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PROLOGUE
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This book is the fourth in the “Trailer Park Nights” series and they are an on-going story.  For that reason, we recommend that you read the previous books before this one in order to fully understand the relationship of Randy, Linda, Rose, and their interactions with the surrounding characters. If, however, that is for some reason not possible, we offer this prologue as a brief introduction and explanation of the events leading up to the beginning of this portion of this story.
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Book 3, Chapter Eight


“We Have Two Weeks and Then It’s Over.”
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It had been over a week since our foray to Mavis’. I kept waiting and hoping for Linda to come up with some more fantasies. Somehow her fantasies meant that I would have a good time and get praised for arranging it. Like getting paid for having fun, but none had come up in this short time. Dream Linda Dream. 

I had stopped by to see Merrilee and made some little repairs for her.  In return, she promised me some ball-busting sex (and I knew she could live up to it) but there just was not time that day. I figured I would just tuck things away and collect someday. Besides, for as much as I owed Merrilee for putting me back together, both mentally and physically, she ought to be living in a new four-bedroom house, not a beat up rusty old trailer. I would do anything I could to help that woman.

****
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Linda had been quiet through dinner again. My mind was churning with thoughts of Oh boy, what fantasy has she dreamt up this time? I knew I had to get the ball rolling again.

“Linda honey, you’re being quiet again. Have another dream did we?”

She started to cry, which startled me.

“Honey, what’s wrong?”

“I should have known this was coming. I got a letter from a lawyer in Denver, Colorado today. Ron wants a divorce and he’s stopping my payments at the end of the month. The lawyer says that since we have no children, he does not have to support me.”

“Have you talked to a lawyer?”

“Yes, on the phone, and he is saying that I could fight it, but I’d have to get a Colorado lawyer, and that would be awful expensive. Randy, I’m going to have to get a job.”

“Do you have any prospects?”

“Yes, my sister can get me a job at the University Hospital, but I’ll have to move up there. It’s too far to travel and I’ll be working long, irregular hours.”

My heart began to sink. I had not let myself become as attached to Linda as I had to Rose, but it was still going to hurt to lose her. I LIKED Linda. I liked being with her, I liked having sex with her, I liked the way her mind worked, I liked her smile, her voice, the way her hair covered her face when we woke up together in the morning, and I liked our adventures together. We had become molded together into almost one person.

“Listen to me. As soon as your divorce comes through, we’ll get married. You can live with me.”

She began to sob heavier. “You just don’t get it do you? I don’t want to be married. I like being with you, but if we get married, the whole thing will turn into ‘Ozzie and Harriet’. I don’t want that.”

I was stunned. I thought every woman’s ideal was marriage, a house, kids, and a dog. I stumbled for words to say. “We can still date. University City is only forty-five minutes away.”

“Yea, like that’s the same.” She sounded angry. “You work till five, then drive forty-five minutes, we have a couple of hours together IF, and I do mean IF, our shifts don’t conflict. No more nights together, no more hours of sex, no more adventurous little trips together. WE’RE FUCKED. Don’t you get that.” She was crying and her voice bordered on hysteria. 

I was completely in shock. For the second time I had found a woman that I liked, a woman with a kinky streak, a woman whose needs matched my own only to have her torn from me. I remembered that deep sinking feeling in my stomach that I felt when Rose decided to leave. It was back with a vengeance.

“This will NOT end us. We will work around schedules, we will work around distance, we will work around the flaming gates of Hell, but I WILL be with you. Linda we are GOOD together. I bring out things in you and you bring out things in me. We BELONG together.”

She stood up and fell into my arms. “When? When would we be together? It can’t be weeknights. Weekends? Do you think the new employees get weekends off at the hospital? You have to be there for years before you get weekends off, and the same with holidays. New people work ALL the holidays. Hell, we wouldn’t even be together on Christmas.”

I knew she was right. “We’ll find a way. Somehow, someway, we will get together.”

She began to cry, and she buried her face into my shirt. I don’t think she believed my brave speech at all.

“I have about a month of payments yet from Ron, so I have to apply for a job right away. I’ll probably start in two weeks. Once I have a job, I have to move this trailer to University City. We have two weeks and then it’s over.”  She started to cry again.

“I will not accept that. I’ll quit my job and I’ll live with you.”

“Oh yea, and we’ll live on what I make as a nurse’s assistant. I hope you like beans and moldy bread ‘cause that’s about all there’ll be.”

“I won’t be without you. We’ll work around ALL that shit, and we’ll be together.”

She just softly smiled without saying a word. The words had already been said. We have two weeks and then it’s over.

****
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We crammed as much as we could do into the next two weeks. Linda was right, she applied for a job, and, with her sister’s help, she was hired. She had the moving crew coming on Monday and we had one last glorious weekend together. I do not think Mavis had ever seen two people throw themselves into sexual debauchery the way that we did. Linda even drank too much on Saturday, I had NEVER known her to do that. Sunday was quiet. It was like an unspoken rule, “If you don’t speak of it, it won’t happen.” The silence was often deafening.

The Monday alarm called me for work. We both bore a sense of dread and a lot of uncertainty. We had talked of plans to get together, careful coordination, advanced planning, etc. but we both knew that that was not what we wanted. It was the spontaneity in our relationship that made it exciting. The ability to go somewhere, or to do something, or to meet somebody at the last minute or just on a whim that made what we had seem so magical. That was fading away.

I was dressed and walked to the back door to leave for work. She wrapped her arms around me with a sense of finality.

“I won’t be here, and the trailer won’t be here when you get home tonight. I want you to picture that in your mind, so it won’t be such a shock when you see it. As soon as I have a phone I will call you, and we’ll see what we can do about holding this together.”

I said simply, “Yes.” I crushed her against me and kissed her. I could feel her warm tears on my face, then I turned and left. I heard the door close softly behind me.

The car roared to life, and I headed down the River Road toward the factory. I wondered if this car would go as fast as a motorcycle, and what it would be like to hit a bridge pier. But with the tears in my eyes, I would probably miss anyway.

****
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I got home that night at the usual time. It was almost dark but not quite. I pulled into the first road and pulled up to where Linda’s trailer had been. All the mind pictures and all of the preparation did not lessen the shock. All that remained was an empty space with a few dried-out weeds outlined by snow. The sewer line was capped, a couple of wires stuck up, and two pieces of a broken brick lay red against the barren ground. I turned and got back into the car. If the neighbors were looking, I was not going let them see me cry. I drove around to my trailer and parked, gathering up my dinner bucket.

The trailer was empty and quiet, that is the way it was, I lived alone and had no reason to expect a brass band to greet me. But this was a deeper emptiness, not just an empty trailer, but an empty life. As I sat on the couch awash in my own thoughts, the phone rang. That should not be Linda yet. But my heart jumped that some miraculous thing had occurred that would let us be together. I eagerly snatched up the phone.

“Hello.”

“Hello Randy, this is Rose.”

Her voice sent a chill through me like a voice from the grave. “Hello Rose.”

“Honey, I’m not coming back. I had to call to let you know. I thought I owed it to you to let you know. I’m sorry.”

“It’s OK.” And I hung up the phone. Somehow it did not seem to matter.
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Chapter One


“Oh GOD I’ve missed you.”
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The emptiness without Linda was crushing. We had not actually lived together, but just knowing that she was there, next door, had been more comforting than I had realized. Without her, things were...quiet. Life was without the wild fluctuations, the chaotic impulses, and creative fantasies that were Linda. From the time I arrived home at night until I left for work in the morning there was a feeling that something was missing. I think I unconsciously hoped that she would suddenly walk through my door and announce that, “I’m BACK.” But it did not happen. It was nearly three weeks before I heard from her. I was sound asleep when the telephone rang at 11:30. I stumbled down the hall to the kitchen and grabbed the phone.

“Hello” I sleepily mumbled.

“Hi honey, it’s Linda.”

“Well hello sweetheart. How are you?” I was finally awake enough to carry on a conversation.

“Tired. It’s been a rough couple of weeks.”

“I can understand that. It’s been rough here also without you.”

“I finally got my phone installed today. The phone company here is SO slow. The hospital has me working afternoon shift and it’s been difficult to make all of the hook-up arrangements for the trailer before noon. I didn’t figure there was any use to call while you were at work, so I had to wait until I got home from work. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Mind. Oh hell no. It’s just so wonderful to hear from you. I miss you SO much.”

“I miss you too. I’m working six days a week with a day off in the middle of the week. I never know from one week to the next what day it will be. The work is all right, but I hate the hours. I work from three till eleven and I just got home a few minutes ago.”

“Before I forget, tell me your number.”  I wrote her number on the scratch pad as she dictated it.

“Where are you? What’s your address?” In her own VERY Linda way, she verbally took me through half of the streets in University City before I finally developed an idea of where she was actually located. I had been to University City several times but did not really know the area well. She did manage to give me the main roads, enough of the smaller streets, and the name of the trailer park. I thought I could find it. I planned to make a trip anyway to see if I could find the place, even if Linda was not home.

“Are you doing all right? Do you need anything?” I did not believe that I was asking such trite questions, but it was late, and I was tired.

“Just a few hours with you honey, but fat chance of that. I used most of Ron’s last check for rent and utility fees, and I had to buy a car. Wait till you see my car. It’s SO cute. It’s not very exciting but it gets me to work. And I have a roommate now. Her name is Jennifer, and she works in the same department that I do. Her apartment building had a fire, and she needed a place to live. I needed the money and I have room, so it worked out. She works the same shift I do but she gets home about 15 minutes before me. This trailer court can be creepy at night and I’m glad she’s here when I get home. Wait till you meet her, she’s really nice.”

“And when might that happen?” I knew as soon as I said it that it was a mistake. There was silence on her end of the phone. “Linda, I’m sorry, I just miss you so much.”

“I can’t tell you that.” I could hear the frustration in her voice.

“I know honey, but we’ll get together some time, we just have to plan.

“Oh goodie. Now we have to make an appointment to see each other.  Damn, that’s exciting.”

I could understand her bitterness and sarcasm.

“I’m sorry sweetheart.  I know that this isn’t going to be easy, but we are SO right together.  How about if I come up on Saturday or Sunday when I’m off?”

“My sister comes over on Saturday. She’s still helping me get settled and she comes over Saturday and sometimes Sunday. All I need is for her to find us in bed together.”

“OK then, as soon as you know your first day off, call me and we’ll get together.”

She seemed a bit more relaxed. “OK, I’ll call you when I know what day I’ll be off. I miss you too. I hope we can make this work.”

“We’ll make it work sweetie, you’ll see.”

“I want it to work. I’ll call you.  You better get back to bed.”

“Good night sweetie. Wish you were here.”

“Believe me, I do too. ‘Night.”

“’Night.” The phone clicked and there was silence, but it somehow was not the same. The emptiness was less now. I felt like I had just walked into the sunshine from the cold darkness. Now there was hope. Now there was Linda.

****
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For as much as I wanted to pick up the phone to call her, Linda had asked me not to call that late at night. She told me that her roommate goes to bed as soon as she gets home, and Linda did not want me to wake her.

****
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My phone rang again on Monday night of the next week. I sleepily dashed down the hallway. 

“Hello, I hope this is Linda.”

“I’m off on Wednesday, can you be here?”

“Hello Linda, yes I can be there.”

“Do you need more directions?”

“Fine thanks, how are you? No, I can find it.”

“Stop being cute. What time?”

“Look for me about 6:15. Wanna’ have dinner?”

“Fuck dinner, I wanna’ have sex.”

“Oh, OK, I’ll bring a bag of burgers for later.”

“Just bring you. See you then.”

“See you.” 

CLICK. “Well, goodnight to you too Linda. It’s been a real pleasure almost talking to you.”  Yep, that was Linda when she was focused, she was really focused.

****
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On Wednesday I blew out of work like my tail was on fire. Stopping at home only long enough to freshen up and change clothes, the road to University City never seemed so long. True to my word, I impatiently waited in line at the slow service fast food restaurant just blocks from Linda’s trailer park. I was really glad that I had made the trip up on Saturday to actually locate the trailer park. To my surprise, it was down a private road and was not at all easy to find. It was 6:07 when I turned into the driveway of the trailer park. Linda’s trailer was not hard to spot. Her trailer was newer and larger and did not have a bunch of clutter around the outside. I pulled in and parked behind a REALLY ugly two-toned green car.

With my bag of burgers, I dashed to the familiar trailer and paused at the door. For so long I had just walked right in when we were back in Point Martin, but this was a different place. It seemed odd to knock on the door but knock I did. The door flung open to my beautiful Linda. I pulled open the storm door and stepped in.

“Hi Sweetie. It is so...”

She grabbed my jacket and pulled me inside, her lips smothering my words. I heard the door close behind us as her arms wrapped around my neck. Her lips worked against mine crushing into my face. Her arms pulled us together while her hips ground into mine. When our faces finally separated, I looked at her in astonishment. “Wow. That was intense.” I stood there feeling stupid as her eyes bored into me. Then I held up the sack of rapidly cooling hamburgers. “I brought dinner,” offering my best idiotic smile. In one fluid motion she snatched the bag from me and flung it across the room. She quickly stripped my jacket from me and threw it onto a chair.  In an instant her face and body were pressed against me again. Her hand reached toward the wall and the lights went out. In the new darkness I could hear her heavy breathing as I relished the feel of her soft, warm lips. My reaction to her was automatic. When we separated, I reached back and locked the door. She took my hand and I followed her down the hallway to her familiar bedroom.

We fell onto the bed and I wrapped her into my arms. The feeling was not the slobbering lust that had overtaken me just moments ago, but rather was comfort. The comfort of once again holding her in a familiar place. We were together again, engulfed in the softness of the welcoming bed, as if we had never been separated. I could not get her close enough to me. I wanted to dissolve her and melt her into my body. Her hips ground hungrily into mine reigniting the desire within me. My free hand slid under her top and up across her back. I have always found women’s backs to be VERY stimulating. The splendid smoothness and softness of her flesh was magical to the touch, especially without that annoying brassiere. She twisted away slightly to allow me to slide my hand up the front of her top, landing in that splendidly soft area between her breasts. Moving left and right I alternated from one breast to the other with kneading and gentle pinching and pulling of her stiffened nipples. She released me and lay back, moaning softly at my touch. This freed my other hand to join the first in grasping the hem of her top and pushing it up to her chin, exposing her flattened but still “perky” breasts to my eager mouth and tongue. Her hands tangled into my hair as her back arched and her mouth lay open.

“Oh GOD, I’ve missed you. Missed your mouth...your hands...your tongue...your cock. Oh GOD how I need you. Her hand reached down to awkwardly rub my cock as it pushed against my jeans. I moaned into the nipple in my mouth and twisted to give her better access. When I could stand it no more, I pulled away from her, grasping her arms and pulling her into a sitting position while I slid the top over her head. Her hands were immediately at my shirt buttons as I reached for my belt buckle and zipper.  It seemed an eternity before the barriers were gone and our bodies were against each other. Once again, we knew that indescribable feeling of flesh upon flesh, warm, soft, slowly moving. Despite my lust I would have been happy to lay holding her tightly against me, but the desires of the flesh pushed me beyond. I consumed her breasts with my hands and mouth as her hand skillfully clasped my swollen member. My ears drank in the sounds of her shallow breathing and soft moans.

I moved down across her body, trailing my fingers and pausing to tease her with my lips and tongue. As I reached her abdomen her hands softly cradled my head. I could hear her whispering, “Oh God yes. Oh God yes.”

Her legs slid open, and I could feel the heat and sense the warm musk from her softened flower. My fingers trailed up and down the insides of her thighs, never quite touching her softness. She squirmed and moaned as my face grew ever closer, my breath now directed across her cleanly shaven mound. With a sound of desperation she whispered her wishes.

“Please. Now. Please. Now.”

The backs of my fingers traced through her as her hips thrust to meet me.  With only slight pressure my fingers slid into her eager dampness. Her hands worked into the covers as I parted her and drew my face to her. When I thrust my tongue into her, her hips rose to meet my face and her hands pressed my head into her. A long gasping sigh exploded from her lips as my tongue danced within her. The sigh came again as I found her sensitive button and swirled my tongue into it. I grasped her hips to keep control so that, in her excitement, she did not squirm away from me. Her hands released my head, formed into fists and slid back and forth on the bed. I loved having control and now she was mine.

Suddenly she grabbed my head and pushed me away crying, “No. Stop. Put it inside me now. I want your cock now.”

I required no further instructions. I pulled myself up into a kneeling position, lifted her legs to my shoulders and thrust hard and deeply into her.  Her cry was like a wounded animal, deep and long. Her hips sprang up to meet mine...forcefully...hungrily. She began to cry out as her hips smashed into mine. I thrust hard and fast into her trying desperately to meet her need. With a loud cry her hips crushed against me and I could feel her muscles grip me like a soft, wet hand. Again and again her body convulsed as a choked cry spilled from her open mouth. The tightening heavenly softness brought me to climax so quickly that I never felt it coming. I joined her ecstatic cries as my thrusts matched hers, spilling my seed deep within her. For a time, all went blank except for the pleasure waves that shot through me. As reality returned, I found myself panting and sweating with my chest feeling stuck to Linda’s legs. It was as if I could not move. I knelt there enjoying a last few weakened thrusts as I gradually became shriveled and useless. When I pulled from her, I felt the sudden chill as my wet member left its warm and inviting home. I rolled to the side and Linda lowered her legs. As I stretched out beside her, her arms fell around me and pulled me to her. We kissed and I could see her eyes in the darkness.

“I’ve missed you so much.”  She tucked her head against my chest but not before I saw the tears in her eyes.

****
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We must have slept for about an hour. When I awoke my arms were still wrapped around Linda and the pain set in. My shoulders ached like I had been in a wrestling match and Linda’s must have also. Falling asleep in each other’s arms is a nice and romantic notion, but the awakening is indeed an awakening. We gingerly unwrapped, then cuddled back together as the blood flow was restored to our arms.

“I’ve missed this,” were her first words. “I loved those lazy mornings when we could wake up at our own pace. They just made everything seem better.”

“Same here. You were always so warm, and your skin felt so soft against me, just like you are now.”

We lay silent for a few more minutes before Linda began to wiggle. I could tell when she was ready to get up, she would start to get restless.

“Are you hungry?”

“Yes.”

“You suppose those burgers are still edible?”

“They’re fast food, they weren’t edible when they put them in the bag.”

Linda giggled and poked me in the ribs. “Well, they’ll have to do ‘cause I’m NOT cooking.”  She slid from the bed and took her robe from the bedpost.

“Just like a woman, give her the choice between food and sex, she chooses food.”

Linda turned on the blinding light and started down the hallway.

“Food now...sex later.”

I rolled from the bed and pulled on my underwear. I followed her down the hall and into the kitchen where she turned on the oven and pulled out a cookie sheet. I turned around and rescued the bag of abandoned burgers from their indignity on the living room floor. I put the bag on the kitchen table and sat down across the table from Linda. Even half asleep with her hair falling across her face she still looked good. he sat with her robe carelessly open revealing the area between her breasts and a bit of swell on each side. That made it hard to concentrate on ‘friend talk’.

“So, how is working going?”

“It’s all right.  At least working afternoon shift I don’t have to get up early. It’s just that I don’t seem to do anything but work. I get up, pick up and clean a little bit, watch some television and head for work. All of the days run together.”

She stood up and came over to me, sitting on my lap and placing her arms around my neck. She nuzzled into me.

“I want things to be like they were when we could go places and have fun.  This is like being in prison.”

I held her close. There were no words to say. I felt the same way. All I could do was stroke her hair and listen to her breathing.

After a few minutes she straightened and stood up, unwrapping the now cold burgers and putting them on the cookie sheet. Walking to the range, she adjusted the temperature and put the cookie sheet into the oven. On her way back she took two cans of soda from the refrigerator and brought them to the table. She plopped the cans down and stared into my eyes. It was that strange stare that happened when her mind was clicking into gear. I was still sitting sideways on the chair when she knelt down and pulled down the front of my underwear. Her eyes locked onto mine as her hand began to stroke my cock. I began to react immediately. She had such a smooth, gliding motion that made me start to get hard.

“Do you like this?”  Her voice was intense, as it became when she took charge.

“Oh yes, it feels SO good.”  I felt weak as she stroked me.

“Then you’re gonna’ like this a whole lot better.” Her head dropped into my lap and my cock disappeared into her mouth.

My legs became rubbery as her head slowly rose and fell in my lap. Her wet, warm mouth closed about me, sometimes tightly, sometimes loosely, with her tongue occasionally swirling around me. My eyes closed and I basked in the pleasure she was giving me. Linda was very skillful, and she took great pleasure in showing off her ability. I just appreciated being the beneficiary of her skills. I stroked her hair with my hands, being careful not to interrupt her actions.

Suddenly she stopped, stood up, and walked away, leaving me sitting with my eyes and mouth wide open.

“Why did you stop?” My tone was almost whiney. I was embarrassed to hear myself.

“Food’s ready.” Her look of smugness finally alerted me that I had just been set up. Yep, that was Linda, anything but predictable.  

While she carried the two plates to the table, I changed chairs to sit closer to her, and pulled down my underwear. It was time for revenge, if she thought it was funny to leave me with my hard cock sticking up, then I would sit where she could see it while she ate. She still had that smug look as she put down the two plates and slid into her chair. We did not talk as we munched down the burgers and fries, but I noticed how she would glance down at my swollen cock. Try as she might, she just could not keep herself from stealing a look. When her eyes drifted down, I flexed my muscles to make my cock wiggle.

“Peek-a-boo. I see you.”

“You suppose it wants a burger? Or some fries? Maybe it wants a drink?”  She bent down toward my lap. “Hey there dickie. Want a bite? How about a nice cold drink?”  She looked up at me and laughed.
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