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Chapter One

 


“You’re shitting me, right?” Jennifer Adams stood
with her hands on her hips staring in horror at the huge truck with
a shipping container on the back, parked in front of her tiny,
third-floor, walk-up apartment.

“You two expect me, ME, to live in that thing for two
weeks?” Jenni could hear her voice rising to a shriek, but made no
attempt to control it. There was no way—absolutely no fucking
way—she was getting inside a metal box. Not even a humongous metal
box.

“But, sweetie, we put curtains at the window and
everything. Just for you.” Christopher turned huge pleading brown
eyes toward her, looking like a kicked puppy.

Jenni took a big breath and reined in her temper. She
hadn’t meant to hurt his feelings but jeez Louise, what kind of
morons were they to expect her to— Wait a minute. “Window? What
window?”

Chris’ face broke into a happy grin. “Come over
here.” He grabbed her arm and hurried her around the back of the
long vehicle.

The container looked different on the other side. Its
long metal wall had a decent-sized window cut in it, with curtains
as promised, and a person-sized door.

With the air of a conjuror about to do his best magic
trick, Robert unclipped a thingy from behind the truck cab that
looked rather like a TV remote control and pressed a button. There
was a whirring noise and a metal shelf slid out from beneath the
door and started to descend.

Jenni looked at the men. Chris was beaming at her,
but Robert looked a little worried. She couldn’t resist smiling
back at them. “That’s kinda cool. But what about inside?”

“Just wait and see. You’ll love it,” Chris said
enthusiastically, almost bouncing up and down, once again reminding
her of an overgrown puppy.

“It’s really comfortable in there. I think you’ll
like it.” Robert was still a little worried.

“She can’t help but love it. It’s one hundred percent
excellent,” added Chris confidently.

Jenni wasn’t sure, but there was a door, and a
window, and curtains. Plus a cool way to get up to it. So
maybe…

The three rode up to the door on the platform. Chris
bowed and handed her a door key. She slid it into the lock, then
turned the handle.

Opposite the door was a little kitchen/living area
with a table bolted to the far wall, a bench seat on either side of
it, a sink with cupboards under it, and a microwave oven on a shelf
above it. There was also a small upright gas oven with a cook
top.

The end of the shipping container was a living area
with some shelves and a sofa. A TV was on a swiveling arm bolted to
the wall so it could be turned to face the sofa or the table.

“This is a nice set-up,” she said. “It reminds me of
a recreation vehicle.”

“That’s where the guy got the idea,” said Robert.
“But this cost a fraction of what one of those costs and it’s
plenty big enough for three for a few weeks.”

“Come and see the bedroom,” urged Chris, pulling on
her arm.

Jenni allowed herself to be led through the living
area to the truck-cab end of the container.

The bed was huge and filled most of the width of the
container with some cupboards built into the wall opposite it.
Beyond it was a functional shower and toilet cubicle and more
storage space.

“This is awesome. I’m sorry I was rude.” Jenny hugged
both men. “I can see the stove runs on gas, and I guess you plug
into an electrical outlet in a camp ground, but how do you make
things work the rest of the time?”

“There are batteries that charge as the truck drives
along. That gives it enough power to cook and run the lights for a
couple of hours each evening,” explained Robert.

“Whose is it? However did you find it?”

“The father of one of the guys at work is a real
handyman and he built it as a retirement project. Took him a couple
of years. He was just finishing the last few details and planning
his first trip in it when he went to bed one night and never woke
up,” said Robert.

“Yeah, shocked the socks off Will, his dad passing
like that. He and his sister haven’t decided whether to keep it or
sell it yet. They were happy for us to borrow it for these two
weeks. We bought the curtains, the bed linen, the TV, and if there
are other things you need, we’ll get them too,” added Chris.

“We want this to be a special vacation. Our first
one, the three of us together,” Robert said, pulling Jenni into his
arms. Chris pressed up behind her, wrapping his arms around the
other two, melding them into a unit.

Jenni shivered, her panties suddenly damp. God these
guys were hot. And sweet and thoughtful, if a tad irritating at
times. Chris with his open, loving ways, and Robert the more
serious one, the thinker.

Chris had sandy brown hair and big brown eyes. His
skin was deeply tanned and he was ripped with muscles. At six foot
he was very solid, but not fat. Robert was almost exactly the same
height, but leaner, although not thin. His hair was black, but his
skin was quite fair, and his eyes a sparkling blue. Black Irish,
she’d heard people call his coloring.

She was very attracted to both of them. They
complemented each other with their darker and lighter
personalities. She’d slept with them both several times, her first
ever experience of two men together. And they had given her the
best orgasms of her life. But she wasn’t ready to agree to a
relationship with them. After all, ménages were for hot sex, not
for happily-ever-after. Hot sex suited her just fine.
Happily-ever-after might not be achievable. Right now, orgasms
sounded good to her and two weeks on vacation with these two yummy
men promised to be awesome fun. Besides, despite what Robert had
just said, she wasn’t convinced that an ongoing relationship was
what they both really wanted. After two weeks they might all be
glad to part.

“So, when do we leave?” she asked.

Chris opened a drawer with a flourish. “We brought a
notepad and a pen. We thought we’d make a list of what you need us
to buy and Robert and I’ll go shopping this afternoon.”

“Then pack our suitcases tonight and leave tomorrow.
Why waste the weekend. May as well head out now,” added Robert.

Jenni thought for a moment. “Yeah, that’d work.
There’s nothing I need to do at the apartment, other than pack.
It’s not like I have a garden or pets that need to be cared for.”
She jumped up and looked in the little refrigerator, then in the
cupboards, calling out things they’d need for Chris to write on his
list. The kitchen had been well stocked. There were enough plates,
bowls, cups, pans, cutlery, mugs and cooking implements for what
they’d need for their two weeks. And the cupboards had a supply of
canned and packet foods.

“Will’s dad put a lot of effort into this. We could
live on this stuff for a month, I reckon. But whatever we use,
we’ll replace. We just need to buy some fresh vegetables, milk,
juice, meat,” she said.

Excitement filled her. Up until now the plan to go on
vacation with Chris and Robert hadn’t really sunk in. But now it
was real and imminent and fun. She was going away with two utterly
delicious men for two weeks of sun, sand, and surf, in this crazy
home-made recreation vehicle. Awesome. Absolutely awesome.

 


****

 


Jenni was watching out her apartment window at eight
the next morning, ready and waiting for the RV to appear. Her two
suitcases had been packed for hours, and she’d put a couple dozen
of her favorite eBooks onto her laptop to read if the travel got
boring. She’d even remembered to pack her camera download cable so
she could send photos of her vacation to her friends.

The huge truck pulled up neatly at the curb and
Robert jumped down from the driver’s seat to open the RV as Chris
came running up the stairs to help her with her luggage. Chris
kissed her on the cheek, then easily lifted both her cases, leaving
her to carry her laptop and purse.

As she rounded the back of the RV, she stopped.
“What’s that?” She pointed to a huge, tarpaulin-wrapped bulge on
the back of the shipping container.

“How did you think we were going to get around when
we park the truck each night?” Chris teased.

She stared at him. “Walk? Bus? Taxi?”

“Hog.”

“Hog?”

“Motorbike. With a sidecar. Doesn’t that sound far
more fun than walking?”

“Oh yeah. What a brilliant idea.”

They stowed her suitcases in a storage rack under the
big bed, and she placed her laptop and purse in the cupboard. By
the time they rode the platform down to the ground, Robert had
unwrapped the tarpaulin to display a gleaming bike and shiny red
sidecar.

“Wow! Just wow!”

“I hear sex on a bike is pretty good,” Robert
whispered in her ear.

“In your dreams, buddy,” she replied, but she
couldn’t stop her panties from dampening a bit at the thought. In
fact, they dampened every time she looked at the men. Chris’
smiling face, Robert’s intelligent eyes, and all those delicious
muscles flexing as they replaced the tarpaulin over the motorbike
and sidecar.

Fuck yeah. This was going to be one hell of a sex
odyssey, there was no doubt about that.

 


****

 


After half an hour of city traffic, they were finally
heading south on the Interstate, driving toward warmer weather,
wonderful sunshine, and two whole weeks of freedom. And sex.
Especially the sex. Jenni couldn’t help thinking about the huge
bed. She’d bounced up and down on the mattress and it seemed to be
just the right firmness for some bedtime games.

Even though she, Christopher, and Robert had
technically been dating for several months
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