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ABOUT CABIN FEVER


I’ve been a road warrior for many years, collecting airline bonus miles, hotel VIP benefits, and other benefits of being away from home 85% of the year.

I need a break from the grind, and a summer trip to Oregon is the perfect way to spend a weekend without returning to sweltering Dallas, Texas. The mountains are calling me with their fresh air, cooler temperatures, and verdant evergreen forests.

It’s where I grew up, graduating from high school in a small town in the valley. I spent my summers camping, fishing, and hiking in the Cascades, and two days alone in a cabin seems like a perfect way to recharge my batteries.

When I walk into her lodge, the eyes of an old teenage crush greet me. Memories of youthful exuberance fill my mind as I recognize this campground from long ago. Her familiar smile has my heart beating quicker, and her blushing cheeks tell me she remembers everything we did in these rustic cabins as teenagers.

We’re not teenagers anymore, but the spark of attraction can still ignite passions I’d thought were long past. Everyone needs a second chance.


To friends of the past and the salacious memories of our youth.


Nostalgia is not what it used to be.

SIMONE SIGNORET


CABIN FEVER


ONE
PERPETUAL BACHELOR


Work has been hectic due to the near-constant travel. It’s a grind, one monotonous week after week of airplanes, rental cars, and hotel rooms. Planning and scheduling travel reservations takes up a good portion of my time. Expense reports for my trips are due shortly after I leave a customer’s location. Fuck, it never ends. My bad attitude has been coming for a few months; planning this trip to stay over a weekend and not fly back home will help me with the stress.

Home is not the best name for it. It’s a small studio near the airport. It has storage for my garments, and that’s about it. My routine between trips has been finely tuned for efficiency. Hiring an assistant to do the repetitive tasks allows me to drop off a suitcase, do the blasted expense report, sleep, and spend a day outside. When I return from whatever I’ve done away from my tiny apartment, it’s watching TV, then going to bed. On a travel day, my packed bag with clean clothes is ready to grab, toss in the car, and go to the airport.

While I'm away, my assistant stops by my flat, as she calls it. She cleans up from the weekend, changes my sheets, and ensures all my supplies are stocked. She also does my laundry, dry-cleaning, shopping, and packing for the next trip. She's paid handsomely, and we hardly see each other. We mainly communicate by email or text. It's the same every time—lather, rinse, repeat.

This past week was long and busy; the next promised nothing less. Scheduling the double assignment because the clients are near my old stomping grounds allows me to spend the weekend in between relaxing in a resort in the incredible mountains of the Cascades. I haven’t been to the state of my birth for over fifteen years. My family has moved out of Oregon, and we rarely talk, let alone visit, so nothing grounds me to what used to be home.

After living in Texas for twenty years, my tiny studio apartment is the last place I want to spend the weekend during the Lone Star State summer. My generous salary allows me to save enough for a better place or to relocate to a cooler climate. But there is little reason to invest in a huge house that sits empty most of the year. It’s sufficient without frills, and my savings account continues to grow. Additionally, DFW Airport is a great hub for those who fly nationwide. But retirement is within reach, and planning the second half of my life can begin in a few more years. The road warrior grind sucks; it’s hard to have a positive attitude while edging close to burnout.

To recharge, I push any thoughts of work out of my mind. The Cascade Mountains are the perfect place, with lakes, nature trails, and a slower pace of life. I circled this weekend on my calendar, looked at different locations, and found this new resort, Shadow Bend Cabins, nestled along the route, snaking eastward through the mountain pass.

Turning onto the minor road that winds down a tiny valley bordering the river alongside the twisty highway, my mind floods with memories of this region. Towering Douglas fir trees line the upper slope, and with a steep downgrade on the other side, everything appears familiar—a déjà vu-type of buzz in my consciousness.

The tributary flows through the bottom of the modest cut, interrupted by runs of rapids, making this stretch a destination for kayak adventures. The GPS in my rental beeps, and I have about 500 feet until my turn. Slowing down, I watch for the intersection and steer onto a gravel road that abruptly twists lower before it flattens and winds adjacent to the picturesque waterway.

When I pull into the parking lot and park in front of a rustic lodge, another ping of nostalgia echoes in my mind. It grows even stronger when I exit the car and climb the steps to the registration entrance.

I’ve been here before.



The welcome bell rings as I enter the empty reception area. It’s cozy with a fire in the fireplace. The day isn’t cold, but the nights bring colder temperatures at this elevation. The lodge has a display of pamphlets that I browse, recognizing places I visited growing up in the valley. A nearby ski resort would be filled with recreational skiers in the winter. During the summer, the river, with its class five rapids, draws the eye of thrill seekers. My sole goal, however, is to enjoy a quiet weekend in the mountain air.

“Sorry!” a female voice calls from down the adjoining hallway. “I was moving the laundry. I’m coming!”

My eyes widen at the familiar face, and I search my recollections as she examines me. Our necks tilt as we try to bring up old memories.

“Amy?” I’m the first to speak as I recognize an old girlfriend of mine from twenty years ago. While we’ve both aged, her eyes sparkle, reminding me of when I was eighteen and she was seventeen.

“Kurt Darby, as I live and breathe.” Her voice has that tint of familiarity that solidifies my memory. We close the distance, our arms wrapping around each other to hug comfortably. As I rub her back, her perfume fills my senses with high school memories.

“How long has it been?” Amy asks as we step back and gaze at each other. The years have taken their toll on us, but we’ve kept in decent shape. Her figure has a few more curves, but her eyes and smile hold my focus—as always.

“I haven’t been home in fifteen years, but that was for a family reunion,” I confess. “We are friends on Facebook, though, right?”

“Oh, yeah! What a horrible place that turned out to be. I hardly ever log on anymore.”

“Same.” I chuckle, turning and sweeping my hands at the cozy lobby space and the grounds outside the large window. “Why does this seem so familiar?”

Amy grins at me, crosses her arms below her breasts, and starts humming a tune that sparks memories. An ancient memory teases me while I admire her figure and voice. She’s wearing a flannel, button-up shirt with rolled-up sleeves. Half the front buttons are undone, exposing a white tank top stretched by her ample bosom. I hum along as I recognize the tune, then break out into a verse that pops into my brain.

“Dear, Liza, a hole!” We sing together and start laughing.

“There you go, Kurt.” Amy smiles, “You remember one of the songs. Does that help?”

“Outdoor school?” It all comes back to me as I examine the lodge’s details.

Amy was a junior in high school while I was a senior. We were camp counselors for two weeks in the mountains. Each counselor was in charge of about a half dozen kids. We stayed in rustic cabins using sleeping bags on bunks at night. The fortnight was packed with activities around the campground, doing science experiments, nature hikes, and having fun.

“That’s right, Bogey.” She laughs, and her cheeks turn crimson.

“Bogey.” I snort—my camp nickname pings in my memory. Grinning, I recall hers. “That’s a blast from the past, Froggy.”

“Now stop, let’s not say that name again.” Amy's face reddens. We must be remembering similar things because her nipples are now visible outlines beneath her bra and the tank top. “Man, that was an exciting week, though.”

“The best time was the night before the kids arrived.” My grin and wink make her break out into another blushing giggle, confirming she remembers the same night. “Did you ever marry?”

“Yes.” Amy nods, shrugging. “We divorced five years later. Thank God we didn't have children. How about you?”

“Perpetual bachelor.”

“That tracks.” She smirks and walks behind the counter to scan the guest register. “Let me see. Here you are—Kurt Darby.” She chuckles to herself while I lean over to peer at the book.

“What’s so funny?” I ask, turning it around to check the names of the other guests. Amy squeaks and pulls it back towards her, but I catch the two familiar names before she does. “Leah and Paige from high school? Are they coming this weekend, too?”

“Yes, they are, but that’s not why I laughed. Your cabin is the same one you were assigned for outdoor school.” She smiles as she pauses, glancing at me. “I remember it well, especially that one night.” Her eyes flare as she drops her gaze to my crotch. The memory of that night and how she’s checking me out sends a chill up my spine as I harden. She snaps her head back up, her blush deepening. “But I assure you, everything has been completely modernized. No more small bunks and airy walls.”

My cheeks flush because I recollect my cabin all too well. We’d snuck away from the group while the other counselors enjoyed campfire songs and s’mores and spent that first night in each other’s arms. It was a memorable night; we’d pushed many boundaries that night. My mind fills with memories of our short but intense relationship.

Our relationship started with a date at the drive-in theater in town, where Amy slid across the bench seat of my truck and gave me a surprisingly good blow job. We continued meeting at her house throughout the following weeks while her mother worked late. We angled our bodies into various twisty positions, exploring sensual pleasures without ever having intercourse. After the night alone in my cabin, though, we had to lead the outdoor school campers, limiting our time for the rest of that week.

“That was a special night.” I reach for her hand, and she places hers in my palm. I squeeze her fingers, lifting and kissing the back of her hand.

When I glance back, she’s staring at me with a warm smile. “It was so long ago, Kurt.”

“It feels much shorter when I’m holding your hand and looking into your eyes,” I say. That I'm honest about that aloud surprises me, but I'm not going to deny how I feel. Amy sighs, and we take a moment to enjoy the memories and our brief connection before she lets go of my hand.

“You always were difficult to resist.” She reviews the ledger, runs her fingers past my name, taps it, and peers up at me. “You saw their names, so I may as well tell you. Yes, Paige and Leah will be here. They are together now, after… Well. They can tell their story.”

“Wait, together-together?” I ask.

“You are in Oregon, Kurt.” Her cheeks turned red again. “They married a few years back.”

“I’d never suspected,” I say, then cringe. "I mean. There’s nothing wrong with it; I have many…”

Amy’s good-natured laugh cuts me off. “Stop it before you get in trouble.”

I shrug, chagrined, shifting my eyes and wanting to change the subject. “So you own this place now?”

“I bought this after my divorce. I needed to get away and make a new start. I had money from my parents’ inheritance and invested it in modernizing and renovating. We’re featured in several magazines as the go-to spot during ski and rafting seasons.”

“Congratulations!” I say with a grin. “That’s a big accomplishment. It's incredible. You've done a great job fixing it up.”

“I did alright.” Her face fades into a softer expression, like she’s thinking back in time. “I love it up here, and I have a great staff that helps me.”

“Why are you doing laundry?” I ask with a tilt of my head.

“They’re off this week,” she explains, grinning at me as she shrugs. “I usually shut down the resort for one weekend during the summer to enjoy the mountains. My people get a little vacation, and I get some peace. You'd have to find somewhere else if you hadn’t already confirmed your reservation. I have to say, I was curious about whether it was you when I saw your name.”

“Amy, I don’t want to be a bother. I can stay in the valley.”

“You’re no bother at all, Kurt,” she says, smiling brightly again. “Paige, Leah, you, and I will be the only campers for the next few days. I think it will be fun to reminisce on old times.”

I lean back and cross my arms, looking at her with a soft smile. “I think so, too. I should unpack and change out of the business clothes,” I say, waving down at my gray slacks and black shoes. My white button-up shirt is wrinkled from the day of work, followed by the ninety-minute ride in the car.

Amy looks at me and bites her lip as her eyes sweep down my body and back up. I twist my head and chuckle, but ogle her back. Her breasts are hard to ignore. She reaches under the desk and slides a key across the counter.

“You’re in cabin ten, around the loop, and right behind the lodge here,” Amy says, pointing out the window. “I’m going to finish moving the laundry along. After I'm done, I might drop by later and see if you need anything.”

I grab the key and use it to salute as I walk out. “Sounds perfect. I hope we can catch up more.”

Her eyes glow as she waves at me, and I can’t help feeling the same arousal welling up in my gut as when we were together as teenagers. Chemistry never completely goes away.


TWO
JUST US, COWBOY


Once I’m back in the car, I follow Amy’s directions and drive around the ring of cabins. They are rustic in appearance but also well-maintained. The scattered pine trees leave their needles on the ground in random piles, but the grounds are well-kept, with cleared paths between the cabin, the main lodge, and other buildings. I pull into the gravel parking spot next to my cabin and park.

Stretching as I get out of the rental, I open the trunk. My regular work clothes and suitcase are at the dry cleaners in my hotel back where I’m staying for work. My smaller tote for the weekend has everything I need, so I grab it and the groceries I bought before I drive up the mountain. It’s not fancy, but the cabin had a full kitchen, so I planned to cook my meals.

Closing the trunk, I walk to the cabin and climb the steps to the front porch. Holding the groceries in one hand, I drop my suitcase and pull the key out of my pocket. I open the door, reach for my bag, and walk inside. The cabin’s decor is cozy, and I drop my stuff near the bedroom and carry the food to the kitchen. It’s small, but all the appliances are newer, with a gas stove and oven, a small refrigerator, and a double sink.

I unload the groceries, splitting the food between the fridge and the counter. I’ve often taken weekends between business trips to get away, so I knew what I needed for a few days of meals. I don’t drink alcohol, so that was one less thing to pack. I take a glass from the cupboard and fill it with water from the sink. I take a sip before indulging in a protracted swig. It's icy cold and tastes fresh. Texas tap water is barely palatable in the hot summers, but this is straight from a mountain spring, and I close my eyes to savor its freshness.

On the way to the bedroom, I grab my bag, lay it on the bed, unpack my clothes, and sort them on shelves or hangers. Unpacking makes me feel at home and relaxed and is better than living out of a suitcase. I travel more than forty weeks a year, so finding the small things that make a strange room feel like home is essential.

I strip out of my work garb, roll up my clothes with my tee shirt, socks, and underwear, and put them back into the carry-on. At the end of each day, I open the suitcase on the closet rack and fill it with dirty clothes. Routines like this make travel comfortable for me, and it’s never a scramble to pack up to leave when it’s time.

I walk naked into the bathroom and start the shower. I stretch, leaning back with my hands on my hips before bending forward to touch my toes. My five o’clock shadow is noticeable when I see my reflection, but I resolve not to shave for the weekend. I stretch my arms to the sides and twist at the hips before lifting my hands to reach the ceiling. The stretch feels good, and I close my eyes to connect with my body. The water is hot enough to see steam rising, so I grab the provided soap bar and the little shampoo bottle and step into the hot spray.

I enjoy the ritual of a shower after a long day and a longer drive than usual. The aches and stresses from the day dissipate as I rinse the soap off my hair and body. Twisting off the water, I grab a towel from the shelf and pull it inside the shower curtain. The air in the cabin air is colder, so I dry off in the warm nook of the shower before opening the curtain and stepping out onto the mat. Pulling the towel around my waist, I secure it with a knot. I wipe the steam from the mirror before brushing my teeth and combing my hair. I hear a knock on the door as I turn to find clothes.

“Kurt! It’s Amy. I brought you some snacks.” Her voice reminds me of our camp days, and I walk out of the bedroom without a shirt to let her in.

“I was finishing my shower,” I say, opening the door. Her eyes widen as she takes in my bare chest and pans to the towel tucked in at my waist. Despite traveling so much, I stay in good shape, so I’m pleased by her expression.

“Oh.” She pauses as her eyes slowly rise to connect with mine. “I can come back.”

“You’re here already. Come in.” I step back, and she hurries past me, headed to the kitchen with a platter of snacks.

“I’ll put these in here,” she says meekly, setting the tray down on the counter and keeping her back to me.

“Amy,” I say, taking a step toward her. “It’s only a towel. Stay until I get dressed, at least. Unless you’re busy?”

I stand halfway between the kitchen and the door to the bedroom, resting my hands on my hips. All the memories I have of when we were younger spin in the back of my mind, which has things stirring under my towel. Amy stays still, her hands resting on the counter as she takes a deep breath. I’m about to return to my room when she spins towards me. Her eyes drop past my waist, and she bites her lip as she raises her eyes to look at me.

“I remember what’s under the towel, Kurt,” Amy confesses as she takes a tentative step toward me. “Very fondly. Have you ever wondered what would have happened between us if I hadn’t moved?”

I tilt my head down as she approaches me, keeping eye contact. “I think about what would’ve happened if you hadn’t found religion. That ended the fun we were having.”

“Heh, yeah.” She laughs as her hands rise and touch my chest. “I made some silly mistakes.” Her voice is slightly above a whisper as her fingers trail down my chest and run along the edge of my towel.

“Amy…” I say, wanting it to sound like a warning. Instead my voice sounds rough as my cock throbs at the familiar expression in her eyes.

“That’s not a no.”

She swipes her tongue along her lower lip before denting it with her teeth. Our eyes stay locked, and I watch hers darken as we stare at each other. I shake my head, inhaling and feeling our connection tighten.

“I don’t think I’d ever say no to you.”

Boldly stepping closer, she yanks away my towel and tosses it aside. I lean down, cupping behind her head and focusing on her lips as I bend toward her. Our mouths collide hungrily as her small hand wraps around my cock, squeezing it. I growl into her mouth, my other hand gripping the front of her button-down and tugging hard, ripping her buttons off. They clatter across the floor as I grip her tank top in both hands and pull it up to expose the soft flesh of her tummy.

“Fuck,” she moans into my mouth as our tongues tangle together. “When I saw you, it all came back, Kurt. Every fucking moment.”

She pulls away from the kiss and starts stripping, squirming free of her ripped plaid shirt and pulling her tank top off. Dropping my hand to the waist of her jeans, I work at the belt buckle.

"Fuck, Amy. Your mouth felt like sin when you wrapped it around my cock in the cab of my stepdad’s truck during that drive-in.”

“I can still remember my first taste of you when I stretched across the bench seat.”

She watches me as she pushes down her pants, wriggling them down her thighs. My cock aches, jutting out and pointing at her as she glances down, then meets my eyes with arousal behind her irises.

“What about stripping naked in your mom’s living room?” I join her in a laugh as my hand wraps around my cock, giving it a stroke, dragging the foreskin over the head. “Because you weren’t allowed to have boys in your room, and she worked late.”

“We were merely studying math,” she says innocently as she kicks off her shoes, pulling her feet out of her jeans.

“You were so fucking sexy with your tanned skin, and smooth, bare pussy.” I smile at her as she reaches for me, slowly stroking my cock. “Like you stepped out of a nudie magazine.”

“I’m still fucking sexy, thank you very much,” Amy smirks and flings off her bra. Fuck, she still has the best tits. “I’m done playing around on the floor, though. How about we use a bed this time?”

“How is that even a question?”

I swat her naked ass. Amy shrieks at my firm smack and giggles as she heads to my bedroom, swaying her hips. She must still tan in the nude because there are no pale lines across her body. Admiring all of her curves, I inhale and ask, “How long do we have?”

“For once, there’s no time limit. It’s just us, cowboy, for as long as we like.”

Amy watches me over her shoulder as I walk toward her slowly. The picture of her as a nubile teen fades and morphs into her mature, alluring, voluptuous curves. Her eyes are ablaze as she rolls onto the bed and faces me, lying on her side. I focus on her round breasts, capped with ruby-red nipples. I want to devour her.

Her hand follows my eyes, squeezing one ripe breast while plucking at her rigid nipple. My eyes follow her fingers as she flattens her palm to glide down her abdomen to her pussy. She shifts to her back, spreading her legs apart to expose her fingers, playing with herself. I notice it’s still smooth and bare, save for the small tuft of short brown hair above her protruding lips. She lowers her hand and spreads her pussy open, showing me her glistening arousal.

“You’re still fucking sexy.” I crawl up beside her. “I remember licking you. You tasted so good.”

Her eyes drop to my cock, bouncing as I kneel on the bed. She looks up at me, shifting her body and angling her head as her hand grips my cock.

“I’ve been thinking of doing this since I saw you in the lodge,” Amy purrs, swirling her tongue around my crown.

My eyes roll back as her lips stretch over my crown, pushing my foreskin back and lapping at the precum oozing from the tip. I look down at her, recalling the different positions we’d tried on the carpet of her mother’s house. I twist and settle on my side, reaching for her leg and pulling her closer. She moans, encouraging me to kiss her petals lightly before taking a long, slow lick of her sex.

“Let’s take our time.” My fingers spread her open, licking her deeper. Her moan of approval vibrates my cock as her mouth pushes lower. Words evaporate into indulgent groans as we pleasure each other to distant echoes of our youthful trysts.


THREE
STAY RIGHT THERE


After pushing Amy through a series of orgasms and emptying myself into her hungry mouth, we slump together. Twisting around, I pull Amy back around to face me, and I flop boneless on the mattress. We’re both glistening with sweat from our exertions.

“Jesus,” I sigh, kissing behind her ear. “Still the best cocksucker I know.”

“You still have the tastiest cum.” Amy laughs. Her voice sounds rough as she swallows slowly, gazing at me. Her fingers comb through the hair at the back of my head, and we gaze into each other’s eyes. “That was fun.”

“More than fun,” I admit. Lying naked with her feels natural. I’m relaxed and in no hurry to leave the tangled mess of sheets. “Why haven’t we ever fucked?”

“Oh, God! We never did, that’s right!” Amy laughs, shaking her head and smiling. “We should fix that.”

My cock twitches at the thought, and I nod slowly and lean close. I kiss her again, tasting myself on her lips. She moans, pressing her tongue between my lips and tasting her juices, coating my lips and tongue as we deepen the kiss. My cock thickens against her hip while she slides her hand down, gripping, squeezing, and stroking my cock slowly. I moan as my body responds with hunger for more of Amy.

We’d done just about everything imaginable on the floor of her mother’s house except intercourse. I didn’t have any condoms, and she wasn’t ready to cross the line. For all of the filthy things we’d done to each other’s bodies, we’d kept ourselves technically chaste. However, when Amy returned, she stopped our fun with newfound religious zeal from bible camp. Amy left town when her mom moved to the university town a few weeks later. We’d never fought or argued, and I even took her to a winter dance at her new high school.

Life changed when I started college, and I was busy with ROTC and studying. We grew apart; we’d have lost touch entirely if it weren’t for social media. She’d friended me on Facebook, and we’d exchanged words via chat.

Leah, Paige, and other high school acquaintances friended me, too. If you went to high school together, being friends on social media was the norm. I wasn’t as close to Paige and Leah; they were a year behind me and always busy with sports. They’d seemed inseparable, and the fact that they were now married wasn’t that much of a surprise.

Kissing Amy again feels like returning home. Our mouths, tongues, and heads move instinctively, dancing to the song our bodies feel. My cock stiffens back to life with the strokes of her fingers. I cradle the back of her head with one hand while squeezing her round ass with the other. Her soft moans trigger my deeper growls as our bodies writhe slowly against each other. Her rigid nipples press against my chest, inducing me to part the kiss and nibble along her jaw and down her neck. I keep kissing lower, licking her skin until I pull the hard point between my lips, sucking it deep into my mouth.

“Ffffuck, Kurt,” Amy moans as her fingers rake through my hair. “Your mouth is fucking magic.”

I grin but keep swirling my tongue roughly over her stiff bud, lapping and lightly nibbling at the base. I love the taste of her on my tongue, and my hand moves to her other breast, squeezing and kneading to tug on her other nipple. Her firm grip on my cock makes me gasp as she continues stroking. Stirring her palm over my crown, she spreads the slick precum down my straining shaft.

I moan against her breast as my other hand runs down her side and along her thigh to cup her sex. Spreading her open, I swirl my fingertip around her clit as she moans, grinding her pussy against my hand. She's drenched, and I spread her arousal with the tips of my fingers.

“You’re so fucking wet,” I growl into her breast as I push one digit between her smooth petals.

“You make me that way.” Amy sighs as she tightens her grip on my hair. She tilts my head up, looking down and staring into my eyes. “I've been a mess of desire from the moment I realized it was you. I need you to fuck me. Please.”

“How can I say no to such good manners?” I grin and nod, moving to my knees inside her spread thighs.

I grasp my cock with one hand and tease the crown through her drenched lips, gathering her arousal. When my tip notches into her, I watch as I push inside her. I glance up, looking up into her eyes as her pussy sheaths my length. We moan in concert with the sensation of our bodies joining, staring into each other’s eyes. Amy’s heels slide along my ass as she presses her hands against my chest and skims down my sides to my hips. Her fingers curl into me, guiding my strokes as I flex in and out of her tightness.

“You feel so good wrapped around me,” I huff out, unable to stop staring into her eyes.

“Yes, you fit inside me so well,” Amy gasps. Her mouth opens, and our breaths sync together.

Our bodies meet and part in a steady beat. Releasing her hip, I move to her breast, cupping and kneading her soft flesh, tugging at her nipples. Amy arches her back, pressing herself into my hands as her heels dig into the backs of my thighs. She pulls at me with each stroke to fill her depths, which only edges me to move quicker and harder. My eyes finally break free from her gaze to drink in the beauty of her body under me. Everything about her feels more intense as we dance to the beat of our bodies.

“You’re so fucking sexy, Amy,” I moan, flicking my eyes back to hers, tugging on her nipples as my hips flex to a faster beat. “How are you still single?”

“Same to you, stud. Fuck you’re hot, and you know how to fuck. My god!” She grins, and when my cock hits a spot deep inside her, her eyes flare as she nods. “Fuck, right there. Do that. Keep doing that.”

I sink into the angle and grind my hips in hard, firm strokes as she keeps nodding under me. Her teeth dent her lower lip, and her eyes drift closed before snapping open when I punch my hips into her. I move my hands to either side of her head, lowering to capture her lips and kiss her deeply as my hips rise and thrust. Her moans into my mouth mirror my own as I feel my balls tighten and the feeling of electricity flows up my shaft.

“Kurt!” Amy says against my lips. “Kurt, you’re gonna make me come, baby.”

“Come, Amy, fuck yeah. Fucking shatter. Give it to me. Give me everything.”

I’m babbling nonsense, but it feels so fucking good. I’m feeling things I shouldn’t over a quick fuck of a girl I last saw twenty years ago. But I can’t stop punching into her as my balls tighten and my cock throbs. Emotions swirl as I push myself to the brink.

"I'm there," I grit out, looking at her.

"Please," she says, staring at me. "Inside me. Come inside me."

When Amy’s thighs shake and tighten against my thighs, I feel her juices flowing around the base of my steely shaft. I rut and jerk my hips as I race to the finish. When my shaft pulses and jets my cream deep, I growl out instinctively.

“Mnfuck!” I grunt as Amy’s eyes widen. I feel her cunt clenching around my shaft, her mouth shut and her neck tight as she arches back. I continue to stroke into her tight, slick walls, and she falls apart again with a shriek.

“Oh! My god! Yes!”

“God has nothing to do with us,” I growl, punching my hips in deep, dropping my head to kiss her as my body stills and relaxes against her. Her hands run up and down my back as my tongue tangles with hers. Her feet slide up and down the back of my thighs. I’m still buried inside her, feeling her pussy ripple and clench while my mind dissolves into bliss.

“Stay right there,” Amy says when we part. We stare at each other, and I feel her heart beating in time with mine. “Don’t move. Please. Just stay.”

“I’m not going anywhere,” I say in a low voice, realizing my words echo the truth of my feelings. I’m right where I want to be: with Amy. So I sway over her, lowering and moving my mouth against Amy's while I’m still inside her.


FOUR
YOU MISS YOUR PEOPLE


I blink my eyes open at the sound of a phone. It’s not mine, and I push up from Amy, looking at her blearily. It was so comfortable resting on her that I must have dozed off. Amy looks at me with a smile, and her eyes widen when her phone rings again.

“Shoot.” Amy scrambles and twists from under me and starts moving out of the bedroom. “Where is my phone?”

Rolling off the bed and onto my feet, my thoughts keep knitting together. “I think near the kitchen?”

Amy curses under her breath as she sashays back into the kitchen, bending to grab her jeans and pulling the phone from the back pocket, tapping the screen before holding it to her ear. I grin as I collect my boxers and step into them, pulling them up around my waist, before bending to grab her discarded panties and hold them up to her.

“Hey, where are you?” She smiles as she takes her panties and tries to hold the phone to her cheek with her shoulder. I catch it as it slips, bringing it back to her, grinning. She shrugs and smiles as she leans and pulls her panties up. “Oh! You’re close.”

“Leah and Paige?” I mouth as Amy takes her phone from me. She nods, holds her finger to her lips, and taps the speaker button.

“Drive around to cabin ten when you get here,” she says into the phone while she winks at me.

“The one opposite the lodge?” It's an unfamiliar voice, and Amy mouths at me. “Paige.”

“Yeah, I’m with a guest. I think you’ll want to meet him.”

“Oooh you’re with a maaaan?” Another voice I determine is Leah's singsongs. “Do we know him?”

“You do.” Amy kisses my chest. “You went to high school with him.”

“That’s scandalous,” Paige giggles. “I didn’t like any boys in high school.”

“We were kind of a thing before outdoor school.” I kiss her forehead before picking up our clothes from the floor.

The girls chat back and forth, and while I appreciate her keeping the line open, it’s also a little awkward listening to them gossip and giggle. I realize, listening, though, that I enjoy Leah and Paige's banter, and seeing them again excites me. We pull our clothes on while she keeps up the conversation. My thoughts cycle with unfamiliar feelings, but I keep smiling. I haven't allowed myself to feel emotions for a long time. I kept my distance from the few lovers I’ve enjoyed of late to stay free from entanglements. Living on the road isn’t conducive to being in a relationship. But I'm beginning to hate the grind of endless travel.

“Yeah, okay. See you in five!” Amy says and ends the call, looking at me. “They just turned off the highway.”

“That’s great.” I smile, walking into the bedroom to straighten the sheets. “Why did you want them to come here?”

“I dunno. I panicked. It’ll be fine.” She laughs and starts helping on the opposite side of the bed

“I know it will.” I grin and nod. “I believe you.”

She grins, and we go quiet, working together to fix the messy bed. I realize that I trust her. The raw emotions from our lovemaking return. They feel odd because I’ve been alone for so many years, never having a connection with my sexual partners. Having a sense of home is weird, but I can’t reject the comfort that has taken up residence in my chest. I hug Amy close as we finish the chore.

“It feels natural, being with you,” I admit, kissing her forehead and rubbing my palms up and down her back.

“Same, Kurt,” Amy says, resting her cheek against my chest. I know she is listening to the steady beat of my heart. “I’ve always felt that way with you.”

Her voice is soft, and we share a quiet moment with our arms around each other until we hear tires crunching on the gravel outside. Amy looks up at me, combing my hair with her fingers, and I chuckle and do the same. She twists her head and lifts her brow at me with a question in her eye.

“You look great. Not a hair out of place,” I say, and she giggles.

“You too.” she takes my hand, which feels just as comfortable as holding her.

She pulls me to the front door, opening it wide and squealing as she lets go of my hand to hurry down the stairs. I follow behind her slowly and watch as she wraps the driver in her arms. Paige looks as I'd expected from her Facebook profile. Her raven hair is styled in a pixie cut, and her light-blue eyes sparkle as she hugs Amy. When she turns and sees me, her mouth falls open.

“Kurt fucking Darby!” She shoots a glance at Amy. “This is the secret guy?”

Amy nods as I approach them. I peer over the car and smile at Leah, whose trademark red curls are slightly faded. Her bright-green eyes twinkle as she winks at me over the car’s roof. “Hey, Kurt.”

Amy breaks away from Paige to walk toward Leah, who is walking around the back of the car. Paige focuses on me, tilting her head. I open my arms, and Paige laughs as she wraps her arms around me. “Still a nerd."

Her teasing doesn't bother me, and I barely glance back when Leah plows into me. She giggles, and we squeeze together. When everyone leans into the group hug, we all laugh. It feels natural to enjoy the company of these three women I haven't seen in years.

As we break from the huddle, my head spins as my thoughts rewind to the past. All of them were a year behind me in high school, but we ran in the same circle when I was a senior. Amy moved away before my senior year, and I took Leah to the prom when neither of us could find another date. When I went to college the following year, Amy was a senior at the local high school nearby. I readily accepted when she asked if I wanted to escort her to the winter dance. We had a great time, but with the separation because of her new morals from bible camp, we didn’t do much besides dance and talk.

I’d been friends with all of them during my last two years of high school but never really saw any of them as romantic interests. Amy and I burned hot that summer but faded quickly when she returned from bible camp and moved away. Leah and Paige were always playing sports. They were all energetic and fun. Reconnecting on Facebook was nice, but our brief interactions stayed casual. Through the years, they've always made me smile.

Amy points to the cabin next to mine. “That’s your cabin, girls,” she says before pointing to my cabin. “Kurt’s in this one.”

“Where are you staying?” Paige smirks, her eyes sparkling.

Amy and I trade a look, and I nod at her and turn back to the new arrivals. “She’s going to stay with me. Unless she wants to sleep alone in the lodge.”

“Sounds boring.” Amy laughs and pulls my head down to kiss me, whispering. “A little presumptuous cowboy, but I like that you took charge.”

I grin before looking back at Paige and Leah, whose mouths are agape. “Can I help you with your bags?”

“Oh, um. Sure,” Paige says, double-clicking her key fob, and the trunk pops open.

I fill my arms with their bags, feeling an upwelling of satisfaction. I like Amy a lot; she and I could have fun this weekend. That’s all it would be. We wouldn’t get all mushy or catch any feelings. I ignore that I don't believe that.

I follow the three ladies as they chatter and climb the steps to the cabin next door. As I walk into the open living space, I notice their cabin mirrors mine with a bedroom, an ensuite bath, and a kitchen, but everything is opposite. Amy takes their linen grocery tote from me while I take the rest of their bags into their room. As I place their bags on the bed, I notice my cabin’s window faces theirs.

Returning to the main room, I see Amy and Paige storing the food in the kitchen as Leah sits on one of the sofas. The kitchen is small for one person, let alone two, so I walk in and sit beside Leah.

“It’s good to see you, Kurt,” she says. “It’s been a long time.”

“Yeah, it’s a long story. I moved to Texas when I got out of the Navy,” I say, turning toward her. “Congratulations. Amy told me you and Paige are married.”

“I never saw myself settling down with a guy.” She shrugs. “Paige and I just fit, you know? Never any squabbles. We communicate. Once it was legal here, we decided to do the paperwork. It’s a good feeling to have a home with someone. What do you do in Texas?”

“I travel.” I laugh. “I’m hardly in my apartment, which doesn’t feel like a home. It's more like a lower hotel-class suite than where I stay when I travel. When I’m in Texas, I always note the absence of mountains.”

“Yeah.” Leah smiles and reaches to pat my thigh. “You miss us, don’t you? It’s not just the mountains or the ocean. You miss your people. I can see it when you smile at Amy.”

Her words resonate with the ripples of thoughts I’ve had while hanging out with Amy. We connected physically as if twenty years hadn’t passed, and it felt oddly comforting. Talking to Leah and my short hug with Paige brought the same soothing, chill vibe that feels more like home. I glance at Amy and shrug, “It might be that. I know I’m feeling burnt out with the schedule I keep.”

“Why do you keep doing it?” Her question hangs in the air, and she pulls her hand back and leans against the sofa. “I’m prying. I’m sorry. I want to know what you’re up to. You have this aura of… It’s not sadness, but it has a similar flavor.” She laughs and shakes her head. “Paige says I’m too empathetic and that it’s uncomfortable to some people. I don’t want to freak you out.”

“You’re not freaking me out,” I say, hearing the defensiveness in my voice. “I… Let’s have a nice weekend. I’ll have plenty of time to sort things out after I give my body a few days of less stress. I’m just overworked.”

“You’re more in tune with your needs than you think, Kurt.” Her smile is genuine, and I return it, feeling something warm stir inside me. “I’ll be here if you need anyone to listen or vent to. Clearing the stress you’re feeling is important.”


FIVE
MAKING CHANGES


As Leah and I conclude our conversation, Paige and Amy walk back towards us, each carrying two plates with sandwiches and chips. My stomach rumbles at the aroma of fresh bread and fruit. Paige smiles at me and hands me a plate, sitting beside me while Amy hands Leah a dish and sits beside her.

“We picked some fresh blackberries on the way up and brought along a cantaloupe and some strawberries,” Paige says, pointing at the fresh fruit with a plastic fork. She’s smiling at me, even though I’m between her and her wife. Leah grins, moving closer to me to give Amy more room to sit.

“Do you want me to swap?” I ask because while I was friendly toward Paige in high school, it’s been decades since we’ve been in the same room. I mostly knew her through Leah.

“Nope.” Paige grins as she bites into a strawberry, and I can’t help focusing on her lips as she lightly sucks the fresh berry, nodding at her wife beside me. “She wanted to catch up with Amy and said you and I should reconnect. She thinks very highly of you.”

“So they were scheming.” I grin and wink at Amy. I wonder what has given Leah such a high opinion of me. They both grin, blushing and sensing my attention, so I ask Amy. "Where did you get the food?"

“I made the bread this morning. It’s nothing special; I needed to keep the sourdough starter going.” She shrugs and continues to describe the meal. “Turkey from the deli we partner with; same with the rest. We should eat. I want to soak in the hot tub before it gets too dark.”

“Sounds great.” I start eating, turning to Paige. “Congratulations on your marriage.” It sounds lame since they’ve been married for a while.

“Thank you,” Paige says with a genuine smile and blush. "It only made it official and legal; we’ve been together since college.”

“I knew you were close in high school.” I nod, not knowing what to say. I continue eating silently and glance at Amy and Leah, leaning close to each other, talking low enough that I can’t eavesdrop. “What do you do now?” I ask, trying to avoid more awkward silence.

“I manage a sporting goods store in the valley. It’s fun,” Paige says after chewing a bite of her sandwich. “I get to partner with the high schools in the region and help with their equipment and uniforms.”

“You always enjoyed sports. Do you still play?” I ask while enjoying a handful of blueberries.

“I do. Mostly in the city softball league, but I also bowl.” She shrugs. “Golf is fun when I have the time. You used to golf, didn’t you?”

“Yeah, it’s always been a hobby. I used to play softball on some company teams but travel too much now.”

“Do you like being a road warrior?” she asks, raising her brow while holding a piece of melon on her plastic fork.

“I did when I started,” I say with a sigh. “It’s becoming a grind. I’d love to slow down so I can do more recreation.”

“Do you own a home?” Another question that makes me rethink my priorities.

“No, just a small apartment near the airport,” I admit with a shrug. “It’s more storage than anything else. A place to swap out clothes between trips.”

“Sounds like a drag.” Paige grins broadly. “What do you do?”

“Technical sales and a little bit of training.” I shake my head and take a bite of the sandwich. She waits for me to finish chewing.

Seeing her eyes tracking me, I realize I never slow down enough to talk with people. I always go a thousand miles an hour and never take a break. I finish swallowing and set my half-eaten plate behind me on the couch.

“I’m good at it, but I hate it too.”

“Why do something you hate that makes you travel so much?” Paige asks curiously, and I shrug.

“I haven’t given it much thought, but your wife asked me the same questions.” I grin and glance at Leah, who smiles at hearing her name but continues her conversation with Amy.

“Do you need the money?” Paige asks. “It sounds like you live with a small footprint. You don’t have a home, travel on the company dime, and have no attachments. You could probably make a change easily.”

I grab my plate and take another bite of the sandwich. The two of them have me rethinking my priorities, and the draw I feel toward discovering what might be between Amy and me is compelling. I take another bite and focus on the floor, deep in thought.

What would it take for me to change my life? Resigning would be easy. I have a career’s worth of savings. I could retire early. I've been with the same company long enough to earn it. Managing what I'd need to do wouldn’t be too difficult.

“Hey,” Paige says in response to my quiet. “I was just curious, Kurt. I want to know how you are. Sorry for the third degree.”

I take the last bite of the sandwich and smile at Amy, who returns a cute grin, blushing at my attention. Leah looks at me, taking a cue from Amy’s smile, and her eyes twinkle. Turning to Paige, I take a sip of water. All three girls have shown more concern for me than anyone has for a long time. Feeling their genuine warmth is soothing, and I relax more in my seat.

“You’re not grilling me,” I assure her with a smile. “I haven’t asked myself these questions recently. I’ve focused on doing what I’ve always done, so thinking about anything different hasn’t occurred to me. Driving up from the valley brought up a lot of happy memories. I need to consider making some changes.”

Everyone finishes, and I collect their empty paper plates. I take them into the kitchen and dump the trash in the can under the sink. I hear the hum of their conversation and as I walk back into the sitting area, they quiet down and stand up.

“Let’s swim,” Amy says, looking at me. “Did you bring a suit?”

“I did, but isn’t it too cold to swim?” My question makes them all grin.

“You forgot about the hot springs around here,” Paige says. “Amy has her water supply hooked into the geothermal spring nearby. The pool is always warm, and the hot tub is steamy.”

“A swim sounds wonderful.” I nod as I remember the area is dotted with different spas. It wouldn’t take much to bring in limitless hot water. “I’ll go change.”

Amy nods, and the two of us walk to the door. “I’ll run to the lodge and change into my swimsuit.” She waves to the fenced swimming area in the circle of cabins. “I’ll meet you there in a few?”

“Definitely.” She stops grabbing my hand, and we come together quickly and kiss tenderly. Her blush is back when we part, and she giggles.

“You sure have made me feel a helluva lot younger than I am, Kurt Darby,” Amy says, winking at me. “See you over there.”

She turns quickly, and I drop my hand to adjust the slight rise in my shorts. Feeling our chemistry has my arousal working on a tripwire, and I’m not complaining. I’ve been in many hotels and flirted with many women staying for only a night or two. I haven’t felt the attraction and infectious pull I feel with Amy since we met in high school.

Hopping up the steps to my cabin, I enter and strip down to nothing, only to realize my bedroom window is open and faces the other cabin. Paige and Leah are talking while stripping naked and unaware of me watching. I freeze. Any movement might be noticed, and I feel like a peeping Tom. I can’t help but examine their bodies. They are both athletic, Leah a bit curvier than Paige. Paige’s breasts are small, with pink nipples that jut out from her chest. Leah’s are fuller, with large round aureoles and thick, darker nipples.

Before I can continue my illicit surveillance, Leah turns toward the window, holding the top of her bikini and looking at the ground. Paige steps behind her and lifts the cups of the bikini to cover her breasts. Looking out the window, Leah graces me with a mischievous smile.

Her eyes drop past my torso until she stares at my groin. I realize that my cock has stiffened from the taboo nature of watching them without them realizing it and their natural beauty and sex appeal. I freeze like a deer as she grins at me before she turns to say something over her shoulder. Paige keeps tying the bow in Leah’s bikini top as her gaze lifts to look out the window.

I have the impulse to drop my hands, cover myself, and turn away. I do nothing instead, feeling a swirl of arousal in my core as Paige’s lips curve into a smile. She nods, giving me two thumbs up through the window. I laugh, and reach for my swim trunks lying on the bed.

Fuck it, if they want to watch, I don’t mind.

They continue dressing as I pull up the trunks, and it takes a few calming breaths to get my dick to relax enough to stuff into my shorts. When I check again, they’ve left the room. I hurry out, find a towel in the bathroom, and leave my cabin as they leave theirs.

The paths from our cabins converge, and we all smile at each other.

“That was pretty impressive,” Paige teases, and I chuckle and shake my head.

“Amy wasn’t exaggerating,” Leah says, increasing my self-consciousness.

“Aren’t you both lesbians?” I ask. I want to smack my forehead but blush and wave my hand. “That wasn’t…”

“No,” Leah interrupts. “It’s a fair question, and no—we’re both bisexual, and our relationship is open. We don’t keep secrets from each other.”

We are close enough to the swimming pool gate that the silence isn’t too uncomfortable, and I act nonchalant as I move the towel to cover the growing bulge in my shorts.


SIX
HOT TUB HUDDLE


As we enter a sanded wooden deck, I see Amy’s head above the edge of the hot tub. Steam curls above the surface, partially masking her face and obscuring her eyes. The space is compact; the main pool is about the size of an indoor hotel pool. The hot tub has enough room for six adults if they don’t mind touching. It’s diminutive and cozy.

Amy watches as we approach and stands up, and I realize we’re over-dressed. I glance at the lounges and notice Amy’s bikini draped over one. When I shift back to focus on her bare breasts. It's impossible to avert my eyes as my cock stirs.

“Hey, I figured we’re all adults,” Amy smiles, leaning over the side of the in-ground, circular tub. “I can put my suit back on if you want.”

“We’re okay if it’s okay with Kurt,” Paige says, looking over a me.

“C’mon, Kurt. You don’t mind being naked around girls, do you?” Leah asks, grinning.

I swallow and shake my head, “Nope, not at all.”

Paige and Leah help each other with their tops as I walk toward Amy’s chaise and pull my shorts down, releasing my half-hard cock. I tilt my head at her as she blatantly licks her lips, staring at me. When she looks up from my groin to my eyes, her flirty grin grows larger.

“Come in. I saved a spot beside me.”

Kicking off my flip-flops, I step out of them and bend to pick up the suit. I hang it next to Amy’s bikini on the back of the lounger. I toss my towel onto the cushion and walk to the edge.

“Does this have bubbles, or is it a soaker?” I ask.

The pool is clear, and I can see that Amy is completely nude. I don’t mind being naked around Amy, and really, after Leah and Paige’s assessment of me from between our two cabins, I feel confident. The fact that I’m erect and becoming more rigid is natural, and I fight the impulse to cover my penis.

“You want bubbles to hide under?” Amy teases. “I want to say it’s only a soaker. It'd be a shame to hide what you've got. But I'll be polite. The button for the bubbles is over there. Spin the knob, and it’ll go for fifteen minutes.”

I walk toward the controller and nod at Leah and Paige as they step past me to crawl into the tub. They’re both naked, too, and my mind swirls as I wonder what it means. I crouch down to be at eye level with the timer and take a moment to read the instructions. I pause to process how to act when I’m about to share a hot tub with three completely nude, lovely ladies.

I reach for the knob and slowly turn it while reminding myself that I shouldn’t gawk and that I need to keep my hands to myself. I’m supposed to go past thirty before rewinding it to a maximum of fifteen minutes.

“Any of you have a heart condition?” I ask over my shoulder. “I can set this to twenty minutes if you’re all in good heart health.”

“Yeah, we’re all good with that,” I hear Leah say.

Sometimes, it pays to read the instructions.

Finished, I’ve nothing to do but turn around and walk back to the waiting girls. Part of me wants to cup myself, but I let my arms hang and try to walk normally. This is silly. I roam naked in hotel rooms all the time, but I’m suddenly conscious of my erection. I feel it bobbing as I look forward. Three sets of eyes bounce back and forth from my groin to my chest,

“You’ve got nothing to be ashamed of, Kurt.” Leah smiles, moving away from Amy to give me room to climb between them.

“You have what it takes to moonlight as a stunt dick in a porn movie,” Paige says, laughing, and I join in.

Okay, maybe I’m overthinking things. I slide into the steaming water, the bubbles forming foam rafts that float on the surface. The day has cooled off from the hotter afternoon, but not to the point of being uncomfortable walking around naked. I lift my arms along the pool’s edge, shifting closer to Amy.

“Do you do this often?” I ask her, dipping my head to kiss her. She nods at my question as she leans to return my kiss. A shiver of arousal tightens in my groin as her breasts brush over my chest. We haven’t discussed what is happening between us. Is it just me? We part slowly, satisfied with the small show of affection. Amy is blushing as she watches her friends smile at us.

“This has been a surprising day,” she says, reclining against me.

“I’ll say.” I lower my arm behind Amy’s head, enjoying the feel of her against my side.

“It’s good to see you again,” Leah says unexpectedly, leaning toward me and bussing my cheek. She hovers momentarily, and I turn and blink into her eyes. Leah’s eyes twinkle when I pucker, and we share a small kiss.

“No fair.” Paige laughs and slides toward me from the opposite side of the little tub. Gliding across the surface, her modest breasts brush over the tip of my cock. She smiles at me before kissing me lightly, before spinning when we part to sit beside Leah. She shifts closer to me until our thighs are touching.

“Yeah, today has been full of surprises,” I say, closing my eyes and trying to relax in the hot water, feeling the warmth of two naked women against me. The air feels sexually charged, but I try not to read too much into the casual intimacy between all of us.

Silence settles in the hot tub as I keep my eyes shut, arm around Amy. The girls move slightly as they settle in the steamy water. When I open my eyes, Amy’s head rests on my chest, with her eyes closed. The silence helps settle my mind. There is still a current of arousal in the air, but I’m content with keeping things as they are, at least for tonight. After a bit, Amy stirs and shifts up to kiss along my jaw.

“I’m glad you’re here,” she says quietly, searching my eyes.

“Me too,” I admit aloud. “You’ve all made me feel welcome. I was expecting a quiet weekend to relax.”

“And now?” Leah asks from my other side, her hand brushing my thigh. Paige turns to look at me, a soft smile on her face.

“I'm open to seeing what happens.” I shrug, meaning plans and maybe more discovery between Amy and me. But all three women have gotten me off kilter, so I keep talking. "This weekend isn't just about me. But I’d like to hike in the woods tomorrow. What do you gals have planned?”

“Nothing.” Paige laughs. “This is a weekend to indulge and destress. I’m glad to see you, Kurt, but I don’t want to do anything besides sleep in.”

“Yeah, right,” Leah teases her, laughing. “You’ll be up drinking coffee by seven, raring to go do something.”

“Probably true,” Paige says and kisses her wife’s cheek. “But you make it hard to leave bed sometimes.”

“It’s difficult for me to sleep in,” I admit, looking around at their happy faces. “I’m a creature of habit, whether or not I want to. It’s hard to go back to sleep when my mind wakes up. I’ve learned to take it slow and enjoy the quiet mornings.”

“Well, good luck with that,” Amy says and giggles. “I’m going to doze till noon. Y’all are on your own for breakfast.”

“Maybe Amy and I should rest together tonight so we’re not disturbed by the early risers.” Leah chuckles but gazes at me intently, raising one eyebrow.

Is she serious?

Paige and I trade glances, and it's hard to hide that the idea thrills me. When she beams, is it because she feels the same way? When I peer at Amy, she examines me, cocking her brow with a mischievous grin. Her shoulder nudges me, and I twist toward Leah on my other side, who's also focusing on me. My cock is like a spike, feeling the sexual tension from the stares of my companions.

“I’m not sure where the boundaries are,” I admit, brushing Amy’s wet hair off her cheek and resting my arm behind her head. "I don't want to go too far or assume anything. But I’m clean and get tested regularly.”

Amy grins at me, mock wiping her brow. She turns to check with Paige again and straightens up, looking back at me. “I don’t think you need to worry,” Amy says softly, leaning against my side. “I don’t mind if you sleep with Paige. I won’t be jealous.”

My cock throbs in the heated tub. While the idea of a foursome feels like too much too soon, a night alone with Paige might be incredible. A night with any of the three lovely women pressing close around me sounds tremendous.

“I’m a little out of my league here,” I admit, looking at the married couple.

“We already told you we’re open,” Leah says with a twinkle in her eye as she turns to look at her wife. Paige glances back at her before locking eyes with me, and something in the way her eyes darken makes my core tighten and my cock twitch.

Another silence falls over the hot tub as steam rises into the night sky. I realize how late it is in the early summer. The days are long, and now that it’s dark, I know it’s getting close to bedtime. I can’t help the arousal that surges when I sense Paige's interest and hear the goading from Leah and Amy. I feel a hand brush over my shaft, and Amy’s fingers curl around it.

“It feels like Kurt is willing to swap for the night.” Amy laughs, squeezing me. I notice her examining Leah, the two of them sharing an intense gaze.

“A day full of surprises,” I mutter as the four of us each rise out of the water together.

There is no hiding my erection, but Leah grabs Amy’s hand and pulls her away from me. Amy giggles as she passes in front of me, and Paige smirks at me when her hand replaces Amy’s and gives me a slight tug.

“You’re with me,” she says to me before leaning to buss Leah’s cheek with a soft kiss. “See you in the morning, babe.”

“Afternoon, hun,” Leah says, following Amy out of the tub. “Let us sleep in mkay?”

Speechless, I follow Paige out of the pool. We gather our things, slipping on sandals and flip-flops to walk to our separate cabins.


SEVEN
LEAVE THE LIGHT ON


Naked, holding our clothes and towels, Paige and I walk behind Leah and Amy. The day's heat still seeps from the ground at twilight, and the air will grow colder as night begins. I shiver in the cool breeze, but it's more from anticipating what's to come. Paige takes my hand, interlocking our fingers like I used to do when I was with Amy in high school. The four of us follow the trail back to the cabins nude.

Everyone smiles when the path forks, and we separate into pairs. I look at Paige; it’s dark, but the moonlight sparkles in her eyes. She steps past me as I open the door to my cabin, looking back at me over her shoulder as she walks toward the bedroom. I add my towel and shorts to the pile of her things she leaves at the doorway and pause, watching her lean, athletic body crawl onto my bed.

She turns and leans back on her elbow, hotly looking at me. Her small breasts bounce slightly as she gets comfortable. Our eyes meet, and her slight grin matches what I feel. This is wild and spontaneous, but I enjoy going with the flow. Her eyes lower, and I can almost feel the heat of her stare centering on my throbbing cock.

“Leave the light on,” Paige says, breaking her gaze to look out the window. The cabin next door is dark, but I know two sets of eyes are behind the glass. “Leah likes to watch, and it turns me on when she does.”

“You’re worth watching.” My hand drops to grip and pull my cock, and I walk closer to the bed. “I remember in high school, I enjoyed seeing you in the halls.”

“Really?” She leans toward me as I crawl onto the mattress. “I don’t think you realize how many girls had a crush on you back in the day. I know I did. You always seemed confident.”

We smile at each other until our faces are closer. Her eyes glance down to my lips before flicking back to my eyes. We kiss without another word, and the first touch ignites a flare of lust inside me. My tongue traces along her mouth as she opens, then sucks on my tongue as I press inside.

She lowers back, and I follow her down, lying on my side as our mouths part. Her skin is warm, and I feel her body tremble as I stroke her side from her hip toward her chest. She leans to kiss me again, her hand combing through my hair to hold the back of my head. I moan, rubbing my hand over her breast and squeezing the tight peak of her nipple.

“Mmmm, fuck,” she groans, breaking the kiss before nibbling down my jaw. Her tongue flicks over the scruff of my cheek. She bites at my skin as I twist her bud firmly with a tug. She hisses but doesn’t pull away. “That’s good, just like that.”

Shifting to her other breast, I squeeze the stiffening tip, enjoying her reaction to my firm grip. I feel her hand move between our bodies, curling her fingers to surround my shaft. I groan as she strokes, grinding my hips.

“Fuck,” I inhale, dizzy with the rising lust.

I look at her, and she grins back before curling down and licking the head of my cock. It’s my turn to hiss as she sucks my head between her lips, her hand dropping to cup my balls. I run my hand down her side, curling past her hip and gripping her ass. Her skin is warm and still moist from the dip in the hot tub, but my grip is firm enough to pull her cheeks apart.

Her moans vibrate my cock as my middle finger slides over her slick opening. Her hips push back, wanting a deeper touch. Our bodies shift together other as we respond to our touches. We move in concert, enjoying the touches and breathless moans as we explore each other.

When she rises on her knees, facing away from me, I see her reflection in the window. Lowering her head, she wags her ass at me. Shifting, my mouth kisses her round, firm ass as I moan before pressing my face between her cheeks and flicking my tongue over her tight bud. She shudders at the feeling but doesn't complain. I move my mouth lower, pressing into the slick warmth of her sex. The taste of her fills my tongue and mingles with her musky scent.

“Do you think they’re watching?” My voice is gruff with lust.

“Mmmnfuck, I hope so. I want Leah to watch you rail me.”

I groan at the thought as I shift to my knees behind her. My fingers cup her sex, and she presses back into me. We watch each other in the reflection, the window acting like a one-way mirror. What we see, Leah and Amy can see too.

“Is that what you want?”

“Yes, I want to feel you. Nothing between us, Kurt—fuck me bare.” Her eyes drift closed as I trace my crown between her lips.

“You’re fucking drenched, Paige. How long have you been thinking of my cock?” I growl, feeling her slick arousal coating my head. She whimpers and looks back at me.

"Since I saw you in the window." Her gaze softens, and the confession feels tender.

"Yeah, me too," I admit. "I didn't expect this, nor Amy," I growl as her pussy leaks over my head. "Use ‘red’ if I go too hard.

She laughs, eyes sparkling in the reflection. "Okay, but don't expect to hear a safeword from me. I need it hard. I meant what I said about railing me."

I decide to go slow anyway, to enjoy the feel of entering her slick folds for the first time. I push into her, then slide deeper with short, slow strokes. She snaps her hips back into me, moaning and gyrating her flexible body. Her tight cunt clenches around me as we move together. Her eyes are half-lidded, and the look on her face as I stretch deep inside her makes my balls tighten.

Smacking her ass firmly, I grip her hips as I pull back. She drops her head down as I thrust into her deep, fucking her with firm punches of my hips. The bed squeaks as her ass slaps against my thighs.

“Fuck! Yeah, that's it. Harder,” Paige growls, twisting to stare at me over her shoulder.

The intensity ramps up as we stare at each other in the reflection. I drive my hips, slamming my cock deeper into her, forcing her body to shudder forward. She counters and pushes back, wanting me deeper. We go at it, and my vision narrows to her rippling ass as I fuck her hard. Her pussy squeezes around me, and I feel her walls tightening in waves.

“Damn, you’re so tight. You like my cock, Paige?” I'm breathless as I feel her convulse as her back tightens.

“Oh fuck, yes,” Paige moans as I feel a gush of wetness coating my balls. Her tone shifts deeper as she urges me on. “Keep going. More, Kurt. Don’t stop.”

I close my eyes, concentrating on holding back my peak while punching my hips hard against her. I spank her butt again, then the other cheek. My aggression ramps up, and her head tosses back. Her eyes challenge me as we stare at our reflection in the dark glass. Another hard smack, and I wonder if the girls in the other cabin are watching us. Can they hear us? Paige is staring into the glass when I focus on her reflection.

“I can see them,” Paige pants as we keep fucking. Her hips thrust her hips back into my strokes. “Don’t stop. Oh fuck, yeah, just like that. Rail me! Do it! Tear me apart.”

I look past the reflection in the glass, and the cabin’s interior next door resolves through the light. A pair of pale circles undulate against the dark square of their window. I imagine the pair pressed together, one of their chests smashed into the windowpane. Who?

I imagine Leah staring over Amy’s shoulder at me as I rail her wife, pressing her against the pane while I fuck Paige. The idea of being watched spins in my head. The thoughts of what they see out their window have me grunting like an animal.

My fingers dig into Paige’s ass. I tighten my grip, part of me wanting to leave a mark, as I hammer into her hard. The dark thought of her screaming out the safeword makes me feral. I hammer hard, her body lurching as she stiffens, her arms slipping as her torso falls forward. Her knees keep her ass up, and I keep my grip on her. Her body shakes under the onslaught, and her pussy clamps around my cock. I feel her cunt rippling around me as I keep punching into her. I lean over and grip the back of her head, fisting her short, black hair.

“Oh damn,” Paige shrieks as I push her head into the sheets. I hold her down under me, her cheek flat on the sheets. I hammer her relentlessly as she screams. “Holy fuck!”

I feel another pulse of hot juices coat my balls, and that pushes me over the edge. Jerking my hips, I slam into her and release hot jets of cum into her depths. Cycling my hips, I rut into her. The room echoes with our moans and grunts until I’m spent.

I collapse over her back, her legs relax, and we fall into a heap of naked flesh on the bed. Still inside her, I kiss behind her ear and moan with appreciation. She turns her head, a smile pulling at the edge of her lips.

“Don’t move.”

“I won’t,” I whisper into the back of her neck as I enjoy the warmth of our connected bodies.


EIGHT
TIME TO WATCH


I nuzzle behind Paige’s ear before gently rolling off her and pulling her close after our breathing steadies. She twists and presses her back to me, and my cock shifts against her firm ass, still hard. I wrap my arm around her, lifting my hand to cup one breast. I glance out the window, wondering how Amy and Leah are progressing. Paige stiffens as the light in the cabin next door flickers through their open window.

“Turn off the lights,” Paige whispers, and I laugh as I roll back and slide from the bed. “They can’t hear us,” I say and flick the switch, bathing us in darkness. Crawling back behind Paige, I resume my position as the big spoon.

“Shhh,” Paige says with a giggle. “I want to listen to them! You're moving too loud.”

I swallow my laugh, quietly kissing behind her ear.

Their room is bathed in a soft glow, lit by flickering candles that line the opposite window. The pair comes into focus as our eyes adjust to the darkness of our room, and the backlight in their cabin turns their window transparent. My phone rings, and I pause to think where it is.

“It’s out in the kitchen,” Paige says, urgently tapping my thigh.

I kiss her shoulder, roll out again, and disconnect my phone from the charger. Amy is calling, and I hit the button to put her on speaker.

“Hey, you,” I say softly, climbing back in with Paige. “Did you enjoy the show?”

“Fuck, yes. You're an animal, babe,” Amy says in a husky voice. “Did you see my tits pressed against the glass?”

“That was you?” I blink and focus on the glow from the open window. The room is lit, but no one is in sight. “Where are you?”

“That was me while Leah was behind me doing unmentionable things to my feminine parts." I snicker, trying not to laugh aloud. "Be patient. You guys gave us a show. It’s our turn.”

“Mmm, I can’t wait,” Paige moans as I curl behind her, my cock stiffening and pressing into her warm ass. I toss the phone next to her after turning the speaker on.

“Are you both watching?” Amy asks in a low whisper that makes me smile.

The four of us are the only people within miles; we can be as loud as we want. But the whispers and the idea of people watching us while we’re unaware heightens the mood. I moan when Paige reaches back, wraps her hand around my cock, and strokes as it grows from arousal.

“We’re watching,” Paige says, her voice also quiet. It’s eerie in the soft light of our room, where the only illumination comes from the window across the way. “What do you want us to do?”

“Relax and enjoy, love,” Leah replies to her wife. “I want you to see what Amy does to me.”

“What’s she going to do?” Paige asks as her fingers slide under my balls and squeeze. I moan softly, staring into the empty window.

“Watch.” Leah's voice is husky, and we go silent.

We hear a noise, and I think they’ve placed the phone on the dresser just off-screen. Like ours, theirs is on speakerphone, and I hear their hushed whispers, a kiss, and a moan.

“That’s tight enough,” Leah says cryptically.

A moment later, Leah walks to the bed like an actress strolling in from stage right. She is naked; her soft curves are different than Paige’s lean, sinewy build. Her breasts bounce as she crawls on the bed, moving until she lowers her head to a pillow, turning to look out the window. I trace my hand along Paige’s side and nuzzle behind her ear.

“She’s beautiful,” I tell Paige.

“Gorgeous,” Paige sighs in response as I move my hand to her breast.

Movement in the window draws my attention, and Amy strides into view. She’s topless, one hand cupping and squeezing her breast. Her free hand is at her waist, and I growl, watching her stroke the long, flesh-colored dildo extending from a black harness strapped around her waist. I wasn’t expecting to watch something like this.

My hand moves down Paige’s body, sliding between her thighs. She lifts her thigh, granting me access to her slick pussy, and I trace my finger along her slit and circle her clit, slowly teasing.

Across the way, Amy crawls behind Leah and grips her ass with both hands. She pulls hard, staring at Leah as she turns to look over her shoulder.

“Fuck me, Amy.” Leah’s voice comes from the phone just above our head, which adds to the cinematic effect of watching the scene through the window frame. Her voice is deep and thick with need. “Fuck me like I’m your whore.”

“Mmmm,” Paige says quietly, and I wonder if it’s loud enough for them to hear. She raises her voice, lifting her head to speak toward the phone. “Kurt likes the dirty talk. His dick just pulsed hearing you beg, slut.”

“Hold on, Leah.” Amy’s voice sounds husky as she guides the tip of the dildo up and down Leah’s pussy. Their angle is enough for us to see the head spread Leah open. When Amy thrusts firmly, Leah screams in response.

“Oh fuck,” she mutters, the sound muffled as her head presses down into the pillow. She twists to look out the window. “Your cock is so huge!”

The pair go at it, Amy punching her hips as Leah pushes her hips back. The sounds of their flesh smacking together carries through the phone’s speaker as the intensity of their fucking grows with each second. Paige moans as I drive two fingers inside her, keeping time with Amy’s pace.

“Fuck,” Paige exclaims, looking back at me. “I want you inside me.

Rising on her knees, she crawls toward the window, mirroring her wife’s position as she lowers her head to the sheets. She twists to look at me as I get on my knees, spreading her juices and coating my rigid shaft.

“I think you’re bigger,” Paige whispers with a grin.

“Good girl,” I snort laugh. When my crown presses into her opening, I thrust, and in one firm motion, I sink deep inside her tight, slick walls. The feel of her pussy stretching around my steely rod draws a guttural moan from my chest.

“Oh, fuck, yes!” Paige's raspy voice rises as I begin to fuck her hard and fast.

“He’s fucking you again, isn’t he?” Moans break up Leah’s voice as she gasps while Amy keeps slamming into her from behind.

“So good,” Paige replies, and I groan as she works her hips and thighs, twisting her tightness around my cock. “Babe, I want to come with you.”

“You’d better hurry,” Leah whines over the phone, whimpering. We watch Amy grab a hank of her hair and yank her head back. “Oh fuck. Yes! Drill me, you slut.”

Leah’s screams and my grunts muffle Amy’s response as I pound into Paige. I want her to fall apart with her wife. I reach over Paige’s back, grip her short hair, and tug her as Amy did to Leah. She screams out, and I can feel her thighs shake.

“Fuck, yes,” I growl loudly, hoping Leah hears me. “Come for me. Come around my cock.”

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” The married couple chant in unison as Amy and I look at each other. I don’t think she can see me, but she can see her reflection, and I match her tempo. She tosses her head back, and I know she’s close to the edge from the dildo’s base thumping on her clit.

“Oh my fucking god!” Amy cries as her back arches. I can see her thighs twitch as she buries her fake cock into Leah, her voice rising into a scream of bliss.

“Mother fuck,” Paige cries as she stiffens, and I feel her cunt clamp around me.

It’s too much, and I slam inside her, spurting my second release inside her while the sounds of the four of us crashing into climaxes echo in the room. When I look up, Leah is sprawled on her back, Amy's body resting on top, the dildo tossed to one side. They embrace and kiss as I pull out from inside Paige. She twists onto her back, and I slide between her open thighs, kissing her as our hearts slow and our breathing steadies.

I relax into her, and everything goes black when the light from the other cabin goes dark.

“Don’t wake us till lunch,” Leah’s voice is louder, and I can tell she’s holding the phone again. “Sleep well, my love. Good night, Kurt.”

The phone clicks off, and Paige and I laugh before kissing again. We shift under the covers and get comfortable—Paige’s tall, willowy body curves inside mine as I spoon behind her and close my eyes.

It’s been a wonderful, surprising day. I never expected to meet old friends when I drove into the mountains. I certainly didn’t expect to fuck two of them without any drama or jealousy. I think about the rest of the weekend and Leah sleeping next door. Will she be next? I push the invasive thought from my mind and focus on enjoying the warmth of Paige curled in front of me. Tomorrow is a new day, and I’ll need my rest.
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SNEAK PEEK - NATURE WALK

Chapter 1 - Mornin Glory

Bird song mixes with soft slurping sounds as I open my eyes. My mind is dull, and parts of my body ache from yesterday’s activities. I feel a strong pull in my groin and reach down to adjust myself, only to feel the soft, short hair of Paige bobbing up and down. I toss the sheet off so I can watch my sexy bedmate do her magic.

“Insatiable,” I mutter as I grip the bedding tightly and just ride along as she works my cock to total hardness. She pulls off the tip, lapping at my slit, and peers up at me with her bright-blue eyes.

“Are you complaining?” Paige asks, then continues to lick along both sides of my cock without breaking eye contact.

“How many times did we fuck?” I mutter as my hips rock to push me deeper into her mouth.

I close my eyes and enjoy the sensations as I reflect on the night before. We fucked twice before the lights went out next door. The first time, we were the focus of our neighbors, Amy and Leigh, watching through their darkened window. When we finished, it was their turn to give us a show. Amy, my old high school flame, wore a strap-on and railed Paige’s wife, Leah. The sight was so fucking hot. Paige and I started at it again until all four of us came.

“Not enough,” Paige mutters, pulling off my cock and kissing the shiny crown. She rises on her knees while stroking my cock, shifting her hips to straddle me. “I don’t have much access to a cock in my daily life. Yours is so beautiful, and I’d hate to waste precious time.”

I grin as she settles herself, gripping her hips to help steady her as she grinds her hips down and drags her bare pussy along my shaft. She lowers and kisses me, and I thrust my tongue between her lips. Our bodies move as we chase the building passion. I smack her ass, and she hisses.

“You bruised something.” She grins but rises and fits my tip inside her tight, slick walls.

“Are you complaining?” I ask, moaning as she slides down my rock-hard shaft.

“Not at all.” Paige looks at me as she begins to rock her hips in a slow, steady beat. “It was only twice more after the lights went out.”

“It’s coming back to me.” I groan as my hips lift to meet her drops, and I grip her small tits with both hands, squeezing firmly and making Paige’s eyes darken. “The first time was my fault. My dick kept slipping between your ass cheeks. I couldn’t get to sleep while thinking of fucking you another time.”

“I’m hardly ever bothered by middle-of-the-night sex,” Paige huffs, moving faster. I can tell she’s pushing toward her peak, but I’m not close. “Ask Leah. Wait, don’t. She’ll complain about me being a nymphomaniac.”

I buck my hips and twist, making Paige shriek as she falls off to the side. I continue to twist and push her chest down on the mattress. I straddle her, my cock slick with her pussy juice, and trace my hands over her ass and hips. I poke one of the bruises I left on her hips and ass. Paige whines with the pressure but tries to lift her hips higher.

“I need your dick back inside me, Kurt.” Paige groans as I hold her down.

“Patience. Is Leah gonna get pissed from all my marks?” I settle one knee between her thighs, and she spreads her legs as I sink behind her. Gripping her hips, I smack her ass right in the center of a darkening circle. “Up on your knees.”

She scrambles to her knees, shaking her head. “Leah won’t mind. She’ll want her own collection of ‘Kurt-Darby-was-here marks.’” She keeps her shoulders down, turning to look over her shoulder at me. “Fuck me. Hard.”

I notch my cock in and slam it deep inside her. After four times in less than eight hours, Paige still likes it hard and rough. I grip her hips, thrusting into her as she angles her ass up as my hips smack into her. She moans loudly, and I feel her pussy clench around me as I keep a hard, fast pace.

“Fuck. You’re going… to make… meeeeee….”

I grip a fistful of her hair and pull her back as her body shakes. I slap my other hand over her mouth to quiet her. Our deal was to not wake up Leah and Amy until after midday. I hold her down, back arched, as I tug at her hair. My cock throbs in response to her gushing, and I slam in deep, releasing my load into her and jerking my hips as my balls tighten. She shudders as I keep plowing into her. When I stop and let go, she slumps down flat, her head turned to the side, and her lips curled in a manic smile.

“Fuck, you’re a good fucker, Kurt.”

I kiss the back of her head, then pull out of her and stand next to the bed. My cock slowly shrinks, but she eyes it, licking her lips. She crawls to the edge as I step closer and pulls my cock into her mouth, sucking and cleaning the cum and juices off my shaft. I tip my head back at the post-orgasm sensitivity. She pulls off and strokes my cock, and I have to force myself to step away.

“C’mon. A quick shower, then we’re hiking in the forest. I’m only here today and tomorrow, and I don’t want to miss out on hiking,” I say, helping her to her feet.

She wraps her arms around me, lifting to press her lips to mine. I enjoy the kiss, then smack her ass. She yelps and pouts before grinning and grabbing my softening cock.

“Okay, let’s clean up, then I’ll take you on a hike.”

“Good girl.” I grin as I walk behind her, enjoying how her hips rock back and forth.

I tell myself to calm down, or I’ll succumb to another rough round with her. She’s tireless, and I’m not in the same shape I was in high school. She leans against the side of the shower as the water heats up, and I lean and kiss her softly. She kisses me back, hugs me close, and rests her head on my chest.

I stand still, enjoying the feeling of her against me and marveling at yesterday’s turn of events. I didn’t expect to see Amy at the front desk. I didn’t know her friends from high school were coming. I don’t know what to say, so I squeeze her. When I relax, she walks into the shower. The hot spray stings my tired flesh as I join her.

I remind myself that we’re showering to get clean, but the look in Paige’s eyes tells me she will test my resolve.
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