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Chapter 1

The temperature breaking 100 before noon, I sat down on the steps to the aluminum awning-shaded porch that wrapped around two sides of the double-wide, and sagged between my elbows hung heavily over my knees. A black, dark-window SUV crunched over the straight and long hump of sand and gravel that demarcated the road from the rest of the surrounding sand and gravel that stretched off into the distant horizon in every direction around me, out there in the middle of the Mojave.
It had to be somebody, nobody came up my road all the way to the dead-end, unless they were lost — and lost out there meant dead. I wasn’t expecting the real estate agent until the next day, it being a Sunday. Or had I got the days mixed up again in that mental blender the calendar and clock fall into out there when nobody and nothing comes around for far too long?
I pushed myself up with a groan, wiped the already dry cloth over the back of my neck, fixed my wide-brim hat back on my head, and went out to tell her: Yep, this is really it — and you can back out now if selling it looks as impossible as I told her I thought it would be over the phone.
The driver’s window slid silently down and a face far too young to be an agent’s, or to be anything at all other than a college student at best, was revealed to me as though from behind a dropped sheet covering a painting, the way they do at art auctions way back out there on the coast.
“I’m pretty sure we’re lost,” the young thing said.
“I’m pretty sure you’re right,” I said back to her with a nod. I had to turn my face away, her face was so bright, so pure, so clean, and so expressive. It made me shiver a moment, her eyes were so startling and so clear. This one, I thought to myself, is not from anywhere around here. The only humans around there had long ago had their faces masked with dried-up lizard skin through which their dark poker eyes peered, all cold-blooded and narrowly-darting.
“This road is supposed to go through here,” she said with annoyance creasing her brow. She gestured ahead with her jutting chin, out to where the hump that was the road she came in on dropped down into an old flood-carved ditch from which a salt flat vista spread out across the beyond toward the blue-haze-obscured and half-transparent bald hills in the furthest distance. Not even a bug or a fly buzzed under that stifling oppression.
“Yeah,” I said, staring into the blankness she was pointing at with her chin. “That part of this road washed out some time ago, looks like,” I said. “Road ends here now,” I said, and I nodded at her to reassure it that it was a true fact.
“But it says . . . ” she said, pointing at the large screen with a map on it set into the console of her rented SUV.
The side window behind her slid down in the same silent way the driver’s window had slid down, and a face, different from the first, but clearly also from the same other-worldly place, emerged, this one framed by lazy long waves of various tones of blonde hair, where the one up front had been framed by shimmering, more straight locks of deep dark brown. 
“Isn’t there supposed to be a B’N’B up there?” the one in the back said.
I looked off into the starkly empty middle distance again for a while before I turned back to her. “I’m just not seeing it,” I said, and I shook my head.
“But it says . . . “ she started again, holding up her phone.
I nodded as I looked at her phone long enough to satisfy her. “Yeah,” I said, “I think maybe the info on there doesn’t get updated for around here very often,” I said, nodding again into the nothingness ahead of us.
A third face, this one leaning down low over the lap of the driver and looking up at me through straight and jet-black hair fallen over her face and obscuring her eyes, said, “Are you the B’N’B?” She chuckled like maybe she thought she solved a riddle that I had posed, maybe because that was how I got my thrills, or how she thought people around there were like, inscrutable and confounding like that.
“Me?” I said, and I snorted and laughed and looked back up the road in the direction they’d come from. “I’m nothing like that.”
“But you have those motorhomes all over,” she said. “Look.”
I looked at what she was gesturing her face toward, giving her a moment of benefit of the doubt, as though maybe I really hadn’t noticed what she had noticed was parked all over the property. There were indeed two old motorhomes parked on the land and an Airstream trailer toward the back, in addition to the double-wide, a small shed, a larger shed, and a warehouse-sized shed toward the back corner.
“Yeah,” I said, “I’m currently in the process of selling those.” Which was becoming a lie. I couldn’t see anyone but a scrap dealer taking an interest in them.
“Well can we rent one of those just for the night?” the raven-haired one said, and she smiled up at me from the lap of the driver.
“Pretty please?” the brunette driver said, and she clasped her hands together in mock-prayer and tilted her face at me.
“Just,” I said, looking over my shoulder at them, “I wasn’t renting them out.” I chewed my cheek. “Or I thought I wasn’t, anyway,” I said in a murmur to myself.
“Not for a hundred dollars?” the blonde in the back seat said.
I didn’t have much left for groceries in the kitchen, and nothing for beer anymore, even. I looked down at the sand and gravel underfoot and up again, then out across the property and toward the better of the RVs parked along the far side of the double-wide. I had only that week finished cleaning that one out.
“Nothing for furniture in them,” I said, still staring at it.
“We don’t mind!” the driver said cheerily and with a smile. The blonde in the back seat held out her hand in which five $20s fluttered at me, and I watched them curl up and lay back down as the 4 o’clock breeze washed over them.
“Just, people don’t stay here,” I said, trying one more time to put them off, even though I was unable to take my eyes off the money where it danced like a jiggling ass at me. The girl waved her fist, rattling and scrunching the stiff paper. I pulled on it without touching her skin, white, soft, and clear, and I took the money from her slowly opening fingers and I shrugged. “Park around the other side, I guess,” I said. I let them move in while I drove out to the general store nearby and got some groceries and beer with the very same money they had just given me.
Night comes fast when it finally does come, and I had a habit of putting a fire in the pit and sitting in the lawn chair and rolling my head back to stare up at the glorious and limitless night sky. This night, though, my peace and quiet was destroyed. The three girls laughed and squealed inside the gold RV around the side, and they thumped around like they were loading livestock in there, and they wouldn’t settle down, either. Finally their lights dimmed and the noise stopped. I breathed a sigh of relief and peeled open a second can of beer.
That’s when one, and then another, and then all three emerged from the darkness settling around me and into the cone of dancing orange light the fire threw up. “It’s so beautiful out here,” the brunette one said and she opened up one of the lawn chairs that leaned against the bare and weathered grey plywood shed wall. “I’m Haley, by the way,” she said. She was the driver.
The blonde one from the back seat pulled up another chair. “And I’m Ciara,” she said.
The third one, she with short black hair from the passenger seat,  pulled out a chair, too. “And I’m Ruby,” she said.
I had no choice but to reciprocate, even though, in all the time I’d been out there, I hadn’t said my name to anyone that I could recall. But then, there never was all that many people to run into out there, to be fair.
“Bennett,” I said, and I nodded sharply as though to reassure myself I got that much right. I held up the box of cans of cold beer to Haley. “Rent comes with beer,” I said, and I snorted and shrugged.
That seemed to instantly relax all of them, me included, and we bumped our cans together and slumped back in our chairs and they all joined me in the entertainment portion of their stay, staring up into the silent and light-littered sky.
“So do you actually, like, live out here?” Haley the brunette said. She was dressed in a sleeveless t-shirt, white with a rainbow on it, sky-blue shorts that were very short and very tight, and fake-bejeweled flat sandals that glinted in my eye from the light of the fire they picked up and threw off.
They were ephemeral, those three girls, nearly tissue-like to me, so much could I feel like I could see clear through them. I knew their apparitions would be gone by the morning, gone back into the desert from which they fell just as quickly and quietly as a shimmering mirage on the flat and straight grey-aged pavement of the highway that crossed that broad, dry, and salt-encrusted valley.
They could have been hallucinations, I was fully prepared to admit. They could have been tricks of the firelight, nothing more than imagination, conjured up, dreamed, a fever. Only, the beer was cold and real, and I knew I didn’t have any left earlier in the day and I didn’t have money left either for anymore, either, so that $100 wasn’t dreamed up surely. I sipped from my beer to remind myself of the logic and I peered over the rim of the can just to check they were still there.
It couldn’t have mattered what I said to them, I realized, real or not. They were passing through this landscape and my life and leaving no trace of themselves on either, nor me on them. Dream or real, there isn’t much difference to encounters in the desert.
“I guess I’m staying here, if that’s what living is,” I said to her. I wasn’t able to look at any of them for long. Ciara, the blonde, was dressed in a black crop-cut t and a short, denim skirt, and Ruby, the one with short-cut shimmering straight black hair, was dressed in a loose and long-hanging oversized red t-shirt that hung off one shoulder, and white frayed denim shorts beneath.
You can still save yourselves, I wanted to say to them. “How old are you guys anyways,” I said.
“We’re all 22, me, Ciara and Haley,” Ruby said. She was so cheerful. So fresh and bubbly. “How old are you?”
I nodded at the ground between us and jutted my jaw crookedly and half grinned. “Exactly twice that,” I said to the dirt, and I snorted. Why exactly twice, I thought. What was the universe playing at?
“It’s your place, though, right?” Haley said. She looked at me skeptically and the other two, did too now. It didn’t dawn on me that I could have been a squatter they happened across.
I gazed around. There was no reason not to tell them the story. “I inherited it,” I said. “A few months ago. It looked pretty different back then, I can tell you that much.”
“Someone you know?” Haley said.
I nodded at her. “In a manner of speaking,” I said. “I only knew from hearsay that there was some crazy uncle in the family nobody knew much about,” I said, and I chuckled and drank back my beer. “He lived in the desert, that’s all I ever heard about him. I didn’t even know what desert. Took some lawyer guy six months to find me. There was nobody else.”
“This was where he was? Haley said.
“This was where he was,” I said, nodding at her. “All that time.”
“It’s beautiful, though,” Ciara said, gazing around herself.
I snorted. “He was a hoarder,” I said. “He was found buried under a stack of boxes of newspapers that fell down on him in the double wide. He was living in that shack there, behind you, by the time they found him. The double-wide, the two RVs, the trailer out there — all of it was crammed to the ceiling with his shit. It’s taken me this long just to clear it out and make it presentable enough to try to sell it and get out of here. If anyone’s out there wanting to buy it, that is. Obviously should have just got a front end loader in here on day one and scraped the property clean,” I said.
“Where’d you put it all?” Haley said, looking around herself like maybe she was doubtful of my story.
“The big shed out there,” I said, nodding at the warehouse-size thing. He hadn’t finished filling that up completely yet. I’m planning on a big fire one day,” I said, and I snorted.
“What’s in that small shed?” she said, nodding at the tiny structure all by itself sticking up in the middle of the property and surrounded by the only trees around — palms.
“A hole in the ground,” I said, and I shrugged. “A big old cement hole in the ground I have to fill in.”
“Why don’t you show us around?” Haley said.
I shrugged and bugged my eyes out at the fire. “I suppose I can give you the grand tour,” I said.
In the bigger shed was a washing machine and a dryer, shelves, what looked like an office at one time, and some old metal file cabinets, empty.
Ruby opened a closet door and stepped back. “What’s all this?” she said.
I shrugged. “Beats me — more insanity, maybe?” I said. It was a spaghetti plate of pipes and joints and valves and pressure gauges. She turned one, shrugged, and shut the door.
I took them to the other RV. “Like the one you’re using,” I said, “it was stuffed literally to the ceiling. A tunnel went through the garbage. You had to duck low to get through. The only reason he didn’t get crushed and die in here,” I said, “was because the shit was crammed it so tight against the ceiling.”
“What was it?” Ciara said.
“Books, newspapers, boxes of shit, stuff dragged out of the desert over the years, I mean, you name it,” I said.
“They were all like this?” she said.
“He lived last in that Airstream at the back, but it was nearly full by the time he died, too.
We went and looked inside it. “You could definitely get something for this one,” Haley said. “People love these ones, the more vintage the better.”
I shrugged. I took them into the double-wide. “Where I stay,” I said. “Kitchen mostly works, it’s not too bad, really,” I said. “If you want.”
Ruby looked in the fridge. It had only what I had bought earlier with their $100, but she wouldn’t have known that.
“You planning on leaving soon?” she said.
“Real estate lady is coming out tomorrow,” I said. “Take her pictures. Put it up. See who bites,” I said.
We went back outside. “We didn’t look inside the small shed,” Ciara said.
“Just a hole in the ground,” I said. “Like I told you. Filling it in tomorrow.”
“Let’s look,” she said. “I love exploring.”
We went out to the small shed at the back of the property. On one side of it a kind of thatch roof had been constructed and under it there was a kind of deck or platform. There had been round tables and cafe style chairs, but I threw all that in the big shed. Around the small shed and the adjoining platform were a few palm trees and down a dip in the land behind the shed among the trunks of the trees were three old claw-foot bathtubs.
“What is this?” Haley said, gazing at what to me was a random collection.
I shrugged. “More garbage I can’t move on my own?” I said.
“Uh, guys,” Ciara called from the narrow and low door she opened to the shed. “Check this out!”
Haley and Ruby dashed over to her, and I turned and frowned. There was, or should be, nothing in there, I thought. A hole.
I went over and looked inside. She’d found the light switch and a dim yellow light filled the shed. What had been a hole had become filled with water. It was so clear, at first I had to squint to notice it. Haley laughed and dropped her sandle off her foot and touched the surface of the water with her toes.
“So hot!” she said.
I squinted and put my hands on my hips. Where did that water come from, I wondered.
As though reading my mind, Ruby said, “That valve I turned on in the laundry room closet!”
“It’s a hot spring pool!” Ciara said.
“We were driving around all over out here trying to find them and try them out,” Haley said. “But they’re nothing like this!”
“They’re all just out in the open,” Ruby said to me. “None of them has a pool house like this one does,” she said.
“None of them smell this clean and good, either,” Haley said. “People would come from all over for this one.”
Ciara pulled at the bench along one wall — and found it came up on a hinge. I hadn’t noticed that before, and I didn’t know there were more things inside. She pulled up a metal sign. “No clothing in pool,” it said. “Maintain the purity. Lock the door!”
“It’s a hot spring pool alright,” she said.
Who was the sign for, I wondered. That uncle of mine wouldn’t have put up a sign like that for himself. Or a lock on the door. I sat on the bench and tilted my head looking at the shimmering pool. Curls of steam rose off it, but otherwise, it was as clear as dry air.
“We have to try it out!” Haley said to me, and she bit her lip.
Something had flipped up inside the bench when Ciara had pulled up the sign, and now it poked at my leg. I pulled it out and found a square piece of cardboard in my hand. It was faded, but it was a postcard. It showed an RV park, a pool house surrounded by palms, and an interior shot of the pool house in the corner of the card. It was — it looked like — the very place.
“Got room for you here, if you need,” was all it said, and it was dated 1979. But the stamp wasn’t cancelled. The card was never sent. The only thing I knew about my uncle was that he died at the age of 88. The card was written when he was 44, if it was him who wrote it in 1979. That put him then at exactly my age now. He died a year ago at exactly twice my age — just like I was to the girls, twice their age. So the universe was going to fuck with me, it started to really look like.
When I looked up from the card, I saw the three girls again though my eyes focused and unfocused and focused again  like a struggling automatic camera. They were stretching in their torsos and pulling their t-shirts and tops up over their heads, and they were kicking their sandals off and twisting their fingers in the buttons of their shorts. I leaned back against the wall behind me and slumped down on the bench under me. They chuckled and rolled their eyes and bit their lips, and they squatted at their waist and their knees and pushed their shorts down their legs and off their feet.
They were clearly used to undressing in front of each other, and probably also getting undressed in front of other people. Me, on the other hand — I hadn’t even been around other people in a long time. I tried not to stare, but they arrayed themselves in front of me, making it clear that me diverting my gaze was not expected nor required. They seemed, on the other hand, when I raised my eyes to their smiling faces, to enjoy me looking. I couldn’t do much else but look, they so filled my entire field of vision, such as it was.
Ciara and Haley smirked at each other and they both thrusted their arms up behind their backs before the cups of their bras, both white, slackened from their chests, and they looked down at me where I slumped on the bench against the wall. I felt like I was becoming transparent, as though there was nothing I could be seen doing, as though I was utterly free to roam with my gaze wherever I wished. I felt a spinning, low-oxygen delirium levitate my body.
Ruby shook her shoulders and curled them in and the straps of her bra, her’s black, fell down her arms, and she caught them in her fingers. She stood up and tossed her bra to the bench beside me and for a moment, she held her arm over her bare chest, squishing her larger breasts up toward her neck, before she laughed and took her arm away.
I looked over at Haley and then Ciara, who also let their bras fall from their bodies.
“It says no clothes allowed, right?” Haley said, and she snorted lightly at me. She hooked her thumbs in the waist of her panties and hesitated. “Right?” she said again.
Ciara yanked Haley’s panties half way down her thighs where they stretched between her legs and she laughed and pushed her own panties down and off her feet.
I rolled my head against the wall to find Ruby already completely naked and strolling casually around the pool looking down into it, before she same to the steps in front of me, and she went down onto the first one.
“It’s perfect,” she said to Haley who came down beside her. She strained to look over her shoulder directly behind her and found me, drunk-like and swooning against the wall, and she repeated to me, “It’s perfect.”
The three of them went into the water up to their chins and spread out around the pool, before they sat on the ledge half way down.
“Come on,” Ciara said, and she curled her arm and beckoned me.
“Get in,” Haley said.
“But no clothes!” Ruby said, and she laughed and splashed water at Ciara and Haley sitting opposite her.
Their breasts sat on the water, their nipples at the water line, Ruby the smallest body of the three, but with the largest of the breasts, Ciara the tallest of the three, but with the smallest of the breasts. All three of them were toned, fit, sleek and trim. I felt darkness cloud the perimeter of my vision and a dizziness fill my mind.
A part of me remained suspicious that I was still alone, the pool was in fact still an empty hole in the ground, and that I was talking to myself. But Ruby cupped her hand and splashed water at me, awakening me, snapping me out of it. It felt real. I looked again around the pool. They might have earlier been fading like a memory, but they came back into their bodies and filled their skins and became again as real as the dirt, sky and wind.
I wanted to push the hallucination, if that was what it was. I needed to test it. If this was an unconscious dream, or a waking vision, or something else, I wanted to know how far my mind was willing to take the illusion. I stood up, I peeled my shirt from my skin, and pushed my pants and my shorts down my legs and I put all my clothes in a pile on the bench. I turned around completely naked and stepped down onto the first step of the small pool, reality be damed.
The three girls laughed and pushed their bodies off the ledge and switched places, floating easily around the high mineral content water. The heat of it made my feet and ankles instantly ooze with relaxation. I stepped down the next step and the next one yet, and came to the floor of the pool. The water came up to my mid-stomach.
Ruby patted the bench beside her. “Here,” she said.
I sank down onto the ledge deep enough the water came up to my bottom lip.
“Stretch out!” Haley said. She reached down into the pool and curled her hands around the back of my ankles and pulled me until my heels came to rest on the opposite ledge between her and Ciara.
They chuckled, the both of them. And then each of them nestled both of my feet in their laps and they began to use their thumbs and fingers and the heels of the hands to rub the soles of my feet, to pull and rub my toes individually, to press on all the little bones around the ankles, and to massage my calves.
“Just relax,” Ruby said in a voice so close next to me, I couldn’t be sure it wasn’t all in my head still. The soles of my feet being rubbed inside the penetrating mineral water took my resistance down through the floor of the pool, and I sank further down and back, losing whatever tension remained throughout my entire body. A thought flitted through my mind that I could be dying, that this might be the experience of death I was going through, and a second thought quickly followed it, that if that was true, it wasn’t very bad at all to die.
Haley and Ciara chuckled and ran their hands up my calves to the backs of my knees. I opened my eyes when I sensed the dim light of the pool house going out, only to find the face of Ruby close to mine, floating over my face, her eyes, big dark and almond shaped, searching my eyes. The pool house light made a glow around the shape of her head hovering over me.
“Does that feel good?” she said in a near whisper to me, and I felt her lips come to press onto my lips and I fell back through consciousness awareness again. I tried hard to recreate what happened — a car, an SUV, appeared on my road. Three girls got out. I gave them a tour. The hole in the shed became a pool in a pool house. I had been working hard that morning and it got hotter than usual, which was already very hot. I was sitting on the steps on the side of the double-wide, wiping the back of my neck with a water-dipped cloth just dying for one beer. Was I sprawled in the dirt even now? Was I drawing my last breaths? Would they find my body like a strip of beef jerky later in the year?
A hand crept tentatively over my hip and I re-inhabited my body and shot open my eyes.
“Sh-sh,” Ruby said, her face smiling so close to my face, I felt her lips brush the skin of my cheek.
I closed my eyes again. A hand closed around my cock. I didn’t know I was straining hard already.
“He’s so big,” I heard Ruby’s tiny voice say, and I heard Ciara and Haley chuckle.
“My turn,” Ciara said, and I felt a different hand under the water close more tightly around my cock, and stroke me slowly and firmly.
“Is this okay?” I heard Haley’s voice say on my other side.
I rolled my head over the back of the pool and opened one eye. Ruby, behind my neck, lowered her thick, soft, and full lips to the skin under my ear and she darted her tongue out and, the tip hard and hot, she licked a line down to my shoulder.
“Is this real?” I said to Haley, and she sank her tongue into my mouth, moaned lightly and long, and pulled her mouth away again, but only a little.
“Of course it is,” she said. “We’re just having fun. Nobody else is coming out here, right?” she said.
I closed my eye again and rocked my head side to side. “Nobody else has come out here in months,” I said, “‘cept for you three.” I felt a sudden closure of warmth and pressure around the head of my cock, and it slid down like a glove over my shaft. I opened my eyes and looked down over my chest to see only the blonde wavy hair of Ciara floating on the surface of the water directly over my lap. I could feel her tongue snake around my cock under the hot water and inside her mouth.
I strained backward in my body like a man electrocuted, and Ciara came up out of the water in a rush of waves and splashes and she laughed and squealed. “Did that feel nice?” she said.
“I want to try!” Haley said, and she pushed off against my chest with her splayed hand and came down on her knees on the floor of the pool between my legs, squished against Ciara who made room for her down there.
“Such a lucky man!” Ruby said against my ear and she chuckled and bit my skin. “Nice guys usually are,” she groaned.
A different mouth came down around my cock, and it pumped me in time with a hand wrapped around the base. Ciara floated up and sat down on my side opposite Ruby. “It’s so incredible in here” she said. “Doesn’t it make you want to just go crazy?”
She raised her arm out of the pool and stretched it behind my head and she let her fingers play in my hair. Haley pumped her hand and mouth up and down the length of my cock, and Ruby licked me all over my neck.
Haley came up for breath and giggled. Ruby swung her leg over my lap and sat on my knees. Everything was lightweight in that pool, being so high in dissolved minerals.
“Ruby!” Haley said. “Oh my god!”
“What’s Ruby doing this time?” Ciara said, sleepy and languid at my side. I looked over at her and she smiled and sank her mouth over mine and explored my lips with her tongue.
“I think Ruby wants to fuck him,” Haley said.
I popped my eyes wide open, only to have the vision of Ruby looking down on me from above, her own eyes glassy and dark.
“Ciara’s right,” she moaned toward me but she was speaking to Haley. “This pool — it makes you want to do crazy things,” she said.
I felt a different kind of heat close around the head of my cock and looked with confusion at Haley who had swung around my other side and sat on the ledge beside me, and she kissed me. I rocked my head the other way and found Ciara there, and I kissed her. In front of me, on me, Ruby’s shoulders, perfectly round and shiny, pushed up high, and she wrapped her hands around my shoulders. She shivered and came down until the backs of her thighs squished into the tops of my thighs under her, and my cock became completely engulfed in that tight, squeezing hot and milky place.
Ciara and Haley both kissed me and chuckled and rubbed their faces all over my face. Ruby dropped her chin down and rolled her head back. She began to rise and fall on me and the waves of the pool smashed the sides and crashed around our bodies.
I could feel her pussy contract and pull on me with each of her thrusts down and sucks back up.
“I can’t believe Ruby,” Haley said to Ciara.
“Only cause you were going to do it first,” Ciara said, and she laughed.
“Maybe,” Haley said, and she chuckled too.
I wrapped my hands around Ruby’s waist. She twisted and contorted in my lap and curled her spine in and took me deeper into her pussy.
“Can I?” Ciara said to Ruby. “Can I?” she said to me.
Ruby lifted her body off my lap and they laughed and squealed trying to trade places, until Ciara came down on me, and she reached around behind her back and guided my cock into her pussy. It was tighter than Ruby’s, even, and it seemed to move on me. She lifted herself high on her knees and wrapped her hands and arms around the back of my head and she pushed her bare, hot, and watery breasts into my face and she dangled her nipples over the lips of my mouth.
“So good!” she groaned. “Oh my god, I think I’m going to cum.”
“Cum Ciara!” Haley said, and she laughed.
“Is Ciara going to cum?” Ruby said. I rolled my head around. I didn’t notice she got out of the pool and was brushing water off her naked body with her hands.
“I think so!” Ciara replied in a voice barely audible. Haley chuckled. I felt her pussy contract tightly around my shaft and I leapt half up from it. “Sorry,” she half whispered and she chuckled. “It does that when I’m about to cum,” she said and she fell over me and buried her face in my neck and licked out my ear.
Her hips began to thrust more powerfully into my hips and her pussy, inside, felt like tiny hands pulling on me.
“Fuck!” she cried in a half whisper hard against my ear and I felt her body go stiff all over with ripples of tension, and she stopped breathing.
“Oh my god,” I heard Haley say in what sounded like a distant voice.
I felt Ruby’s lips on the back of my neck. She was on her hands and knees behind me, on the edge of the pool. “You can cum too,” she said before she nipped at my ear. “Can he cum inside you?” she said to Ciara.
“I think so!” Ciara said without breath. Her whole body jerked spasmodically and she thrusted her head back and pushed her chest out and up at me. Her pussy clenched tightly around my cock and I was unable to do anything about it.
I dropped my head back over the edge of the pool. Ruby, on her hands and knees behind me, dropped her head down and took my mouth with her mouth. “Cum baby,” she moaned into our kiss. Haley’s hands roamed all over my body. I erupted hard and forcefully into Ciara’s pussy. She trembled violently on me and bellowed at the ceiling of the pool house. I pumped my cum over and over deep up into her. She finally rolled off me and slumped on the ledge and she chuckled and half covered her face with her hand with fake embarrassment.
Haley chuckled to herself and her and I stood up and helped each other walk to the steps and get up and out of the pool. Ciara was in front of us, unsteady on her feet and chuckling.
Nobody said anything as we all pulled our clothes back on. We went outside and found the air had cooled remarkably in the time we’d been in the pool house, and we walked without talking around behind it, under the thatched roof, to gaze out from the stand of palms over the glowing white salt flats that spread out under the moon and starlight.
I heard water draining — a sound I only heard before deep underground at the quietest times. I thought there’d been an underground steam — and I thought it would kill a lot of the value of the place, since it wouldn’t likely be anything you could drink or water plants with or even wash in. But the draining water was what was spilling over the edges of the three old clawfoot bathtubs that nestled under the palm fronds. They too had become filled with the spring water. Their drains had been plugged with years of dust and old palm leaves.
“There’s a shower in the double wide,” I said. “The one in the RV isn’t very good.”
“Is there a bed?” Haley said. She wrapped her hand around my back and sank her palm into my waist.
“There is,” I said, and we all turned as one and, four-abreast, we staggered and laughed and smirked and kissed with our hands around each other’s waists, and we made it back to the porch around the side of the double-wide, and managed to get ourselves up the steps, too, and through the door.
“You guys can use the shower, go get your stuff from the RV, you can sleep here,” I said. “I just have to go around and lock up.”
I went across to the big warehouse-sized shed. There was, of course, nothing to lock up around the property, but I had to get distance. I had to think. I needed a moment.
I went inside and flicked on the big lights. In the middle was the heap of garbage I had dragged out of the double wide and the RVs and trailer and the other sheds. Against the wall, though, was another heap someone else had made, all of it covered in dust-layered tarps that I never wanted to look under. It could have been bodies, it could have been his old food waste and other garbage. I could have been anything and I didn’t want to know.
I pulled the tarp back and covered my mouth from the dust that flew up like a bomb went off. When it settled enough to turn my face back to it and open my eyes, I saw in front of me a heap of furniture: tall stools and tables, picnic tables, lights and glasses and dishes and bar-b-ques. I also found old 70s-style neon signs that said “Hot Springs Pool and Motor Lodge,” “Vacancy,” “Office,” and other signs, too, about laundry hours, kitchen hours, and menus and check-in and check-out times. It was retro as they would say, the three girls I could hear chattering loudly and laughing above the sound of the shower running inside the double-wide.
I pulled the tarp back over it all and went back outside. It was nearly a full moon and I could see the entire property lit up in silver. It was desolate and sparse. But it was all there, just like in the postcard, even if the paint was faded away and the ground was sandblasted flat.
It must have been something, I realized, back in the day. And then something must have happened. Someone took all the signs down and put all the furniture away and covered it all with that tarp in the big shed. Someone sat amidst this place and watched it fade away in the hot sun, watched it crack and peel and blow away.
That postcard — it was written 44 years ago, and never sent. It was written the year I was born. “Got room for you here, if you need,” it said. I went back to the pool house and picked it out of the bench and studied it more closely. Whoever wrote it, didn’t sign it — didn’t feel the need to, perhaps. The person it was to be sent to maybe would have known. Why hadn’t it occurred to me the first time I looked at it to check the address it was to be sent to?
It was addressed to some house in Santa Monica. Santa Monica was where I was born, it was where I spent the first year of my life, before my parents moved to Santa Barbara. “Better Santa,” my dad always said about it, as a joke.
I went back to the double-wide and I held the door behind me to keep it from slamming. The light in my bedroom was off. I peered through the bedroom door. They must have traveled all day, those three girls, because they were out the moment their heads hit the pillows. That and the pool that I never knew existed. It relaxed the body like nothing else I’d ever known.
I shut the door, went to the shower, got cleaned up, and fixed a bed for myself on the couch in the living room up in the front. I wondered if I’d even see them in the morning, or if they’d slip out without waking me, and leave me nothing but tracks in the sand to look at, from their rented car.
I fell asleep that night more quickly and far deeper than I’d ever slept out at that place before, and I wasn’t even in the bed. 




Chapter 2 

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. 




Chapter 3 

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.” 




Chapter 4 

I flopped down and snuggled deep into the old, soft couch in the front of the double-wide. Haley, Ciara, and Ruby, on the other hand, were full of energy. They bounded up and down the couch and all over the room getting snacks and drinks, crawling over my lap, pushing themselves into my sides, and tussling my hair, and squealing and laughing. They poked me with their tongues and twisted their hands into my neck and sides and legs. It was like being thrown into a box full of hungry kittens. I felt truly twice their 22 years on nights like that.
They loved getting into their satin camis at the end of a long day on our desert spread, or their long t-shirts or whatever else they had for night-clothes — they seemed to have come armed with a lot of choices. They loved most of all modeling them for me. This night they shrieked with delight trying to snatch at each others’ shorts or pull off each other’s tops, and they used me, splayed on the couch, to hide behind or to implore to help defend them, squeezing behind me or rolling carelessly over my lap. More than once each of them “slipped” with their hands landing directly on my groin, where they squeezed me and tugged on me and said things like “oops” and “sorry!”
They were in a higher state that particular night, ramped up on something I didn’t know what, but they were more frolicsome than usual. That might have been in part not just because I was, by contrast, more tired than usual, which always seemed to amuse them, but I was particularly reserved that night, as well. I felt reticent and wary. The car that had come up the road out front eventually left, but not before lingering, idling, out there, all shaded windows and low, rumbling motor.
I struggled to get my mind off it and grabbed Ruby around the ribs and pulled her into my lap where she flung her bare limbs out and shrieked at her two attackers. She was wearing very tight, very low-riding white shorts and a football shirt, crop-cut high enough up that the bottom swells of her breasts became exposed whenever she moved and stretched. She squirmed in my lap and laughed and leaned her head back into my neck and draped her short black and straight hair over my shoulder, laughing and twisting in wild spasms all over me.
Ciara and Haley each seized one of her arms and struggled to pull her up and off me, but they were laughing too hard to bring much strength to the task, and both collapsed onto their knees on the floor in front of the couch, breathless and laughing. Ciara was wearing a blond-hair-enhancing gold shimmering cami top that only reached down to the bottom of her ribs, and loose, matching shorts with wide frills around the legs. Haley was in a black, form-fitting body suit. Defeated, Ciara and Haley huffed and puffed and climbed up into the couch beside me where Ruby sank back deeper into me, and they all laid their heads on my shoulders and finally settled down.
“What do you think that car was doing out front?” Haley finally said, seemingly able to read my mind.
I wrapped my arm around the back of her bare shoulders and kissed the side of her head through her straight, brunette hair. “Not sure, girlfriend,” I said.
“Hey,” Ciara said in mock protest. She pressed her lips into my neck. “I thought I was your girlfriend,” she moaned privately against my skin there and she cupped her hand over my balls.
Ruby twisted around in my lap and spread her legs around my hips to sink sleepily forward into my chest, arching her back and laying her face sideways in my neck. “We don’t know who his girlfriend is for tonight yet, he still has to pick one of us,” she said in a softly lilting voice.
“This seems so fucked up to me,” I said. “I don’t get it.”
Ruby sleepily lifted her face up to mine and sank her tongue into my mouth. Haley on my right side stretched and twisted to press her lips into my neck under my ear. Ciara on my left side got up on to kneel on her calves and she draped her arms around my neck and placed a hundred little kisses all over the side of my face and neck.
“Your just fun for us, silly,” Ruby said to me. “It’s okay because we like each other.”
Haley chuckled quietly against my right ear. “A lot!” she said with a whisper and she chuckled.
Ruby snorted at what Haley said and she pushed her face out from my neck to find Haley’s mouth with her own, and they necked vigorously in front of my chest.
“You’re so bad!” Ruby said to Haley. She turned her face back to mine and hung herself from her arms stretched straight out with her fingers entwined in the back of my neck. “She keeps making me cum so hard!” she said as though it was a bother, a complaint. She frowned at me and grunted.
“Like you don’t start it,” Haley said to her, and they playfully pushed hands at each other and started to lightly wrestle over me all over again.
“They’re both so immature, aren’t they,” Ciara said through a wide, crooked grin on my other side. “Not like me and you, right boyfriend?”
Ruby gasped at Ciara and flared her eyes wide at her and dropped her mouth even wider open. “Oh my god, Ciara!” she said. “Me and Haley might fuck the man,” she said, “and good, too, I  might add,” she said turning to me. “But you — you make love to him, girl!” she said, and she narrowed her eyes and shook her head in mock disappointment. “We could hear everything last night, you know!”
It was Ciara’s turn to gasp back at her, but she was also blushing and trying to hide it with her hands cupped over her face. She kicked her foot out at Ruby’s thigh where it stretched around my hip. “Like he and I couldn’t hear you and Haley going at it all night!” she said.
Ruby closed her eyes and smirked and pushed her face back into my neck higher up under my ear. “Could you really hear us?” she said to me and she chuckled. “Haley makes me cum so hard all the time!” she groaned privately and directly into my ear. “It’s like, oh my god!”
Ruby bit her lip and widened her eyes at mine before her body began to recede from mine like a tide going out from a wide beach, and she came down onto her knees between my feet. Haley chuckled and stuck her tongue out at Ruby, and she and Ciara both twisted at the button in my shorts and at the fly, and they opened my pants together. Haley extracted my cock from inside my underwear and stroked it lightly with her hand.
Ciara laughed and inhaled with a squeal through her hands held in prayer-form over her face. “Ruby you’re such a slut, you’re always sucking the poor man’s cock!” she said.
Ruby only snorted and pushed her hands up over my thighs and ducked her head down into my lap. With Haley holding my cock straight up, Ruby pushed her lips down against the tip of the head. Ciara flopped into the cushion beside me and lifted her hips up to pull her gold satin shorts down her legs and off. She hooked her knee over my leg and spread her thighs like Ruby had spread mine.
“Do me too!” she said.
Haley jumped up and went down on her knees and walked around behind Ruby and up to the front of the couch between Ciara’s legs. “I will!” she said.
“Oh my god!” Ciara groaned to herself into her hands.
I looked over my shoulder at her and she turned her face to mine. We kissed romantically just as Ruby pushed her soft, warm, and wet lips down the length of my cock. Haley at the same time pressed the flat of her soft, warm, and wet tongue against the front of Ciara’s bare pussy.
“Don’t tell me you three haven’t done this before,” I said to Ciara.
“Nuh-uh,” she said. “It’s your hot-spring water, I think,” Ciara said. Her body flinched and she moaned and dragged her lips over my lips. Her eyes half closed. Her breath fell over my face. “It’s turning us into I don’t know what.”
Ruby rose and fell in my lap and her lips, tight around my shaft, dragged up and down over my  most sensitive skin while her tongue swirled around my shaft inside her mouth. She moaned and sent vibrations through my spine. Haley moaned, too, and lapped at Ciara’s pussy beside me.
“Does that feel good, when she moans on you like that?” I said to Ciara.
“Fuck yeah,” she said in a nearly silent gasp.
“Switch!” Ruby suddenly shouted with a laugh, and her and Haley tumbled over each other and came up again between Ciara’s and my legs. They giggled and kissed each other deeply, before Ruby sank her face down into Ciara’s lap. Haley dragged her tongue up my cock from the base to the tip, and sank her lips down over the head, and consumed me deeply in her mouth.
“Oh fuck,” Ciara moaned at me. “She feels so different, too,” she groaned.
She and I kissed loosely and sloppily, our tongues wrestling. I was unable to talk — Haley was sucking me so hard and smoothly and tightly. Suddenly Ciara strained in her neck and stiffened in her body. Her toes curled and her fingernails dug into the skin of my hand she was still holding.
“Fuck Ruby!” she cried with a wincing desperation. Her body suddenly bounced on the couch with electrical-like spasms and she grunted long and hard at the ceiling with her head pressed back into the cushions behind her.
When she sank down, flaccid and spent, Ruby lifted her face from between her legs, wiped her mouth with the back of her hand, and chuckled at me with the tip of her tongue pinched between her grinning teeth.
“Made you cum!” she sang up to Ciara full of show-boating pride. She yanked at Haley’s mane of straight brunette hair. “Don’t make our boyfriend cum yet,” she said. “He still has to pick who he’s going to fuck tonight!”
Haley pulled off me and I spasmed and gasped at the sudden detachment. All three girls hopped up and darted to the kitchen to get water and snacks and other drinks. I struggled up from the couch and came into the kitchen too. I curled one hand around Haley’s back and leaned over to kiss Ruby on the mouth. Ciara pulled herself up on the edge of the counter and pulled her knees up to catch her heels on the edge. I turned to her and pushed her knees down to spread her legs open wide over the top of the counter. While she stuffed a cracker with cheese into her mouth sloppily, laughing and shrieking and spitting crumbs, I pushed my cock, still straining and hard, into her pussy. I might have been confused about what was going on between the four of us and how it could be like that, but I was also losing my reticence about taking part in it fully and with less reservation all the time. I couldn’t fight them. They were taking me further down into their strange, new world. If I was drowning, it was an exquisite death I was experiencing.
Haley laughed and pulled herself up onto the edge of the counter beside Ciara, and she also pulled her knees up to catch her heels on the edge of the counter. “Whose pussy is tighter?” she said, and she squealed.
I pulled my cock out of Ciara’s pussy and she covered it with her hand as though now was the time to be shy about it, and I pushed my cock, slick with Ciara’s pussy dew, into Haley’s pussy. Her and Ciara leaned back on their arms behind themselves and lashed their tongues at each other and chuckled and moaned.
“My turn, my turn!” Ruby shouted, and she pulled herself up onto the counter beside Haley and spread her legs the same way. She was the last one to ever show any shyness about anything.
I pulled my cock out of Haley’s pussy. Strings of pussy saliva stretched from her pussy lips to the head of my glistening cock. I steered myself sideways to poke my wet cock into the flowing-wet folds of Ruby’s swollen and running pussy. Ruby tugged Haley’s face by the chin to pull her mouth off of Ciara’s mouth and toward her so that she could kiss her like Ciara was kissing her.
“You have to kiss the girl he’s fucking,” Ruby said with a plaintive groan. She was always making up rules on the fly like that.
Haley snorted at her and buried her tongue deep in her mouth. I pulled my cock out of Ruby’s pussy and pushed it into Haley’s pussy.
“Who do you think can take him deepest in our mouths?” Ruby said to Haley.
Haley, her voice jolted from each time I struck her groin with my hips, laughed and pulled herself off my cock and spun herself around. “Taste test!” she cried out loud, and on her back, she hung her head upside-down over the edge of the counter. Ruby and Ciara laughed and joined her, so that all three girls’ heads hung upside down facing me over the edge of the counter. Brunette, blonde, and black curtains of hair hung down the front of the cabinets.
“You have to fuck our mouths until we gag!” Ruby said, and they all opened their mouths invitingly and held each other’s hands.
I stuck my cock into Ciara’s mouth first, slowly and deeply, far enough that I could see a lump rise in her throat. When I pulled out, Ruby leapt up off the counter and ran out of the kitchen. “Wait a sec!” she cried out loud.
“She loves her taste tests,” Haley said, and she shrugged and laughed.
Ruby came back with three distinct shades of lipstick. She laughed as she painted Ciara’s lips, then Haley’s lips, and then her own lips, each in a different shade. “The one who gets their lipstick furthest up his cock wins!” she said, and she hurried back up onto the counter and laid back down on her back to hang her head. “Do Ciara again!” she said.
I sank myself into Ciara’s mouth even deeper. She pressed her lips hard around the base of my cock. When I pulled out, they all laughed and looked at the ring of burgundy lipstick she planted around my shaft.
“My turn!” Haley shouted, and she opened her frosted pink mouth. I stepped over and pushed my cock into her mouth. She reached up and over her head and sank her fingers into the flesh of the back of my thighs to pressure me into sinking my cock deeper into her mouth.
I pushed my hips forward and, like Ciara, I saw a lump in Haley’s throat rise. When I came out, everyone looked at my cock. Haley shrieked and pumped her fist in the air. Her ring of frosted pink lipstick was a millimeter or two further up around my cock than Ciara’s ring of burgundy lipstick.
I stepped over to Ruby’s waiting mouth. “Keep pushing even if I gag,” she said.
“No fair!” Ciara said. “If you gag, you’re out!”
I pushed my cock into her mouth. Her body was smaller than Ciara’s and Haley’s and her mouth was smaller, too. I went slowly, but she kept tapping her bare stomach to tell me to keep going. I saw her throat rise like the others, but still she tapped her tummy. I continued pushing. When she finally tapped my hip, I pulled out and she started coughing and laughing. They all rolled onto their stomachs to look. Ruby’s ring of bold red lipstick was the furthest up my shaft of them all.
“Yay!” she shrieked. “I get to make him cum!” she shouted, and she raised her body on her elbows and sank her mouth down over the length of my cock.
I held her by the sides of her head and pumped her face with my hips while Ciara and Haley began to neck on their backs beside us on the counter. I didn’t last long before my toes curled and my stomach clenched. Ruby moaned to encourage me to keep going, and I spurted hard and deep into her mouth, and though she tried her best to swallow it all, it ran out of her lips and dribbled down her chin and onto the floor below us.
We cleaned up and, all of us disheveled and half naked, we walked out of the kitchen and down the hallway together, our arms around each other as one slouching and exhausted group. We stopped at the edge of the wall and all of us turned and stared out the front windows as one, too. We all saw it. The same car was back, parked with lights out across the road from our driveway.
“That’s creepy,” Ciara said, and her hand scrunched into the skin of my stomach.
With us all looking out the window, the car suddenly started, its lights came on, and it pulled away, and went back out to the main road. We all went to our separate bedrooms, too tired and too disturbed for more.
In the morning, we were all hard at it, Ruby in the kitchen, Haley on the laptop, Ciara in the check-in office, and me gathering tools to go in the laundry shed and try to replace that one leaking valve. When I crossed the driveway, the same car pulled in from the road and stopped just inside the property line. Ruby, Ciara, and Haley noticed it out there, too, and they came into the driveway behind me. I took my gloves off, stuffed them in the back pocket of the worn-out blue coveralls I found one day, and wiped the back of my neck with a cloth walking up the driveway to investigate. I stopped ten feet in front of it.
A couple about my age climbed out of the two front doors and came around the front of their car to lean together against the front grill. “Quite the place you got going on here,” the guy said.
I turned to look over my shoulder at the spread from the perspective of the end of the driveway. It really was just like the postcard, especially with the old ‘70s vintage cars Ruby had us park around the RV park. I smiled and nodded at him. “It was a lot of work, but I had a lot of help,” I said, acknowledging to him the three girls ranged across the driveway behind me, shoulder to shoulder in their fort-defending posture.
“Sure, they look like a lot of help,” he snickered. I didn’t know how much he saw through the windows the previous night. “Where y’all come in from?” the guy said.
“Well,” I said, wiping my hand around the back of my neck again. “Me, Santa Monica, I guess,” I said.
“When exactly did you get up here then?” the guy said.
I squinted at the guy, then the woman, then the guy again, and I smiled and chuckled and squinted one eye like George Clooney would, full of uncertainty and beginning to get very suspicious.
“Now why would you be asking me that?” I said.
The woman turned to the man. “We were up, what honey? About five years ago, wouldn’t you say?” She turned back to me. “Didn’t see you around out here back then,” she stated.
“Well that would be about the time I guess I got here,” I said to her. “Still wondering why you’d ask that, though,” I said, and I chuckled. I wanted most of all to keep things light. You never know how fast these things could turn. I continued smiling, but it was beginning to strain.
“I guess that would be just after we took my granddad out of here and down to the hospital in Palm Springs,” the guy said to the woman.
He made me snicker. “Your granddad, you say?” I said.
The guy looked back at me and fixed me with the kind of dead-eye I knew from living on the streets and shelters back on the coast. “Well this is his property,” the guy said.
I snickered some more — the nervous kind, now — and I twisted around again looking the property over behind me. Haley, Ciara, and Ruby stepped up closer to me, still remaining three across the driveway. I turned back to face the man and squinted hard in one eye back at him. The sun was in my face, not his. “Yeah, no,” I said, “I don’t believe that it is. This was my uncle’s property,” I said.
“Your uncle?” the guy said, and he laughed and looked over at the woman — his wife, I presumed. He looked back at me with his arms folding over his chest. “You wouldn’t by any chance go by the name of Bennett would you?” he said.
I looked hard to the side and out over the dry river bed and the white, flat, salt plain toward the distant blue-hazed bald hills rising up on the other side of the sunken valley. I looked back at him and debated my answer, but he seemed to know it already. “Yes I would,” I said, “being that is my name.”
“Your uncle and my granddad were neighbors for over 40 years,” he said. “My granddad was a water engineer. We used to come out here a lot back in the day,” he said. “My granddad told me about your uncle lots of times, told me about how he talked about some nephew called Bennett all the time — Bennet’s going to fix things, Bennet’s going to get you for that, that sort of thing. My granddad just took your uncle to be desert-mad, as they say out here. Didn’t think you actually existed.” He turned to his wife and gestured with his outstretched arm. “And yet, here he is, as I live and breathe.” His wife snorted and looked down to obscure her amused expression.
“Desert mad he might have been,” I said, “after seeing what he left behind here.” I spit something out of my mouth. “On his property,” I said, lifting my eyes back to the guy’s eyes.
The guy laughed and shook his head and rolled his eyes. “Buddy,” he said, “this ain’t what your dead uncle left you. That . . . ” he said, turning his chin toward the end of the road where it dipped down into the dried river bed. “ . . . is what your uncle left you.” His wife turned, and I looked over there as well.
“Well that’s just a dry river bed,” I said.
He laughed some more. “That’s what it is now, that’s for sure,” he said. “But that is what is left of your uncle’s property, after the flood washed through here.” He looked at his wife quizzically. “What, seven years ago? Eight?”
“Eight years ago,” his wife said back to him with a single nod of certainty. They both turned their tilted faces back to me.
“And you think this here is your granddad’s place, do you?” I said, hooking my thumb over my shoulder.
He continued to laugh. “Buddy, I know it is — I grew up coming out here all the time!” His wife looked down and shook her head with disbelief.
“Well, nonetheless, I’m pretty sure my uncle left this to me when he passed,” I said. “If it’s all the same to you.”
“Did you double check the actual address?” he said.
I looked down and scuffed the toe of my shoe into the dirt of the driveway and glanced over my shoulder at the three girls. They could tell I was feeling less certain and more cornered by the minute. I looked back at the guy and folded my arms over my chest. “Got the coordinates, actually,” I said.
“Coordinates to that spot there,” he said, hooking his thumb over his shoulder at the space swept empty by the remains of the now-dry river.
“Well there’s nothing there, obviously,” I said. But he was right. When I first arrived, the exact coordinates were off the end of the road. I decided the abandoned-looking property must have been what was meant. Now, five years later, I wasn’t so sure.
“That’s right,” the guy said. “Flood took it all away one day. Your uncle, I remember he had something going on there, like a guest house kind of thing, but it didn’t last long,” he said. “Obviously.”
“A BnB?” Haley called out from behind me.
The guy pointed at her over my shoulder. “Exactly, yes, a BnB,  just like that,” he said. “He got wiped out by the flood and went to stay with a friend or something in town down the road, stayed in their garage or something, my granddad never knew,” he said. “Never much cared, either,” he said, and he laughed.
I twisted around again and surveyed the property we had fixed up and on which we had so painstakingly re-created the original RV park. I turned back to him. “So you’re suggesting this is yours, this is all yours, you’re trying to tell me?” I said.
The guy chuckled. He annoyed me now. He had the bearing about him of a born-wealthy, very in-control corporate executive type. He was so confident, he was only amused when someone filling up his frame of view wasn’t taking him at his word or doing his bidding for him. He had the confidence of a guy who never lacked for access to limitless money and resources and people to do things for him, I could tell. He had the bearing of a guy who was always right, even if he had to pay someone who was more right to tell him he was right instead.
“I’m not suggesting it, friend,” he said. “I’m informing you. I’m not saying we mind what you’ve done with it — it actually looks exactly like it did back when I was a kid. It’s amazing. It’s astonishing. I’m taken aback. But it isn’t mine, either — it’s my granddad’s, as I’ve been trying to tell you.”
“He’s still alive?” I said.
“Oh, very much so!” the guy said.
“So it’s not your property,” I said. I was grasping at straws. I was desperate. I felt the weight of the years come back down over my shoulders like a beam of wood.
“Technically no,” the guy said still with a grin stretching over his face. “You got me there!” he said, and he jabbed his finger at the hot and still air between us. “But we do look after it for him,” he said. His wife nodded as though to affirm it was true.
I looked around over both of my shoulders. “It didn’t look very looked-after when I got out here, got to be honest,” I said, recalling that first time I came up the road and laid eyes on it.
“We weren’t exactly expecting The-end-of-the-road Homeowners’ Association coming out here to judge us,” he said and he laughed.
I sucked my tongue up hard against the front of my teeth and I spit hot saliva at the dirt hard enough to raise a tiny puff of dust from it. “Well that’s a really good story,” I said. “I’m going to be honest with you, though,” I said. “I’m going to need more than your fading childhood memories to take you seriously.”
The guy looked over at his wife and chuckled again like the day was only getting more and more entertaining for him. He turned around, went into his car, filched through a bag in the back seat, and came out with an envelope — a bill of some sort with a window on the front of it. He handed it to me.
Inside was something called “a property re-assessment notice.” It listed an address with the same number as what was nailed to the front corner of the double-wide.
“Taxes went way up this year,” the guy said. “Due, the notice says, to recent improvements to the property.”
I turned the paper over and back again. “Says all the taxes are paid and up to date,” I said.
“It does say that — which surprised me, too. I guess you were paying the taxes, were you?” he said.
“It came in the mail every six months,” I said. “I went to town and paid in cash. Not that much, really,” I said.
“Well thank you for that, truly. But the increase — it’s not about the money, that’s not the problem — but it was the suggestion of improvements to the property that caught our interest,” he said. “When we haven’t been out here for — like my wife said — five years or so.”
I knew I was defeated. The re-assessment notice went to that guy’s house. Why would it have gone to him, if he wasn’t in fact connected to the property the way he said he was? I looked over my shoulder at Haley, Ciara, and Ruby. They heard the entire conversation. They looked away from me — they couldn’t bear to make eye contact.
“Listen, we have paying guests at the moment,” I said. “I’ve been out here five years. I — we’ve — put a lot of work into this. Can you give us time to digest what you’re telling me? Can you give us some time to think on it?” I looked back and forth between him and his wife.
They looked back at me with thinly veiled disgust. “That’s fine,” the guy finally said. “Take your time and think it over. We’ll be back at noon tomorrow with the sheriff to help you remove yourselves from my property if you’re not already done thinking it over by then and good and gone,” he said. “And the paying guests?” he said, and he shrugged. “They can stay — they paid, didn’t they?” he said, and he chuckled.
“Well hang on, there,” I said. “You’re not being very fair.”
The guy stepped up closer to me and hung his thumbs in the waist of his jeans. “You just met me, so I’m going to assume you don’t know me — but we’re the Carltons, whether that means anything to you or not. But regardless, a word to the wise: being fair has never been in my family’s genes, and that’s just not the way the game is played out here these days, anyways,” he said, and he laughed. He turned toward his wife over his shoulder. “You hear that? We’re not being very fair, darling,” he said.
His wife had to turn away and cover her mouth to hide the way she erupted in laughter.
He turned back to me. “I may not be fair,” he said, “but I am a stickler for the letter of the law, which is an entirely different thing,” he said. “And I am obligated by law to give you 24 hours to clear off my land — in fact, I am giving you 25 hours, so as to recognize what you’ve built up here.” He stopped laughing. “Flood should have carried your uncle off with the rest of his junk, you ask my granddad,” he said and he spit at the ground.
He walked back to the driver’s door of his car and his wife climbed in her side. “Noon tomorrow,” he said. “Gon’t go and make a scene of it and embarrass yourself,” he said, “Bennett!” he added, and he laughed with his shoulders heaving up and down as he got back in his car. They sped backward out to the road, spun his steering wheel to drift his car sideways, and he sprayed gravel half way up to the main road.
We went inside the double-wide and sat around the kitchen table. All the guests were out for the day, exploring the desert. “It’s going to be hard to just leave it now,” I said. “But then again, leaving it was all I wanted to do, before you all showed up,” I said.
Ciara came to the table with her laptop open. “Check this out,” she said. “The entire land registry is online,” she said. “Goes back like a century,” she said. “Maps too!”
We leaned over and squinted at her screen.
“It looks like they switched properties!” she said. “Look!” She pointed at the names of the owners along the road on one screen, and then on another screen, which showed data for the following year, and sure enough, the names were reversed for the two properties. “And now look at this,” she said. The screen she pulled up was labelled “Flood Plains” and it stated the name of the county the whole valley was in. “It shows the flood plain for the dry river bed — but it carves around your uncle’s property,” she said. “The property that he took over from that guy’s grandfather,” she said.
“And it shows the other property — this property — inside the flood plain,” Ruby said, pointing at another part of the screen.
“The line cuts right through this property,” Ciara said. “If there was a flood,” she said, with a pondering in her voice, “it should have carried off half of this property, not the property at the end of the road,” she said.
“All those pipes,” Ruby said. “The hot spring pool.”
“Is the piping and the pool and the tubs the reason the runoff runs differently now?” Ciara said.
“The motherfucker diverted the underground stream to keep the flood — whenever it came — from taking away this property!” Ruby said.
Ciara turned around in her chair and raised her face up to Ruby. “And made it take away the other property!” she said.
“Can you even do that?” I said. “That doesn’t sound possible to do.”
They ignored me. “But only after they switched properties!” Haley suddenly shouted. “Look, look!” she said, pointing at the year the flood map was made. “Take us back to the first year the properties are switched,” she shouted.
Ciara pulled the right screen back up, and we all gasped. The switch was made just two years after the flood plain map was made. And when the flood finally came years later, the plain had been shifted east so that one property was saved by the hot spring pool diversion, but the next one was placed directly in harm’s way by it.
“He fucking knew!” Ruby said. “He switched properties with your uncle, then built the hot-spring pool and moved the flood plain east so it would take what was then your uncle’s property and not what he took over as his!”
“Why would my uncle switch?” I said. “It makes no sense.”
Haley shrugged and squinted at the screen. “Your uncle’s land was bigger at the time,” she said. “Maybe there was money involved. That guy — they look like people who come from money.”
I sat down and rubbed my head. “Maybe my uncle had the idea of opening a BnB or guest house or whatever it was and needed the money to start that up,” I said. “So, switch properties and take the smaller property, get some money in the exchange, and use it to build up the BnB?” I said.
“And meanwhile, the other guy sees the flood plain, makes the switch with him, builds a piping system and a pool to divert the flood when it came, knowing he’s going to save his new property and send his old property — the one he gave your uncle — down the river with the flood plain.”
“The guy said his grandfather was a water engineer, didn’t he,” Haley said.
We all snapped our fingers at the same time and pointed at her.
“He did say that,” I murmured to myself.
“Wait a sec!” Ciara shouted, and she pulled back up the screen with the floodplain on it and she enlarged the pdf to zero-in on the label in the corner. “Look at the name of the person who made the map!” she cried out loud.
“Carlton?” Ruby said.
I staggered backward and caught myself against the side of the fridge. “‘We’re the Carlton’s’ that guy said!” I said.
All three girls gasped and stared at me where I gripped the fridge’s edges behind my back. “That asshole’s grandfather drew the flood plain map!” Ruby screamed. “And then he convinced your uncle to switch properties with him!”
“And then he built the hot-spring pipe system! And then laughed when your uncle’s new land got swept away because of it!” Haley cried out loud.
They all hung their jaws wide open and their eyes even wider. “Motherfucker,” I said. “Didn’t he say his family were never fair?”
Ruby, Haley, and I stared stunned at each other in the kitchen, marveling at the subterfuge we had uncovered. I was doubly stunned. The land I had been living on, the desert-addled mind I thought I had been living inside of the last five years, wasn’t my uncle’s at all, but some complete stranger’s mind. Anything of my uncle out there in the desert had been swept away long ago, including him. That was why I inherited property that didn’t even have an address, only coordinates. There was nothing to nail an address to.
Nothing I thought I was the last five years had anything to do with that pile of crap I found next door to my uncle’s real property.
“How long ago did you say you first came out here?” Ciara said.
I shrugged. “Five years, maybe?” I said.
“But exactly?” she said. Her eyes remained glued to the screen of her laptop.
I thought about it, rolling my eyes up to the ceiling. A date came to me — for some reason, I recalled the gas receipt I got fueling up on my way out there. I was able to recite the exact date to her.
Ciara chuckled. “So your five years came the day after the three of us got here,” she said.
“The day the real estate agent was supposed to meet me here, that makes it,” I said. “And I was going to toss her the keys and leave the moment she rolled up,” I said.
“But are you sure?” Ciara said. “Are your dates right? For sure it’s five years?”
“What does five years matter?” Haley said.
We slowly came over behind Ciara where she remained intensely hunched over her screen.
“California law says right here . . . ” she said, pointing at her screen, “ . . . if you pay the taxes the whole time . . . “
“Check,” I said.
“ . . . cultivate or improve the land or property . . . “
“Check,” Haley said, and she snorted at Ruby. It had been a lot of work.
“ . . . and you continuously occupy the property unopposed for five consecutive years . . . “ Ciara continued.
“Check, check, and check,” I said, leaning in closer over her shoulder.
“It actually says . . . ” Ciara sat back with astonishment crossing her face. She rolled her face back to stare at the ceiling and she blinked. “ . . . the property ownership goes to you.”
“Seriously?” Ruby shouted, and she laughed with giddiness and spun the laptop toward herself.
“Seriously,” Ciara said, and she twisted in her chair and looked up at me looming over her shoulder.
“And your sure you spent five years here?” Haley said.
“I can prove it,” I said, and I darted to the box I’d been throwing all the important papers into. At the bottom, I’d dug out the utility order I filled out to get the lights back on — the day after I first arrived. I was right — I had the right day exactly. And it was over five years.
“Did those people ever come out here before?” Ciara said.
“I think I’d remember it if they did,” I said.
“Did anybody come and tell you you can’t be here?” Ciara said.
“Nobody came here, period, until you three,” I said.
“Bennett,” Ciara said, and she reached for and clasped her hand around my hand. “I think you might actually own the property now, after all,” she said.
I snorted and shook my head. “Because you guys made me not meet the agent, and you guys stayed with me to fix the place up,” I said, marveling at the profundity of it all.
Haley turned to me and hung her jaw wide open. “You thought it was yours, but it wasn’t, but a few months ago, it actually did become yours!”
“The BnB you guys originally came out here to find,” I said, and I nudged my head in the direction of the end of the road and the dry river bed where the flood ran off with my uncle’s property. “That was my uncle’s BnB.”
“And none of this stuff around here was your uncle’s stuff,” Ruby said. “It’s all just some other guy’s shit. It always was.”
“Your uncle went to live in town back down the road, somewhere,” Ciara said. “An hour away. And we need to go to town right now,” she said. “It says we need a sworn affidavit from you about the day you arrived, about how nobody opposed you, show the date you got the power turned on, show your latest bills paying the taxes that are all up to date . . . “ she said. “And then we can show the sheriff the affidavit tomorrow when he comes out.”
The next day, the same black SUV came up the road in a cloud of dust, but this time we were expecting them. Behind them came a beige-toned Sheriff’s SUV. They both parked at the end of the driveway and again, the three girls hung back while I stepped up toward them. I kept the envelope with the affidavit in my back pocket for the time being.
“You must be Bennett,” the sheriff said, and he introduced himself. We shook hands. And then he stated in official terms the purpose of his visit — to move me off the land.
“Are you familiar with squatters’ rights in California?” I said to the sheriff.
The guy and his wife instantly blurted out laughing. “Squatters’ rights!” the guy shouted. “What do you think this is, the old Wild West?”
The sheriff turned to him and shushed him with his outstretched hand. “Such rights do exist,” he said to him. He turned back to me. “But they present a pretty high bar to pass,” he said doubtfully to me.
I reached into my back pocket, pulled out the envelope, and handed it to him.
“What the hell is that?” the Carlton guy shouted.
“You don’t know me,” I said to the guy. “But I too am a bit of a stickler when it comes to the law.”
The sheriff again needed to calm the guy down with his hand stretched out. He opened the envelop, pulled out the affidavit, and studied what it said. And then he turned toward the Carltons.
“You haven’t been out here in over five years?” he said to them.
“What of it!?” the guy said back.
“And your grandfather?” the sheriff said.
“He’s been in a home,” Carlton’s wife said, full of spite.
“You weren’t paying the taxes on it?” the sheriff said to them.
“We have a lot of concerns throughout the state of California,” the guy said. “I didn’t even know this property had taxes!” he shouted. “What in the fuck would taxes on a property way out here pay for anyway?” he said, and he laughed some more.
“For a sheriff’s position, for one thing,” the sheriff said, nodding at him.
I had to laugh, but I tried my best to hide it.
The sheriff tucked the affidavit back into the envelope and handed it back to me. “You hold on to that,” he said. “I’ll be needing to confer with Sacramento — this sort of thing doesn’t come up very often,” he said.
The Carlton guy approached him and the sheriff turned toward him and put up his hand in a stop signal.
“For the time being,” the sheriff said to him, “the ownership of this land is uncertain and in dispute, so nothing is going to be effected today,” he said to him.
“You have got to be kidding!” Carlton’s wife said and she gasped sideways.
“California law,” the sheriff said to her. “If you occupy land for five continuous years, if you pay all the taxes on it, and if you improve it, and if nobody comes to tell you you can’t be on it, it becomes yours,” he said to her.
“Well nobody told us that!” she cried back at him.
“Out here,” the sheriff said, “the view is, if someone wants to do something like that, and if someone else doesn’t care enough about it, its for the good of everybody they get the land and the others do not,” he said.
“We’ll see about that!” the Carlton guy shrieked, and he and his wife got back in their car and sprayed gravel even further up the road than the first time they left.
After the sheriff watched the cloud of dust all the way up to the main road, he turned back to me. “Quite like what you done to the place,” he said with a nod. “Looks just like it did before. You taking guests now?” he said, nodding at the RVs around the land.
Haley stepped up beside me. “We have a special rate for locals!” she said to him with a wide, warm smile.
I turned to her. “We do?” I said.
“Shut up,” she murmured at me though still smiling but now-clenched teeth.
“Might just take you up on that,” the sheriff  said, “me and the wife.”
“I honestly thought this was all over,” I said to Ciara later that night. “Squatters rights,” I said, and I shook my head. “Who knew?” We walked out together to the hot spring pool house. Ruby and Haley were already inside, and Ciara and I came in and took our clothes off and showered before we dipped our toes through the still, glassy surface, and braced ourselves for the heat.
Being naked together was no longer an issue. I sank into the water up to my chin and spread my arms out. Ciara, Ruby, and Haley sat on the other side of the pool facing me.
“You know,” I said, “I’m still not totally positive you three are real.”
They all snickered and rolled their eyes around and shook their heads, and they started to float over the width of the pool toward me. I leaned my head back and closed my eyes and stretched my legs out to catch my heels on the opposite ledge. A hand rubbed over my chest and down over my stomach. Another hand closed around my cock. A third hand wrapped around the back of my neck. A mouth pressed against my mouth. A tongue lapped up my neck. Another bit and tugged at my ear.
I heard their indistinct murmurings and chuckles, and I felt a pair of thighs push down and spread open over my thighs under the silky, high mineral water. I reached up with my hands with my eyes remaining closed, and I pressed my palms into two warm, wet breasts where they heaved on the surface of the water, and I caressed them and memorized their shape under my fingers. Her pussy — whose pussy, I didn’t know — pushed down over the tip of the head of my cock and the lips spread over me, and I entered her. Whoever it was gasped against my ear.
The body of the first one was nudged sideways and it fell off me in slow motion, only to be replaced by another one that straddled my lap, and a whole other pussy slid without friction down over the entire length of my cock. I felt another set of breasts in my hands and I dragged my fingers down around the taut waist that rose and fell, riding in my lap.
The second body was nudged off me the other way and I chuckled, and so did all three girls. A third body positioned itself over me, and a third pussy pushed down over my cock and took me deeply inside. I opened my eyes, then, and found Ciara rocking herself on me, sighing and gasping, while Haley and Ruby kissed each other and rubbed Ciara’s body and mine, and gasped no less than Ciara, who closed her eyes and held me tight, riding me slowly and deeply with her hips corkscrewing over mine up and down.
We struggled to get back to the double-wide, and this time, we all climbed up on my bed. The girls made me buy a big new king-size. Together we rolled around on it, touching, kissing, and caressing. I entered Ruby from behind lying on our sides, while twisted around kissing Haley who hugged me from behind, also on her side. I knelt up behind Ciara who pushed her ass up at me and arched her back deeply down, and I held her hips and pushed my cock deeply into her pussy from behind. Time dilated and bodies melded together. We drifted in and out of sleepy consciousness, groaning and moaning and fucking and sucking neither sleeping nor awake.
I finally erupted without warning into a pussy or a mouth, I couldn’t tell. I didn’t know if my eyes were open in the darkness or closed and hallucinating. We kissed and fell asleep entangled all over the bed with each other.
In the morning, Ruby fed us. “Your uncle is just as gone,” Haley said. “But now you don’t actually know anything about him.”
I chewed slowly. She was right. I thought I had been living in his head all that time, when in fact, anything that had to do with him had been swept clean off the Earth a long time ago by some monumental flood.
“Not quite,” Ciara said. “That Carlton guy, he said your uncle moved to town and lived with a friend, lived in a garage or something,” she said. “You got back his property,” she said. “Maybe you need to get him back, too.”
“To go from not even knowing he existed, to believing I was living inside his head for the last five years, to going back to knowing nothing about him all over again,” I said. “It’s a bit of a rollercoaster.”
“I think you’re going to have to fill in those blanks, though,” Ciara said.
“I think you’re right,” I said.
It was as much about learning who I was as it was learning about who that desert-mad uncle of mine was. 




Chapter 5 

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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