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“Party’s  in  full  swing  already!”  Reed  shouted,  and  he  punched  the dashboard. We’d been winding our way too fast through curling dirt roads that wound  around  huge  tree  trunks  and  massive  ferns  and  fast  running  streams  in deep banks off the sides. It was “the” long weekend — time for the Bash at the Bish,  as  the  jocks  like  Reed  called  it,  a  big  wild  party  at  someone’s  family compound  up  in  cottage  country  on  Lake  Bishop.  A  very  wealthy  family, evidently, too.

Music  pounded  the  deck  outside  the  array  of  two-story-high  windows  that formed  the  entire  back  of  the  “cottage”  —  a  mansion  by  any  other  metric, outfitted in cedar and pine motifs.

“There  she  is!”  Reed  said  to  me  over  his  shoulder  through  his  crooked, grimacing mouth. We were making our way through the kitchen and through the massive  living  room  that  wound  around  the  entire  rear  side  of  the  place.  He elbowed me, too — which, he being a football player and me being not so much, took the wind out of my lungs. “Fucking Kiera! Just look at that fucking babe!” he moaned to me. “Built to fuck or what,” he said. “She is my fucking mission this weekend, one way or another.”

He’d been gloating about her meeting him up there with her friends the whole drive up.

“Oh my god!” the girl I learned was Kiera squealed as she spun around. She threw her arms around Reed’s  neck  and  pushed  herself  up  on  her  toes  to  press her body into his.

She  was  dressed  in  white  sneakers,  tight  black  cycling  shorts,  and  a  white crop-cut  t-shirt  that  flared  around  her  body  with  every  move  of  her  torso.  Her mid-length,  brass-toned  hair  parted  like  tied-back  curtains  around  her  almond-shaped face giving her huge tear-drop olive eyes centre-stage. They were darkly lined. They were deep. They were arresting. I felt pinned to cork the second she lifted them up to my eyes over Reed’s shoulder.

“Who’s your friend, Reed?” she said, twisting to bite with exaggeration on his big football player’s neck.

“That’s  Callum.  I’ve  got  him  out  for  his  weekend  pass,”  he  said  and  he snorted.

She rolled her eyes and chuckled and lightly slapped his cheek. “That’s rude!” she murmured privately to him. “He can hear you, you know.”

He pushed his hand down the back of her body and gripped his fingers around her ass and squeezed her hard enough to make her flinch and yelp. “Don’t  you worry about Callum,” he said, dragging her through the massive living room and out  through  the  open  wall  of  windows  to  the  crowded,  bopping  deck  out  the back. “He’s none of your concern.”

She  glanced  over  his  shoulder  but  he  yanked  her  harder  against  his  hip  with his hand around her waist. She looked up at him, she dropped her jaw open, and she  popped  her  eyes  wide.  She  pinched  the  skin  on  his  stomach  through  his  t-shirt and narrowed her glaring eyes at his.

I carried his and my stuff to the RV trailer that was up on blocks at the side of the “cottage.” A girl inside told me that was ours, gesturing with her head how to find it.

I decided on beds — by which I mean, I decided what bed Reed would claim, because  if  I  had  it  wrong,  he’d  just  take  mine  anyway.  I  could  see  through  the narrow slatted window the party on the deck. The music was pounding. Rounds of  shots  were  going  around.  People  were  dancing  in  one  big  undulating  group, whooping  and  shouting.  On  the  lake  around  the  deck,  people  were  falling  off wake boards, they were paddle-boarding, floating on tubes, or just splashing and playing in the water. There was a lot of yelling. A lot of shrieking.

I spotted a trail that ducked quickly down under the shadows of the broadly-spreading trees that lined this end of the lake. I skirted around the quiet front of the  property  to  find  the  head  of  the  trail  on  the  other  side  without  crossing through the party or through the house.

I didn’t make it.

“Hey, Callum!” I heard a voice call me. “I got yours!”

I spun around. It was Kiera. She was holding a green liquid-filled shot glass over the railing of the deck where it pushed around the side of the house.

I  chewed  my  cheek  staring  back  at  her.  She  wiggled  it  from  the  ends  of  her fingers, dangling it like she was going to drop it over the side. “Come on,” she said over the lawn to me. “Not going to bite you.”

I snorted, I glanced back at the trailhead, and back again at her softly rounded, almond face and I stepped up to the railing from below. She had to stand on the first rung of the railing to lean her body low enough over the top to reach down to  hand  me  the  shot  glass.  I  looked  up  at  her  face  framed  by  the  top-lit fluorescent green of the leaves of the bough that reached over her, and took the drink from her fingers.

“Why don’t you come up here?” she said.

I  hooked  my  thumb  over  my  shoulder  and  glanced  around  behind  me.  “Just going  to  hike  up  there  a  bit,  see  where  I  am,”  I  said,  and  I  snorted.  I  knew  I sounded weird. I knew I was different. I was used to the feeling. I never wanted to go to this big party.

She  suddenly  pulled  her  head  back  from  over  the  railing  and  spun  around.  I saw  Reed’s  arm  wrap  around  her  stomach  from  behind.  “Okay  then,  see  ya later!” he said to me over the side and he laughed and twisted Kiera around on his arm and pulled her away from the railing.

Once inside the canopy of trees, I had to scramble up flat grey rocks to find the trail again. I looked back from the top of the rock to the cottage through the low branches. Kiera was dancing with her back to Reed who held her tightly, but was staring at me again, or at least at the shaded hole I had disappeared into.

I  made  it  all  the  around  the  lake  and  found  myself  re-ermerging  from  the cover of trees on the other side of the sprawling property. The sun had just gone down by then and a massive bonfire flared up from that side of the property and it thew a wide, flickering light against the walls of trees surrounding it. But no one  was  sitting  in  any  of  the  chairs  arrayed  around  it.  I  could  hear  something going on inside — a birthday cake, maybe? I took a chair and fell mesmerized into the roaring tall flames licking up against the twilight purple sky.

A  throng  of  people  came  back  out  to  the  fire  laughing  and  shouting  and staggering and swaying. Kiera was among them. I looked hard at the base of the fire.  She  was  turned  away  from  me,  laughing  and  talking  to  other  people  and walking  backward,  but  she  fell  into  the  chair  right  next  to  me.  She  had  a  grey hoody on now. I swallowed hard.

She spun in her chair and shifted it and kicked her legs out and shrieked and laughed. Her hair brushed over my arm. When she leaned further back to laugh at  the  sky  at  something  extraordinary  funny  some  guy  said,  the  back  of  her shoulder bumped my shoulder.

She twisted around and reached her arm across to squeeze my shoulder. “Are you okay?” she said.

I  looked  up  at  her  through  the  tops  of  my  eyes  and  she  snorted  and  smiled. She also squeezed my shoulder and left her hand resting on the back of my neck for a few moments, before drawing it over my back and down my arm like the waft of a breeze brushing over my skin.

She spun around in her chair and dangled her legs over the arm. She poked my thigh with the toe of her shoe, swinging her legs and staring at me and grinning.

“So find anything interesting out there?” she said.

I could hear Reed’s loud voice yelling and laughing from behind her up on the deck.

“It’s a very deep lake, I think,” I said.

“What makes you say that?” she said.

“You can see the seam all the way up the side of a cliff where it comes out of the far end of the lake.”

“Show me?” she said.

“Getting dark.”

“Nearly  full  moon  —  no  clouds,”  she  said,  leaning  her  face  back  to  scan around the sky above us in the clearing of the property.

We both heard Reed’s voice say from 50 feet away, “Anybody seen Kiera?”

She snorted at me and leapt up and snatched my hand in hers. She pulled me under the deck and out the other side, and we hurried with our heads down to the dark entrance to the trail. She tittered and squeezed my hand in hers all the way.

We scrambled up over the flat, tilted rock and down the other side of the slight rise.  In  moments  the  party  dropped  away,  down  over  the  other  side  behind  us. The  trail  was  lit  by  the  moonlight.  The  lake  shimmered  under  it.  The  trail  rose and fell, twisted and turned, and made us duck under low branches and help each other over wind-fallen logs.

We got to a clearing where the cliffs that line the right side of the lake rose up starkly and moonlit against the dark sky.

“Look,”  I  said,  stopping  her.  Someone  had  made  a  bench  of  logs  where  the clearing  gave  a  broad  view  of  the  far  reach  of  the  lake.  “See  where  the  lake comes to a point at the end?” I said, leaning my head over and pointing with my outstretched arm.

She  held  my  arm  cradled  in  her  hand  and  leaned  her  head  over  my  bicep  to follow my pointing finger like the finder on the end of a rifle, and she chuckled quietly.

“Can you see the line that continues up through the trees and up through the rocks in the cliff?” I said. “All the way up over the top?”

“I  can!”  she  said.  “It’s  like  two  pieces  that  came  together  here,”  she  said, turning her face to me but keeping it close to my shoulder. Our faces were inches apart.

“But  not  quite  together  —  they  left  a  space  for  the  lake,”  I  said.  “Probably cuts deeply down.”

She tittered softly. Her eyes fluttered closed. Her mouth parted. She extended her face forward over her neck.

I  looked  at  her  mouth.  And  then  I  simply  kissed  her.  She  let  me.  She  was asking me to. We kissed a second time and came away.

“How  did  you  become  friends  with  Reed,  anyway?”  she  said.  “He’s  the  one who invited me up here, me and my friends,” she said. “He’s been trying to get in my pants all year!”

“We go back to pre-school,” I said.

“But you’re not like him, are you,” she said.

I snorted. “I don’t actually know what I’m doing here, no,” I said, and I gazed out over the still water.

“He thinks he’s got the right to get with me just because he invited me, but I already  know  he  put  the  moves  on  my  two  roommates,  and  we  don’t  take  too kindly to that kind of player,” she said.

“No,” I said, nodding like I understood.

“You’re  not  like  that,  are  you,”  she  said,  and  she  kissed  me  on  the  mouth again.  We  stepped  backwards  together,  kissing  longer,  and  fell  into  the rudimentary bench.

“You’re  maybe  the  only  nice  guy  here,”  she  said  and  she  snorted.  “You’re pretty observant, aren’t you,” she  said, and she  combed my hair  back from my forehead  with  her  nails  and  wrapped  her  cool  fingers  around  the  back  of  my neck, pulling my face close to hers to kiss again.

“Why do you say that?” I said.

She breathed against my neck and sucked an inhalation through her clamped teeth.  Her  hand  squeezed  my  waist.  It  fell  down  limply  in  my  lap.  “Geology major,”  she  moaned  against  my  ear.  “Not  many  would  notice  the  line  in  the rocks,” she nearly whispered, before she covered my mouth with her mouth, and penetrated my lips with her tongue.

We  necked  more.  She  pushed  her  hand  into  my  groin.  She  looked  up  at  me and bit her lip and stared at my mouth. Her hand twisted the button in my jeans and her fingers pulled down the tag of my zipper.

“What  do  you  think  you’re  doing,”  she  said  to  me.  “I’m  not  like  that,”  she said, and she pushed her hand down inside my pants and under my shorts. Her fingers  stretched  and  closed  around  my  cock.  “I’m  not  supposed  to,”  she  said, and she bent at her waist, drew her arms and body and face down my body, and took the head of my cock between her lips. She came back up and off me, but only to say, as though to my cock, “We promised each other,” and she went back down on me deeper into her mouth.

I leaned back harder into the back of the wooden bench and looked down in my lap. I raised my arms up over her back, unsure to touch her, to rub her, or do anything  at  all  to  her.  Her  head  came  up  and  dropped  back  down  in  my  lap.  I scrunched my eyes and clenched my teeth. I felt her hot, wet mouth envelope my cock a quarter way down, half way down, and then all the way down to the base.

I  looked  left  and  right  up  and  down  the  trail,  but  it  was  dark  and  quiet.  We could barely hear the distant laughing and shouting of the party carrying over the mirror-still lake. I looked down in my lap and watched Kiera’s head rise and fall slowly and rhythmically over my lap. I felt her tongue like a snake wrap around my shaft deep inside her undulating mouth.

I dropped my mouth open so far my chin came to my chest. Kiera moaned out loud, her throaty groan muffled by my cock deep in her mouth. She wrapped her hand around my cock and she pumped slowly up and down with both her mouth and  fist.  I  lifted  my  gaze  to  the  silver  shimmering  black  lake.  She  sounded needful on me, she whined, she writhed.

I shut my eyes and draped my arms out sideways over the top of the back of the  bench.  Kiera  kept  steady  and  methodical  on  me.  Even  when  I  tapped  her shoulder  and  stiffened  in  my  legs,  she  only  whimpered  and  changed  nothing.  I gasped and held my breath, but still she rose and fell on me at pace. I could feel her warm saliva drip down my groin.

I  crunched  in  my  abs  and  I  clenched  in  my  eyes.  She  pulled  up  and  pushed down and wrapped her hands around and under my thighs, locking herself onto me.  I  curled  my  toes  and  threw  my  head  back.  I  screamed  without  breath, without sound, at the black starry sky above. My whole body rose off the bench. I was suspended by my heels dug into the dirt and my hands pressed down into the rough wood of the back of the bench. She cried out loud and pumped herself on me relentlessly and steadily.

When the release came, I bellowed out loud enough to project my cry over the lake,  and  it  bounced  back  in  an  echo  from  the  far  side.  She  moaned  warmly when my cum filled her mouth. She swallowed and sucked and swallowed more. She  continued  to  suck  me  until  I  completely  subsided  and  sank  back  into  the bench  like  a  jellyfish  with  no  bones.  She  tucked  my  spent  limp  cock  away, carefully  pulled  up  my  fly,  and  she  re-buttoned  my  jeans.  She  murmured  and tittered and sat up to lean against me and wait for me to re-animate.

“No  telling  anybody,  okay?”  she  said,  when  I  stirred  and  opened  my  eyes. “And not Reed especially,” she said.

I nodded. I was still without voice.

We walked back down the trail to the property. The party was still on. Reed found us before we got to the deck.

“What the fuck, Kiera?” he said, and he threw his huge arm around her neck and  pushed  his  face  into  hers.  She  let  him  kiss  her  on  the  mouth,  but  barely, before she turned her face one way and then the other and away from his.

I followed behind them as we went up the steps to the top of the deck. There were couches arranged around the perimeter. He pulled her down beside him and pushed his hand all over her body. She sat down with him, and pushed his hand away from her wherever he landed. But she squealed and laughed and rolled her eyes and tittered all the same.

Reed suddenly stood up and pulled her up behind him. She shrieked and shot a glance over her shoulder. “Save me!” she said and she laughed. Reed chuckled and dragged her through the glass doors into the main cottage. 

I  sat  on  the  couch  on  the  deck  and  looked  around  at  everybody  having conversations,  laughing,  teasing,  and  at  the  couples  making  out.  There  were other  people  around  the  fire  in  the  yard,  yelling  and  laughing  and  throwing enough logs on to light up the lake. People inside were doing rounds of shots and squealing and laughing.

I  slipped  down  the  stairs,  under  the  deck,  and  along  the  side  of  the  house  to the RV trailer up on blocks. It was time for bed for me.

The door to the trailer was in the middle. Behind it was a bunk built into the forward wall it shared with the tiny bathroom. Down the other end of the trailer was  the  kitchen,  the  table,  and  the  much  bigger  bed,  taking  up  the  entire  wall along  the  back  of  the  trailer,  with  a  window  long  and  narrow  looking  out  the back and across the lake.

I saw before I heard. I blinked my eyes trying to adjust them. At first it looked like branches of a tree silhouetted against the narrow back window, but I didn’t recall  branches  hanging  that  low  over  the  back  of  the  trailer  earlier  in  the  day. Then  I  heard  Kiera  —  her  voice,  but  not  making  words,  making  high-pitched, surprised-sounding moans.

It  was  her  body  that  was  silhouetted  against  the  back  window,  her  legs pointing  up,  her  knees  bent  and  up  to  her  chest,  her  feet  pressed  into  the  low metal  ceiling  overhead.  She  was  cramped  against  the  left  side  of  the  bed,  her shoulders  and  head  curled  up  against  it.  Between  her  legs  was  Reed’s  head, moving, pushing, lapping. His hands were around her hips. His knees were bent, too,  and  his  feet  stuck  up  to  the  ceiling  as  well.  He  was  lying  on  his  stomach, eating her out.

I caught them at the critical moment — it was why neither of them heard me come  in  or  saw  me.  Kiera  was  climaxing.  She  was  grunting  and  groaning  and shaking and tugging at his hair in her hands.

I  stumbled  backward  and  braced  myself  in  the  doorway,  wavering  on  the precipice  of  the  trailer  and  holding  myself  from  falling  backward  and  out.  I caught myself falling and slapped the aluminum side of the trailer. Kiera’s eyes popped open wide. I could see the whites of them, open, alarmed, and piercing through  the  dark  between  us.  We  met  gazes  and  I  slipped  backward  down  the steps and away.

There was a boatshed on the lake and tucked up into the trees through a tiny, overgrown trail, I’d found on my earlier walk a tiny hidden shack. Inside was a small, deep pool, clean and clear. It steamed, it was so hot. Hot springs would be rare in that area, but if what Kiera said was right, that two chunks of plates came together  here,  that  would  explain  the  deep-running  and  pressurized  stream erupting  up  through  a  crack  here,  and  filling  the  pool.  It  looked  forgotten,  the way it was overgrown and neglected.

I  sat  on  a  bench  built  into  its  side  and  stared  out  at  the  lake.  I  heard  some noises and peered around the corner. I could see Kiera dashing over the property, returning to her cabin where her and her friends were staying the night. I leaned against  the  rough  cedar  wall  behind  me  and  shut  my  eyes.  I  could,  I  thought, sleep here. It was so peaceful. So hidden. So quiet.

Twenty minutes later, I heard noises again. I peered around the corner. It was Kiera.  She  was  alone,  standing  and  turning  all  the  way  around,  taking  a  few steps, turning all the way around again. She even covered her brow with her flat hand,  though  there  was  no  glare  to  block  with  her  hand.  She  was  looking  for something — or someone. I watched her come nearer, turn and go further away, scan  along  the  dock,  look  under  the  deck.  When  she  moped  back  toward  her cabin, I stepped out from behind the shed and walked into the clearing.

She  stopped  and  stared  a  while  as  though  assessing  who  it  was.  I  motioned with my arm for her to come over. I heard her laugh to herself and she put her head down and shuffled on her feet faster over the ground between us.

“There’s a hot springs pool up here,” I said, when she got close enough.

“Sh,” she said, “my roomies are still up!”

I boldly took her hand in mine and pulled her behind me through the veil of branches  and  leaves  that  obscured  that  end  of  the  trail  and  I  took  her  up  and around to the hot spring shed hidden amidst the trunks.

We  found  a  kerosene  lantern  hanging  from  the  low  ceiling.  It  was  dry,  but Kiera found an old red metal fuel can under a bench and shook it. It had enough in  it  to  fill  the  lantern’s  belly.  We  found  matches  inside  a  curled  up  plastic baggie. When we turned the flame down and lowered the glass over it, the tiny space lit up in soft golden light.

The pool had a flow to it. “Very high in dissolved minerals,” Kiera said.

“How do you know?”

“No algae, no nothing, look how clear it is,” she said. She peeled her hoody back from her shoulders. I watched her with too much of a leer. But the light, the silence,  the  enclosed  space,  the  steaming,  clear  pool  —  everything  was  too beautiful, all at once.

She  gestured  to  an  old,  nearly  gone  with  rust  sign  nailed  on  the  wall  over  a bench.  “No  clothes  in  pool,”  it  said.  She  smirked  at  me.  “You  don’t  want  this water  on  your  clothes  anyway,”  she  said.  She  proceeded  to  drop  her  hoody  on the bench. She bent at her waist and jutted her chest out and bent her knees to peel her tight shorts inside out down her legs. She continued to stare at me even as  she  crossed  her  arms  over  her  body,  found  the  bottom  of  her  top  with  her grasping fingers, and closed her eyes to pull it up and over her head.

She fluffed her hair to settle it back down over her shoulders, and she reached behind her back with both arms. I saw the tension in her bra straps slacken. She shook her shoulders and the straps collapsed down her arms. She held the cups to her breasts a moment, but pulled them away and twisted around to toss her bra onto her top and hoody on the bench. She’d closed an arm over the front of her breasts, but when she twisted back to face me, she dropped it like her other hand to her side, twisted slightly, the palm half facing forward.

She paused a moment. Our eyes hung on each other’s. Her head tilted a few degrees  to  the  side.  A  tiny  smile  rose  in  the  corners  of  her  mouth.  She  bit  her bottom lip, and then she squatted in front of me, hooked her thumbs in the waist of  her  panties,  and  drew  them  down  her  legs.  She  stepped  out  of  them  where they had floated down to crumple around her ankles, and she lifted them behind her tush with her toes, picking them up with her fingers and thumb, and giggling as she tossed them on top of her other clothes.

“Come on, your turn,” she said. She even drew her eyes down my body and back up, slowly, savoringly.

I had no choice. There was nothing I could do. I undid my pants and pushed them  down.  I  pulled  my  t-shirt  up  and  over  my  head.  And  then  I  pushed  my shorts down, too. I put them on the bench as casually as I could muster. I did my very best to appear as though stripping in front of a girl was a perfectly normal, everyday thing to do. But my cock was fully erect and gave me away.

She snorted and grinned and reached for my hand. She turned and pulled me behind her as she stepped down the steps and into the clear, steaming water. We laughed and tumbled around and teased and tickled each other. We found it was so  mineralized,  it  was  difficult  to  hold  ourselves  down  under  the  surface.  She floated on her stomach with her legs stretched out to the other side of the pool, and she wrapped her arms around the back of my neck. We kissed like that.

She pulled her body down and nestled her knees against my hips where I sat slumped  on  the  ledge  with  the  water  up  to  my  chin.  My  cock,  hard,  poked  her tummy.  She  laughed  and  lashed  her  tongue  at  my  face  and  reached  under  the water to rub her palm and thumb over the head of my cock and to squeeze it and stroke it.

“I didn’t want to do that, you know,” she said when we paused kissing.

“Do what?”

“What you saw, in the RV,” she said. “But that boy is persistent,” she said and she  snorted  and  rolled  her  eyes  and  shook  her  head.  “You’re  different,  though, aren’t you,” she groaned, and she tilted her head sideways and pushed her mouth against  my  mouth.  She  drove  her  hips  forward  to  push  her  pussy  against  my cock.

She shivered and clenched her teeth at me. “Mustn’t do that though,” she said. “Even though I really want to . . . “ she groaned. She kissed me and pushed her tongue around my mouth all over. She raised and lowered her body over my lap. I  could  feel  her  pussy  lips  rub  up  and  down  the  underside  of  my  cock.  “So close!” she said, and she pursed her lips and rolled her eyes at me. “It would be so easy, wouldn’t it, though,” she said, and she kissed me all over my neck and ear and over my shoulder and down my arm.

She  grunted  and  winced  at  the  low  ceiling.  “It’s  hard  though,  isn’t  it!”  she said, and she snorted. “We better get out of here or we’ll end up doing it,” she said.

She threw herself off my body and turned and went quickly up the steps and out  of  the  pool.  I  got  out,  too.  I  found  on  a  shelf  behind  a  cupboard  door  a blanket. It seemed clean enough. Kiera had thrusted the door open and stood in it filling her lungs and raising her hands to the silver lake in front of us.

I  gazed  at  her  nude  backside,  outlined  by  the  silver  light  in  front  and  above her,  and  lit  from  behind  by  the  golden  kerosene  lantern.  Her  shape,  from  her wide  shoulders,  down  her  tapered  back  to  her  waist,  over  the  flare  of  her  hips, and  down  the  mirroring  taper  of  her  thighs,  was  to  me,  art.  I  stared  without breathing.

I came out behind her and saw a flat smooth rock ledge that hung out from the trail  and  over  a  small  cliff  that  rose  out  of  the  lake.  I  stepped  around  her  and flung the blanket up and settled it down over the rock. It was cool outside — we were overheated. The air felt invigorating. I sat down on the blanket and looked over my shoulder at her.

She came down to sit with me. We both pulled our knees up to our chests and wrapped  our  arms  around  them.  She  leaned  her  head  over  my  shoulder.  “It’s amazing, it’s so beautiful here,” she said.

I looked at her but I had no words. We kissed again. She pushed gently on my chest and I fell back onto my elbows and onto my back. She rolled onto her side, and  then  over  on  top  of  me.  Her  knees  came  down  over  my  body  outside  my hips. Her back arched down and her breasts pushed into my chest. She wrapped her hands around my face and curled her spine in and out over my lap. My erect cock  poked  at  her  abdomen,  poked  at  her  butt,  and  then  pushed  through  the steaming hot and soaking wet lips of her pussy.

She gasped sharply and shut her eyes and scrunched her fingers into the skin of my cheeks. She came back up and lowered herself down over just the head of my  cock  at  first.  “It’s  wrong,  though,”  she  whispered  in  my  ear  so  quietly  I wasn’t even sure it was for me to hear. Every time she sank shivering and stiffly down  on  my  cock,  she  took  me  deeper  inside  her.  She  bit  her  lip  and  chirped high and full of breath. She gasped and dropped her mouth wide open and took me deeper inside her. She dropped her mouth to my ear and bit me. “What  are you  doing  to  me?”  she  groaned  as  she  curled  her  spine  in  and  drove  her  hips down, taking me all the way inside her.

She  was  slippery  and  slick.  She  pushed  her  hands  into  my  shoulders  and straightened  her  arms,  lifting  her  arching  back  high  over  me.  She  dropped  her head down from her high-poking shoulders, letting her hair swish over my face from  above.  She  lifted  her  face  to  the  sky  and  moved  on  me,  slow,  deep,  and writhing. “Oh fuck!” she groaned with a wavering voice. Her fingers curled into fists  and  her  nails  scratched  the  skin  of  my  chest.  “We  promised  we  weren’t going to fuck anybody up here!” she said, and she dropped her head down and crouched over my body and humped herself on me, hard and fast and deep.

I dropped my hands over her shoulders and down her back. She groaned in my ear. I squeezed her ass and she cried and lost her breath. I began to push myself up into her from below and she dropped her chin wide open and pulled on my hair. “So good!” she groaned. “Don’t stop!” she shouted in a whisper.

The wet slapping sound our bodies made as we rammed them together on the blanket over the rock under the silver moon lighting up the lake filled the forest. She stopped breathing and winced. I arched up in my back under her. I felt the twitching in the soles of my feet. It was already too late.

When  I  shot  inside  of  her,  she  groaned  in  a  loud  guttural  almost  gurgling voice  up  into  the  forest  above  and  behind  us.  I  could  feel  her  pussy  milk  my cock. I gushed from her and she convulsed over me.

She  rolled  off  me  and  flopped  gangly  and  spent  over  the  blanket,  staring  up into the stars beside me. “Holy  shit,  Callum,”  she  finally  said.  “That was a big one!”

I remained without words. I could only nod. She looked over and laughed and bent her arm up and over to touch my neck and chin. “You too, huh?” she said and she snorted.

I could only nod.

We both slumbered there on our backs, half alert, half asleep, our eyes barely slitted  at  the  dark  sky  and  moon  above.  I’d  never  known  so  much  peace.  We held  hands  and  communicated  nothing  with  slight  squeezes  back  and  forth, tittering like we knew morse code.

We were both startled and we both yelped with shock when we heard a voice close behind us. “Oh my god! Kiera!” it said.

Kiera  bolted  up  and  covered  her  naked  body  with  her  arm  and  spun  around. “Oh my god, Claire, do you mind!?” she said half yelling, half laughing.

I pulled the blanket up from the rock and around my naked body. I blinked my eyes and rubbed them. It was Claire, the girl who came to my room that night in Reed’s and my shared apartment back in town.

“Callum?” she said, her mouth dropping wide open, her eyes even wider.

“What,  you  know  each  other?”  Kiera  said,  shooting  her  gaze  back  and  forth between Claire and I, frowning, but grinning, too.

I looked down.

“What are you doing here?” Kiera said.

“You  said  to  track  your  phone!  In  case  the  boy  was  an  ax  murderer!  You didn’t say it was fucking Callum!” She shook her scolding face at Kiera. “I came out  looking  for  you  when  you  didn’t  reply  to  like  a  hundred  texts  or  phone calls!,” she said. “I thought he murdered you!”

“Well  go  get  my  clothes  for  me,  at  least,”  Kiera  said,  and  she  gestured  with her hand toward the dimly lit open door of the pool shed.

“Get Kiera’s stuff!” Claire shouted.

There was another body in the doorway, gazing around inside it.

“What is this place?” the other person said said. She turned around and faced the rest of us. It was Jessica, the other girl from Reed’s and my place. I hung my head down between my knees.

“Are you the one who found this place, Callum?” Jessica said.

“You all know each other?” I said.

“We live together, dummy, these are my best friends for ever!” Kiera said to me. “How do you know them?” she said more quietly to me.

She  twisted  around  and  looked  up  at  Claire  and  Jessica  behind  us.  “How  do you guys know him?” she said to them.

They both smirked but remained silent. Jessica handed Kiera her clothes and she pushed up and stood facing the lake to pull her panties on, pull her shorts up, and put her bra and top on, and finally her hoody.

When  nobody  said  anything  for  a  full  fifteen  seconds,  I  lifted  my  face  from my  knees  and  peered  out  from  over  my  elbow.  Clair,  Jessica,  and  Kiera  all started shrieking and laughing at the same time.

“How did you know about this place?” Jessica said to Kiera.

“I didn’t, Callum showed me,” she said, and she gestured to me with her chin.

“How’d you find it?” she said to me.

“I  think  our  little  Callum  here  is  one  of  those  quiet  and  sneaky  and  curious types, aren’t you Callum?” Claire said.

“I just found it when I was hiking around the lake earlier,” I said. I pulled the blanket more tightly around my nude body and crossed my legs to push myself up to standing.

“You  have  to  try  it,”  Kiera  said.  “It’s  amazing,  isn’t  it  Callum?”  she  said, pushing her knee into my back.

“It says no clothes,” Jessica said.

“So?” Kiera said. “It’s just Callum here. And I get the distinct impression he’s already seen all of us naked,” Kiera said. She shook her face and narrowed her eyes at Claire.

Claire  snorted  and  rolled  her  eyes  and  pushed  her  top  up  and  over  her  head. She  turned  and  went  inside  the  pool  shed.  In  the  lit  doorway,  she  stripped  her panties off and unclasped her bra and shook it down her arms. “He’s  definitely one of us,” she said. I watched her twist sideways and drop her clothes onto the bench there. The golden light of the lantern lit up her body.

When  she  squealed  and  dipped  herself  into  the  pool,  Jessica  dashed  up  and into  the  door  as  well.  She  also  stepped  down  into  the  pool  naked  and  golden inside  the  frame  of  the  old  wooden  doorway.  They  both  sank  down  up  to  their chins and squealed.

“Come on,” Kiera said softly to me, and she extended her hand to me.

I shed the blanket from my shoulders and carried it under my arm and into the shed. Kiera snorted and shook her head at me and stepped down into the pool, too, after dropping all her clothes off her body again.

I folded the blanket and put it back on the shelf inside the cupboard where I found it. When I straightened up and turned around, I looked into the tiny gold-glowing  wooden  room,  the  steaming  blue  pool  at  my  feet,  and  the  three glistening  nubile  and  ripe  bodies  nearly  floating  in  it,  all  of  them  gently splashing  each  other  and  tittering  and  rolling  around  in  it,  curling  their  fingers and beckoning me to come in, sliding around on tenth ledges, making space for me, all their eyes wide and glistening at me.

“Good find, Callum,” Jessica said. She pinched her tongue between her teeth and grinned.

I  stepped  down  the  steps  and  into  the  hot  pool  and  I  sat  down  on  the  ledge between  Jessica  and  Claire,  with  Kiera  directly  opposite  me.  She  stretched  her legs out and rested her heels on my knees and laughed. Jessica leaned against my side. Claire sank down and rested her arm over my thigh below the water.

“No telling Reed,” Jessica said to Kiera.

“No telling nobody,” Kiera said, and all three nodded at each other firmly.

Claire turned to me and raised her face up to me from below. “Are you good at keeping secrets too?” she said.

“I get the feeling Callum is very good at keeping secrets,” Kiera said, and she chuckled low and deeply. “Guys like him,” she said. “Observant types.”

“This  can  be  our  little  secret,”  Claire  said.  She  turned  to  me.  “You’re  not going to kiss and tell, are you?” she said. She reached over my lap and found my cock under the water.

I was still spent from Kiera. She lashed her tongue at my ear and tittered. “I don’t  think  he’ll  tell,”  she  said  to  Jessica  and  Kiera,  and  she  pulled  my  face around to hers, and sank her tongue deeply into my mouth.

I  thought  she  meant  the  hot  springs  pool.  But  they  might  have  meant something  else.  “Anyway,”  Claire  said,  closing  her  hand  around  my  cock, “Callum doesn’t really count.” She kissed my mouth and moaned and squealed privately. “He’s one of us, aren’t you Callum?” she said.

I sank down in the water, draped my arms around the two nude bodies to my sides, and gazed at the third nude body in the dim golden light across the pool from me. Jessica tittered, flashed her eyes widely a moment, and turned her face shyly away from me. She splashed water at me and bit her lip.
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