with him and he stared me down with his eyes so cold and wide, I shivered in my spine.
We found the rock right where he said it would be. It stood out on the landscape for miles around. But as we tumbled and rocked over the rough dirt road toward it, we were met with an old sun-bleached four-door sedan coming up the other way. It stopped and two guys got out. When we stopped, too, they got back inside and rolled their car closer up to ours.
We stared through our window at them and they stared through their window back at us. They made no gestures, they said nothing, and they didn’t communicate with us at all. They only stared — and continued blocking the road with their car.
“Yeah,” Haley said. “Maybe we should back up and get out of here.”
“I’m down with getting out of here,” Ciara said.
“Anyway,” Ruby said, “we can see from here, it’s just a rock, nothing left there.”
I didn’t say anything. But I pulled the stick to reverse and we backed up until I saw a spot to turn around, and as we drove back out, the other car fell further and further back from us, until it was out of sight when we got back to the main road.
“That was strange,” I said.
“This whole place out here is strange,” Ruby said.
We picked up speed but saw a billboard advertising a place to stay. “Yurts,” I said, reading from the sign.
“On the desert,” Haley said.
“Might be fun,” Ciara said.
So we turned around again, found the dirt road for it, and drove over a slight ridge to come across a row of yurts facing the desert, and a small trailer sitting alone on the landscape apart from them, with no truck attached to it. We pulled up to it and a woman came out.
“Are these for rent?” I said out my drivers’ side window.
“You think I hang around out here for my health?” she replied.
I paused a moment as though wondering how to answer her. “How much?” I finally said.
“One or two?” she said.
“One?” I said.
She gave us a price. I looked around the car at the others. They all nodded enthusiastically.
We were directed to the yurt at the end. It appeared like no one else was there. It was huge inside. And around the front and side, there was a raised deck with comfortable chairs that faced the desert, the rocks, the colorful ridge in the distance, and the blazing orange sunset beyond it.
“Un fucking believable,” Haley moaned.
“I’ve never seen anything like it,” I said.
“That makes four of us,” Ruby said.
We were transfixed by the scene, unable to tear our eyes away from it, unable to move our feet, unable, nearly, to breathe, it was just that stunningly beautiful. It felt like we’d gone over that low ridge and driven straight into a dream. The colors did not seem possible — purple, pink, orange, and blue, like cool flames, rose up from the floor of the desert and met the sky where the colors continued.
There was a fire ring and a heap of firewood on the ground twenty or so feet out in front of the yurt. As the sun skimmed the horizon, we sat in chairs around the fire and gazed at it unable to speak.
There were two beds in the round yurt. This time Ruby and Haley took one bed and Ciara and I took the other. From outside and across the dark desert that opened up all around us at night, the cries from inside the yurt must have sounded like a clan of coyotes on the hunt. We kept it dark inside the yurt and nobody could really tell whose body or what part they were sucking on or kissing or fucking. We writhed together naked all over one bed so much so at times it felt like we were all one person with sixteen limbs. It would have been hard to say how many climaxes each of us had by the time we fell apart and drifted asleep — it was, in one sense, all one big shared climax the whole time.
I woke up from a distressing but unformed dream, disentangled myself from all the girls’ lifeless limbs, and looked out one of the windows. Something drew me out there, and I pulled on jogging pants and a t-shirt and slipped quietly out the door and into the darkness. The fire ring still glowed with embers, and I pulled up a chair and breathed new life on some twigs and built up a new, small fire.
Outside the cone of light of the fire, it was so dark, there was no difference between eyes open and eyes closed. But I sensed something lingering on the edge of the cone of light. I decided that if it was a danger to me, I’d have already been done for. So I leaned back and forced myself to relax. I didn’t stare in the direction of whatever it was I sensed out there, but I remained attuned to it acutely.
A few moments later, an old Mojave man stepped into the light. Recalling the car that stopped us and made us leave earlier that day, I wanted to demonstrate with my body language that if we needed to leave here, too, we would, in the morning.
But that wasn’t his message. He stepped forward and pulled up a chair beside mine. Together we stared into the flickering light of the fire.
“Your uncle came to the rock,” he started saying. “But he wasn’t the one who blasted it. And when he realized it was our sacred meeting place, he tried to make things right.”
I nodded without looking over. It seemed word travels quickly through the dry air of the desert.
“But he lived at the rock? Like, inside the rock?” I said and I screwed up my face.
“It was made into a cave inside,” he said. “A mining engineer, long time ago, handy with the dynamite,” he said.
“And my uncle lived inside this cave?” I said.
“He did,” he said, and he nodded. “But when he realized the mistake, he tried to make it better.”
“What, filling the cave back in?” I said.
“He became a Mojave,” the man said. “He became a dreamworld guide.”
“He was a guide to people’s dreams?” I said, turning to the man. “Like interpreting them?”
The man laughed. “He is in the dream — he guides you through the dream, takes you where you need to go, to see what you need to see.”
“I don’t get it,” I said. My frustration was hard to contain. “How is he in someone’s dream?”
“The river is a dream,” the man said. “The river that runs under the ground.”
“Like the river that flooded my uncle’s land and took it away?” I said. “Like the river that runs through the hot spring pool?”
“A flood is what you would call creative destruction,” he said, turning to me, and he chuckled. “A river is always changing its course. The land is only where the river says it is. It is the river that is always there, and it is the land that comes and goes, moves and rises and falls.” He looked off into the vacant horizon. “The dream is always there, and this,” he said, raising his chin to the world around us, “comes and goes.”
I shook my head. “So there really was no flood?” I said. “Or was there?”
“Where the river goes is a dream and we only remember it roughly. The harder we try to remember a dream, the harder it is to see it.”
I looked back into the fire still unclear if there ever was a flood, whether my uncle lived here, there, or inside a rock, whatever that means, and whether I was dreaming even then. I knew less than when we started out on that madcap adventure.
“When your uncle died . . . ” the man started again. “ . . . he received a Mojave funeral. All his property and belongings were placed on a pyre along with his body, and then we don’t ever speak the dead’s name again.”
“I don’t understand,” I said to him.
“All that he brought out of the dream world, we put back away again, back into the dream world,” he said.
“You burned all his stuff?” I said.
“It was to go back with him — maybe he should not have brought it out,” the man said.
“The time travel machine?” I said.
“Now your uncle is dead,” he said, turning to me. “He is dreaming now,” he said. “Now he is the river. Now he is become the water that runs under the ground.”
I stared at the fire for a long moment. “Am I dead?” I finally said to him, and I turned to him. “Are you trying to tell me something like that?”
He turned to me, as well, but he laughed.
“Did I die?” I said, annoyed with him now.
“Was there an uncle?” the Mojave man said to me. “In a dream,” he went on, “someone will come to you, someone who you do not know, and he tell you to go to a place. In a dream, if you go to that place, then your guides will come to you there. They will find you there, in that place.”
“Guides?” I said. “More than one?”
“Three,” he said, and he held up three fingers on one hand at me. “One to guard in front and behind, one to guard to one side and the other side, and one to guard above and below. And then your journey is safe to begin.”
“How do I know if I’m not dreaming right now?” I said. “How do I know who are my guides?”
“You are always dreaming,” he said, and he chuckled. “Your guides are always with you.”
“So am I just dreaming that there was a flood, that there is a river, that there are pipes and valves and a pool?” I said. I didn’t ask him about Haley, Ciara, and Ruby. I didn’t want to know.
“The river dreams you, it is not the other way around,” the man said. “The pool, that is your mind,” he said, and he pointed at my temple and tapped me there. 
“I don’t understand anything you’ve just said,” I said to him.
“You are the dream!!” he suddenly shouted at me sternly. It was enough to wake me up.
I didn’t recall going back inside the yurt to sleep, but that’s where I woke up when the morning light lit it up the inside orange like fire. The girls were already up and about, packing up and cleaning. A breakfast was waiting for me.
“Finally, sleepy head!” Ruby said, and she chuckled at me from the kitchen area where she wiped a plate dry with a white and blue checkered tea towel. The colors struck me as particularly vivid, but it might have been just the yellow light streaming through the yurt roof.
Haley drove the hour or so back to our RV camp and we traveled silently, mostly, in our own thoughts. When I climbed out of the back seat, I turned and looked back at the car as I swung the back door closed on it.
“When did we change cars?” I said. It was a classic — a ’75 Ford Galaxy station wagon, a “Woody,” with faux wood panels down the side, and in pretty good shape, too.
All of Haley, Ciara, and Ruby just scrunched their faces at me and chuckled and dragged their bags back inside the double-wide. They shook their heads like they were the one’s confused, not the other way around.
I stood in the driveway to the RV camp and scanned around to its extremities. There were a lot more kids around than I remembered we booked into the place that week. And everybody was driving old classic cars too, now, it seemed. Maybe, I thought, Haley had promoted some special throw-back or retro week event in the park that I didn’t know about, or had forgotten.
Epilogue
Ruby, Ciara, and Haley whispered things to each other and laughed and put things away, each of them glancing at me and grinning. I went out to the end of the driveway to look up and down the road. That was odd, I thought: the road seemed to go further on to the left than I recalled. Also, there were surveying stakes in the ground marking out a long rectangular shape. It seemed elevated a few feet. There was no drop-off. I squinted harder. Had someone dumped dirt in there to reclaim it from the washed-out stream bed? Had someone bought it?
I heard my name and spun around. From my bedroom window on one side of the double wide, I saw an arm sticking out, and an index fingers curling, beckoning me. Confused by the road, I turned around and came back inside the doublewide. I had to adjust my eyes from the blasting bright mid-day sun. I heard giggling and shushing down the darkened hallway. I followed it and soon stood outside the cracked-open bedroom door.
It was silent inside, but when I opened it with my foot, all three of Haley, Ciara, and Ruby squealed and laughed. They kicked and tugged at the bed sheet over them until it floated up and off the bed, revealing the three of them in only their panties, frolicking all over my bed and laughing and stretching their bodies.
“Get in here!” Ruby shouted at me, and she shoved her naked body over against Ciara’s naked body to make room for me. Haley curled her knees up to her chest and pulled her panties down her legs and off over her feet, and she laughed and threw them at me. Ciara laughed too, and she tugged Ruby’s panties off her legs — no resistance given — and threw them at me too, hitting me in the face and making them all laugh all over again.
Ruby looked at me through her short black hair as she rolled over onto her knees, stuck her ass up in the air behind her, and put her mouth down into the middle of Ciara’s panties. She growled comically and tugged and pulled Ciara’s panties off her with her teeth.
Haley bolted up on her knees and walked around behind Ruby’s wriggling butt and held her hips, pulling her ass against her own groin, bouncing her off her as though fucking her, and she looked over her shoulder at me, pulled her long straight hair down around her neck,  and said to me, “You better hurry.” Ruby closed her eyes and fell deeper into Ciara’s groin. Ciara’s back arched up from the bed and she gasped in sharp, sudden inhalations, and clenched her eyes shut. Her fists curled in her hips.
I knew them well enough by then that I had no choice, and I took my clothes off and walked on my knees onto the bed.
“Beside me,” Ciara said sleepily with her eyes closed. Her hips rotated and pushed up off the bed into Ruby’s face. I laid down beside her and she rolled her face over the pillows and invaded my mouth with her tongue. She moaned and held my hand tight.
Haley came down crouching on her knees the way Ruby was, and she chuckled and worked her tongue around and under my cock without otherwise touching it, and she pushed her lips down over the head. I felt her tongue slither down the underside of it as she took me deep into her mouth.
“Is that good?” Ciara said with a pained voice.
Ruby called “switch!” and her and Haley laughed as they tumbled clumsily over each other and took up positions between Ciara’s and my legs. Ruby’s mouth sank down on my cock already wet with Haley’s saliva.
I rolled sideways and pushed my hips into the back of Ciara’s ass. She rolled sideways too and wrapped a leg backward over my hips and reached between her legs to find my cock, and she steered me into her pussy. I sank in slowly and deep. Ruby and Haley knelt over our humping bodies and made out.
At one point all three girls laid shoulder to shoulder on their backs across the width of the bed, their knees pulled up and their legs crossed over each others, with their arms linked, too, and they all laughed and contorted their bodies at me. They begged with joking exaggeration for me to fuck them.
I looked up and out the window into the mid-day sunlight and all the people around the RV park and I tried to shush them with my finger to my lips, but that only made them squeal and beg with even more exaggerated need and want.
They pushed their hips up at me and began to writhe on the bed under me, closing their eyes, dropping their mouths open, and moaning in excessively sexual ways. They even snatched at my cock with outstretched arms and yearning fingers and moaned and cried like mewling kittens. They might have started it as a joke, but the act was affecting them as much as me. Their pussies were all frothing wet.
“Taste test!” Ruby shouted. “Who’s the tightest?”
“We all know you’re the tightest,” Haley said to Ruby. “But who’s the one who can make him cum?” she said and she squealed.
I had to comply — they were getting too loud. I pushed my cock down deep into Haley’s pussy. She gave herself orgasmic spasms so much so it appeared that what she at first meant to be funny gripped her right back, and her moans became more genuine than acted.
I pulled out of her and lowered my Haley-dew covered cock into Ciara’s oozing pussy, pushing her hips down from where they hovered over the bed. She arched high in her back and faked an instant, sudden climax so believably, I think she ended up climaxing for real.
Her writhing and contorting body made Ruby start writhing and contorting beside her. I pulled out of Ciara and shifted myself sideways to enter Ruby. She arched so deeply in her back, she raised her head on its top facing backward. Her pussy instantly clenched around my cock and began to contract and squeeze me. It was so tight inside her, as Haley was right to say, that I was unable to pull out. Her pussy milked me, and I erupted inside her with force. She screamed, she came so hard. Ciara covered her mouth with her cupped hand and Haley spun around to the window.
I fell off Ruby and the three of them shook their heads at me as though it was all my fault, and they dashed out on their toes and came back with warm wet clothes and they wiped me up and even started to wipe me all over where I laid, sprawled and spent over the bed, half sleeping.
They went out and closed the door and went about their day. I finally got up and dressed and went outside. I went out to the end of the driveway and looked again at the end of the road. A car was parked there now and a guy with what appeared to be his young son stood staring at the empty land, and then they both turned to look over the RV park.
“Yours?” the man said to me.
I looked back over my shoulder and up my driveway. I nodded and shrugged, but I didn’t answer with certainty. I wasn’t sure of anything by that point.
“You might want to switch,” he said, and he chuckled. “This whole side of the road is going to get washed out, next flood of the river,” he said. He waved his hand over the expanse of the RV park.
I twisted my head at him. “Not with the piping and pool and whatnot,” I said. “Should have checked your charts before you bought that there,” I said to him with a nod toward his land. “That’s what’s going to get washed out,” I said. “They should have told you before they sold it to you — it’s all in the updated charts.”
The man shrugged and turned his son around and guided him back to the car. “What they told me,” the man said as he went around the front of his car to get into his driver’s seat, “was some guy built some contraption here and then disappeared and then a bunch of them Mojave showed up one day and took it all down and burned it, or the FBI did, or someone did,” he said, and he laughed and swatted a fly from his face. “I’m pretty sure I was never going to get any real information out of them back in town,” he said and he laughed.
As his car sped up the road, spitting gravel out behind him he was suddenly in such a hurry to vacate the place, I thought to myself one thought that didn’t even seem to be me thinking it, it was so loud and powerful inside my mind: “It worked!”
“It fucking worked!” I murmured out loud to myself, a grin spreading over my face. “It worked,” I said again, more questioningly than stating it.
I heard the door to the doublewide slam shut and I spun around to find Haley, Ciara, and Ruby loading up the back of the Woody station wagon with their bags. They came up to me shading their eyes from the sun.
“Time, I guess,” Haley said.
“Time?” I said.
“We told you,” she said. “It’s early September, and we really should be back at school.”
“You’re leaving?” I said.
Ruby tugged one hand and Ciara tugged the other. “We have to go,” Ruby said. “We can’t stay here. We told you.”
“We don’t belong here,” Ciara said. “You’re the one who said it even!”
“I didn’t mean it,” I said, but I didn’t remember saying it, besides.
They only chuckled and turned back and made their way to the car.
I remained stunned in the driveway and needed to shift to the side to let them pull up beside me. Haley rolled down the driver’s window. Ruby leaned over from the other side and Ciara rolled down her back seat window.
“Hey stranger,” Haley said with a grin. “You look lost.”
“No,” I said, wrapping my hands over the open window in the door and I leaned down and looked inside. “Not anymore, anyway.”
“Bye!” Ruby said from where she rolled her head up on Haley’s lap. She waved with a wide smile.
Ciara came out the back door and came up to me. “Just one more,” she said, and she threw her arms around my neck and pushed her body up on her toes to kiss me. She squealed and jumped back into the back seat. Haley waved with her fluttering fingers as the car rolled forward, crunching over the gravel in the driveway.
I watched their car go all the way up the road, and I watched, too, the cloud of roiling dust advancing over the distant horizon as they crossed the valley to get to the main road over the ridge. And then even the dust settled down.
The person we hired to run the restaurant had a question for me about orders, and the person we hired to manage the check ins was behind her with questions herself. There were plans to approve with the business manager, and bills to go over and our month-end review was due, too. But first up, though, I needed to circulate among the visitors and make sure everyone was happy. The mineral pool was in such high demand, we needed to start up a sign-up sheet hung on a clipboard outside the door. I had a lot of other work to get back to, as well.
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