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Author’s Note










Thank you for reading Cascade Mountain Harem. This series has been a wonderful writing experience. It’s full of nostalgia from my youth growing up in Oregon, and connecting fiction with some settings as I remember them from 40 years ago.

This is all I have planned for now, but these characters still live in my imagination and might prompt me to tell the next part of their story. To that end, your reviews and ratings are vital for me as an independent author trying to glean support from readers as well as motivation for more chapters.

This series originally consisted of three novellas, but the popularity and encouragement from readers and fans prompted the expansion of this story into six novellas. Thank you for all the pages read, purchases, ratings, and reviews. It means the world to me.

- Mack
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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
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 1





Perpetual Bachelor











W
 ork 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.












Chapter
 2





Just Us, Cowboy











O
 nce 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.












Chapter
 3





Stay Right There











A
 fter 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.
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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.”
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Making changes











A
 s 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.
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Hot Tub Huddle











A
 s 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.
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Leave the light on











N
 aked, 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.
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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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About Nature Walk










The first evening of my getaway from my monotonous road warrior routine was surprising, and it ended with me sharing a bed with an old classmate, Paige. Her wife, Leah, is next door in bed with my old girlfriend, Amy, and I have instructions not to wake them until noon.

The mountain air is calling, and the setting seems magical. As I stir from slumber, I encourage Paige to hike with me in the Cascade forest around the campground. I’m looking forward to exploring old haunts, including a lake where I spent part of my summers back in the day. As for the rest of the weekend, we’ll need to figure that out. I dread returning to my routine, but that’s not until Monday.


Until then, carpe diem is my motto as I spend time with the three lusty ladies.










Dedicated to those brave enough to dig into their past uncritically to find a key to life they let slip away.












Sex is part of nature. I go along with nature.


Marilyn Monroe
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Morning Glory











B
 ird 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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Hiking











O
 ur morning shower was a soothing conclusion to the intense night of playing with Paige. When we got out, she dried off and then quietly went next door to change into hiking clothes. Before drinking two large cups of water, I don my sneakers, shorts, and a tee shirt. I paused to stretch my arms, legs, and core with dynamic movement. I’m sore in places I haven’t felt in years, but it’s not unpleasant.

The crisp morning air chills me as I drop down the cabin steps. A sunny forecast keeps me from going back inside for a light jacket. Besides, we’ll be hiking along the hilly trails. I know I’ll warm up once we get moving. A creaking door draws my attention to Paige exiting her cabin. She is dressed similarly. A flannel shirt is unbuttoned over her tank top, and I can’t help seeing the outline of her nipples, implying she’s gone without a bra. Staring at her walking toward me, I can’t stop myself from focusing on her modest orbs bobbing under her top.

“I enjoy your focus, Kurt,” Paige says with a mischievous grin. “I also like it when you look in my eyes.”

“Can you blame me?” I ask, shifting my gaze to her eyes as she walks into my open arms. I hug her close, then drop my hands and squeeze her firm ass, eliciting a soft moan in my ear.

“We’re hiking, right?” Paige asks as she reluctantly backs away.

“Yeah, right,” I reply, taking her hand. “Which way to the trail?”

“Follow me.” Paige heads off around the loop away from the pool area and the lodge.

Gravel crunches under my feet as I hurry to catch up. She sets a quick pace, and I’m soon warm and starting to sweat. She looks over her shoulder and grins when she realizes I can’t keep her pace. She shakes her head as she pauses to wait for me.

“So this is a leisurely
 stroll,” Paige teases. She turns and matches my speed when I catch up but continues teasing. “You’ll have to kick it up a notch to reach a hiking pace.”

“Gimme a break,” I sigh. “I’m out of practice, and this is supposed to be a relaxing weekend.”

“It’s cool,” she says, taking my hand and weaving her fingers with mine. “I don’t mind going slower. It’s nice to be outside in nature.”

“And not ten thousand degrees, which is why I don’t get out much in Texas.” I look around at the towering pines and the soft carpet of needles. The sky beyond is blue with a few fluffy clouds. “I prefer this. I’d be more active if I didn’t live in a furnace.”

“I don’t know how you live there,” Paige says. “You should think about a change of scenery. If you travel so much, does it matter where you live?”

“I guess not. I just settled there when I started because DFW is such a large hub. I can get to either coast nonstop without much trouble.”

“That makes sense.” Paige pauses. “I don’t mean to hassle you, Kurt.”

“I don’t mind. I’ve been stuck in a rut and need to rethink things. Both you and Leah have helped me see that a change might be good.” I squeeze her fingers, smiling at her. “I live a very regimented lifestyle, and I’m not sure I want to continue with it.”

We pause as we walk, letting go of our hands, and I try to pick up my pace now that I’m warmed up. Paige matches my pace without saying anything, but talking at this pace isn’t easy. Paige looks ahead, then points at the rise we’re approaching.

“Past that ridge, the trail smooths out,” Paige says. “It’ll be pretty level until we get near the lake.”

As I scan the woods where the path weaves, another familiar feeling itches in the back of my mind. “I think I used to camp near here. My family used to camp up along the McKensie every summer.”

“Yeah, this lake is the headwaters for that river. It was formed by a volcanic explosion thousands of years ago.” She takes on a thoughtful tone as she explains. “It opened up an artesian spring and then dammed up the valley. The lake is crystal clear. You can see trees still on the bottom near the lodge.”

“Yeah, that’s familiar,” I agree. “The lake doesn’t allow motor boats, and the water is always freezing. Right?”

“Bingo.” Paige grins. “It’s not too far. The trail circles the lake and has a little place to picnic near the spring.”

“Sounds good,” I say, then pick up the pace again now that we have a goal.

As we hike, I think about the memories around the lake. My grandparents always camped in a camper in the back of a pickup truck, then in a large RV as they got older. Things get more familiar after we pass along a ridge that follows the shoreline of a narrow lake. The water is deep blue as we wind down some switchbacks to reach the lake’s level.

“There is the lodge I remember,” I say, slowing to catch my breath. “We’d rent cabins sometimes, but I mostly remember campers or tents.”

“Yeah, it’s a cool place,” Paige says. “The county maintains the lodge, and we know some people that can get us into the cabins during the off-season. It’s fun to rough it when there are ten feet of snow, and you’re stuck in a log cabin with only a fireplace for warmth.”

“You and I have very different definitions of fun.”

“C’mon, Kurt. You don’t want to be snowed in, trapped inside a cozy cabin with Leah and me?”

“When you put it like that…” I laugh.

The trail continues past the lodge and cabins and twists to the east. Paige points when we reach a fork in the path.

“Keep to the right,” Paige says. “The spring isn’t far now.”

We cross a sturdy, well-maintained log bridge that crosses a small creek that feeds into the lake. We’re back in the forest, and I lose track of where the lake is as we wind around the trees, walking on a red dusty trail.

“There.” She points to a bench along the side of the trail. “We can take a breather. I think we can get down to the level of the spring. The water is so pure and cold.”

“Why is the trail so red?” I ask, kicking the crunchy soil.

“It’s pumice,” Paige explains. “Crushed volcanic rocks. It’s all over the place.”

Lowering onto the bench, I wipe my brow and pan around. She’s right. The reddish and gray rocks lie scattered along both sides of the trail. Paige pulls a water bottle out of her pack.

“Don’t just sit there; help me fill the bottle.” Paige points to a break in the bushes on the other side of the trail. “It’s through there. It’s kinda frowned upon, but I’m thirsty.”
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P
 ressing my way into the small gap in the bushes, I start down the steep incline. Ahead of me is a clear pool of water, and I know it’s startlingly cold. I don’t want to fall and slide into the spring, so I carefully step down the crushed volcanic soil until I reach the thin gravel strip that edges into the water.

Paige is right behind me and grabs the back of my shirt. I brace myself, gripping a branch as I ease my way down. We have about two feet of level land along the water’s edge when both my feet are on the gravel.

“I don’t remember it being that steep,” Paige says as she crouches in the gravel and twists off the top of her bottle.

“Will we be able to get back up?” I ask, looking back the way we came. The trail is narrow, but branches line the path. “I guess we can pull ourselves up by the branches.”

“We’ll get back up,” Paige says, filling the bottle. She looks over her shoulder at me. “Are you in a hurry?”

The space we take up is small, but only along the trail. There is more room at the bottom by the icy, clear spring. I tilt my head, wondering why she asked the question. She stands up, smirks, and then holds out the bottle and offers it to me.

The outside of the bottle is cold and wet, but I lift it to my lips and take a careful sip. Then I tip the bottle up and drink the icy water. When I lower the bottle, Paige presses her chest against me and takes the water bottle. Her nipples are rigid, and I narrow my eyes at her. Without taking her eyes off me, she lifts the bottle to her lips and says, “Try it like this.”

She takes a swig, her cheeks puffing out, then presses her cold lips to mine. I open my mouth automatically, drink the cold water, then tangle my tongue with hers. Wrapping my hands around her waist, I tug her hips into me, my cock thickening as she grinds against me. We kiss until our mouths are warm, and then I grab the bottle and take a swig before pressing my lips to hers and sharing the icy water with her.

“Still in a hurry to walk back?” she asks, pushing her shorts down.

I swing around, checking the far side of the small creek we just drank from. It’s nothing but thick bushes. Twisting to examine the top of the bank we climbed down, I realize it’s much the same. We’re alone with no one around, and Paige is naked in front of me.

“Uh, no hurry at all,” I rasp as she spreads her shorts and flannel on the bank’s crushed rocks. I hurry to undo my shorts and push them down past my knees, fisting my cock and stroking. I’m amazed that I’m hard again after screwing her all night. “Will someone hear?”

She shakes her head, lowering onto her elbows with her round ass waving at me. “Not unless they walk past us; even then, they’d have to stop and listen carefully.”

I raise my eyebrow but listen to the sounds of nature. The creek flowing beside us, a breeze blowing through the trees, and many birds chirping in the branches around us are the only sounds I hear. When I focus back on Paige, she is on her knees, twisting to face me, her hands cupping her breasts and pulling on her nipples.

“I can’t believe I’m doing this,” I say, dropping onto my knees on her discarded clothes.

Reaching for her, I pull her bare chest against me and resume kissing her. Her tongue is cold as I suck on the tip, savoring the bit of water from her last sip. Her hand grips my cock, and I shudder from her cold fingers wrapping around my shaft, but nothing can soften my erection.

The thought of public sex on a trail where anyone could walk by is like a shot of adrenaline. Our kiss is voracious as we tangle together. My hand slides up her back and grips a fistful of her hair, pulling her back.

“Don’t be loud,” I huff, twisting her around and pushing her to her elbows.

“You’re a bit slow sometimes,” she teases, looking back at me as I drag my crown through her drenched pussy lips. “Get you going, though, and fuck. I love how you take control.”

“Quiet,” I growl as I press my length into her. Her head drops to her forearms, and I can barely hear her whine at the sensation of me filling her tight channel.

“Oh god,” Paige whispers. “You stretch my pussy so good. I love it. Now fuck me, stud.”

I grip her hips, tipping the toes of my sneakers into the crunchy rocks for leverage, and pound into her with a hard thrust. The first punch slaps my thighs against her ass so hard it echoes off the far bank.

“Fuck,” I mutter as I slow my pace, working into her bit by bit until I find the right angle to fuck her hard without smacking so loudly against her firm ass. She presses back into my measured thrusts, meeting me halfway and moaning just loud enough for me to hear her over the sound of flowing water.

“Did you plan this?” I ask as I pan around, trying to hear if anyone is on the trail. “Admit it. You wanted to fuck me. Right. Here.”

“Fuck, yes, I did,” she confesses as she squeezes my cock with her inner muscles. “I can’t get enough of you. I was thinking about fucking you again as we hiked.”

“So fucking tight,” I grunt, increasing my pace now that we’re in sync and not slapping our bodies together. “Fuck, you’re such a horny slut for my cock.”

“Oh god,” she gasps, then presses back. “I don’t get enough cock, and I love how you fuck me. How you take control and put me in my place. You’re a fucking revelation, Kurt.”

She’s getting a bit loud, so I lean over her and clamp my hand over her mouth, pulling her head back until it’s on my shoulder. I keep railing into her; it feels so good, and I know I won’t last much longer. “You’re going to scream in my hand when you shatter, you sexy vixen. Now. Come for me.”

She grumbles into my fingers as her thighs shake, and her muffled scream echoes in our small alcove. Her release gushes around my cock as I ram deep inside her. I bury my mouth against her neck and roar into her flesh as I jet my hot cream into her. Jerking through the bliss of shooting into her clenching cunt, I empty my balls. I press my hips forward as my body releases, and she slumps forward until her head rests on the crushed rocks of the stream’s edge.

“Fuck,” she whispers and then tries to slow her breathing.

“Goddamn, that was good,” I reply before sitting back on my haunches and pulling my cock from inside her.

I lean over and grab her canteen. It has spilled across the rocky soil, so I lean and tip the opening into the cold stream, rinse it, and then fill the bottle. When I turn back, Paige sits cross-legged, watching me, and I hand her the bottle.

“You know why you’re sexy as fuck?” she asks.

I look down at my cock, then at her, and shrug. She laughs, then takes a sip from the bottle, holding it out to me.

“You look out for us, always trying to do the right thing, Kurt.”

I sip the cold water and then stand, pulling my shorts back up. “So this was the right thing? Fucking in the bushes?” I wink as she shifts to her feet and starts dressing.

“You know what I mean,” Paige says, pulling her shorts back on one leg at a time. “You’re a nice guy, and I just want you to know I think it’s sexy when you care for me. For all of us.”

I don’t know what to say, but I bend down to grab her flannel from the rocks and shake it before holding it out.

“See? Like that,” she grins, then pauses, looking up.

We crouch down as we hear voices above walking down the trail. Paige bites her lip, her face bright. She’s about to erupt in laughter, and I press my lips to hers so she doesn’t give us away.

We kiss and cuddle until the noises above fade down the trail, then start hauling ourselves back on the trail by the branches. I take her hand and pull her up the last bit, then hold it as I begin the trek back to Amy’s lodge. Paige leans and kisses my cheek, then squeezes my hand, and we go silent as we enjoy the hike, hand in hand.
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I
 t’s nearly noon when we walk onto the circular drive around Amy’s lodge, our shoes crunching on the gravel and echoing in the quiet of the empty lot. On the hike back, we chatted about different topics while pressing the pace. The quiet of the trail was perfect, and Paige was fun to talk to. All three of the women are comfortable to be around and discuss life. I don’t feel any of the unsettling weirdness of an actual high school reunion.

“Should we check on Amy and Leah?” I ask as we approach our two cabins. “We can go to my cabin and fix brunch for them.”

“Yeah, sounds good.”

As we pass the walkway to Amy and Leah’s cabin, their door opens, and Amy steps out. She’s wearing a towel, and I remember that we didn’t plan for cabin swapping. She grins, quietly shutting the door before walking down the path toward us.

“I need to change,” she says, stating the obvious. “Paige, you want to come with me? You can help me with brunch.”

“Sure,” Paige says, letting go of my hand as Amy approaches me.

“Sleep okay?” I ask as she puts her arms around me. She nods, then lifts her head, and I lower to kiss her tenderly.

“It was nice to sleep in and not be up so early,” Amy says, grinning at me, then looking over at Paige before moving her gaze back at me. “Did you two enjoy your hike?”

“It was invigorating,” I say with a grin. “Paige took me to the spring by the lake with that lodge I used to camp at.”

“I know that place,” Amy says, grinning. I don’t say anything about how we slept or any of our activities. But I sense Amy understands that we didn’t only hold hands on the hike. “We should all do something together later today, the four of us. Right now, I’m hungry and itching to make some food. I’m used to working, so I’m not always aligned with days off.”

“Show me the way,” Paige says, then leans and kisses me. “Kurt is insatiable. He demanded so much from me last night and on the hike. I’m definitely up for food.”

“I don’t think I’m the insatiable one.”

“I was wondering if you took your time on your nature walk,” Amy grins and winks at me. “Glad you’re blowing off some steam, Kurt. Speaking of, you should go nudge Leah and get her moving.”

“She loves spending time in bed.” Paige laughs, then follows Amy as they walk toward the pool area to the main lodge.

I scratch the back of my head, watching them walk away. I wasn’t going to say anything, but Amy doesn’t seem jealous or concerned. It felt good to kiss her, and the morning hike, even without the public shenanigans, was a fantastic way to spend my weekend off.

I step up onto the wooden porch of Paige and Leah’s cabin and slide off my sneakers so I don’t make too much noise. Slowly turning the knob and pushing the door open, I step inside. My socks keep things silent, and I walk through their cabin and peek into the bedroom. Leah is curled on her side, arms around a pillow, eyes closed, and breathing steadily.

Her red curls are in a messy halo arrayed on her pillow, and a single sheet covers her lower half. One bare breast rests against the pillow, and I feel a zing of arousal while I watch her sleep.

“Don’t be a perv,” I scold myself and step closer to the bed, reaching for the edge of the sheet to pull it up over her side to cover her. Her eyes blink open, and her forehead creases, looking up at me as I move over her. Then she grins at me as her eyes widen.

“It’s afternoon. Time to wake up,” I adlib, letting go of the sheet.

“I know just how you can wake me up,” Leah says, tossing the sheet off her and grabbing the front of my t-shirt. “Watching you and Paige through the window last night was hot. Will you fuck me like that?”

Before I can answer, Leah kisses me. When I open my mouth to say something, she sweeps her tongue between my lips, and I moan in response. My cock thickens in my shorts as Leah kisses me with passion, and my body responds in kind. I cup and squeeze her breasts as we break from the kiss.

“Yes,” I growl as I climb into her bed.

“Too many clothes, Kurt,” she whines, pulling at my shirt but also kissing me again with hunger.

“Sorry,” I say, breaking the kiss, stripping off my shirt, and kicking off my hiking shorts and underwear.

My cock sways, and Leah stares at it as I slide back beside her. Her sudden eagerness surprises me, but I’m right there with her. Her body is a contrast to her wife’s, with softer curves and luscious, full breasts. I can’t help filling my hands with her pillowy mounds.

“I’m a bit sweaty from the hike,” I complain weakly, then lower my mouth to her breast, licking and sucking her stiff bud.

“I don’t care,” Leah says huskily, arching when I suck hard on her nipple. “Fuck, Kurt. I want your cock in my mouth. But damn, take your time….” She moans as her fingers comb through my hair, encouraging my breast worship.

When I rise, she moves her hands to my chest and pushes me hard enough to sprawl on my back. Her eyes flash as she grins wickedly, then moves down and kisses the top of my cock. She keeps her eyes on me as she circles my crown with her tongue, then sucks at the tip.

“Jesus, Leah,” I moan and hold myself up on my elbows, watching her bob up and down, licking and sucking my cock. “Fuck that feels good.”

She pulls her mouth off, stroking my shaft and spreading her drool. “I don’t get much practice. Tell me what you like.”

I’m about to say something when she reads my mind and pushes her mouth down, taking all of me into her mouth and throat. “That. I like that,” I pant, swiveling to reach for her ass as she keeps sucking me while on her knees.

We glance at each other, and Leah’s eyes widen as my hips pump. Pushing her thighs open, I cup her bare sex. Her pussy is drenched, and her thighs are sticky, but when I fit my fingers into her slit, I slide right in.

“Oh fuck,” Leah says and nods at me. “Do that while I suck you off. I want to taste your cum.”

Leah twists, and I lose sight of her eyes as she goes back to giving me a wild, wet blowjob. I smack the flat of my free hand against her ass, then squeeze to pull her ass cheeks apart while still fingering her with two of my fingers. Her hips roll as I circle them inside her, exploring until I find a spot that makes her moan around my cock. Keeping my fingertips there, I curl and waggle them as she moans louder.

“You first,” she moans as her hips cycle. “I don’t want to come until after you.”

I laugh because I’ve never gone first, but the thought of busting in her mouth becomes my central focus. I keep circling over her sensitive spot as the pressure builds in my core. She works her hand up and down my shaft as she sucks on my tip, staring at me from the corner of her eye. Her lust-filled gaze pushes me to the edge, and I pull away from her pussy to grab a fistful of her hair, then work my hips and fuck her mouth.

“Fuck, Leah. I’m close,” I growl.

She squeezes her fist tight and strokes my shaft. Keeping my crown between her lips while her tongue wags over the sensitive tip and my cock throbs. I grunt, trying to hold off the inevitable and prolong the sensation, but it’s too much. My balls tighten, and I feel the first pulse jetting into her mouth. I watch her eyes roll back, humming while I pump more thick cream into her hungry mouth.

Spent, I sprawl on my back with my hands flat on the bed, tilting my head to watch her suck until it gets too sensitive. She pulls off when I wince but keeps her fingers tight around my base. She smirks at me, then shifts to her knees.

“Can you keep going?” she asks, straddling my thighs and moving up until her pussy presses against my length.

“Oh fuck,” I say, and my cock throbs as she grinds along the length. “Yeah, keep doing that.”

We stare at each other while she squeezes my base and grinds her pussy up and down my shaft. I grin as my cock throbs, and her lips curl up when her fingers tighten. When she shifts and rises on her knees, I lean and push her off and onto her back. She squeals as I reverse and lower my mouth to her pussy. My cock is hard, and I’m not in danger of going soft.

As I taste her, she throws her head back, her hands gripping her breasts. Her pussy is drenched, and I lap at her slick juices, humming at her taste. Lifting my eyes to watch her knead her breasts while watching me.

“Tell me what you like,” I say, grinning as I swirl my tongue around her clit, then slide down and press it inside her. “I want to watch you come.”

“I want you inside me, Kurt.” Her eyes plead with me. “I want to come around that hard thick cock.”

“Your wish…” I say, pulling away and then climbing between her thighs. We stare at each other as I rise on my knees, grip my cock, fit the tip inside where my mouth just was, then press into her. Her eyes smolder into mine as I sink inside, feeling her stretch around my cock.

“Oh fuck, yes.” Leah says, curling her body forward and gripping my hips, “Hard, Kurt. Make me feel it.”

Jamming my hips to the hilt, I grip her hands and pull them over her head. I stroke into her with hard, steady punches of my hips. I hold her wrists down as I stare down at her, grunting as I fuck her hard. She wraps her calves around my thighs and pulls me into her. I lower and kiss her as we moan together, pushing and grinding ourselves frantically.

Leah breaks the kiss, arching her neck and back, squealing as I feel her pussy clenching around my cock in waves. I keep fucking her hard while holding her wrists down. She bucks her hips, meeting my strokes as we moan breathlessly.

“Kurt, fuck. Oh. God. Fuck!” she mutters, then squeals again, her body shaking as I push her into a wave of orgasms. “Don’t stop. Fuck… More!”

Since I just filled her mouth a few minutes ago, I’m not close to coming again, so I rut relentlessly. My lizard brain fires sensations through my nerves as I fuck her hard. Her eyes roll back, and I feel her channel ripple as she holds her breath and shakes. When she exhales, she stares up at me with eyes clouded with lust. Once again, her passionate stare pushes me over the edge, and I jam my hips forward and shoot streams of cum into her core. She moans again, her body tensing and then relaxing as her arms go limp.

I lean down and kiss her, resting weight on her and releasing her wrists. She wraps her arms around my shoulders as she kisses me back. We catch our breath between long, slow kisses as I slump over her. I hold her head in my hands, my thumbs running over her jaw as we enjoy the ripples of bliss.
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L
 eah and I kiss slowly as we catch our breath, my cock softening inside her. I lift off of her, looking into her eyes as I swivel my hips and my cock slides free. When I roll on my back beside her, Leah sighs before twisting and curling to lick and suck my cock, humming as she cleans our combined juices with slow drags of her tongue. She stares at me as she pulls away, swallowing before sliding up and laying her head on my chest.

“Damn, I needed that,” she says as her fingers trace through my chest hair. “I love Paige, don’t get me wrong. But I need dick more than I let on.”

“Seems she feels the same way.” I grin, recalling the active night of sex in my cabin with her wife, then the nature walk to the rocky bank bordering the artesian spring. “You’re both insatiable.”

“You seem to be doing a good job of keeping up,” Leah says, then leans and kisses me. The kiss deepens again as we enjoy the warmth of our bodies. Even feeling sated, my cock throbs as Leah swirls her tongue against mine. She lifts from my lips, arching a brow as she looks between us. “See?”

“It’s been a while,” I admit, rubbing her warm skin, slick from sweat.

“I need to eat,” Leah says when her tummy grumbles. “But you’re making it difficult to leave the bed.”

“You’re not making it easy either.” I smile, and we kiss again. As good as it feels to kiss and bask in the moment’s bliss when my stomach growls, I break the kiss and roll to the side of the bed. “They went to the lodge to fix breakfast,” I say, pulling up my shorts. “C’mon. Let’s go get some grub.”

Leah grins as our eyes connect, but she pushes up, crossing her legs as she sits up. Her breasts bob as she shifts around, looking for her clothes. I watch her as she looks around, and it takes her a moment to remember we’re in her cabin. She laughs, then climbs out of bed and walks to the closet.

“You make it hard to concentrate,” she says with a laugh. “I forgot where I was.”

“We can take a quick shower?” I offer, even as I pull on my sneakers.

“I’ll just freshen up,” she says, looking over my shoulder as she enters the bathroom. “I don’t think anything we do in the shower together would be quick.”

“Fair,” I smirk as she closes the door then I hear the sink running.

I gather up my sweaty t-shirt and take a sniff. Raising my voice over the running water, I call out. “I’m going to change my shirt and be right back.”

“Okay! I’ll meet you outside?”

“Smart,” I call back.

I’m amazed at my stamina as I adjust my cock, responding to the thought of the buxom naked woman just behind the door. If I stay and watch her dress, we’ll never make it to the lodge and breakfast. I walk out and across the yard between our two cabins, shaking my head at the twist this weekend has given me.

I strip when I’m back in my bedroom, looking at the tangle of sheets from last night. I’ve given that bed a workout with Paige last night and Amy before they arrived. I strip the sheets and carry them to the lodge, remembering that Amy was doing laundry yesterday. I pull on fresh clothes, gather the bedding bundle under one arm, and go back outside.

Leah comes out, sees me carrying the sheets, and grins. “Oh, good idea. I’ll be right back.” She disappears inside, and it’s not long before she returns with her arms full of bed linens.

I grin and match her pace as we walk past the pool to the lodge.

Leah hums as we walk, and I recall the music as she smiles at me. “You remember the song?”

“The tune, not the name of it,” I say. “It’s familiar.”

“Kashmir,” Leah says and winks at me before continuing. “By Led Zeppelin, it gets stuck in my mind. I enjoy how it builds. It makes a nice tune for fucking.”

I nod as we continue humming, then I go quiet and look at her. “I didn’t expect any of this,” I confess. “I’m not quite sure what to say. You are all so cool about this.”

“You have been, too,” Leah says, bumping her shoulder against my side. “I can’t tell you how many guys end up being possessive jerks after a night of sex. “I like sex—a lot. But a dick isn’t changing my priorities in life. Although your dick might make me reconsider.”

I smirk, looking at her out of the corner of my eyes. “I’m not looking for anyone to change their priorities. Not when I’m so confused about mine. I live like a hermit most of the time. Living on the road, I’ve learned that messing around with one-night stands isn’t always fun. That seems counterintuitive, doesn’t it?”

“Sounds smart, if you ask me.” Leah keeps walking, and I jog up the deck steps to open the door to the lodge. “Sex can mess up your mind without the proper boundaries. Also, we’re not one-night stands, Kurt.”

I blink in surprise but nod as she passes by before following her inside. The door closes behind me with a bang. Paige pops around the corner and then smiles at us, seeing we’re carrying laundry.

“Oh, good idea!” she says, turning toward the kitchen. “Amy, they brought our sheets to wash.”

Glancing inside, I find Amy stirring something in a cast-iron skillet. She grins at me and then nods in the direction we were walking. “Just down the hall, second door on the right. You can use one scoop of detergent, and the machine can handle all that, no problem.”

Paige turns and leads us down the hall, holding the door open. Leah goes in first and drops the linens in an open washer, pressing them down to give me room to do the same. Paige scoops a cup of dry laundry detergent and dumps it on top while Leah finds the dial and fixes the settings. She presses a button when I close the lid, and the machine comes to life.

“Wow, we make a good team,” I say as we return to the kitchen.

“Yeah, it’s like we’re in each other’s heads,” Leah says, winking at me.

“Feels good,” I say softly. I don’t want this to end,
 I think to myself.

“Help me set the table,” Paige says, hooking my arm with her hand and breaking me out of my thoughts. “Leah can help Amy with what’s left to cook.”

I follow along into a large dining area, and one of the tables already has a tablecloth spread. “Find the plates and glasses, and I’ll get the silverware,” Paige says, pointing to some open shelves with stacks of dishes lined up beside rows of glasses.

We get it all put out without any confusion, and I’m struck by how in sync the four of us have become. Amy and Leah join us, carrying a platter of scrambled eggs, bacon, sausage, biscuits, and gravy. I find a chair as Amy sets out the eggs and scoops some onto my plate. Leah returns from the kitchen with a bowl of fresh fruit cut into pieces and some granola. Paige places pitchers of juice and milk on the table and then sits on one side of me. Amy settles into my other side, and Leah grins at me across the table.

“Dig in,” Amy says when we all pause. “I’m glad you’re all here. Especially you, Kurt.”

“I’m happy to be here, with such beautiful company.” A sense of peace and belonging settles in my gut as we all start serving ourselves. I can’t stop grinning at each of them as we enjoy our impromptu brunch.
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I
 have to pinch myself to see if this is real—having brunch with three women from high school. I’ve had sex with each of them within the past twenty-four hours. The tape of each encounter spins in my mind as I enjoy the tasty breakfast Amy made for us. She rubs my thigh, and I turn to grin at her, and she blushes. When I glance at Paige across from me, her toes run up my shin under the table. Leah reaches to touch my hand and gets my attention as well.

“When do you have to return to work on Monday?” she asks.

I have to think about it more than I usually would. Work is usually the only thing on my mind. But I’ve barely considered it since I checked into Amy’s lodge. I chew on the mouthful of delicious food as I stitch my mind back into the real world.

“Class starts at nine a.m. on Monday back in Eugene. I booked my cabin through Sunday night and already have a hotel near the customer’s site. I was planning on getting up early and driving in the morning.” Even as I say it, I wish I could extend my time with these surprising women. But I remind myself that this was a planned weekend getaway, and I have a real job I need to attend to. The heaviness of that thought weighs on me, but I plaster on a smile. “What about you and Paige? When are you going back?”

“Initially, we were planning on heading back Sunday afternoon,” Paige answers for Leah. She tilts her head toward her wife before locking eyes with me. “But I can be persuaded to go back early Monday. What do you think, babe?”

“I don’t have
 to be back until Tuesday,” Leah says, squeezing my hand. “But we need to check if Amy has a free cabin for Sunday night.”

We turn to Amy, and she smiles as her eyes flick between us. “The first check-in is Monday afternoon, so you’re okay staying another night. I’ll have only your two cabins to prepare, which is easy. My staff will be back Monday morning.”

“Would it help if you only had one cabin to prep?” Paige asks as her foot slides up between my thighs and taps on my groin. “We can share Kurt’s room if it’s okay with him.” She looks at me, then bites her bottom lip as her toes make contact with my stiffening cock.

I’m speechless and have to close my eyes when I feel the gentle pressure of her toes running up and down my cock. Even trying to mask my arousal fails as a moan escapes my lips. I gently push her foot away, then grab my fork.

“The three of you are welcome to stay with me Sunday night if you help me clean your cabins before you leave,” Amy offers with a grin. “Would that be alright with you, Kurt? We don’t want to make any assumptions.”

“I would question my sanity if I refused.” I laugh, feeling at home with each woman sharing the table.

As we dig into the meal Amy and Paige prepared, the conversation goes quiet. Nailing down the plan for Sunday night is exciting but also highlights how soon this magical weekend will end. The struggle of business travel, fighting through airport crowds, new hotels every week, and the gaping lack of adult companionship percolate in the back of my mind. I dread the return to my mundane life, but I can’t change what needs to happen on Monday.

“I’m thinking about making this trip my last one,” I blurt out after taking a bite of toast. “Y’all have shown me the disadvantages of my road-warrior lifestyle.”

“You need to do what is right for you.” Amy squeezes my thigh. “I know we all have enjoyed having you stay with us, but don’t let that distract you from your responsibilities. We can schedule another reunion in a few months. What do you think?” She turns to Leah and Paige.

“First boo for leaving,” Paige smirks. “But yay to another reunion. I hate that Kurt has to leave, but planning another reunion takes out the sting.”

“I’m always down for fun weekends,” Leah adds. “But I want to know more about your thoughts, Kurt. Do you really want to quit your job and relocate? You know how cold and gloomy it is in the fall and winter.”

I finish chewing and take a sip of coffee. My mind is racing with the opportunity to change my lifestyle, but am I moving too fast? Maybe I’m making a hasty assumption, thinking they’d want me to be part of their lives.

“I’ll be honest with you,” I start, then wipe my mouth with a napkin. “I hadn’t given it much thought until this weekend with you all. I need to change for me, and you’ve helped me see that I have the second half of my life ahead of me. I don’t want to spend it flying on airplanes and staying in empty hotel rooms.”

“That’s sounds sane to me,” Leah says. “I don’t want to assume that you quitting your job means moving to Oregon.”

“That’s what I’m considering,” I admit, shrugging. “I don’t want to assume anything about what’s happened here. I don’t know how that would work if I lived close.”

“None of us do,” Amy says, taking my hand. “We’re open to exploring it, though. Right?”

“Bingo,” Paige says, joining her hand with Amy’s. “We live in a pretty liberal town, and polyamory is accepted if not embraced. Having you near and part of our life would be incredible. Right, Leah?”

“Right,” Leah says, then leans and places her hand on the pile while kissing my cheek. “We can make it work. We all seem open to whatever happens. The question is, can you handle a harem after living solo for so long?”

“Never liked solo,” I say, dropping my other hand onto their joined hands. “I’m willing to risk it, and I can start by sending my resignation letter.”

The girls smile as they pick up the thread I’ve started and discuss plans. I need to untangle my life in Texas and find a place to call my own. As we examine the drastic changes, I realize that none are as complex as my initial thoughts. The most challenging part is getting out of my rut because it’s no longer comforting. The presence of the three women around the table discussing my future is much more reassuring than my isolated past.
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Plans for the Day











A
 fter the conversation quiets, I collect the plates and return them to the kitchen, starting the hot water running in the sink. The girls are still talking in the other room, but their happy tones encourage me to do something for them. Taking care of the dishes is the least I can do to repay their support and encouragement.

“Do you remember Kitchen Patrol back in outdoor school?” Amy says, coming up behind me and laying her head on my back, her hands running up and down my sides.

“I do remember.” I smile, keeping my hands busy by scraping the food scraps into the sink. “We just had to supervise the kids for that, though. I liked that our two groups were teamed up for the various duties. It meant more time with you.”

“It was a bit frustrating, though.” Amy leans her chin on my shoulder. “I couldn’t stop fantasizing about what we could do alone in this kitchen. How often did you think of me? I mean, when we were counselors here?”

“Constantly. It wasn’t all sexual fantasies, though. You were my favorite person then. I daydreamed about being a couple as much as I fantasized about sex with you.”

“Mmm, happy memories,” she says, then pauses to tighten her arms around my waist, then softly whispers in my ear. “Could we do something together today, just you and me?”

“Like what?” I ask, remembering my morning alone with Paige.

“We could rent a rowboat on the lake you walked around? I’d like to see the spring you and Paige visited.” Amy’s eyes widen, and her cheeks blush before she shrugs. “I want to be outside, and I want to be alone with you. All this talk about you moving here has my head spinning.”

“I used to love rowing those boats when I vacationed with my family. It sounds like fun. Will Paige and Leah be okay with us having a date?

Amy steps back, then turns and leans against the counter, smiling at me while I continue the chore. “If you move here, you should consider dating each of us. Even being your harem girls, we all need some face time alone with you.”

I nod and then focus on the dish in my hand, scrubbing it and placing it in the sink behind Amy. She turns and picks up the plate, rinsing it in the hot water, then putting it on a dish rack to dry. “It will be an adjustment. I’ve hardly even been in a relationship,” I admit. “Now I’m in three that are combined into one. I hope I don’t fuck it up. But to answer your concern, I agree with you. Each of you deserves my focused attention. Have you ever done this before?”

“Been a harem girl?” Amy laughs. “No. I never even considered it until now. I’m more like you than you know. After my divorce, the last thing I wanted was to be tied into a monogamous relationship. I took time for myself and explored some of the dating apps. In the end, I focused more on running this business. I thought I was satisfied until you walked into reception.”

“Now you’re not satisfied?” I asked, handing her another dish.

She slides the dish into the hot water and then takes my hand. “It’s not that. I just never expected you to be here. I have to admit that you’ve been on my mind over the years. I often question what my life would be like if we’d stayed together. At the same time, I’ve grown closer to Leah and Paige, but we never crossed that line until last night.”

“Yeah, that’s a lot like me. I stayed single because it seemed too complicated to maintain a relationship while always traveling. How I feel around you, all of you, has me rethinking that maybe I need complications in my life.” I finish the last dish and slide it into the sink with the others. “I know it will take work, and I’ll have to deal with feelings more than ever. But you’re worth that to me.”

Her eyes grow large as they shift focus between mine. When she breaks into a slight grin, I join her. Shaking the water off my hands, I turn and wrap her in a hug. Words drift out of my mind as I relax in our embrace. The scent of her hair and the warmth of her body against mine remind me of our natural chemistry together, and I can’t help the feeling of arousal that wells up inside me.

Amy tilts her head up, and I lower my lips to kiss her lightly. She slides her tongue along my lips, then pulls away from the kiss, and we spend a few moments just looking at each other.

“Are we crazy?” she asks, then shakes her head. “I know it feels fast, but it feels so good to be in your arms. I don’t want it to be just good sex between us. I want you in my life. I can’t ask you to pick up and move here to be with us.”

“You didn’t,” I say and kiss her forehead. “I feel the same way, though. The sudden shift is different, but being with you, talking with each of you—it feels much more right than trip after trip on the road.”

“Okay.” Amy smiles and turns back to the sink. “Let’s finish up, then we can go.”

“Where are you going?” Paige asks as she and Leah enter the kitchen.

“I want to take Amy out on a rowboat on the lake we hiked around this morning,” I say, smiling at the pair.

“That sounds fun. We’ll finish the cleanup,” Leah offers. “You two have fun on the lake. Paige and I will be fine by ourselves. We need to take some time for us, you know?”

“Thank you, and I know what you mean,” I say, shrugging. “I mean, I don’t know, but I understand. My new plans have impacted yours, and you need to work through what that means.”

“We are legally married, that’s true,” Leah says, turning and pushing Amy and me toward the main room in the lodge. “More than that, though, we’re partners. We’ve always worked things out to benefit us both. I don’t see that changing, only expanding to include new partners.”

“She’s the practical one,” Paige teases with a grin. “But that’s why we work; she balances out my impulsive wildness while I keep her life exciting.”

“No argument from me.” Leah wraps her up tightly and looks at Amy and me. “Go on and enjoy the afternoon. We’ll talk and then start on dinner. I’m sure I can find something to fix.”

“Everything is either in the cooler or the pantry,” Amy says, pointing around the kitchen, and Leah nods.

“I need to shower quickly, but I can meet you at my cabin. We can take my rental.”

“Perfect. I need to freshen up some, too,” Amy grins, beaming at me. “Thirty minutes?”

I nod, then head toward the cabins as Amy climbs the stairs to her bedroom. I enter the bright sunshine and blue skies and return to my cabin. I note that I’ll need to return fresh sheets later, but I quickly strip and toss my clothes in my suitcase. As I start the shower, I realize I’m grinning as I wash off the sweat from the hike.
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Fate











I
 ’m leaning against the side of the rental, wearing a polo shirt and shorts. My initial plans were to relax in my cozy cabin alone and enjoy the weekend without any responsibilities. Chuckling at myself, I realize that changed the moment I saw Amy at the front desk yesterday. I still don’t have any set plans, but after listening to the three women, I accept that my life needs to change. The last thing I want is another empty day of avoiding my humdrum workaholic lifestyle.

“Oh gosh, I hope I didn’t take too long,” Amy exclaims as she hurries down the path from the lodge.

She’s wearing an unbuttoned plaid shirt with rolled-up sleeves over a snug, forest-green t-shirt. I can’t help but enjoy the way her full breasts stretch the material as they bounce, unhindered by a bra. Her cargo shorts show enough of her legs to remind me how they felt around my hips as we enjoyed our unexpected reunion yesterday.

“I’m not in any hurry, for once.” I grin as she slings her arms around me, pressing her full breasts into my chest. Wrapping her in my arms, I feel a sense of belonging as we kiss lightly, then with passion as we both respond to our arousing chemistry. Pulling away, I look into her eyes, which are dark with need. “Are we still going to the lake?”

“Right,” she breathes and taps my chest. “Yes. I want to spend time with you in nature.”

“It’s so beautiful here,” I say staring at her as she winks and walks around to the other side of my car. “I guess I picked a nice weekend.”

She laughs, her red curls bouncing as we slide into the car together. I close the doors before tapping my pocket, checking for the rental fob, and pressing the button to start the engine. Turning down the radio, I grin at Amy as a song from the eighties plays on the satellite radio station.

“I remember that song,” Amy says, bopping her head to the rock music I was listening to on my drive up from the valley. She leans and kisses my cheek, her hand rubbing my chest. “Scorpions, right?”

“That’s right!” I nod and turn to look out the rear window and back out of my parking space. “I remember listening to this sitting outside my stepdad’s mobile home by the river. We had our first date the night before.”

“The drive-in? Oh, gosh, I don’t even remember what movie was playing. That tracks, though. You were also a borderline headbanger.”

“I’ve evolved and enjoy many types of music, but this channel brings back many memories. This song is a happy memory.”

“Not all of them are happy?” Amy asks, sensing the frown I try to mask.

“My senior year of high school wasn’t the best.” I nod, turning to give her a wry smile. “You left, and my friends ghosted me. It was hard initially, but I learned I was responsible for my happiness and no one else.”

The car is quiet, and I process my solitude since high school while listening to Rock Me Like a Hurricane.
 Amy runs her hand down my arm before resting it on the console between us. She twists my wrist and then entwines her fingers with mine, allowing the quiet to pass without getting weird.

“That must have been hard,” Amy says. “I know when I divorced, I thought I’d never fall in love again. I guess I forgot that I was before I met him.”

“Oh?” I ask as we listen to the muted rock song I’ve always associated with her.

“Yes.” Amy squeezes my hand. “I was too young to recognize what I felt for you back then, but now I realize I was in love. I never told you that, and I should have.”

“Yeah,” I agree quietly. “We got close so fast, and we had sex so soon, and then you were gone. I don’t think I’ve ever known what love is.”

The song changes, and I grin as Foreigner’s “I Want To Know What Love Is”
 starts playing, and I have to laugh. Amy joins in and squeezes my hand.

“Take the next left.” Amy interrupts the trip down memory lane and points to a small sign. “The entrance sneaks up on you, and it’s steep until you reach the lodge.” I feel her looking at me before she responds. “I don’t believe in coincidence. I believe in fate.”

“Fate? I didn’t think you were still religious.”

“I’m not, or at least not organized. I believe the universe isn’t random and that our paths through life are meant to help our souls grow and learn. How else do you explain this?” she asks, letting go of my hand to wave between us. “I think the universe is giving us another chance.”

“That explains us, but what about Leah and Paige?” I ask, still weighing my surprisingly deep bond with Amy and how it’s mirrored with her friends.

“The three of us fit,” Amy confesses. “They were there for me when my marriage ended. They supported me and shared parts of their lives with me. We grew closer. Culture is changing fast, and I know what we’re exploring would have been suppressed thirty years ago.”

I follow the narrow road that switchbacks down a steep incline, then drive into a gravel parking lot that pulls more memories into my mind. I shake my head as I reflect on the past yet again.

“This hasn’t changed,” I say, looking at the lodge on the bank of the lake on one side and a row of tiny cabins on the other. I point at the rowboats floating against the dock extending along the lodge’s side. “Those boats have been here forever. I have photos of my grandparents in those boats when they courted. It had to be in the thirties.“

“See?” Amy smiles. “Fate!”

When we get out, I tap my pocket, feel my wallet, and click the fob to lock the door.

“Fate? How?” I ask as we hold hands like we’ve done this for years.

“Your grandparents were married a long time, Kurt. They had a special relationship. I saw them here and there around the lake. They recognized me from our short time together. They’re gone now, and I went to their funeral. But before they died, they left part of their inheritance to support this community, including my campground.”

“I didn’t know that,” I admit. “When I left, I stopped noticing what was happening here. My mom kept trying to get me to visit all the time. When she died, I regretted that I distanced myself. All of this brings back how vital family was back then.”

“Don’t you feel the ripples of fate?” Amy asks, leaning against my side as she lets go of my hand and wraps her arm around my waist. “I don’t know what the universe taught you while you wandered in solitude. I think it’s prepared you for a better life, right?”

I wrap my arm around her, pull her body against my side, and smile. “You’ve always had a different perspective. I appreciate what you are saying, but fate? I’ll keep an open mind, but I don’t think I’m that important to the universe.”
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Peaceful Portal











A
 my squeezes my side but lets the conversation drop as I open the door for her. As I walk in behind her, another barrage of memories engulfs me. A long countertop extends along the side, with fishing gear, a register, and a sign offering “Fresh Bait.” Tables are scattered in the small, open space; some line the window overlooking the rowboats bobbing in the water. A lunch counter is opposite, with a small kitchen area behind it.

“I’ll get the boat,” Amy says, “It was my idea.”

I nod and smile as my mind processes the familiar space that feels like it’s always been a part of my life, even if I haven’t visited in thirty years. It feels like coming home—if I had a home and not a cramped apartment where I hardly ever spend the night. The bait sign reminds me of walking around my grandparents’ house, a red rag wrapped over a flashlight, hunting for nightcrawlers. We’d find as many as possible and stuff them in a Tupperware container with fresh dirt to keep them fresh as we rode up the mountains to this idyllic lake.

My grandparents fill my thoughts as I link hunting for nightcrawlers with their warm home, where my siblings and cousins would play cards on the living room carpet. I glance at the small, wood-burning stove in the corner; even on this summer day, it reminds me of cold mornings when the only heat my mother used came from logs chopped from evergreen trees. The scent of hamburgers frying on the flattop grill and the savory scent of frying potatoes almost has my mouth watering.

“Let’s go,” Amy says, slipping her arm through mine. “We have boat 86. That’s the year you graduated, isn’t it?”

I look down at her and nod, then grin at the odd coincidence, but I know Amy’s thinking it’s fate. I open my mind to the possibility as I hold the door to the dock open for her. She points to a stack of life jackets in a wooden bin along the lodge’s wall.

“Grab two,” Amy says. “We don’t have to wear them, but we have to have them in the boat with us.”

I grab two bright-orange vests, hooking my arm through the open necks. Amy is down the stairs, and I follow behind. Looking at the few boats floating in the water around the lodge, I look to the right and see the lake extending into the distance. As I climb down the steps, the wooden dock creaks under my weight, gently rocking as I follow her down the pier to the left. This side of the lake is smaller but no less picturesque. Across the lake, I see the tiny stream cascading from the stream leading to the spring Paige and I visited earlier.

I stop behind Amy as she unchains the boat from the dock. I toss the life jackets into the rowboat and grip the prow to hold it steady as she steps into it. I wait until she sits on the bench near the back of the boat, then push it off the dock and climb over the bow as Amy grabs the oars and pulls us further into the lake.

“Wow,” I say as I sit opposite her and reach to take the oars from her. “Strong memories or Deja Vu.” I blink at her. “We never came here in high school, did we?”

“Nope.” Amy grins, leaning back and resting her elbows on the bench behind her. “We were over before we got to do anything fun. Well, besides getting naked as horny teenagers.”

I smirk and look in either direction. “Which way should we go?” I ask as I admire her body extending across the small benches of the wooden boat. My eyes are drawn to her breasts and then to her eyes as she smirks back. “Let’s see if the water is high enough to make a run at the spring.”

“I remember they didn’t allow boats up there,” I say, turning the boat around to point the bow toward the small stream. “Tell me when I’m lined up.”

Amy nods, then sits up, looking past me. “Okay, go.”

I pull firmly on the oars, and the boat accelerates across the surface of the crystal-clear lake. I need to row hard to build up enough momentum to get past the small rapids that guard the entrance to the stream flowing from the spring. Amy keeps me in line until I pick a point on the shore to keep my bearing straight as I row.

“Yeah, that’s it.” Amy encourages, then leans forward. “You’ll have to swing around to grab the branches if we stall. I’ll take over.”

I squint at her, remembering rowing up this stream as a teenager with my sister urging me to break the rules and enter the spring. “You’ve done this before?”

“Paige loves this place.” Amy grins. “She says it’s like a portal to another place and time. Being near it calms the noise in her head.”

My mind flashes to earlier this morning and the muffled sounds Paige made as we had sex on the bank further up the stream. The sounds of the small rapids get louder as I shake my head to break the naughty rumination cycling in my mind.

“Hard, Kurt!” Amy hisses so she doesn’t yell and draw attention to us rowing into the protected spring. “Row harder.”

I hear the rocks scrape along the bottom of the boat, and our speed slows, but I keep rowing. Amy leans to one side and reaches past me, grabbing an overhanging branch and pulling us past the rapids. In two more pulls, we pass the rocks and slow into the gentle current flowing from the ancient spring.

“Follow the stream until we reach the spring,” she says, looking over the boat’s edge into the clear water. I glance at the stream, seeing rocks and petrified tree trunks scattered across the bottom. “You know it’s deeper than it looks. Something about light refracting or something.”

“Yeah,” I say, rowing in the quiet of the isolated area surrounding us. Even the birds seem to grow quiet as we slide up into the circular pool of the main spring.

“I can see why Paige loves this place.” I stop rowing and then pull the oars into the boat and coast. “It’s timeless, isn’t it.”

“Yes,” Amy whispers, then looks at me with mischief. “There is an old legend about this place.”

“Oh? I only remember it being peaceful. I’ve never heard any stories about it.”

“It aligns with Paige’s weird portal idea.” Amy pulls off her button-down top, and I tilt my head. “When two people fuck within the portal, they bond for life.”

She pulls her top off and then unsnaps her front clasp, and her breasts pop free. I think back to Paige and me fucking along the bank. I believe Amy already knows, but I want to be honest.

“Paige and I did it here this morning,” I say quietly as I pull my polo shirt off.

“I know.” Amy grins, pushing the two life jackets to the bottom of the boat before pushing her shorts down. “That’s why I want you to fuck me right now, Kurt. I want whatever mystical bond Paige believes in. I want that with you.”
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Consummation











I
 scan the bushes and trees along the banks as I shove my shorts down, releasing my hardening cock. Amy sinks to her knees on the lifejacket, crawls closer, and grips my cock, looking up at me. I moan as she takes me into her mouth, and my mind flashes to her on her knees in my cabin yesterday.

“Will people see us?” I ask, combing my fingers through her hair with a soft moan as she swirls her tongue around my crown. “Oh fuck, that feels so good.

Amy pulls off, stroking me with one hand. “We’ll be quiet. But I need you, Kurt. I love sharing you with them, but it’s my turn.”

She sinks lower, swallowing when I hit the back of her throat, and I cycle through the last day. I’d arrived about this time yesterday, and Amy and I couldn’t keep our hands off each other. When Leah and Paige arrived, that same obsessive feeling rippled in my consciousness as I spent the night with Paige. After my hike with Paige to this magical spring, I woke Leah up with the same insistence.

Amy pulls off my cock, and I drop my eyes to look at her. Her eyes grow dark as she reclines back and spreads her legs. She pets her pink pussy, spreading herself open in front of my eyes, and my core clenches with the now-familiar need.

“I’m going to have to bring Leah up here, aren’t I?” I growl, dropping to my knees to kiss Amy passionately.

Amy nods as her hands drop to my hips. “I need you inside me, Kurt. Please.”

I focus on the beautiful woman below me, shifting in the rocking boat as her hand guides me into her center. I blink at her as my focus narrows to her eyes. I feel a chill work its way up my spine as I slide deep inside her, and we both shiver and moan as our bodies join.

“Shhhhh,” Amy hisses as her hips roll, pushing her pussy deeper down my shaft. Her hands lift around my neck, and she breathes against my ear. “You feel so good, Kurt. It’s like you have a magic dick. Oh my god, yes.” Her whispers fire my desire, and I nip under her ear.

“You have a magic pussy,” I growl as I rock my hips into her. Songs of birds grow louder as passion builds between us. I push up and stare down into Amy’s eyes as I slowly fuck her. I’m caught between the sensual building of heat between us and the need to succumb to the call of nature and fuck her ferally until I fill her with my seed. “Fuck, Amy.”

She nods, staring at me. When her eyes drift and close, I feel her pussy clamping rhythmically around me. Covering her mouth with mine, I drive my tongue between her lips as my hips buck insistently. She whines against my lips, but our kiss muffles our primal ardor. Our bodies jerk in tandem as I erupt into her, and her pussy tightens like a fist around my cock. I buck into her, blasting my hot seed into her until I slow to a stop.

Breaking the kiss, I lower my mouth and kiss along her throat. Amy sighs with bliss as her hands run down my back, squeeze my ass, and grind herself along my still-hard shaft. I moan at the feeling of complete harmony as my hips rock with her, lowering my mouth to her breast and sucking her hard nipple.

Her hands cup behind my head as I suck her nipples, and I shift into her. I lap between her nipples, sucking hard before moving to the other one. Need builds inside me as I rock into her, but she pushes against my chest.

“More,” she breathes, even as she pushes me off her. She disentangles from me, then twists around, her knees on the life jacket as she leans over the bench seat. “Hard, Kurt. I want you to claim me. Make me yours.”

My entire being is focused on the passionate redhead bent over in front of me, and, with a stroke along my shaft, I kneel between her spread knees. My cock is slick with her release, and it feels like an iron spike as I shift forward and the boat rocks. I slide into her with a firm stroke. When she arches back, pushing herself into me, I growl.

“Fuck, yes,” I hiss. “You’re mine. You, Paige, and Leah. My harem girls.” I ram into her, the passion filling me with a need to claim her in this majestic place. The quiet of the forest surrounds us as I grip her hips and punch my dick into her depths.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Amy hisses. “We’re yours. Can you feel it, baby?”

I grunt as an odd sense of peace fills me even while I rut into her like a beast. We’re connecting at a deeper level. A primal demand to capture her and make her mine echoes in my thoughts. Her cries of passion grow louder. I growl loudly, hearing our passionate cries echo in the natural amphitheater.

“Oh fuck, yes,” I snarl, my mind awash with the sense that this was preordained. This was always where I was meant to be. Amy, Leah, and Paige are mine. As I power my hips into Amy, I feel her pussy squeeze me. “I feel it, Amy. Mine.” I grunt as I slam in deep and release more of my seed into her, claiming her with my very essence.

I slump over her as we finish, and her body softly shifts under me. I pull away, twisting to sit across the bottom of the boat and pulling Amy into my lap. She turns, staring into my eyes with awe as I kiss her passionately.

“Mine. This is where I belong. You
 are where I belong.”

We kiss for a long time while I hold her against my chest. We’re completely naked in the quiet peace of nature. I feel my mind expanding, like the universe is pouring inside me, and I feel a sense of tranquility envelop me. I comb through Amy’s damp hair as we focus on each other’s eyes.

“I love you,” I say, pressing my lips to hers. She kisses back, her arms tight around my neck, and nods but cannot break our kiss. My mind spins as I consider my proclamation. I can’t retract my words, and I realize I don’t want to

When we finally pull apart, Amy searches my eyes before nodding. “I love you too, Kurt. I can’t explain how close I feel to you right now, except that I’ve always loved you.”
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New Quest











B
 y the time Amy and I untangle, the boat is under a canopy of bushes and aground in the soft gravel along the water’s edge. It’s like nature is protecting us in the sanctity of this ancient spring. We watch each other as we dress. It feels like I need to keep checking to ensure a new reality. Amy blushes as she pulls on her top, then leans to kiss me tenderly.

“So, that happened.” Amy grins as her thumb sweeps across my bottom lip.

“Uh-huh,” I agree, unable to find words to speak.

“What I like about you, Kurt, is how expressive you are with words,” Amy smirks.

I grin, and everything snaps back to normal.

I laugh and slide back onto the bench to row us out of the spring. Amy pushes us away from our little branch grotto, and we drift into the slight current. Checking behind me, I align the prow with the stream exit, then row slowly back to the lake. Amy guides me with hand signals, and I’m struck by how naturally we communicate.

I look around as the boat accelerates into the rapids and slides into the lake. Under the rowboat hull, prehistoric tree trunks spring from the bottom. I recall the history of the lake I’d heard from my grandparents.

“Do you know how this lake formed?” I ask as I slowly stroke back to the docks.

“Mmmhm,” Amy grins as she looks past me to the dock, keeping us on course. “I want you to tell me, though.”

I grin and look around at the Douglas Fir forest surrounding the lake, taking in the beauty that has sprung up around the destruction that formed this natural lake.

“Three thousand years ago, this was all forest,” I start and nod to the submerged trunks. “Those stood when the mountain erupted, and lava flowed through the wilderness. When the molten rock met the river’s cold water flowing from the spring, it cooled rapidly, damming up the river with molten rock.”

Amy smiles and nods at me to continue.

“The valley below us is 120 feet below the surface, and the water backed up until it breached the volcanic rock dam. Then, the river continued as if nothing had happened. The natural flow of clear water supports the ecosystems of this part of the Cascade Mountains. Was it fate?”

I can’t help asking, and Amy smirks and nods, leaning forward. “This lake is a source of something mystical. Even volcanoes can’t ruin it. It is the source of water that feeds countless flora and fauna. I remember that from outdoor school science. I believe it’s more than natural, but I can’t explain it. My gut tightens when I’m here. Even more when I’m here with you.”

I nod quietly and can’t refute her—not when my gut does the same now—and I’m aware of the pull that seems to bind together as I open my mind to the possibilities. We coast through the crystal-clear water, and then I reverse row to slow us as we approach the dock. Without any word, I pass the oars back to Amy, twist and climb to the prow, then lean and grip the dock as the boat slows to a stop. I climb over the edge and keep ahold of the boat as I step onto the pier. Amy ships the oars, grabs the lifejackets, and climbs beside me.

“We’d better get back,” Amy says, walking toward the lodge. “We only have a few hours until sundown.”

“What happens at sundown?” I hurry to catch up with her.

“Probably nothing,” Amy admits, tossing the lifejackets into the bin by the lodge. She opens the door, and we walk across the near-empty lodge to check out at the register. It’s not until we’re back in the car that Amy picks up the conversation.

“I don’t want to sound too weird. I know this area has some strange and ancient traditions.”

“I won’t judge,” I say with a grin, then focus on steering my car up the switchback incline. “Not after what we just experienced.”

“Right,” Amy says and takes a deep breath. “You need to join with Leah before sundown. We need to stay together as one whole. Without her in the circle, I’m afraid we might break apart.”

“Does Leah know about this?” I ask, reaching for her hand after exiting the park and driving down the highway back to her lodge.

“Yes. It was her idea. Or at least she and Paige wanted to try it,” Amy admits, squeezing my hand. “I didn’t think much about it until the two of you returned from your nature hike. After what we just experienced, we have to include Leah. I’d feel horrible if we ran out of time and some ancient curse broke Paige and her apart.”

“We won’t let that happen.” My voice sounds sure and determined, and I realize I have a quest to complete. I didn’t know I would be on a quest when I drove up the mountain yesterday, but now my tightening gut convinces me of the urgency.

“Do you remember sitting in your cabin for lunch yesterday?” Amy says, and I nod. “Well, I told Leah what happened between you and me earlier. I couldn’t keep that secret.”

“Go on,” I say to show I’m listening as I drive.

“Well, she looked at me oddly, then glanced at you talking to Paige. When she turned back at me, her eyes sparkled. She said she and Paige considered finding a male partner to have a baby with. Then she asked if I’d be okay if you were the guy.”

“What did you say?”

“I have to say, I was all for it. I know how badly Leah wants to have a child. I’d do anything for her after the way she cared for me after the divorce.”

I nod, thoughts cycling in my mind. I never thought I’d have children. Even though I didn’t see it happening, I never took steps to ensure I would never be a father. I glance at Amy, and she’s chewing her lip nervously.

“I know it’s a lot, but what do you think.”

“I think we don’t have a long time until sundown.”

I pull into Amy’s campground and quickly park at her lodge. Paige and Amy appear on the porch and wave at us.

“Did you tell him?” Leah asks, her eyes shifting nervously.

“Yes,” I say and smile at her. Her eyes lock on mine, widening as the moment expands.

“And?” she asks, holding her hands out.

“And I think we’re burning daylight.” I grin as she leaps down the steps into my arms. “Do we all want to go together?”

“We have to,” Leah says, holding both of my hands. “I’ll tell you on the way. Come on, girls!”

The four of us pile into my rental, and I quickly reverse and drive out of Amy’s campground. Destiny awaits, and my gut tightens at what fate has in store for us. I hold Leah’s hand as I drive with one hand. Amy and Paige reach and squeeze my shoulder, showing we’re united. My future, for once, is uncertain. I don’t know what tomorrow will bring. But with these three women, I’m ready for it.
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About Forest Fate










I’m returning to the mystical mountain spring with my three lovers to complete a circle. Earlier, Paige and I enjoyed our connection on the rocky shore of the stream. Later, Amy and I consummated our connection in a row boat floating above the deep frigid waters. Now, it’s Leah’s turn.

She tells a tale of native lore with uncanny parallels to today’s events. Is everything a crazy coincidence, or are we predestined to complete our carnal circle? Will the magic of the lore echo in the converging lives of my harem, or will I end this magical weekend alone, still trapped in a cycle of business and travel?









Dedicated to those who believe in fate and take the risk to embrace it.












Man does not control his own fate. The women in his life do that for him.


Groucho Marx
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Lore and Legends











T
 oday has been the strangest day, filled with memories of the past. Paige and I hiked a trail around a lake where I used to camp with my family growing up. Our scintillating coupling along the side of the mountain spring was incredible. Then, Amy wanted me to join her on a rowboat ride, and we found our way across the lake and up a stream of rapids to the same magical spring. The shared intimacy with each of them grew, and I couldn’t explain why; I only felt the truth in my gut.

We’re following the same road I drove with Amy this afternoon to the lakeside lodge. The four of us are sitting in my rental car, and the air is full of anticipation. Paige’s wife, Leah, is in the passenger seat beside me, holding my hand, while the other two sit happily in the back seat of my rental. The air is charged with electricity as a ripple of arousal wells up in the silence.

“Okay, I need to tell this story,” Leah begins, facing me and looking at the two in the back. “You know the Cascades are full of old lore from the indigenous people in this region. Crater Lake to the south, Mount St. Helens to the north, the Columbia Gorge, and Multnomah Falls all have legends and stories associated with them.”

I nod, acknowledging the truth. I grew up and went to high school down in the valley, and my family was big on enjoying nature with hikes and camping. The tales I’d heard growing up were wild and hard to believe. They’d been handed down through the generations, and I always thought they were just tall tales and fables. Now, surrounded by these beautiful women, I’m open to suspending disbelief and accepting whatever happens.

“The lore in this part of the mountain range is hard to find and not as well known as the big ones, but it’s pretty interesting.” Leah pauses for effect, and I see the girls in the back leaning forward. “It involves a love triangle between one warrior and three women in his tribe. That’s why my mind is pinging on this story. It’s not an exact match of our situation, but close enough to be eerie.”

“I don’t think I’ve ever heard of natives engaging in polyamory,” I say, glancing over at her. “Not that it didn’t happen; I’ve just never heard of it.”

“The remnants of the puritanical ethos are still embedded in the society we live in is why you haven’t heard about it.” Leah scrunches her nose. “Sorry, I believe not everyone is wired for monogamy; I’m certainly not. I’ll admit that bias. But our society won’t accept plural relationships for various reasons. Look how long it took us to accept anything other than heterosexuality, despite scientific studies that show sexuality is a spectrum!”

Leah is getting worked up, and Paige reaches to squeeze her shoulder. “Let’s stay on topic, babe.”

“Sorry.” Leah squeezes my hand and smiles with the cutest blush. “I know. I know. But I’d love to discuss with you when we’re not pressed for time.”

I grin back, returning the squeeze of her fingers. “I’m open to it; I just haven’t given it much thought.”

“Exactly!” Leah exclaims, then closes her mouth, shakes her head, and bites her lip. “Right. Okay, back to the story. The warrior had no commitments to females for a long time. One of the maidens had chosen a mate; then, he was killed in a skirmish. At least, that’s the way I’ve heard it.”

“I don’t want you to edit yourself,” I say as I turn into the twisting entrance to the park. “We can keep up the discussion. But, do we want to take a boat up the rapids?”

“No, we should hike. It’s not too far,” Paige says from the backseat. “The four of us in the rowboat would be tight, and it would be hard to get over the rapids with that much weight.”

“How long until sundown?” Amy asks, looking out the window at the dimming skies. “An hour?”

“By the look of twilight, that tracks,” Paige says as I roll into the parking lot.

The lodge windows are lit, but the lot is empty, save for one car on the side. I drive past the lodge and park near the trailhead in the rear of the parking lot. When I stop, we all get out at once, and I lock the door with my fob. Taking Leah’s hand, I head to the trailhead while Paige and Amy follow.

“Okay,” Leah says once we’re on the trail. “I’ve lost my train of thought. Where was I?”

“The mate of one of the girls was killed.” Amy is breathless.

“Should I slow down? Is this too fast?” I ask. I’m walking much faster than my morning hike with Paige.

“No, we need to hustle,” Paige says. “We have about an hour of sunlight left.”

“Right, so the native warrior. I forget if that’s the acceptable term.”

“Just say guy and gal,” Amy prompts. “We get the idea.”

“I don’t want to offend any lingering spirits,” Leah says, looking up into the tree branches before she continues. “So the guy sees the widow and feels empathy for her loss. One night, they share a moment and spend the night together. The lore implies sex, but it’s not stated explicitly.”

“We get it, they fucked,” Paige complains. “What happened next?”

“Okay, right. The next morning, the guy goes on a walk, rethinking his priorities. They call it a vision quest in the lore.”

“Leah!” Amy whines. “This isn’t a history lesson!”

“Sorry!” Leah huffs with frustration. “There are just so many fascinating breadcrumbs. I’ll try to focus.”

She squeezes my hand as we turn a corner in the trail and start up a gentle incline. “It’s just right up there around the bend.”

“This is the third time I’ve been here today.” I grin. “Just tell the story.”

“Fuck, okay. While on his trek, he has a vision of two girls who find him in the forest, and they seduce him in his dream. He doesn’t remember sleeping; he wakes up in an empty meadow with two girls from his tribe lying beside him.”

“This does seem a bit on the nose.” Paige giggles but keeps listening.

“Right?” Leah agrees, then continues. “The widowed gal is walking in the meadow and discovers them. She sees the three of them naked and doesn’t run away. She only wants to feel love after her loss, and the guy and the other two girls accept that they are all meant to be.”

The bench by the clearing near the spring is at the top of the hill, and we slow. Leah looks up at the bench and then squeezes my hand. “I think you should read that plaque on the side of the bench.”

I release her hand as Paige looks down at the bank of the stream where we had sex this morning. “Guys, I don’t think there is enough room down there for all of us.”

Leah shakes her head at Paige. “We’re in the circle of influence, and there is a place I’ll take us.” She turns to me. “You need to look at the plaque, Kurt.” She points at the bench. I squat and lean down to look under the wooden slats at an aging copper plaque with a patina that gives the letters a greenish tinge.
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Circle Complete











M
 y heart speeds up, seeing my last name on the side of the bench. I look for more details, but that’s all that’s written. I look over my shoulder at Leah, raising my eyebrow.

“What is my name doing here?”

“Your grandparents’ estate left a significant endowment for this park. The park added this bench and plaque to honor them. They didn’t want anything flashy.” Leah crouches down beside me as she massages my shoulder.

“You know how I feel about fate,” Amy says, bending to whisper in my ear. She squeezes my shoulder, then rises and looks around the small clearing before shrugging at Leah. “Where are you taking us, Leah?”

“It’s just down the trail a bit from here.” She taps my shoulder, and I rise and take her hand. “Come with me.”

She leads us back down the well-maintained path that follows the icy stream, then breaks off and walks through a line of bushes bordering the trail. There isn’t any sign that anything exists here, but a trail appears after we clear the line of tall shrubs leading through some tall pines. After a few more paces, we break into a circular clearing. A massive stump in the center is smoothly cut a few feet off the ground, like an altar. The felled tree trunk is split down the middle, lying flat and pointing toward the setting sun.

“This place isn’t well-known,” Leah explains. “The tree here was cut down hundreds of years ago, before western settlements. Other signs indicate this was a significant ritual location for the indigenous tribes, at least according to the lore.”

“This is incredible,” I say, looking around. “I hiked this trail when I was a kid, but we were always in a hurry to get to the overlook of the spring by the bench. I never explored past the beaten path.”

Amy nods as she turns, looking up at the sky and noticing the nearly circular break in the canopy and the sky above. “This area is filled with odd little nooks like this. The park service maintains the main trails, and they don’t like people wandering off into the woods, so they remain hidden.”

Leah sits on the edge of the stump and starts taking off her shoes. “The story I’ve heard indicates this is where the trio consummated their circle. They didn’t call it that, of course. I don’t know if the legend is local to this region.” She looks up at me and unbuttons her overshirt. I kick off my shoes and then sit beside her. Leah looks at me as she pulls off her tank top, and I strip off my shirt. “I’m going off intuition,” Leah continues, blushing. “This might just be my overactive imagination, but this is where I want to complete our circle.”

“What about Amy and me?” Paige asks as she sits on the felled trunk to one side, and Amy sits beside her. “This is your fantasy, babe. Tell us what you want us to do.”

“I’m at a loss.” Leah grins, looks at me, then reaches behind her to unclip her bra. “Do what feels right, you two.”

She tosses her bra to the side as I throw my polo alongside it. We reach for each other, kissing hungrily as a deep well of need builds in my gut, echoing the feeling I had with Amy in the boat earlier. Our mouths open, our tongues tangle, and my arousal ramps up with the intense feeling of static electricity. She gasps into my mouth when I cup and squeeze her generous breasts. When her hand drops to the ridge of my cock, it throbs as she rubs me through my shorts.

“You need my cock don’t you?” I groan against her lips as she nods in response. I impatiently break the kiss and stand to shove my shorts down, releasing my hard cock.

“I do. I want you so badly, Kurt.” Leah lowers her mouth as her fingers wrap around my shaft, then lifts her eyes to look at me. The air around us crackles with an odd current as I comb my fingers through her hair and guide her to my pulsing shaft.

“Your cock is so perfect,” Leah sighs just before her mouth encircles my crown. Our eyes lock, and everything fades into the background. I moan as she swirls her tongue around my shaft. Tightening my grip on her hair, I pull her head closer until my tip presses between her lips. She sucks, pulling me deeper into her mouth as she keeps eye contact, making me moan with the sensation.

“You’re fucking beautiful,” I rasp as I pull my hips back, and Leah’s cheeks dimple from her suction as I drag my cock out. She returns my moan as I stroke in and out of her mouth, cupping my heavy balls with her free hand and squeezing. “Your mouth feels so good.”

She hums, and her eyes brighten as she keeps sucking, her tongue wagging along the vein running up the bottom of my cock. Tightening my grip and holding her head steady, I thrust my hips, driving my cock into the back of her throat. She gags and pulls back, looking up at me before ducking her head and spitting a ball of her saliva on my crown. She keeps squeezing my scrotum as her free hand spreads her slickness along my rigid shaft.

“Okay,” Leah says, leaning to kiss the tip of my cock. “I’m ready for it now.” She opens, sticking her tongue out and offering her mouth.

I grip my shaft and tease my flared crown over her plump lips as we stare into each other’s eyes. I hear moans, and I turn to watch Paige hovering over Amy, licking between her thighs as Amy’s head bobs between Paige’s knees. When I focus back on Leah, she’s swirling her tongue around my crown, looking up at me with a pleading look. Inhaling a deep breath, I tip my cock between her lips and push into her willing mouth, tightening my grip on her red curls as my length slides to the back of her throat. Leah nods, and I press further, feeling my crown compressing inside her throat.

“Fuck, that’s a good girl. Take it all,” I growl, pressing my length into her throat until her nose presses into my patch of hair. I hold it there, feeling Leah swallow, making the wall of her throat massage my cock. When I pull my hips back, I nod at her and then thrust firmly. The sounds of my throat-fucking echo in the branches of the living trees surrounding the fallen trunk. The air is full of energy, and my body throbs with something more than just sexual arousal.

“Fuck, I need to be inside you,” I command gruffly as I pull out of her mouth. She inhales a quick breath, nodding as she twists and kneels at the edge of the stump. She spreads her knees out, and I step up, cupping my hands over her bare pussy. I feel the heat of her sex. She’s soaked, her juices dripping down her thighs. She whines as she looks over her shoulder at me.

“Fuck me, Kurt,” Leah pleads in a low growl that has my cock throbbing. “Claim me like you have Paige and Amy. Complete our circle.”

Her eyes are wide with dark, round pupils. I can’t look away as I reach down, grab my shaft, and drag my head through her drenched lips. Her eyes half close as I pass over her opening, then widen as I press inside her with a slow, steady thrust. I have to fight to keep eye contact with her because the feeling of her sheath tightening around me makes my eyes roll back. Tightening my jaw, I sink into her until my thighs press into her soft, round ass. I move my hands, gripping her butt, as I draw back till I nearly slide out.

“Hold on,” I grunt and fire my hips sharply, punching my cock into her depths.

She cries out in passion, pressing back to meet my thrusts. I grip tighter, controlling her body as I pound into her. My mind blanks as my lizard brain takes charge, and I rut into her like an animal, swearing as my body heats up from the effort. Her ass is slick from her sweat, and I pull back and smack her ass, grabbing a fresh hold and digging in my fingertips.

Her cries quicken as I slam into her, pulling her ass back as I lever my hips forward. I’m at the edge of my control, grunting to keep on the edge. I want her to come first, and I bite my lip to keep my peak at bay. Our eyes reconnect as our breathing quickens, moaning with each cycle. She whines as I rail into her.

“Oh fuck. Kurt, I’m coming. Come with me, baby,” she pleads as she drops her head down and rocks her hips into my thrusts. Her pussy clamps and clenches around me, and that triggers my peak. Slamming deep, I grind my hips as my balls tighten and my shaft pulses at the base before shooting my hot cream into her contracting cunt.

“Fuck!” I growl out loudly, hearing the trees echo my passion. I don’t care if anyone hears. I feel a quickening of primal energy that makes my hair stand on end. Thrusting into her, I grind with each stroke. Her pussy clenches, milking all my cum from my tightened balls. Leah shifts forward onto her forearms, and I follow her until my chest presses into her back. I roll over, my cock sliding free as I flop onto my back against the bare wood of the felled tree. She shifts and moves over me, finding my mouth and kissing me hungrily.

As our heart rates slows, the warmth of Amy and Paige presses against us from opposite sides. I blink and turn, kissing each of them in turn and pulling all of us into a pile of hot flesh. I blink up into the trees, focusing past the ring of treetops and the faint twinkles of stars above. We shift into a comfortable line of naked flesh, and the girls look up into the heavens. Then Leah gasps when a shooting star flares in a line over us.
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Serendipity











L
 eah gasps at the initial flash of light, and the hairs on my neck stand up as the shooting star fades.

“Did you see that?” Amy asks on my other side.

“A fucking shooting star!” Paige shouts, squeezing my hand, and kisses Leah’s cheek. “Did you see that, babe?”

“That was well-timed,” I say, but it feels like more than a coincidence as the girls shiver in the cooling air.

“It’s more than that,” Leah breathes, turning to me. “I need to check some of my sources to be sure. I’m positive it’s another sign meant to help you believe.”

I shrug with a soft smile, then shift to my knees and look down at the three women lying in a row. I comb my hair back and scratch behind my neck. The woods get darker as the twilight skies deepen from dark blue to black above us. The air temperature is dropping, and I feel a chill from a breeze drifting through the trees.

“Anything else we need to do here?” I ask, looking around for where I tossed my clothes in the heat of the moment.

“Nope,” Leah says, sitting up and tilting her head at me. “Kiss us all for luck, then let’s get dressed and head back to the lodge.”

After sharing a round of kisses, we start moving, picking up the clothes scattered around the fallen tree and stump and trading them until everyone can begin dressing. The woods are quiet, but the sounds of insects rise as the bird song retreats. I wonder if we made too much noise at the end. The moment’s passion made me shout louder than I’d planned.

“Does the trail have a curfew?” I ask as I pull my shirt over my head and sit down to put on my sneakers.

“The sign in the parking lot says sundown,” Amy says, shrugging. “We are at the limit, but they don’t lock anything up. It’s posted so the park service rangers can enforce it for wild parties.”

“Like a small orgy?” I chuckle and reach for her, pulling her into a hug.

“More like drunk teenagers. You remember those times, don’t you?” Paige says, wrapping her arms around me from behind.

I recall our classmates would drive up the mountains and party near a different lake. It was the preferred location for the jocks and their groupies. I was never invited, but I remember when a circle of my friends met in the woods one night. I drank too much, too early, and don’t remember anything but flashes from the drunken revelry. The headache the next day was horrible.

“I never partied much,” I admit. “I did once shortly after Amy left for the bible camp. I got so drunk I swore off alcohol. During my first year of college, I tried to go completely dry. But it was college, so that didn’t last.”

“You always struck me as someone who took life seriously,” Leah says, hugging me with her friends. “I remember when we went to prom your senior year. I didn’t think you’d try to take advantage of me. I remember always feeling safe near you.”

“I can be on the far side of boring.” I grin at the three of them as we break from the huddle and head back down the path we took into the circle of trees. “I think you three will push me to live a little. I’m looking forward to what’s in store for us.”

Amy steps beside me and reaches for my hand. I take hers, and we intertwine fingers, bringing up more memories from high school. I grin at her, but we remain quiet as we follow the path. I hear Paige and Leah chatting behind us, giggling, but I’m focused on watching the trail. The darkness is growing. While the path is well-maintained, a steep incline toward the lakeside edge requires focus.

When we return to my rental car, I double-tap the key fob, and the headlights light up. I notice that the lodge lights are still on, illuminating the single vehicle parked near the side of the building.

“Is the lodge still open?” I ask, wishing I’d worn a watch.

“It stays open for the dinner hour,” Leah says. “It doesn’t look like they have much business tonight, though.”

“Let me treat y’all to dinner,” I offer, heading toward the lodge. “This place seems to connect my past and future, so I should support it.”

“Sounds great,” Paige says as she and Amy catch up and walk alongside us. “I love their cheeseburger and fries. It’s simple but delicious.”

“There’s something about the mountain air, the clean water, and the lake view,” Amy says. “Whenever I’m nearby, I love to treat myself; they have a great staff here.”

I step in front of the girls, open the door as they file in, and walk in behind them, enjoying the warmth of the room and the crackle of the wood stove to the side. The girls gather around a round four-top beside the window. I pull out a chair for Amy and then walk around the table to sit across from her between Leah and Paige.

“Amy Bentham!” a voice calls out cheerily. “Is that Kurt Darby with you?

Amy twists to see who is calling and waves. “Hey, Donna. It sure is. He didn’t know I owned the lodge when he booked his stay. You remember Leah and Paige?”

Donna nods with a sparkle in her eyes. Her dark gray hair, braided down her back, reminds me of my aunt. I smile and wave at her, then get up as she walks toward us with a tray of glasses filled with ice water.

“Hey.” I double-take, then tilt my head. “Wait, Donna Bates? My god, how long has it been?”

She puts the tray on the table, and Leah passes out the glasses while Donna opens her arms, and I step into the warm hug.

“Too long, Kurt,” she says, rubbing my back. “I’d hoped to see you at your grandparents’ memorial.”

“I should’ve been here,” I say, leaning back to look at her. “What can I say? I let myself think work was life. These three are teaching me to slow it down some.”

“They are good guides,” Donna says with a generous smile, pulling a pad from her back pocket. “What can I get going for y’all?”

“I’ll make it easy,” Leah says, grinning. “Four cheeseburgers all the way, with fries and limeades.”

“I should make you come help me,” Donna says, sliding the pad into her pocket. “Do you still remember how to make limeades like you learned at my Hasty Freeze?”

“I do,” Leah says, her cheeks rosy as she grins. “I can help if you’d like. I’d love to catch up with you. Paige and I meant to visit this time up the mountain, but Kurt distracted us.”

“He seems like a fun distraction,” Donna says, then waves Leah back toward the kitchen area. “Let’s get this done. Do you mind if I join you four? I was about to close up but forgot to make myself dinner.”

“Only if you let us help you clean up afterward,” Paige says with a genuine grin. “Want me to flip the sign and lock the door?”

“Deal, and yes, please,” Donna calls back from the doorway to the kitchen. “I don’t want some stray ordering a half dozen burgers this close to closing time. All of you are an exception, you know.”

I look over the table at Amy and shake my head. “Coincidence or fate?”

Amy shrugs and smiles, leaning across the table and taking my hand. “Welcome home, Kurt. I’m glad you’re back.”
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Family Meal











I
 smile at Amy, squeeze her hand, and lean back in my chair. “I’ll like this home, I reckon. Lord knows Texas has never felt like it. Do you remember that I went steady with Donna’s daughter, Stacy, before we met? What happened to her?”

Amy frowns as she nods, looking up at me. “I do,” she says, then reaches for my hand. “Stacy was killed in a car accident over a decade ago. It broke her father’s heart, and he and Donna divorced a few years later. Without Stacy, they had nothing. She started operating the lodge here shortly after I bought my place.”

I look at her, speechless, as I process the shocking news. “I can’t believe it.” My head drops to my hands as Amy rubs her hand up and down my spine. “We went steady for a long time before I met you. This is… It’s horrible news.”

My gut twists when I remember the time we spent together. Stacy and I were more than friends; we were almost lovers. I was her first. We parked in Mom’s old station wagon on a remote country road and climbed in the back with the seats folded down. We went to two formal dances before she abruptly broke up with me. It devastated me when she ghosted me. Both of us were young; maybe we were frightened by the depths of our feelings. Or perhaps I was projecting my feelings onto her. We never discussed the reason she decided to end our teenage romance. A few months later, I took Amy to the drive-in and ignited our fiery adolescent affair.

I look over my shoulder, back at the open kitchen where Leah and Donna are busy preparing dinner as Paige returns from closing the two doors. Seeing my expression of grief, she tilts her head. When she looks at Amy, her eyes widen.

“He didn’t know?” Paige asks sincerely, sitting beside me and touching my neck. “Oh, Kurt. It’s been so long; I thought you must have heard about the accident from somewhere.”

“No,” I growl. “I got so isolated after graduation. I barely connected with anyone. I found some classmates on Facebook years later but never enjoyed talking about home.”

I blink as I hear myself and feel another ping that this area has always been my home. I walked away and never looked back. I think of my mother, who was friends with Donna when I dated Stacy. “My mother would’ve told me.”

“It happened after your mom got sick,” Amy explains, squeezing my hand. I bow my head again, thinking of my mother’s quick losing battle with cancer. Guilt wells up inside me because I never came back home to be by her side, nor did I return for her funeral. Amy’s lips press behind my ear as her fingers skim through my hair. “I’m sorry, Kurt. This is stirring up some things for you.”

I nod and look at her before walking toward the kitchen. Donna looks up as I approach, noticing my expression of sorrow. She wipes her hands on her apron, waves at me, and holds out her arms. I sink into her hug and squeeze her tight.

“I’m so sorry,” I whisper, choking back a sob. “I didn’t know. I should’ve known. I…”

“Shh, it’s okay.” Donna squeezes me tightly and murmurs near my ear. “I’m sorry it took so long for you to find out. I know Stacy always thought the world of you.” I start sobbing into her shoulder, my arms holding her tight as grief overcomes me.

After I’m all cried out, I lean back and look into Donna’s eyes. “I’m an asshole. I’m sorry. I… I got disconnected. I missed so many things. After my mom died so suddenly, my grandparents died only a few years later. I thought I didn’t have any ties here anymore.”

Donna lifts her hands to my cheeks, holding my jaw and looking into my eyes. “Life happens to us all, Kurt. Stacy would’ve wanted you to be happy. You belong back here; this is your home. You have more ties here than you can imagine.”

A stray tear spills down my cheek as I release a long breath. Her eyes hold mine, showing nothing but care and concern for me. I shake my head from side to side as I start to speak. “I want to believe you’re right. But I think my absence may have burned any bridges to my past and my family’s legacy.”

“Bridges can be rebuilt, Kurt.” She tilts her head, then leans up and kisses my cheek. “Thank you for coming in for dinner with your friends. It brought back happy memories of Stacy.” She presses a finger into my chest, pointing at my heart. “You and your family are always welcome, okay?”

I nod and brush back the last of my tears. She turns to go back to the kitchen and joins Leah to finish preparing our meal. Looking over my shoulder at Amy and Paige, I tilt my head toward the restroom. “I’ll be back. I want to wash up before eating.”

Their sad smiles and short nods unexpectedly comfort me. They’ve had time to grieve the loss, though I’m not sure they knew Stacy as well as I did. The small bathroom is clean and neat, like the rest of the old lodge. I start water running in the sink, holding my hands under the flow and feeling the ice-cold water flowing from the tap. Splashing my face with the frigid water grounds me as I run my fingers up and down my cheeks.

I glance at my reflection, my eyes red and bloodshot as I reflect on the shock and surprise. I was only a teenager and had made some rash decisions. In the past few years, Stacy had come to mind when I looked at social media and saw old high school friends. I knew not everyone was connected to the internet, so I didn’t search for her extensively.

Looking into my reflection, I tighten my jaw and resolve not to distance myself anymore.

After drying my hands, I return to the table. Paige slid to the side, allowing Donna to sit beside me. The scents of the greasy cheeseburgers and fries are another grounding sensation. The care in the four of their eyes comforts me as I sit between Donna and Amy.

“Let’s enjoy,” I say. Donna nods, then bows her head. Even though I’m not religious, I bow my head out of respect. Her prayer is short, mostly about being thankful to be in the presence of friends and blessing the food. It’s reminiscent of meals around the campfire with my grandparents, aunts, uncles, and cousins. My grandparents were people of faith; while I doubt the existence of a deity, the short prayer is meaningful as I reflect on my legacy.

“Amen,” Donna says, then turns and smiles at me.

We all begin to eat and while my mood has turned somber, my three amazing girls soon cheer me up. Donna doesn’t ask how the four of us have become so close, but her smiles and cheerful tone as she tells stories from the past engage me. Stacy’s name isn’t mentioned, but I feel an odd sense of her presence while sitting beside her mother.

The warmth in my core returns as I enjoy the company and meal. Then, I begin collecting the garbage from our dinner. We ate out of paper baskets with red-checkered wax paper inserts, and our cups of limeade were also paper, not Styrofoam. Their awareness of their environment humbles me as I dump it all in a trash bin. Keeping my head down, I knot the plastic trash liner, remove it from the container, and take it out the back door to find the dumpster. On the way back, I walk past Donna’s car and run my hand along the side.

The memories of my past keep cycling. Thoughts of good times, good friends, and a wonderful family are steady, but they accompany torturous memories of broken friendships and abandoned dreams. Before turning around the corner of the building, I stop and look up at the star-filled, cloudless sky. Another shooting star flies over, and my mind tells me it’s just a hunk of rock burning in the atmosphere. But part of me feels the wonder and hope I felt when we saw the star flashing above us in the clearing earlier.


Coincidence or fate?
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Stuck together











W
 hen I return inside, the girls have finished cleaning the kitchen and are busy wiping down the tables to prepare for the next day. After responding to the sour news, their tone is muted sadness, and I feel responsible. I know it’s misplaced. But, in my mind, they’ve all had time to process the trauma, and my presence now has all of them reliving that horror.

“I’ll start the car,” I say, twisting the knob to leave.

“Kurt, come here,” Donna calls out, leaving her rag on the counter and walking in my direction. “I don’t want you to leave without a hug.”

Stepping into her open arms, I wrap her tightly and squeeze. “I’m sorry again, Donna. I really should’ve been better.”

“Kurt, please stop.” She steps back and presses her warm hand into my chest. “I’m resilient, I’ve processed her loss, and I’m happy now. I’m happy I had the chance to see you again. Please don’t be a stranger.”

“We won’t let him,” Amy assures her, stepping beside me and sliding her arm around my waist.

Donna smiles and nods, then squeezes me tight again before releasing me and returning to her tiny kitchen. Paige and Leah walk out and smile at Amy and me. I want to smile back, but grief still has a hold on my emotions. They hug me and continue to the door. I take Amy’s hand and follow them out, holding the door for Donna as she hurries from the kitchen.

“Thank you.” Donna smiles, walking past us to her car parked alongside the lodge. “You’re such a gentleman.”

I nod and feel my lips turn up in an automatic response. Amy and I walk toward my rental, which is parked near the trailhead. Leah and Paige are ahead of us, so I pull my fob out of my pocket and click it to unlock the doors. They wave back at us when they see the brake lights flash. Amy squeezes my hand, looks up at me, and nods as we get close. I open the passenger door for her to slide in, then close it behind her.

Social courtesies are ingrained in me. Walking around the driver’s side, I realize that many social interactions I do are on autopilot. Friendly waves, a closed-mouth smile, and a nod are some of the niceties I return without even thinking. I slide into the driver’s seat, start the car, and then put my arm around Amy’s seat, automatically looking out the rear window. I pause, seeing Leah and Paige and their soft smiles. I stop what I’m doing and put the car back in Park, twisting to face Amy and glancing at the two in the back.

“I don’t know how to do this, but I want to learn. I’m tired of just existing alone. I feel like I’m going through motions like a robot.” I pause and reach for Amy’s hand. She meets my eyes and squeezes as I continue. “You three have made me realize how empty my life was, and I want to acknowledge that you’ve made me want to change. I’ll need your help. Please call me on my bullshit.”

Silence fills the car, and I bow my head and put the car in reverse, turning again to look out the back window. I can sense the three looking at each other as I robotically back out, shift into Drive, and start heading to the twisty park exit. I focus on the road ahead of me as tears of grief and frustration run down my cheek.

Amy takes my hand and squeezes. “Your bullshit is the same as all of ours, Kurt.”

“Yeah,” Paige agrees, squeezing my shoulder. “You don’t know any of the shit Leah and I have been through. We’re here to listen and support you. I don’t know what you’re going through now, but I want to be alongside you.”

“All of us do,” Leah says, adding her hand to my shoulder. “Take your time to process things—and it is a process. We’ll be here.”

I nod again, and the automatic action pings my remorse, growing the lump in my throat. Tears well up in my eyes, blurring my vision as I stop at the top of the hill. I wipe my eyes, clear my vision, and inhale a slow, shaky breath. “I don’t want to infect you with my sadness. We were all so happy earlier.”

“It’s not infecting us, Kurt,” Amy says, leaning to kiss my cheek as her thumb brushes the stubborn tears from my cheek. “It’s sharing, and it’s what people who love each other do, right?”

“For better or worse,” Leah says from the back.

“In sadness or joy,” Paige adds, squeezing my shoulder again. “Sharing is the way to get through hard times. We are here for you and want
 to be here for you.”

“I’m trying,” I say, unsure exactly what to change. “I’ve been alone for too many years. It’s weird having you guys with me.”

“Stuck with us,” Leah says in a light voice, and I can sense her smile. “The stars have declared that we belong together, and we consecrated that today. It’s too late, Kurt. Fate finally caught up with you.”

My lips tighten, then curl into a wry grin. I nod, acknowledging her words and accepting the truth she believes. It might be a while before I feel the same, but I see the path. Amy flips on the radio, and music fills the quiet car quiet. Eighties rock seems to be the soundtrack this weekend, and the station I’m tuned to doesn’t disappoint. REO Speedwagon’s ballad “Can’t Fight This Feeling
 ” starts playing, and the song is the only sound in the otherwise quiet car. The lyrics tickle my brain as we all sing the familiar refrain.

I resolve not to fight what is happening. This weekend isn’t what I expected, but it seems meant to be. The three voices singing along with me echo in my mind as I reach Amy’s lodge entrance and park in front. The music continues, and I let it play until the tune ends and a commercial starts. Shutting off the car, I get out as the girls follow me. The night is quiet, but muted insect chirps surround us as we follow Amy back into the familiar reception area of her lodge.
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Distractions











A
 my stops near the reception desk where we first met two nights ago. She twists around and looks at the three of us as we slow to a stop. Leah and Paige are on either side of me as Amy smiles.

“We never talked about the sleeping arrangements tonight.” She blushes as she looks at me. “I’m open to anything. But I need to go tidy my room first.”

“Are we still clearing out the cabins tonight?” Paige asks.

“I thought we were doing that tomorrow night?” Leah replies. “I was hoping we could all sleep together. That is if your bed is large enough for four.”

Amy blushes before she nods. “I think we’ll be okay. I bought an Alaskan King when I redesigned this place. I like to starfish when I sleep. But I need to tidy up some. You don’t have to clear out your cabins tonight, but maybe you should bring a change of clothes for the morning?”

“Showers, too?” Leah asks, “I’m not used to hiking, then fucking, then hiking again. I’d feel better if I freshened up.”

“That’s a good idea,” Amy says, pointing at the top of the stairs. “Let’s meet at the top of the stairs in thirty minutes. Will that be enough time?”

“Perfect,” Paige replies, and I nod in agreement. “I’ll try not to distract Kurt on the way to our cabins.”

I grin as the memory of how my day started this morning streams through my mind. The shower after the intense night of making love wasn’t sexual, but it did bring back the memory of how she looked naked. I adjust my shorts slightly as I wave at Amy and follow the pair out of the lodge toward the pool.

“It’s been a long day,” I say as we walk together along the path. It’s level but not wide enough for three, so I drift along in the bed of pine needles beside them.

“It’s been busy, that’s for sure,” Leah agrees. “Have you decided what you’ll do after the weekend? I know you need to finish your assignment next week.”

“I’m still thinking it through. I should write a resignation letter and work with my boss to finish any commitments. I also need to figure out how to close my apartment and ship my things. It’s nothing too huge; it’ll just take some planning.”

“We can help if you’d like,” Paige offers. “We have to consider how this changes things with us. We’ll all have to adapt.”

“I hadn’t thought about that.” I grin and wink. “My mind has been focused on other things.”

“All of us have been distracted,” Leah agrees. “But that doesn’t change how I feel about everyone being together.”

We pause as we hit the gravel drive and have to head to the different cabins. “I’ll bring my laptop up so we can work on a plan tomorrow morning.”

“Sounds great,” Leah says as they hug me. “Enjoy your shower.”

We separate and head to our respective cabins. As the changes to my humdrum life begin, my mind spins, and I welcome the chaos. A technical instructor is familiar with responding to change rapidly—software changes, intermittent technical issues, and learning differences among students in the same classroom. My schedule was the same, week after week, but each class had challenges that kept my mind busy. I was busy enough to need to shut down and rest by the time I got to my hotel each evening. Managing a change in my lifestyle doesn’t frighten me. It’s just an opportunity to overcome a challenge.

My mind works on autopilot, working through different steps and processes I’ve never considered. I mindlessly undress, put my dirty clothes in my open suitcase, and start the shower. Waiting for the water to warm, I check into the present by mentally inventorying my belongings and what I’d need to take tonight. My laptop is in the back of my rental in my backpack. I change into the clothes I want to wear in the morning. I don’t think I’ll need pajamas after sleeping naked with Paige last night. I’ll bring a pair of gym shorts, just to be sure.

I begin my usual cleaning routine when the water temperature is warm enough. I soak my hair in the hot water, pour shampoo from the bottle I keep in my suitcase, scrub my scalp with the suds, and rinse before soaping up my chest. It’s another rote, mindless process, and my mind wanders to the morning shower with Paige. Having someone in the shower with me was novel, and, at the moment, I feel alone. It’s not like I don’t shower by myself every day, but it strikes me that I won’t need to be alone so much in the future.

That thought cheers me up as I turn off the water, grab a towel, and dry off. I’m anxious to return to the lodge, even though glancing at my wrist as I put on my watch tells me I have plenty of time. I take the time to brush my teeth and do my regular bathroom routine. I dress in a comfortable pair of shorts and a short-sleeved henley shirt. I fill my pockets with my wallet and car keys, then go to my car. Opening the trunk, I pull out my backpack, checking to ensure my laptop and other things are inside before returning to the lodge.

I look over my shoulder at Leah and Paige’s cabin and notice the windows are still lit. I momentarily think about returning to see if they need help, but their door opens, and the lights click off. I grin as they see me and wave happily.

“You have good timing,” I say, waiting on the trail to the lodge.

“I guess we’re all excited for the sleepover.” Leah grins, hugs me, and kisses my cheek.

“I wonder if Amy will be ready. We’re a bit early.”

“Shame on her if she’s dragging.” Paige laughs.

We turn the corner past the swimming area and see Amy at the top of the steps to the lodge. We all grin as she waves. “I love how we’re all in sync,” I say, picking up the pace to get to the lodge and Amy.
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Amy's Bedroom











A
 my leads us inside and past the registration desk to the stairs. I’ve only seen the registration desk, the kitchen, and the small dining room where we ate brunch this morning. My core tightens as I follow my three girls, and my mind trips over the idea that they are willfully my harem. I feel more comfortable thinking that we’re making a family.

Amy is in front, with Leah beside her. Paige follows but looks back and then pauses to wait for me. I smile, fixing my backpack on my opposite shoulder so I can take her hand. Our fingers weave together naturally as we walk up to the second-floor landing.

“Have you been here before?” I ask quietly, looking around the log cabin-style interior.

“Just on this floor.” Paige shrugs. “Amy likes her privacy, or at least she did until you arrived. When we visited, we always shared one of the rooms on the second floor or one of the cabins. It depends on what’s available.”

We turn on the landing and follow Leah and Amy to the top floor. The landing bisects the cabin. A sizeable barnlike door hung on rollers to one side. Across from it is a large bathroom with a clawfoot tub, a glass-enclosed shower, and a toilet. Beside it is an open space containing a small counter with a cooktop, a microwave, and a table with two chairs.

“Some days I never want to leave the top floor, so I made it self-sufficient.” Amy waves her hand at the two rooms before opening the sliding barn door on the opposite side and exposing the other half of the loft. “This is my bedroom.”

The room is airy and open, with rafters lining the ceiling and a wall of windows along the back. Amy’s extra-large bed is on one wall, and a sofa extends along the window. A large monitor on a desk is on the wall opposite the bed, and bookshelves flank the office space. A small wood stove and a small stack of wood are in one corner where the door hangs. A closed door beside it probably acts as her closet.

“This is amazing,” I say, admiring the impressive space. Leah and Paige walk past me to the window, looking outside into the night before turning and dropping their bags on the sofa. Stepping next to her desk, I drop my backpack into her chair and turn to look at the three sexy women. “The bed is certainly large enough for us.”

“The sofa can be overflow.” Amy grins. “Like I said, I like to spread out like a starfish. I’m not used to sharing my bed, but I’m excited to be with you guys.”

My core tenses as all three of my stunning harem girls look for me to take the lead. “Line up as you are. I want to enjoy undressing each of you.”

Amy stands at the foot of her immense bed. Paige steps beside her, pulling Leah with her. They pull their hands behind their backs, and their breasts rise in synchronicity. I take my time soaking in their beauty. Amy’s russet locks fall naturally past her shoulders. Beside her, Paige’s short, black hair contrasts as I pan slowly past her to enjoy Leah’s natural, tawny curls.

Breaking the stillness, I step forward and run my hands up Amy’s arms. As I lean to kiss her, I reach for the bottom of her tank top and slide my hands underneath, feeling her warm skin. She trembles as our tongues slowly twist together, deepening our kiss.

“Arms up,” I growl, then lift her tank top up, exposing her abdomen, and continue to pull it over her braless breasts. The shirt catches under the bottom curve of her breast, lifting the heavy orb before slipping off so her two luscious breasts bounce deliciously. Her nipples are rigid and sticking out like thumbs, and I lick my lips, bending to suck one turgid tip between my lips.

“Ohhh, fuck. I love how you suck on my nipples.” She combs her fingers through my hair, holding me against her soft mounds. Her whimpers are loud enough for everyone to hear, and I sense the other two shifting impatiently as I take my time to enjoy a little worship of Amy’s worthy boobs.

After humming around each of the taut tips, I run my hands down her bare sides, then slide my fingers inside the elastic waist of her cargo shorts, dragging them down past the curve of her ass before letting them drop. Amy shifts her thighs until they fall to her ankles, steps out of them, and kicks them aside. I leave on her boy-short panties as I rise and kiss her again, then press on her shoulders until her bottom rests on the edge of the bed.

“Lie back and get comfortable,” I mutter, pausing to watch her scoot back. She’s sexy as hell as her eyes lock with mine. I shift over until I’m in front of Paige. I kiss her, not having to bend as much because of her willowy height. Our mouths open as we tilt our heads, and we both moan as our kiss deepens and our tongues tangle.

Leah whimpers as I run my hand up her wife’s side, then pull her sports bra up and over her small tits. Lowering my head, I swirl my tongue in circles around Paige’s stiff, rubbery nipples before sucking and nipping at her modest cups. Her fingers comb through my hair, and her body arches as her head falls back, encouraging my indulgence in her modest bust. I slide her running shorts down until they fall off her hips, and she shifts until her feet are free. When I press her back into the bed, she shifts back—entirely nude—to lie next to Amy.

The pair turns to face each other, kissing as they hug. I watch as they press their breasts together, and Paige slides her hands inside Amy’s panties to strip her nude between their breathless kisses. I hesitate before I turn to Leah, adjusting the growing tent in my shorts.

“You enjoy pampering your girls, don’t you?” Leah asks as I cup her jaw.

“You deserve to be worshipped; you’re all so uniquely sexy,” I say as I kiss her lips and tease her with quick pecks. When she whines, I capture her mouth, and we sink into a deep kiss as my hands drop to squeeze her ass through her shorts. She is wearing a simple, strappy tank top, and her heavy breasts strain the full cups to their limit. My fingers travel in circles around her stiffening nipples, and she groans at my slow teasing.

“Kurt. Too many clothes.” Her voice is low with need as she protests, working her fingers to unsnap my shorts and then pushing them down.

“You’re right,” I say and pull her overstressed tank top up and off before hungrily engulfing her large areola. She moans as she strokes my shaft with one hand while running her fingers along my jaw with the other.

“I like your scruff.” She giggles, impatiently shifting her bottoms off and backing onto the bed. She spreads her legs, looking at me with dark desire. “I want to feel it right here.” She runs her hands along her inner thighs, pushing them apart to reveal her smooth, bare cleft.

I pause, my shorts at my knees and my cock sticking out stiffly. I whip off my shirt, tossing it aside as I work my hips, and my shorts fall to my feet. I take a moment to enjoy the view of all three ladies reclining back, watching me with flushed cheeks and eyes full of desire.

“You are so beautiful,” I growl, kneeling on the bed’s edge. “I don’t know what I’ve done to deserve you three, but when I find out, I’ll never stop doing it.”
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Center of the Storm











K
 neeling on an enormous bed, wide enough to hold all three females arrayed across the mattress, I’m speechless. Harem is a word I’m hesitant to use, but it’s fitting, given the past two days’ events. Amy and I reconnected like years hadn’t passed while I was busy being a traveling workaholic. When Paige and Leah arrived, they welcomed me into the circle of friends without hesitation. I shake my head at my good fortune and relax on my knees.

“I don’t know what to say except how lucky I am to be with all of you.” My voice is low and quiet, and I hope I’m expressing my awe at the beauty of their naked, natural bodies. “I can’t believe it.”

“You should believe it, Kurt,” Paige says, curling forward to reach for me. “Let us show you how much we enjoy being together.” She reaches for my hand and pulls me toward her, shifting to her side so I can fall onto the mattress between her and Leah. Leah shifts closer as her wife rises on her knees and moves over me, giving Amy room to scoot closer.

“She’s right,” Amy says as her hand runs over my chest. “I think that shooting star favored all of us, you included.” She leans and kisses me as Leah shifts over me, layering kisses across my chest and licking my nipples. Paige’s hands run down my thighs, pushing them apart at the knees. When I spread for her, I feel her settle between them, kneeling and running her firm fingers along both legs. Amy’s teeth nibble on my lower lip as Leah’s lips brush up my torso to my neck. When Amy shifts to lick the scruff growing on my jaw from not shaving, Leah slides over, capturing my lips with hers. Our tongues tangle as I wrap my hands around their backs, stroking up their spines.

“A guy could get used to this,” I gasp when our lips part. I blink into Leah’s eyes before she dips her head and rubs her soft cheek against my scruffy jaw.

“Mmm, so could a girl,” Leah says, kissing back down my neck.

“Girlssss,”
 Amy moans as her teeth tug at my hard nipple. When her lips pull at the taut tip, teasing her tongue across it, I let out a moan of encouragement. I close my eyes as my hands run up and down their sides, dropping to squeeze their round, firm asses.

When I blink and glance down my body, I can’t see Paige with the two ginger nymphs blocking my vision. But the press of her body sliding down between my thighs makes my prick jump. Her hand slides under my stiffening erection, gripping and stroking along my length. My core tenses as my hips shift when she bends the stiff shaft, pulling the tip toward her. My gasp at her tongue teasing along the rim of my crown elicits a giggle before her lips envelop the sensitive tip.

Closing my eyes again, I drift into the sensual motions of the three bodies pressing against me. The other pair of mouths and fingers drift lower where Paige is bobbing her head up and down my cock. When she slips her mouth away, another—Leah, I think—takes her place. Paige kisses down my shaft to the root, and her fingers cup and squeeze my balls. Amy, on my right, kisses and sucks along my waist and lower, inhaling as her tongue presses through my pubic hair.

“Fuck, I love how you smell,” Amy moans, savoring my musky scent.

Paige presses her lips against my sack, sucking one of my balls and moaning in agreement. I trace my fingertips across the tangle of red tresses brushing along my waist. My cock has never been so hard as Leah pulls her mouth off and tips my cock toward Amy. I gasp, gripping her head as she sucks me between her lips.

Closing my eyes, moaning in pleasure as Paige shifts to my other ball, licking it and then lapping at the base of my cock. My eyes drift open as I glance down and gaze at Leah. She smiles as she lifts her mouth and seals it to mine, her heavy breasts resting on my chest. “We have all night,” she says, licking across my lips. “No hurry. We’ll help you recover. I want you to enjoy all of us.”

Amy bobs deeper and sucks harder, expelling her drool as she gives me one of her patented sloppy blowjobs. The suction on my balls pops off as Paige shifts up and joins Amy, taking turns worshipping my cock. Turning to kiss Leah again, my hand runs up to her throat, and she sinks into my grip. My free hand moves to cup her heavy breast, pulling my fingers to tug her nipple. I nip her lips, nudging my tongue between her lips.

“I want to taste you,” I growl against her mouth, squeezing the sides of her neck before releasing and staring at her.

Leah nods and shifts up, crawling forward. She lifts her thick thigh as I reach for her, guiding her as she shifts to face Paige and Amy while they continue their cock worship. I glance down for a moment, then move my focus back to Leah’s bare lips, glistening with arousal. Extending my tongue, I lick and suck her lips to collect her sweet dew.

“Oh fuck, Kurt.” She moans as her hips rock, pressing her pussy against my hungry mouth. “They look so sexy sucking your cock.”

I envy her view momentarily as I continue to focus on licking every part of her succulent slit. My nose slides through her lips as her hands drop to my chest so she can grind her pussy against my hungry mouth. Her hard nipples brush over my chest as her warm breasts sway against me. Two sets of hands stroke up and down my cock. When one set of fingers pulls away, I feel her move up my body.

“You like him licking your needy pussy, babe.” I hear Paige’s teasing voice. “Does he lick you better than me?”

“Not a competition,” Leah huffs, shifting back on her knees as her hips roll languidly. “I want to see you ride his cock, up close.”

My mind fills in the missing spaces of my limited vision, and I feel her wife’s knees press against my side. Amy must be watching as she grips my cock, bending the tip toward Paige’s opening as she shifts over me. I groan as my crown drags through her slick lips and into her tight opening. The featherlight touch of Amy’s hair across my hips as she licks the base of my cock makes me moan into Leah’s cleft. When passionate moans sync with the movement, I imagine Amy licking Paige’s clit as she starts to ride my shaft.

I wrap my hands around Leah’s thighs, pulling her down against my open mouth. I lick, suck, and nibble her slick folds as my senses fill with her scent and taste. I moan into her core as Paige sinks her pussy down, taking me to the root. Amy shifts her mouth and devilish tongue away, and I lose track of her as I delight in pleasuring Leah with my lips and tongue.

A hand drops to press against my abdomen, and Paige moans as she rocks with my cock filling her. “Oh, Amy. Fuck, suck my nipples.” she pants aloud. Her voice cuts off, then gasps aloud. “I’m so glad we picked the right weekend to visit.”

Feminine moans grow louder as Paige rides me hard. Her body twists as she rocks on me, her noises melding with the sound of kissing and moaning from the other two, rising into a crescendo of lust. I hungrily lap and suck on Leah’s drenched slit until her thighs tighten against my cheek. She screams, coming hard as her gush of release flows over my lips and cheeks. Paige follows her wife into bliss, her thighs tightening while her cunt clenches around my cock, releasing a flood of lust around the base. They slide limply to my side, disconnecting as I lift my head to find Amy rising to kiss me.

“Mmmm, you taste like Leah.” She shifts and straddles me, easing herself onto my cock. “You still have some left for me, right?”
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All Together Now











S
 till feeling Leah’s juices on my cheek, I stare at Amy as she straddles me, grips my cock, and fits it inside her pussy, then slowly sinks, enveloping my length. Her expressive moan makes my cock throb. I’m still hard as a rock but nowhere near my peak. The last few days of excessive sex must have helped my sensitivity because I think I can go all night. Reaching for Amy’s hips, I twist when I grab her, and she slides off my cock, then sprawls on the bed.

“I want you on your knees,” I grunt as I shift onto my knees.

I grab her hips, twisting her body to point her toward Leah and Paige, who are panting as they catch their breath. I shift back as Amy rocks her ass back and forth, staring at me over the shoulder. Her eyes are dark with need, and her mouth is open.

“Please,” she whines as I line up behind her. “Fuck me. God, I love it when you take charge.”

I tease her, dragging the tip of my cock through her slick lips, which draws another whine of need. She slumps forward, pressing her ass up as her breasts compress under her. I glance past her at the flush faces of my two other partners, tangled together. Paige rests between Leah’s thick thighs while they both watch me tease Amy with the tip of my cock. When I slide inside her slick opening with a slow, steady stroke, their moans pair with Amy’s loud groan in a salacious concert of voices.

“Fuck her, Kurt,” Paige moans, her body flexing slowly as she dips her hips to grind on Leah’s core. Leah stares at me as I grip Amy’s ass and dig my fingertips into her soft curves. Holding myself deep inside, I let her adapt to the feeling of my cock stretching her hot, slick walls.

“Hold on,” I mutter before pulling back and cycling forward, punching my hips to drive my cock in deep. She screams at the hard thrust, but her ass pushes back, slapping against my thighs. I stare at my three beauties as I flex and thrust, fucking her hard and fast. Paige and Leah untangle and shift closer as I rut into their friend. Leah pushes her fingers through Amy’s hair, then grips and pulls her head up so she can kiss her deeply. Amy’s pussy tightens as she kisses her harem sister passionately.

Paige crawls toward me on her knees, her hand reaching for me as she leans close and looks into my eyes. I kiss her while I pump my cock into Amy, and she rubs her hands on my chest, pinching my nipples. Our kisses deepen, and I growl into her mouth. When I pull back from the kiss, Paige drops her hands, gripping Amy’s ass and shoving her back into my thrusting cock.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” Leah says, looking into Amy’s eyes, and I shift to watch them as they part from their kiss.

Amy looks over her shoulder at me as her body ripples from my hard thrusts. Leah twists and lies on her back, watching us as she spreads her legs, exposing her slick folds. Amy looks away from me and stares at her sex, then lowers her head as Leah shifts closer. It’s captivating to watch Amy bow her head to lick Leah’s glistening pussy. Breathlessly, I punch my hips into Amy’s tight cunt, and her body flexes and vibrates from my continual pounding. Paige kneels and spreads Amy’s ass cheeks apart, dribbling a stream of her spit into the valley.

The slick drool streams down and over Amy’s tight ring while I suck on my thumb, press the tip into the goo, teasing her anus as I slow my thrusts but don’t stop fucking. She moans with lust, pushing her hips back against the tip of my thumb as she sucks and licks her friend. Leah reaches forward and grabs her hair with both hands, holding her head tight against her as she grinds herself into Amy’s mouth. Twisting my thumb, I stretch her tight rose and sink inside her, feeling my cock thrust steadily under my thumb.

“Oh my god! Yes!” Amy’s shout of bliss as she crashes into an orgasm echoes in her expansive bedroom. Her tight cunt clenches around my cock as her sphincter pulses around my thumb. Paige smacks one of her ass cheeks, then the other, while I clench my jaw and keep plowing into Amy, riding her through her peak.

Amy stills, her body vibrating, then slumps forward, twisting to the side and curling into a ball, trembling uncontrollably. Paige slides down and shifts her lithe body, wrapping around her friend. I’m left staring down at Leah, still spread open. Her dark pink pussy is slick with Amy’s lustful attention. I slide forward, stroking my cock as she nods, biting her lip.

“Yes. I need your cock,” Leah begs as my knees slide under her stretched thighs. Her hand reaches to guide my cock into her, pressing my head into her crease as I slide into her depths. “Fuuuuck,” she intones as her pussy stretches around my cock, flicking her gaze to stare at me. “Fuck me hard. Kurt. I need it.”

I lean over her, grabbing her wrists and stretching them over her head. Our eyes lock as I stroke into her. My hips cycle, ramming into her hard and fast, making her breasts bounce deliciously between us. I hold her down as I fuck her hard, drop my head to capture her mouth, thrusting my tongue between her lips. My invasive kisses match the beat of my strokes, and her legs spread. She wraps her thighs around me and digs her heels into my ass, urging me on.

“Fuck,” I grunt as I blink and find Leah’s eyes dark with need, her mouth agape as she moans and screams. “I’m going to fill you up. Is that what you want? You want my cum, don’t you?”

She nods, bites her lip, then nods again. “Yes, Kurt. I need it. Fill me. Put your baby in me. Please.”

My mind cycles back through the day, remembering Amy telling me this is Leah’s deepest desire. She wants a child. She wants me to be the father. She wants all of us to raise the baby as a family. My eyes drift closed as I try to hold off the inevitable, then force my eyes back open to stare at her. When I snap my hips, driving deep, I feel my first jet of cum shooting inside her. She cries out, and I watch her as she nods at me. “Yes, fuck. I feel it. More. More. Don’t stop!”

I keep jerking my hips as pulses of cream shoot into her clenching cunt. I drive in one last time, then collapse onto her, releasing her wrists. We kiss as I gasp for a breath, and she moans into my mouth, her hands sliding down to my ass to grip and keep me deep.

“All of it, baby. I want every drop. Please!” she begs, pulling from our kiss, kneading my ass, and keeping my cock deep as she tightens her heels behind my thighs. When I pull back and stare at her, our eyes meet, and I feel my harem’s cosmic connection bloom. I kiss her again, then turn as I sense Amy and Paige pressing against us and hugging us close. I move to kiss one, then the other, before relaxing to rest on top of Leah.

Quiet rises as our breathing slows and our bodies relax. I’m at a loss for words as, one by one, they kiss me before turning to kiss each other. I shift off of Leah and lie on my back, looking up into the high rafters of Amy’s bedroom. The three girls curl alongside me, resting their heads on my chest and abdomen. I glance down and find they are all on their knees, staring at me, rubbing their hands along my sides. My cock pulses, and Paige laughs.

“You’re fucking amazing,” she says, then kisses down from my belly to suck on the tip of my cock. “I love that you can’t get enough of us.”

I laugh, then turn toward Amy. Her smile assures me that she enjoys sharing me with her friends. I raise myself on my elbows to kiss her, wanting to show her how much she means to me. Then I lose track as the three of them shift, and we start another round, unable to resist indulging in our unique bliss.
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Business and Breakfast











I
 stir as the room brightens, feeling the warmth of my three bedmates around me.

The night was spent exploring each other. Amy brought some refreshments and water while Paige and Leah rode my tongue and cock, facing each other. After a pause to hydrate, Paige watched me rail Amy again as Leah licked between her thighs. Amy was captivated by her two harem mates watching while I fucked her through a series of orgasms, then spun around and pushed her mouth over my cock, draining my balls with her delicious suction.

As the night went on, sometimes I rested on the sofa while the three girls entertained me, writhing on the bed. Amy pulled out her box of toys, then strapped on her dildo so she and I could spit roast Paige while Leah watched and fucked herself with her fingers. Amy’s pitcher of cool water sustained us, quenching our thirst until it was empty, and I had to refill it from the tap in Amy’s tiny loft kitchen. Eventually, we all curled up together in the middle of our bed, closed our eyes, and fell asleep. What started as a pile of hot bodies shifted as we slept; now, we’re in a loose circle but still touching.

Moving slowly to avoid disturbing their rest, I shift off the bed to stand and stretch. Scanning over the circle of naked female flesh, I feel a pulse of arousal as my cock responds to the sexy, sleeping trio. Shaking my head in amazement, I find my shorts on the floor and pull them up, tucking my cock away. I pull on my shirt, grab my backpack, and then start down the stairs, searching for coffee. I don’t want to bother Amy; she needs her rest. We all do. My body aches from the weekend’s activities, but it’s not painful. It’s more a pleasant reminder of the possibilities of my new normal.

Amy’s kitchen is laid out intuitively, and while the coffee machine is a complex industrial model, I manage to get some of the black liquid brewing. While it brews, I sit at the end of the table, pull my laptop out of my backpack, and grab the power cord. An outlet is nearby, so I plug the brick into the wall, then uncoil the cable and click it into the port on the side of my laptop. While it starts up, I check on the coffee. Holding a mug I found hanging on the wall, I try the spigot and smile as the dark, fragrant nectar of life fills my cup. Skipping the sweetener, I add a few containers of creamer and stir it as I sit back down.

The stairs squeak, and I turn to watch Amy, wearing only her buttoned-up plaid top, descend. She sees me and smiles while blushing as I stare at her, putting my coffee down. She fidgets, pulls her arms behind her back so her breasts press out, and shimmies for me. She giggles as I push my chair back to give her room to climb into my lap, facing me.

“You were gone when I woke up,” Amy explains, kissing me and sliding her hands behind my head, combing through my hair as we share a moment. I cup and squeeze her ass as she settles on my lap. She pulls back and meets my eyes. “What are you doing?”

“I wanted to let you sleep,” I say, then lean and kiss her again, but just a peck. “I need to draft my resignation letter. I want to send it off so it won’t surprise anyone Monday morning. My boss will call me after he gets it; he’s always monitoring his email.”

“So we’re doing this?” she says, biting her lower lip. “I’m excited but afraid you’ll back out once you’re back at work. It’s been so fast. I love you, but also want what is best for you.”

“I understand,” I say, nodding, then pulling her into a hug. “I believe you—all of you—are the best for me. I’m so tired of the grind. I know I’ll have to adapt, find a new job, and downsize. But the challenge excites me. I’m not worried.”

“I can’t tell you how happy that makes me,” Amy says, kissing me again. We naturally sink into an intimate kiss as if our bodies were made for each other. She squirms, feeling my erection swell between us, and breaks the kiss. “I can’t believe you can get hard after last night,” she says, smiling. Her tummy growls, and she laughs. “I need to catch my breath. I’m hungry and thirsty. You work on your letter, and I’ll start on breakfast.”

“Okay. What are you making?” I ask as she slides back and stands. “Do you need help?”

“You’ll have to be surprised, and no. I appreciate your willingness. It’s easier if I do it alone. It’s mostly rote routine for me now.”

She kisses my cheek, and I pull my chair closer and return to working on the letter. I pause to sip coffee and think about the wording as I write. I’m just typing the closing paragraph when I hear feet padding down the stairs. I pause, wondering if it’s both of them, and then smile when I see two pairs of legs. They meet my smile as they see me, and I push my chair back as they approach. Taking my hint, they slide into my lap, each resting on my thighs, and hug me as I pull them close.

“I thought you’d sleep until noon,” I tease Leah before a quick kiss.

“Well, I’m starving. You made us work so hard last night,” she replies after our kiss. She hears Amy in the kitchen and slides off my lap. “I’ll go help Amy. Paige can set the table.”

“My wife likes to order me around.” Paige giggles, and then we enjoy an indulgent kiss. “What are you working on?”

“Letter of resignation,” I say, then slide her off my lap and stand. “Do you mind reading through it? I’ll start setting the table.”

“At least you ask nicely and don’t just order me around. I mean, that’s hot sometimes when we’re naked, not gonna lie. I’d love to read through it.” Paige winks and pulls the laptop closer as she sits in my chair.

I collect plates, cups, and silverware from the side cabinet and carry them to the table. The table is round and has room for six, so I don’t disturb Paige as I start setting out four places. I grab a container of paper napkins and a condiment container containing salt, pepper, ketchup, and hot sauce.

“I think it’s good,” Paige says, looking away from the screen. “Texas is an at-will state, so you don’t have to explain any reasons. You’re giving them two weeks, which is generous. I mean, they can fire you without any warning.”

“That’s true.” I nod. “But my boss is a good guy, and I don’t want to hang my current client out to dry on Monday. I need to return to Texas and finalize my affairs there so I can work while I’m there the following week. I’m hurrying to return home with this surprising family we’re forming.”

“That’s why you’re a good guy,” Paige says as she stands and wraps her arms around my neck. “I’ve already told you it’s hot that you’re so polite and caring. I don’t use the L-word much besides with Leah—but I love you.”

Her eyes are full of vulnerability as we stare at each other. Then I pull her hips against me and kiss her. We sink into each other naturally, and when I pull away, I look into her eyes. “I love you, too.”

Her incredible smile tightens my gut as I grin back. Noise from the kitchen makes us turn as Amy and Leah carry out breakfast. The plates overflow with delicious-smelling treats, including French toast, sausage patties, fresh fruit, and a bowl of scrambled eggs. I help them put the food down, then sit between Amy and Leah. Paige kisses her wife’s cheek before sitting beside her, and we all start filling our plates. I’ve never felt as comfortable as I do with these three women.
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Coincidence or Fate











I
 focus my mind on enjoying a meal with my harem family. Calling our relationship a harem will take some getting used to. But with the three remarkable women surrounding me, family fits, too. I imagine they get an illicit thrill at referring to themselves as my harem girls. I don’t dwell on how to define us, and I want to enjoy our growing closeness.

I’ll finish the letter and call my boss later. Tying up the loose ends of my career is essential, but I don’t worry about it. The lack of stress I feel in making the decision is another sign I’m heading in the right direction.

After that, I’ll spend the rest of the day enjoying my harem girls tucked away in Amy’s resort in the Cascades. Thinking back to my drive up the mountain on Friday, I recall only planning to read books and maybe hike. The stress of my road warrior lifestyle needed a release. The surprises of the past two days have made relaxing easy. The stress I was under has vanished, replaced with a new sense of family. I’m thankful for how it developed.

“What should we do with the rest of my time here?” I ask, looking at the three of them. “I know it won’t be goodbye when I head back to the valley in the morning, but I will be gone for at least a week or two.”

“I think taking care of responsibilities first thing, like you’re doing, makes sense,” Amy replies, looking around the table. “I don’t want the start of the new week to loom over my head and decrease my enjoyment of our found family.”

Leah and Paige look at each other and shrug. “What can we do to help?” Leah asks.

“I need to clean up from breakfast and get your two cabins flipped,” Amy replies. “If you two can help move your things back here and set up for the new guests, we can probably knock it out while Kurt finishes what he needs to do.”

“Want us to pack your stuff up too?” Paige asks me.

“It’s not much,” I explain. “My dirty clothes are in my suitcase. Clean clothes are either hanging or in the drawers. My bathroom gear is all that’s left. If you don’t mind, it would help me focus on what else to write, then call my boss.”

“Well, that’s easy,” Paige says with a grin. “We make a great team, don’t we?”

“You’ve always been a good team player, babe.” Leah smiles as she starts clearing the table.

As they get to work, I return to my laptop, rereading the letter. As Paige said, it’s pretty good, but I can’t help but make a few changes. After another review, I save the document and email it to my boss. Grabbing my phone from my backpack, I walk out onto the porch above the steps leading back to the cabin. I check my watch and add two hours to ensure it’s past noon in Texas. Then, I dial him as I lean against the wall.

“Kurt,” he answers shortly. “I got your email. Give me a second to reread it.”

“Sure thing, Wayne.” My voice is steady, and my resolve is high. He and I have a good working relationship, but I know this is coming out of the blue.

“You’re in Oregon, right?” he asks.

“Yeah, just east of Eugene in the mountains,” I explain. “I’ll be back with the clients tomorrow morning to finish their training.”

“Well, at least you are allowing me time to rearrange things.” Wayne sighs. “You’re a hard worker and deliver quality results. But I must say that I feared burnout was coming.”

“Yeah,” I agree. “It hit me this weekend; I realized that putting myself first is a priority. I’ll return to Dallas at the end of the week and be in the office to sort out and turn over the rest of my clients.”

“I can handle reassigning your schedule to the others. Besides clearing things through HR, I don’t need you in the office. I appreciate finishing the assignment, and I trust your professionalism. Finish the week and work with HR on separation; a week from tomorrow can be your last day. How does that sound?”

I think it through, and his plan surprises me. I don’t have much to close out, and I can do most of it via email after class next week. Besides clearing out any personal items from my desk and apartment, I don’t need to fly back to Dallas.

“If I can do everything electronically next week with HR, I think I might skip the flight back.” I realize stepping on another plane seems like a horrible idea.

“What about your apartment?” Wayne asks.

“I can get my PA to pack my things and clear the apartment.” I continue to work through the changes in my plans. “Thinking about it, I have nothing vital at my desk. Could someone toss any items they find in a box and send them with the shipping box for my laptop to my hotel address? I’ll send my laptop back via FedEx after class is over.”

We’re both silent for a moment before Wayne speaks. “Yeah, that would work. You’ve given this some thought, haven’t you?”

“Yeah,” I admit. “It’s been streaming in the back of my mind for a while. I enjoyed working for you.”

“I think you’ll miss the airline points and first-class lounges. But between me and you, they’re a shitty benefit. Keep in touch. I might reach out for some consulting work. I want to keep you as an option if things get busy.”

“Maybe for some remote learning or documentation. But my traveling days are over.” My voice is firm, reflecting my resolve to see this life change through.

“That’s fair. I’ll keep it in mind. Good luck, Kurt.”

“Thank you, Wayne. You, too.”

I hit the red button on my phone to end the call. Looking out across Amy’s resort, I see the three of them moving inside the cabins. I flip through my phone contacts. Finding her name, I call my PA back in Dallas.

“Mr. Darby, to what do I owe the pleasure.” I smile, hearing her faint British accent.

“Imogen, good to hear your voice, as always,” I say, pausing to collect my thoughts. “I need to discuss some changes. I will be vacating my apartment. I need you to clear it out and close the lease. You still have the power of attorney, right?”

There is a pause on her end, then a cough. “I see. This is a surprise. Might I ask where you are moving to?”

“Oregon, near Eugene, probably.”

“Say that again. Did you say Eugene, Oregon?” She sounds shocked, and I remember this news means she’s losing her job.

“Yes, I’m sorry. Things moved quickly.” I scratch the back of my head. “I won’t be returning to Texas.”

“Hold on,” she says, and it goes quiet. Fuck, I hope she’s not crying.

“You’re not going to believe this, Mr. Darby,” she starts, then goes silent momentarily. “My relationship has ended poorly, and I need to move out suddenly. I need to find some distance away from them. One of the places I was thinking of was Eugene. It’s just such a strange coincidence that is where you’re moving.”

I’m speechless, then find my voice. “I’m sorry to hear that. I mean about your relationship. I’m not sure if I can continue your employment. I’m quitting my job to relocate. I wouldn’t have bet that you and I would both be moving at the same time.”

“Oh, I don’t need the job other than to keep me busy. You’ve been a wonderful boss,” Imogen says. “I felt bad that I was going to have to resign.”

I see the girls walking back from the cabins and blink as I process the information. Imogen has been my PA for only a few years. We communicate regularly, but we’ve had little face-to-face contact. She’s slightly younger than me. I recall that she’s a pretty blonde with killer legs and perky breasts. I have never pursued anything intimate with her since she worked for me. After this surprising weekend, I realized if she lived close by, I wouldn’t have to keep her at arm’s length. I need to talk to my girls about this development before I let my sudden fantasy with her get out of control.

“Let’s talk later this week, Imogen,” I say, my mind whirling at a new coincidence in my life. “Please call me Kurt now, no more Mr. Darby, okay? I might be able to help you move.”

“Okay, Kurt.” The line goes quiet. “I prefer Ginny,” she says, her voice shifting from her usual business-like tone. “I’ll crack on and wrap up your apartment this week. I must leave here quickly; my ex wants me out by Friday. She’s being a bit bitchy about our breakup.”

“Let’s talk. I might have some miles to buy your ticket.”

“That’s unnecessary. But I appreciate the offer,” Ginny says. “I may need somewhere to stay while I find a place to live. I hate being a burden, but this has happened quickly.”

“Ginny, don’t worry about it,” I say with a grin as my three girls walk up the steps, smiling at me. “I’d love to help you in any way I can.”

“Excellent. We’ll talk soon, Kurt.”

Amy wraps her arms around me as I slide my phone into my pocket. “Everything alright?”

“Yeah,” I say, pausing to kiss her. “What is the difference between coincidence and fate?”

Amy scrunches her nose. “I think it’s the same thing. Why?”

“You’re not going to believe what just happened,” I say, taking my suitcase from Paige, kissing her cheek, and hugging Leah. “I have something to tell you three, and I want you to be honest with me.”

“Always, babe,” Leah says, walking inside behind Amy and Paige.

I follow them, and the door closes behind me. Setting my bag down, I rest my hands on my hips and grin at them.

“I’m not flying back to Dallas on Friday.” I begin with the good news. “My boss and I worked things out. I arranged with my PA, Imogen—she prefers Ginny—to close out my apartment. I don’t have to leave at all.”

“That’s awesome.” Amy grins, hugging me.

“I still need to teach next week, but after that, I’m done.” I smile, then pause.

“What is it, Kurt?” Amy asks. “No secrets between us.”

“Ginny is moving to Eugene but doesn’t have a place to stay,” I blurt out, exhaling. “I want to invite her to stay with us if that’s okay.”

“Look at you, recruiting another harem girl,” Paige teases, and I have to shrug.

“I wasn’t intending to, honestly,” I say, seeing curiosity in their expressions. “But it’s a strange coincidence, I know. But something tells me she’ll fit right in.”

“Coincidence or fate?” Leah asks, grinning.

“We’ll have to find out, won’t we?” I say with a grin. “Lots of details to sort out next week. Are you all in? There’s no going back.”

“Stop asking,” Amy says, hugging me close and tipping up on her toes to kiss me. “We’re yours, Kurt. We’ll work out the details.”

I nod as we all share another group hug. When we pull away, we start talking about what to do next. Watching the three of them talk excitedly about where I’ll fit, a compressed schedule, and other things that will work themselves out, my gut tightens at how wonderful it feels.
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About Fresh Start











After my last assignment, the client is happy, and I’m ready to reunite with my harem. 


While I immersed myself in work, Paige and Leah thrived in Eugene, and Amy expertly managed her cozy mountain resort. As I bid farewell to my stunning client, I felt a rush of anticipation—reuniting with my three lovers
 promised a thrilling new chapter! 

First, I’m off to the airport to pick up Ginny, my former assistant. Her flirty texts have my imagination buzzing with tantalizing what-ifs. I already have three incredible women
 in my life who excite me to no end with their libidinous desires
 . Yet, Ginny
 and the happy client's flirty smile
 pull at my thoughts. Focusing is difficult because I can’t help but envision the wild adventures
 awaiting us!


Will our reunion and new beginning change our lives forever?  What does fate have in store for us now?










To those that start something new, not knowing the trail or path but courageous enough to take that first step












Stop being afraid of what could go wrong and start being excited about what could go right.


Tony Robbins
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Close of Business











M
 y final week of work went smoothly. The class went well, and everyone learned the required objectives. The client was happy but disappointed that I was resigning.

“It’s too bad you’re leaving, Kurt,” Beatrice, the coordinator for the client, says as I pack up my backpack. “We have a few more teams to get up to speed on this platform.”

I didn’t like disappointing clients, and my discussion with Wayne, my boss, left the door open for some contract work. I chew on my lip and then lean against the desk.

“I’m resigning my position, Beatrice,” I say, shrugging like there is no other option. “I’m not willing to keep traveling as much as the job demands.”

“That’s understandable.” She crosses her arms over her ample chest. “Where are you going to live if I might pry?”

“I’ve decided to relocate here. Near Eugene, to be precise.” I shoulder my backpack, and she walks beside me as I leave the classroom. “Right now, I’m staying with friends until I find my place.”

“Sounds like a challenge.” We keep walking toward the front desk, and she grabs my elbow. I slow and stand beside her, raising a brow. Her smile intrigues me, and she looks at me differently than she has all week. “Is it okay if we keep in touch? Since you’re the expert on this platform, we may need more assistance as we spin up our processes.”

“I’d like that.” I nod, and her green eyes sparkle as she smiles, and her grin projects she has something more personal in mind. I pause, deciding not to flirt back because a professional relationship is all I can promise. “I may need to add some contract work to keep things on track toward retirement.” I pull out my phone, unlock it, and hand it to her. “Why don’t you give me your number, and I’ll contact you when things are more settled.”

“I’ll just send myself a text,” she says, biting her lip and glancing at me. “I’ll put my name as Bea. It’s what my friends call me.” She looks back down at the phone as she types in her number.

Standing so close, I can’t help but admire her beauty, but I need to keep this professional. She is younger than me and has brown hair with amber highlights that catch the light. The green knit sweater dress she wears hugs her curves, falling to mid-thigh and sparking my curiosity. As she hands me her phone, our eyes meet momentarily, and I notice the tip of her tongue brush across her lip—a playful expression that quickens my heart.

“Getting to know each other better might be nice since you’re staying local.”

I’ve been flirted with before, but this feels different. Maybe it’s the confidence I’ve gained after last weekend with Amy and her friends. My lopsided grin makes her eyes light up, and she slowly lowers her gaze before bringing it back to my face.

“I’d like that, Bea,” I reply, trying to remain noncommittal. My hands are already full, and I’m picking up Ginny at the airport in a few hours. I need to navigate to Paige and Leah’s house since they offered me a place to stay now that I’m homeless. “I’ll call you back in a week or two once things settle down.”

“I’d like that.” Her smile is warm, but her expression shifts to her more familiar professional demeanor. “Thanks for the class. It was a great first step on this platform.”

“You guys are going to do great.” I smile, offering my hand. When our fingers touch, electricity flashes up my skin, and her eyes flash. Maybe she’s felt the same zing? I keep my cool and say farewell.“I enjoyed meeting you and your team.”

Letting go of her hand, I turn to the security guard, pulling my temporary badge from my pocket. I concentrate on signing the log and conversing with the guard. When I’m done, I glance back to see Bea standing and watching me. When our eyes meet, she raises her thumb and pinky finger to the side of her pretty face, mouthing, “Call me.”

She turns and walks away, and I can’t help myself from watching her ass sway under her dress, her thighs stretching the tightness of her skirt. She glances over her shoulder, grins, and wiggles her fingers at me. I lift my hand, waving back, then turn and walk out the security gate. When I glance back again, she’s gone.





What just happened
 ?







My phone buzzes in my pocket, and I pull it out. I’ve missed a couple of messages, and I scan the list to catch up.






Amy:




See you soon at Leah’s! I’m on my way down the mountain for the weekend.













Leah:




I’m sending you a pin so you can find us. What time does Ginny get in?













Bea:




Thanks again. I look forward to getting to know you better.















Ping








Another message flashes under the final one.






Paige:




I’m near you. I can swing by so you can follow me home. Would that work?











I text Paige first, saying it would be great. I’m still not used to the roads around the city yet. Next, I tap out a message to Leah, telling her the new plan and the time of Ginny’s arrival, a quick reply to Amy that I’m excited to see her, and then, finally, I stare at Bea’s message.

I’m anxious about what to type. The attraction I feel for her is entirely out of the blue, and the spark between us is palpable—the electric touch of her fingers wasn’t just static electricity. If it weren’t for last weekend, I’d reply with a flirty message, but it’s not about me anymore. I need to put my harem first.






Kurt:




Nice to meet you and your team. I’ll be in touch.











I cringe at the message after I send it. I don’t know how to flirt anymore. I need to find out what the girls expect from me; I don’t want to fuck this up before we’re even out of the gate. She sends a heart emoji back, effectively ending the conversation, so I swipe to the Find Me app to check on Paige.

She’s only a few blocks away, and the parking lot for the building is across the street. I look both ways, then jog across the empty street. Getting to my rental, I pop the trunk, toss in my backpack, and slam it closed. My phone rings as I get in my car.

“Hey, Paige,” I say after the call connects. “I’m just leaving the parking lot.”

“Okay. I’m in the Prius we drove up to Amy’s in,” Paige says, and I remember what it looks like. “How was the class?”

We spoke each night after my classes and their work this past week. We’ve started a group text so everyone is in the loop. I’ve been focusing on my final assignment and the paperwork for my resignation from the company, so I didn’t make any plans. To be officially unemployed, I only need to return a box with my laptop by FedEx.

I feel anxious without a place to call my own or a regular paycheck. I calm myself by reminding myself that I have money in short-term savings and more available to liquidate from retirement accounts if necessary. Everything will work out. But without another trip planned, my schedule is empty for the first time in years. For a moment, I think back to Bea and the possibility of contract work. It’s another thing I don't need to worry about immediately.

“Class went well,” I say, then pause. “It’s weird. I’m unemployed, and I’m not sure how I feel about that.”

“Yeah, I can understand that, babe,” Paige says. “Let’s stay connected and talk on the way home. I’m a good listener. Get this off your chest while it’s fresh.”

“Okay, thanks.” I back out of my parking space and then drive to the gate. I pass the guard my parking pass for the day, and as it slips from my fingers, it hits me again that I’m unemployed. I see Paige’s car across the street and wave. She waves back, then pulls out into the street, and I turn left and follow her.












Chapter
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Quick Commute











I
 follow Paige through the downtown streets, and we stay quiet even while connected via phone. I’m unfamiliar with the route, and it’s busy where we are. I notice she’s heading to the interstate and see Leah’s pin north of us. Taking the freeway until we’re closer to their house makes sense.

“I need to get a new laptop,” I say when I’m ready to start talking. “I need to send this one back to corporate, but I should back up all my files.”

“There’s an Apple store up in Tigard,” Paige responds. “Are you an Apple or a PC guy?”

“It doesn’t matter. I can use both. I was thinking of switching to an Apple machine. It would work better with my phone and watch.”

“That’s what Leah and I use,” Paige responds as she turns left, taking an onramp onto the highway. “I think Amy is also a Mac person.”

“I can probably order one, so we don’t have to drive to Portland,” I reply, recalling Tigard is south of the big city.

“It’s kind of fun to make a day trip,” Paige says. “You can back up your files to cloud storage and then send back your laptop.”

“Gah, I should have done that last night at the hotel,” I grumble. “I’ve been a bit distracted.”

“Yeah, you’ve made a big life change, babe.” Paige turns on her blinker, and I follow her over a lane. “We’ve got your back, though—no hurry to find a place. Leah and I have a spare room and a sofa.”

“Have to see what Ginny’s plans are. All she gave me was flight information.” I scan the traffic behind me and grip the wheel a little tighter. It’s not too congested, but I’m still uncomfortable driving in Eugene. “I get the feeling she has her own money. She implied she worked as my PA to stave off boredom.”

“She’s a bit of an enigma, yeah?” Paige asks.

“We barely interacted,” I say. “We had a no-contact routine; I dropped off a bag from one trip, and she cleaned and repacked while I was on the next. We rarely met face to face.” My mind recalls her profile photo on the site we used for coordination.

“So Ginny could be a dude living out of his mother’s basement.” Paige laughs, and I join in.

“No, I have seen her once or twice; she matches her photo. The freelance site did all the due diligence, but I never peeled back the onion. She did her job, and that was enough. We have a good working relationship, but I don’t know her well.”

“She seemed eager to come to where you’re living. Think she has a crush on her boss?”

“I have no clue. I feel a little responsibility to help her land on her feet,” I say to explain my offer to Ginny. “It sounded like a bad situation with her ex, and she needed a place to go. She was already considering moving to Eugene, but I don’t know why.”

“We’re back to the weird coincidence or fate line again?” Paige giggles. “Don’t get me wrong, I love my wife. But she can get a little woo-woo hippie chick sometimes. I’ll admit, whatever brought us four together seemed to have our number.”

“Yeah,” I say and follow Paige toward the off-ramp. “Another weird thing happened as I was leaving. I don’t know how I feel about it.”

“Spill it,” Paige says, and her cheerful voice makes me smile.

“The gal coordinating this last visit seems to find me attractive.”

“She has exquisite taste. You don’t realize your innate hotness is paired with solid character and a fantastic dick.”

“She gave me her number and wants me to call her when I get settled,” I continue. “Does that seem odd?”

“Not really, not if she felt a connection. Did you find her attractive?”

“Yeah, she’s pretty,” I admit, then snort. “But perhaps you forgot, I’m taken. Happily.”

“Did you tell her about our situation, harem master
 ?”

“I didn’t, but I won’t hide it from her. I left it on a professional note. She runs the program, and my platform knowledge might get me a consulting gig with her recommendation.”

“That sounds proper. What’s got you worried?” Paige stops, and her left blinker flashes.

“Kind of a gut feeling,” I say. “The tone of her voice, the look in her eye.”

“What do you think would happen?” Paige asks, then continues. “Without us in the picture, what does your gut think about your chances with her?”

“I’d see where it would go,” I admit. “But I’m not doing that unless everyone’s okay with me seeing someone else.”

“We are,” Paige says and then hums happily. “We love you, and we aren’t threatened by anyone new. We are loyal to you, but the harem kink is about expanding your harem any way you’d like. You’re thinking right, not starting something without talking to us first. But I would vote to go for it.”

“I’d want her to understand everything about us,” I reply, tightening my jaw. “I don’t want to just wave my harem master status publicly without getting your okay. I don’t think that’s cool.”

“That’s why you’re perfect, babe,” Paige says, turning onto a side street and into a long driveway. “We’re here. Just park behind me.”

I look past her car and see a cozy, two-story bungalow set back from the street and against a tall hill. The neighborhood is spread out along the base of a small butte. We’re at a high enough elevation that the house looks out into the valley along the freeway. I put the car in park, get out, and embrace Paige, who walks quickly to meet me.

“Mmmm, I missed your arms around me, babe,” She says, tilting her head to smile into my eyes. I kiss her, and we enjoy a short bit of closeness.

“Same,” I say and smack her bottom, causing her to shriek in surprise. “Let me grab my bags.”

“Need a hand?” Paige asks, following me to the trunk.

“Yeah,” I say, looking inside the trunk and scanning for all my things. “I have two bags from this trip since I stayed the weekend. Plus, the box for my laptop and backpack with all my gear.” Pulling up the handle, I lift out one roller bag and set it on the ground. “If you could roll that, I can manage the rest.

“I’ll take the laptop box, too,” Paige grins, snatching it from the trunk. “You know, we harem girls like to serve our master.”

I laugh as I pull out my other roller and my backpack. “Is that how this will be?”

“Oh yeah, babe,” she says with a wink. “I’m seriously in love with you, but you know I’m also full of nonsense half the time.”

“Only half?” I ask as I slam the trunk shut.

“Yeah, you and I will get along just fine.” Paige kisses my cheek, then walks past her car to their entry.
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Homecoming











B
 efore we can open the front door, it swings open, and Leah rushes out and leaps into my arms. I let go of the roller bag handle to catch her with one arm, then bend to the side to lower my backpack onto the sidewalk. Leah holds on to my neck, peppering my face with her kisses.

“I missed you,” Leah says, holding my jaw and looking into my eyes.

“Oh sure, you missed him!” Paige laughs as she picks up my backpack and continues inside.

“He has a magic dick, babe,” Leah calls over her shoulder,

“When is Amy getting here?” I ask, gripping and squeezing her ass as she grinds herself against me.

“She drives too slow,” Leah says, dropping to her feet and grabbing my hand. “I’d fuck you right here, but the neighbors don’t want that type of show.”

I snag my roller bag handle and drag it behind me as I follow the feisty redhead into their house. Paige sets my things down beside the roller she drags in, and I push mine alongside the stack. She looks at me as Leah lowers her hand to my belt and works it open.

“I missed you, too,” Paige says and kisses me hungrily as Leah lowers to her knees, dragging my pants down with her. My cock springs free, and she grabs it, stroking fully. “I want my turn with your magic dick, too.”

The loud honking from outside clues me into the door being wide open as Leah wraps her lips around my dick. Her eyes widen in surprise, but as she pulls her mouth off, she keeps stroking me. Paige busts up laughing as I glance outside and see Amy hurrying up the walkway.

“Don’t start without me!” she says, then laughs at the scene inside the open door. “Leah, you’re so impatient, honey.”

Amy comes in and closes the door as Leah looks up at me. Her cheeks are flush as she keeps massaging my cock, and she shrugs with a giggle. “I know what I want, Amy.” She side-eyes her friend before rising to her feet. She keeps hold of my stiffness, stroking as she turns toward their living room. “I suppose we can find a more comfortable place than the entryway. My knees were starting to hurt anyway.” Amy leans and kisses me quickly before Leah pulls me towards the enormous corner group sofa with a large square ottoman in the middle.

Paige is still laughing, slumped down against the wall of the entryway. “Babe, your face,” she says to Leah, then glances at me. “Yours too, Kurt. God, that was funny.”

Leah shakes her head, laughing with her wife. “Hey, I’m needy, okay? I own that shit.” She turns me around and pushes me down to sit on the edge of the ottoman.

My trousers are still around my ankles after shuffling from the entryway, so I kick off my shoes and work my feet free. Leah kneels and rests her ass on her heels as she pulls off her faded AC/DC t-shirt. Her breasts bounce as they fall free without a bra to corral her generous boobs. Before they are still, she shifts back between my legs, grips my cock, and lowers her mouth to continue where she left off.

I glance at Amy, who’s pulling her shirt off. She tosses it aside, reaches back to unclip her bra, then tosses it at me. I grab it, lift it to my nose to inhale her scent, and then throw it in the growing pile of clothes. She shimmies out of her shorts and then sits beside me in just a pair of underwear. She turns my head and kisses me. “I missed you, Kurt,” she says against my lips, then pulls back. “I missed you bitches, too.”

Paige laughs and sits on my other side in her sports bra and panties. I turn and kiss her, moaning at the feeling of Leah’s suction around my throbbing crown. “It’s crazy; it’s only been like four days, but I’ve missed you too,” Paige says, rubbing her thumb along my scruffy jaw.

I open my mouth to reply, but she kisses me again. Amy pulls me down until I’m lying on my back on the square ottoman. She starts unbuttoning my shirt, kissing me as she exposes my chest. Paige reclines next to me after pulling off her sports bra and starts kissing me again, pushing her tongue between my lips.

I can’t see Leah, but I can feel her moving her mouth up and down my rigid shaft. My head spins with the sudden arousal and lust from my three harem girls. I pull from the kiss and look down at Leah, running my fingers through her hair. Paige helps Amy pull my shirt off my shoulders before pushing me down on my back and sharing kisses as their hands run along my abs and rise to pinch my nipples.

“Wait,” I manage to say between moans. “We need to pick up Ginny…”

I can’t concentrate with Leah’s fingers tugging on my sac while trying to suck my cum straight from my testicles. Amy nuzzles against my neck, kissing along my jaw. “We have a while before we need to be at the airport to pick up Ginny,” she assures me. “Just relax and let us pleasure you, babe.”

My mind clears with her response, but I can’t check my watch. “What time is it?” I manage to say before Paige’s lips mold to mine, pushing her tongue back into my mouth. She pulls back and grins at me.

“We got this, babe,” Paige says, pecking my lips. “You don’t need to worry. We’ll be at the airport with plenty of time to spare.”

She kisses me again as Amy kisses and sucks my neck, nibbling across the top of my chest, and starts teasing my nipples with little bites. I groan, feeling my cock begin to throb in Leah’s mouth. I sigh, push the distracting, busy thoughts from my mind, and focus on pleasing my girls.

Raising my arms, I stroke Paige and Amy’s sides, drawing my hands under their breasts and squeezing. The difference in size between them is such a contrast, but their nipples are both sensitive as I pinch their firm tips lightly, rolling them between my fingers and thumb. Amy moans, pressing her breasts against my hands.

Paige rolls away from me, and I turn to focus on kissing Amy. I sense Paige’s movement as her thigh swings over my head, and I focus on her gleaming, pink pussy, wetting my lips with my tongue as she lowers herself against my mouth.

Amy presses her body against me, kissing along my chest and sucking one nipple and then the other. My hips tighten and rock as Leah tries to deepthroat me until her bobbing head hits the right angle, and she swallows my cock. I lick between Paige’s musky pussy lips, sucking off her tasty dew and wrapping my arms around her thighs to hold her against me. I’m rewarded by her moan, followed by a whine as her hips grind against my mouth.

Leah pulls off my cock, and I feel her push my shaft forward. Another mouth sucks my head, licking around the crown, and I imagine what it looks like to have my two amber-haired goddesses taking turns sucking my cock.

Paige’s hands drop to my chest, leaning so she can grind her pussy against my mouth at the perfect angle. Moving my hands up, I trace my fingers up her firm abdomen, then cup her small breasts. She moans but keeps rocking. “Fuck, yes,” she sighs. “Pinch them, pull them.”

I reward her request appropriately, tugging on her stiff, rubbery tips, tightening and pinching until her sighs turn into whines. I shift my head, finding her clit and battering it with the tip of my tongue, trying to push her to a peak.

My cock pulls from one of the other girl’s mouths; I’ve lost track of whose. But when warm thighs press against my hips, I reckon it’s Leah’s slick pussy grinding up and down my shaft. I moan at the friction of her sliding herself up and down my length, trapping the shaft against my belly.

Surrounding Paige’s mound with my mouth, I suck her lips inside and drag my tongue between her trapped folds. She whines, and I feel her thighs shake against my cheeks. Leah rises, and her pussy lifts from my rigid rod, a hand—Amy’s—lifts my cock and holds it upright as Leah drops her hips and lowers herself down my shaft while I moan into her wife’s pussy.

“Fuck,” Paige’s voice is muffled as her thighs shake, then her hips buck as she gushes her release, flooding my face with her hot juices. She grinds against my hungry mouth, riding out her blissful peak. When she slides to the side, curling beside me, Amy looks down at me. She kisses me, licking the sticky honey coating my cheeks, then rises. “My turn.”

She straddles my head as Leah rides my cock, moaning as she pushes herself toward an orgasm. Her sweet cries and whimpers fade as my eyes focus on Amy’s smooth pussy. I lift my head, growling with hunger to lap at her slick, glistening folds. She leans forward, her hands against my chest. Another set of palms push against me, and I can only imagine Leah and Amy kissing above me as they ride my cock and face.

Everything happening has kept me distracted from my needs, and only now do I feel the compulsion to increase the delicious friction around my cock. With two wicked women grinding against me, I start lifting my hips, thrusting into Leah and slapping my thighs against hers as I drive deep inside her.

“I’m going to come,” Leah gasps.

“No, no. Wait,” Amy replies with a needy whine. “I’m so close,”

I hear Leah groan, her thigh trembling as she struggles to hold back her orgasm while I thrust up into her.

“Now,” Amy says, then screams as her thighs tighten against my cheeks and her juices coat my tongue and lips. Leah arches back, her pussy clamping down around my cock. I jam my hips up as she screams out. My balls tighten and pulse, jetting my cum deep into her pussy.

My hips continue to jerk until I’m wrung out, and my arms fall to my sides. Amy slides off to my side, away from Paige, while Leah shifts to curl between her wife and me.

Paige rises and leans over her to kiss my cheek. “Welcome home, babe.”
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Freshen Up











W
 e all lie tangled together, catching our breath. Amy nuzzles against my neck, her hand running over my chest as she leans and kisses me. I feel Paige and Leah shift and hear their sighs between their kisses. I close my eyes, feeling the calming peace of our connection for the first time since I drove down the mountains early Monday morning.

It feels like coming home, but my brain reminds me I don’t have a home. My apartment’s been packed up and loaded on a truck, which will drive from Dallas to Eugene next week. Spinning away from that thought, I’m reminded that Ginny is on a plane, getting close to landing at the Eugene airport. Our professional relationship took priority in the small amount of time I’ve spent with her. But I often felt zaps of arousal the few times we met.

Ginny is British but attended school in the United States—a lower Ivy League school, which is another hint that she comes from a wealthy background. She primarily masks her accent, but the few times we’ve spoken, she’s slipped into what’s natural as our conversations become less formal. I know she’s at least ten years younger than the four of us. She has long blonde hair and stark blue eyes. Her figure is slim, with tempting curves I recall from the few times we’ve met in person.

“How long does it take to get to the airport?” I ask aloud, still catching my breath.

“About forty-five minutes to an hour,” Leah says, then exhales a long sigh before inhaling slowly. “Oooh, I need to catch my breath.”

“She’s supposed to land at 6:30,” I say, blinking my eyes, trying to shake off the wooziness I feel. “What time is it?

“5:30,” Amy says, lifting her watch to look at it.

“Oh fuck,” Paige says with a laugh. “We lost track of time again.”

“I should shower,” I say, my cheeks still sticky from Amy and Paige’s joy juice.

“We all should.” Amy laughs and presses into my side. I turn to look at her, grinning at her blush.

“Okay, Paige and I will shower in our bedroom,” Leah says, slowly sitting up. “You two can use the bathroom up the stairs. Just follow us down the hall at the top of the landing.” She points and glances over her shoulder to the staircase opposite the entry. “Your room is just past the landing, so take your bags with you. Ginny will be past the bathroom in the den.”

Paige stands up and pulls Leah to her feet. I roll to my side and push up as Amy watches me, grinning. “What?” I ask, offering my hand after standing.

“I’m still amazed you’re here and not flying back home.” She blushes, then wraps me in a tight hug. “It doesn’t feel real to me sometimes.”

I smile and wipe some of the stickiness from my cheek. “Oh, it’s real,” I quip, grinning. “Come on, help me with my bags.”

“Man! Ordering me around already.” Amy laughs but grabs my backpack and the empty laptop box. “My bag is still in the back of my rig. I’ll wear what I drove down in; it’s casual, right?”

“Yeah,” I say, picking up my two suitcases to climb the stairs. “I’m going to change into some shorts and a Henley. It’s warmer here than up at your lodge.”

“At least it’s not Texas hot,” Amy says as we walk down the hall.

We hear water running, so we know the other girls are taking a shower. I glance at my watch as we drop off my bags in the guest room.

“We gotta hurry. No funny business,” I say, opening the bathroom door for her.

“You’re no fun.” She winks and grins, reaching in and turning the faucet on in the shower. We step into the warm water, still naked from the ad hoc orgy upon our reunion.

I prefer to take my time and treat Amy to an indulgent shower, but we share the soap and scrub ourselves quickly because of our limited time. Amy lifts her chin to keep her hair dry, but I lower into the spray and rinse my short hair. Amy shuts off the water, and I slide the door open, grabbing two towels and handing one to her.

“Look at us, working as a team,” Amy says, drying off. “Having you here makes me so happy. I never expected that you and I would be together.” She looks up at me, and her eyes gleam as she smiles.

“I’m happy too,” I say, stepping out of the shower and offering to help her step out. “It’s challenging knowing that I’m jobless, but I’m glad I don’t have to get on a plane when we get to the airport.”

“I bet.” Amy walks naked out of the bathroom and back downstairs to the entry. I watch her move to collect the clothes she scattered in her rush to get naked. When she disappears down the steps, I walk across the hall, holding the towel around my waist. Tossing my bag on the bed, I unzip it and pull out some shorts I’d packed for the mountains last weekend. A new shirt comes next, and I pull out some old boat shoes, dropping them on the floor and pushing my feet into them.

By the time I walk back out and down the stairs, Amy is dressed and picking up the rest of the clothes we left in disarray. Leah and Paige come back in, holding hands.

“I need my wallet out of my pants and the keys to my rental,” I tell Amy. She fishes them out of my pocket and hands them to me.

“Here, I’ll take these clothes.” Leah grabs the armful from Amy. “I’ll start a quick load of wash, then meet you guys outside.”

“We can all fit in my SUV,” Amy says, taking my hand as we walk outside.

“I need to drop off the rental first,” I say, walking down the drive. “I’ll follow you to the airport. Just take the signs to the rental return.”

“Roger.” She gives me a half salute.

“Can I drive with you?” Paige asks with a shy grin.

“Sure, hop in.”

I click the fob to open the doors and slide into the driver’s seat. Amy climbs into the back of her large SUV and reaches over the console to open the passenger door. Leah exits the house and hurries down the drive, leaps into the seat beside Amy, and slams the door closed. The SUV backs into the street as I start my car.

“Seatbelt,” Paige says with a smirk, pulling her belt across her lap.

“Always,” I say, fastening mine with a click, and then put my arm around the back of Paige’s seat, twisting around as I back out.

“You don’t use this fancy backup camera?” Paige teases, pointing at the display.

“Old habits,” I say as I back up, looking out the back window.

Amy’s SUV idles just down the street and starts moving forward as I shift the car into drive. We caravan to the freeway, then head toward the highway.
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Questions











“T
 ell me again what the deal is with Ginny. What’s her real name?” Paige says as I follow Amy along the highway toward the airport.

“Imogen; she’s British. She went to college here and never returned. I think she formally immigrated last year.” I turn and look at Paige. “I don’t know a lot about her. She was my personal assistant, and I hired her through an online service. What I know are the bits I remember from her CV.”

“How long has she worked for you?”

“Almost three years.” I squint, trying to remember precisely. “It was shortly after everything began ramping back up after the pandemic. My company ramped up travel, and I needed help keeping my travel schedule, laundry, and other sundry things.”

“How did that work?” Page asks. She’s sitting sideways in her seat, focusing on me with a curious look.

“She managed travel reservations, flights, and hotels, which was a huge time drain on me. Then, she recommended that I have a two-bag system, as she called it. I keep two complete weeks of luggage packed. I drop my bag at my flat when I’m done with travel, take a day to unwind in my apartment, and then take the second bag when I leave for my next trip.

“That sounds efficient.” Paige grins. “Do you call your apartment a flat?”

“That’s what she calls it.” I laugh. “I guess I picked that up talking to her. After I leave, she comes and collects my laundry, takes care of dry cleaning, cleans my apartment, and repacks the bag.”

“Wow, that sounds like white glove treatment,” Paige says, leaning over the console to rest her head on my shoulder. “You’ll have to learn to do your chores now.”

“I’m looking forward to that,” I say, turning and kissing her temple. “I want to be more active, take care of things, take care of Amy, and you two.”

“Do you think of Leah and me as a couple or individuals?” she asks, peeking at me.

“Sometimes both,” I say, as my forehead wrinkles. “You’re married. I believe that means you are both individuals who are a single couple.”

“But that’s changing now,” Paige says, shifting and sitting back in her seat, looking out the windshield. “We are all part of a larger whole now. I don’t want to think of us as two pairs—you and Amy are on one side, with Leah and me on the other. You know?”

I think about that as I change lanes behind Amy. “Okay, I think I see what you mean, but expand on that.”

She turns back toward me, lifting her legs and hugging her arms around her knees as her heels rest on the seat. “I want to be yours,” she says, shrugging. “I know we’re a harem, all in this with you in the center. I love that idea. But being loyal to you is essential to me. I’m married to Leah. I love her, and I love you. I don’t want to split us into two distinct couples. It should be a star, not a box.“ She pauses and bites her lip. “I’m not making much sense.”

“No, I think you’re making a good point.” I reach for her hand and squeeze it when she interlocks her fingers. “What does Leah think? Have you talked to her about this?”

“Not really, or at least not in depth.” Paige shrugs. “We communicate well, but I’m scared that if I voice my thoughts to her, she’ll see it as a betrayal of our vows or something.” Paige shakes her head and laughs. “It’s crazy because I know Leah would be fine with the idea so long as we stay together as part of this new whole.”

“I’ll be honest, I’m still trying to wrap my mind around the harem concept. Like what we discussed on the way home, the woman I met at work. Bea is her name, short for Beatrice.”

Paige grins. “You seem to have a kink for fancy, old-fashioned female names.”

I shake my head, grinning and rolling my eyes. “Yeah, I don’t know about that. What I’m asking myself is, if I’m happy with the three of you, why am I thinking about Ginny or Bea at all? I don’t want to fuck this up. You are too important to me. If this is fate, why do I feel a pull to women outside the circle?”

“Leah is the one to ask about the metaphysical fate stuff,” Paige says with a shrug. “I think just follow your gut. You have a good sense of right and wrong. Before this weekend, I never thought about a guy, much less admitting love for a man. But then you popped up, and I’ve got all these girly feelings for you. It’s fucking weird, but it’s how I feel.”

“What do you feel if you think of me with another woman?” I ask, squeezing her hand.

“I think about shopping for shivs.” Paige laughs. “No, thinking of you and some random woman feels sour. But you’re not talking about a random hookup. You’re considering your connections with two girls you may develop or already have feelings for. You’re not going to go wild and fuck around, right?”

“No.” I shake my head firmly. “I have no desire to barhop or start a hookup lifestyle. I didn’t like how it felt to meet a new woman in a different city every week.”

“Yeah.” Paige nods. “You’re not that type of guy. You care for Imogen, at least enough to feel a small connection worth exploring. And it sounds like there is a spark between you and Beatrice.”

“Ginny and Bea,” I reply, smirking at Paige’s mercurial grin.

“Nah, I’m going to call them by their full names. It’s more fun that way.”

We both laugh, and then we fall silent. Ahead of us, Amy signals for a right turn, and I notice that we’re at the exit to the airport. I inhale a deep breath and let it out slowly. I’m digging into how my core and gut feel as I imagine myself with Ginny. I smile at the thought of holding her, though I’ve never touched her.

I take another cleansing breath and imagine her with Amy, Leah, and Paige. My lips curl into another grin. I can imagine her being happy within our circle, and my three lovers are delighted, too.

“I guess we’ll see what happens,” I say, breaking the silence. “No reason to make plans without consulting Ginny first.”

“No, you’re right.” Paige leans and kisses under my ear, then bites the lobe. “I feel that she might fit, though. Call it intuition. I don’t know the gal, but I’m not feeling dread at meeting her. It’s exciting. Maybe she’ll be another sister.”

“I guess we’re about to find out.” I pull into the rental return, and Amy drives to wait near the exit.
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Short Term Parking











E
 ugene is a smaller airport than DFW, so the demand for a rental car is much lower. It makes dropping off the rental very simple: park the car, drop the key in a slot, walk out, and climb into the back seat of Amy’s SUV with Paige. As we climb in, Amy turns and grins at me, checks behind her, then accelerates and pulls back into the loop, heading to the airport parking lot.

Paige shifts over into the middle seat before fastening her seatbelt. She winks at me and then latches my belt before leaning against me. Leah turns and grins at me while Amy peeks at me through the rearview mirror.

“What?” I ask with a grin. “Didn’t we just have wild sex back at your house?”

“Something about having you here with us; it’s like you’re made of fuck-me pheromones,” Leah says as Paige cups my swelling package and uses her fingers to straighten out my shaft. “You’re in for a long night, babe.”

“He’s already hard.” Paige looks over her shoulder at Leah.

“Yeah.” I inhale as she tightens her fingers, stroking me through my shorts. “You three are putting out wild amounts of pheromones into the air, too,” I groan as Paige slides her hand down to my thigh, then under my shorts, wrapping her warm hand around my stiffness and stroking.

“Want me to relieve the pressure?” Paige asks, rising to nibble under my jaw. “I can do it fast.”

The airport is much smaller than DFW, and the parking area is near the main—and only—terminal. Amy has tinted glass on her side windows, but it’s clear out the front window, and I can see people walking along the sidewalks. “We could get caught,” I say roughly, noticing Leah watching Paige’s hand moving inside my shorts.

“Here,” Leah says and leans across the console to block the view from the front. “You don’t want to be sporting a huge woody when she gets here.” I nod at her, and she grins back,

Paige’s moan draws my attention, and I look down, my cock pulsing as she unsnaps my shorts and pulls the zipper down while still gripping my cock from the bottom of my shorts. “Mmm, look at that. A little drop of cum just for me.” She lowers her head and laps at the tip of my dick, swirling her tongue around before closing her lips around the base of my crown and pulling her mouth off.

“Want some, honey?” Paige manages to say while holding my precum in her mouth. Leah nods, and Paige leans toward the front, kissing her wife with passion as she circles her palm over my head, spreading my leaking slickness and her saliva down my shaft. I watch the pair kiss, giving me a show of thrusting their tongues in each other’s mouths. “Doesn’t he taste good?”

“I wish I could join you,” Amy says, glancing at me in the rearview mirror and then at the pair kissing beside her.

Paige drops back and lowers her mouth over my cock, swirling her tongue as her hand strokes me from the base to her lips. I comb my fingers through her short, black hair, then grip it tightly and work my hips as I control her head. She moans in lust as I take control, moving her hands to the small of her back. It’s hot and quick, and too soon, my balls tighten, ready to blow.

Paige’s eyes widen when she feels my cock swell, but her quick nod tells me she’s ready. I glance at the two in the front, twisted around to watch now that we’re parked. Their cheeks are bright red; their eyes glazed over with lust as my hips jerk up into Paige’s mouth. Groaning as my cock pulses, I jet my cream into Paige’s mouth while she swirls her tongue, lapping across my crown between spurts. As my ardor fades and I relax into the seat, Paige works her mouth up and down, suctioning all of the drips into her mouth.

She turns, her cheeks puffed like a squirrel storing nuts for winter, and twists to face Leah and Amy. The three of them swap kisses, snowballing my creamy load between them. My flagging dick throbs as I watch them savor my seed. “Fuck, you’re all insatiable,” I mutter, pulling my shorts back up and carefully pulling up the zipper.

They hum as they savor the remnants in their mouths, then make a show of turning to face me, swallowing, then opening their mouths and wagging their tongues to show me they all swallowed my load as one.

Releasing a long sigh, I run my fingers through my hair, knowing it’s a mess again. Paige sits up, combing my hair with her fingers and grinning at me. “You look fine, babe.”

“Okay,” I say, just to fill the quiet in the cab. The windows are slightly fogged, which brings back a memory of Amy blowing me at the old drive-in theater on the bench seat of my stepdad’s truck in high school. “I guess we should meet her at baggage claim. Ginny said she’d text when she landed, but the luggage area is all in the same place.”

“Sounds like a plan. Let’s do it,” Amy says, shutting off the car. Leah, Paige, and I are already out of the vehicle. So I open Amy’s door. “Such a gentleman,” she smirks as she raises on her toes, and I meet her for a kiss.

“Those fogged-up windows reminded me of⁠—”

“Shh… Don’t say it.” She twists toward the other two. “Me too, but I want to keep that moment between you and me.”

“It’s a vivid memory for me.” I grin, tucking a lock of red hair behind her ear. “More than anything we did in your mom’s living room.

Amy’s blush deepens. She smiles at me, lifting her hands around my neck, and pulls me in for another kiss. “I’m glad we can create new memories,” she says, blinking into my eyes. “It’s like we’re getting a second chance.”

“I want to make the most of it,” I say with my arms around her waist. I can feel her breasts compressing against my chest as we smile at each other. “I don’t want to waste any more time. Not when I know we belong together.”

“Yes.” She drops her head to my shoulder and kisses under my jaw. “I love you, and I love sharing you with my best friends.”

“Me too.” I grin, my mind spinning with the possibilities.

We hold hands, fingers intertwined as we walk with Leah and Paige. They’re conversing, and I’m happy to be beside Amy. It’s not just the possibility of torrid sex with the three of them; I genuinely love each of them separately. As a whole, it’s incredible how easily we fit together. No jealousy or games. Sharing is part of our dynamic, and I hope it stays that way.

My phone buzzes, and I pull it out of my pocket and glance at the screen.






Ginny:




Just landed. Meet at the baggage claim?













Kurt:




We’re here. We’ll meet you there.











Sliding it back into my pocket, I retake Amy’s hand. We increase our pace to rejoin Paige and Leah, who are waiting for us outside the entrance.

“This is such a tiny airport,” I say as we walk through the automatic doors, then shift to the side of the main walkway and look for the sign for baggage claim. “They only have one baggage claim, and it’s downstairs.” Spotting an escalator, I point in that direction. We all head toward it and descend to the lower level.
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Picking Up Ginny











I
 ’ve spent too many hours in airports. While Eugene’s airport is tiny compared to mega hubs like DFW or Atlanta, it still brings up the same tired memories. I don’t think it’s PTSD; traveling is not like living in a war zone, but it’s not fun walking through the door.

“Crap,” I say under my breath. I want to spend the least amount of time in the terminal. Amy’s fingers tighten in mine and I glance at her. “I hate airports,” I say, laughing. “Let’s find Ginny and get the fuck out of here.”

“Deal,” she says, stepping off the escalator into the broad open space of the baggage claim.

The fluorescent lights buzz and seem to flicker. I’d grown numb to the constant noise, but now it’s sharp, and I grind my teeth. Inspecting the signage, I check the listing of arrivals. Ginny changed planes in Las Vegas. So I find the flight from there and double check her flight number.

Just as I’m getting my bearings, I hear my name.

“Kurt! Kurt Darby?” The four of us swing around, and she waves her arms above her head, her blonde ponytail swishing across her shoulders. I wave back, and we head in her direction; it’s not far away.

Ginny is almost as tall as Paige, wearing form-fitting capri pants and a simple, halter-style tank top with some white runners on her feet. Her pert breasts strain the thin cotton as they sway unencumbered by a bra. She waits until we’re closer, then hurries away from her carry-on bags with her arms stretched wide.

I grin and hug her tentatively, not expecting the display of affection. But Ginny hugs me tightly and rubs my back before leaning away to smile into my eyes. “Wow, I like the scruff. You like not being on the road, yeah?”

“I’m learning to relax.” I grin, then wave to the girls around me. “Let me introduce you. This is Amy, Paige, and Leah. Everyone, this is Ginny.”

The three of them forego handshakes as Ginny leans in, hugs each of them, and then steps back. She twists to check on her bags, grabs my hand, and pulls me next to the backpack and roller bag. The rest of them follow behind, watching us. I glance back with a raised eyebrow and a shrug.

Ginny bends down at the waist, and I’m greeted with a close-up of her round ass while she looks through her bags. She grabs four small boxes from inside her backpack, then stands up and hands me one.

“What’s this?”

“A thank you gift for picking me up and allowing me to stay with you.” She smiles at the three girls again. “Whose house are we going to?”

Leah raises her hand. “We’re staying at our place,” she says, glancing at Paige.

Ginny passes a box to her and another to Paige, then she gives the last to Amy. “Open them,” she says, grinning.

Paige rips open hers, revealing a pair of limes. Leah snorts, and rips open hers—a small bottle of lime juice. Finally, Amy and I tear into ours, finding a mini bottle of tonic water and a small flask of gin.

“Don’t fret. I have a whole bottle of Hendricks in my checked bag,” Ginny says. “I find traditional G&Ts help with breaking the ice.”

“Oooh, I love gin and tonics!” Leah says, nodding at the limes in Paige’s hand. “We have a large thing of tonic at the house.”

“Oh, nice! Yeah, it’s the Brit in me.” Ginny laughs. “The traditional drink of the British Empire when traveling. For medicinal benefits, of course.”

“Leah hooked me on them back when Covid started,” Paige replies. “She was convinced the quinine or whatever it’s called would help stave off the virus.”

“Did we get sick?” Leah says and shakes her head. “You’re welcome.”

“I like a little pine tree in my liquor, so everything worked out.” Paige winks at Ginny.

Amy giggles and leans against me as the luggage belt rumbles and starts to move. Bags begin sliding out of the opening in the wall, and the belt pulls them along a windy path through the space, allowing people to line up as the bags travel down it.

“What color?” I ask, but Ginny points to the opening.

“What luck. The first two out are mine.”

“I’ll grab them,” I say, walking quickly toward the bags with Paige shadowing me. When the other three catch up, we’ve hauled the bags off the belt and onto the floor.

“Follow me to my car, Ginny,” Amy says, pointing toward the exit, and Ginny walks with her. The two of them chat like they’re old friends. Leah falls back between Paige and me.

“She’s cute,” Paige says.

“How old?” Leah asks, watching the pair ahead of us. “Twenties, thirties?”

“Just over thirty, I think?” I say, trying to remember what her profile says.

“Oh good, only twenty years younger than us.” Paige laughs, winking at me.

“Yeah, there’s a bit of an age gap,” I admit with a shrug. “She worked for me the last few years. We never crossed any lines. I’m not even sure she’d want to join our little group. I feel responsible for her and to help her land on her feet since she worked for me before I … What? Retired?”

“You’re exploring your options,” Leah reminds me with a grin. She tilts her head and smirks. “Oh, she wants in. I won’t force anything, but I can feel the vibes.”

“Might be good to have a young one,” Paige says, chuckling. “Someone to do all the chores for us.”

“I love chores,” Ginny calls, twisting around to smile at Paige. “Ask Kurt how good I am.”

“How good
 is she, Kurt?” Leah asks with a laugh.

I shake my head, grinning as we walk out the sliding doors and head to the garage and Amy’s car. My body relaxes as we stride into the fresh air, and I hope that’s the last time I exit an airport. Amy’s taillights blink when she presses the keyfob, the back hatch rising automatically. Ginny bends as she pushes the handle of her roller bag down, then lifts the bag into the back of the SUV. I can’t help but admire her ass and toned legs as she walks around the side and climbs into the passenger seat.

Paige and I load up her two large suitcases, moving some things to make room in the back while Leah climbs into the back seat. She turns around to watch us, grinning at me.

“Take the middle seat, Kurt.” She grabs her seatbelt. “Easier for you to talk with all of us on the drive home.”

Paige tilts her head and shrugs. “So much for another serving of road head,” she whispers.

I open the passenger door, and she waves me in, so I sit in the middle next to Leah. Paige climbs in beside me and shuts the door. We twist around in our seats, trying to find the lap belt in the middle seat. Paige sees the end first and passes it to me before pulling hers across her torso and lap. I have to lengthen the lap belt but manage to get it strapped around my waist.

Amy’s looking back while I get settled, grinning at me. “All set?”

Ginny nods beside her as Amy checks out the back window, backing up when the coast is clear and then checking the backup camera on the console. She stops, puts the transmission in drive, and, with the roar of the SUV’s powerful engine, we head toward the exit.

“Nice car,” Ginny says, looking around and back to us. “I thought here in Oregon, you’d have a small hybrid or electric car.”

“I need the four-wheel drive and storage space for hauling things to my lodge,” Amy says. “We usually get a few feet of snow in the winter, and the extra horsepower and torque are handy. Most of us who live up in the mountains have a big truck like this. Only valley dwellers like Paige and Leah own those tiny sedans.”

“Hey,” Paige says. “Don’t shame my Prius! I get almost sixty miles to the gallon.”

“I don’t even own a car,” I chime in before the pair get into their good-natured teasing. “I haven’t for the last few years. It’s easier just to Uber or rent a car for a longer drive.”

“I can’t imagine,” Leah says. “We love our little cars. Paige’s hybrid is on long trips, and my Tesla is ideal for tooling around town. I can make it to Portland and back with a full battery.”

“As if you’d let the percentage drop under 50% without stressing about finding a charging station,” Paige chides her wife. “Hybrids are the way to go.”

“When they start making reliable hybrid trucks, I’ll think about it,” Amy says. “And fuck that Cybertruck
 monstrosity, What an ugly vehicle.

I lean back in the car and enjoy the banter between my girlfriends. Ginny looks back at me as she talks with the gabby girls, smiling at me when she catches my eye. I start to think that maybe Leah is right about her wanting in, but I push the idea out of my mind and relax as we return to the highway.
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Drinks and Dinner











I
 t’s close to eight when we return to the house, but the sun is still well above the horizon. Between the teasing spats between Paige and Leah, they managed to order Thai for us to pick up on the way back. After a short stop, we continue to their house and park behind Paige’s Prius.

Leah gets out when we stop, and Amy joins her to help sort the takeout in the kitchen. Paige and I meet Ginny at the back and sort out who’s taking which bag. Paige hits the auto-close button, which is another thing that surprises me. Automobiles are expensive, but they also include all sorts of creature comforts.

Ginny checks her watch as we walk to the front door. “It’s eight?” she asks. “The time change is weird, but it should be dark, right?”

“Change in latitude,” I explain as Paige opens the front door. “During the summer, days are longer the further north you go. We’re almost at the 45th parallel, halfway to the North Pole. It gets dark later, and the sun comes up earlier.”

“You’re such a nerd,” Paige says, laughing and shaking her head. “How do you know all of this?”

“Goes with being an educator,” I say without any shame. “I just remember passing the highway sign for the 45th parallel when I drove to Portland back when we were in high school. My mind makes connections like that. I don’t know why.”

“No shade, babe. Nerds are sexy.” Paige stands at the entry and sweeps her hand toward the stairway. “We’ve got Imogen in the den,” she explains. “It’s the door past your room, Kurt. We had to fold down the futon, but you have the entire room yourself.”

“Please.” Ginny laughs as the three of us climb the stairs. “Call me Ginny. You make me think of my mom when you call me Imogen.”

“Are you calling me old?” Paige asks, grinning. Ginny laughs as we walk down the upstairs hall past the guest room. “You three will have to share this bathroom. Here’s the economy suite.”

Paige opens the door and steps back while I follow Ginny into the smaller room. An empty desk is pushed against the bookshelves with a flat futon made like a bed. A small table with a lamp sits between the futon and the desk.

“Best we have, with the honeymoon suite taken.” Paige grins at me, then points to the shelves. “A few towels. You’re sharing the bathroom across the hall with Kurt and Amy. Did I already say that?” Paige blushes as she watches Ginny plop her suitcase on the empty desk, glancing at me and nodding at her pert ass.

“This is perfect,” Ginny says, unaware of our ogling, as she hefts one of her large rollers onto the desk. Unzipping it, she folds it open and hands me a brown paper bag. “Hendricks.”

“The most important thing.” I grin, tossing the suitcase in my hands on the futon and grabbing the bottle.

“I was thinking we could all have a nip before dinner,” Ginny explains, shutting her case. “It will help settle me after the flight. I know it sounds weird, but it’s what I’ve always done when I’ve traveled.”

“Whatever would make you feel at home,” Paige says, reaching into her pocket and showing her the two limes she pocketed in the airport. I pull the small flask of gin from my pocket and hold both bottles in each hand. “Amy knows where the tonic is.”

“You all have made this very welcoming,” Ginny says as we walk downstairs and toward the kitchen sounds. “I hate that I feel so nervous.”

“We understand,” I say. “I just moved my things in before we came to pick you up. I stayed in a hotel while I finished my last assignment.”

“So you’re free, then?” Ginny asks, looking over her shoulder at me. Her smile is hard to read, as is her blush. Is she asking about my job or personally?

“Well,” I say, then pause, considering my response. “I’m with these three, but we’re open. I told you that, right?”

My gut tightens at being presumptuous, but Ginny’s blush and slight bite of her lip indicate she’s not bothered. “I’m madly curious how you make it work, Kurt.” She turns back and grins at Amy as she looks up from the kitchen counter. “Three gorgeous women and you? Are you sure you have enough stamina for one more?”

Paige giggles. “He’s already thinking of yet another one,” she confesses, and I shrug, feeling my cheeks heat up.

“We’ll have to see how it goes,” I say. “I’m part of the whole; everyone has to agree. I’m not looking to increase the size of our family, but I’m not opposed to it.”

“I got out the tonic and some ice,” Leah says from behind the counter beside Amy. “We’re having a toast, right?”

We all pause, looking at each other. I place the gin bottles next to the tonic and ice, and Amy sets out five tall, slim glasses. I notice all the girls looking at me.

“Absolutely,” I say, then wave Ginny forward. “Let’s let the expert make the drinks. Can I help with the food?”

Ginny ducks her head as she steps forward, tilting her head to nod at Leah. “I love how you all work as a unit.” Amy starts dividing the ice between the glasses while Leah uncaps the bottle of tonic.

“The food is already on the table behind you,” Leah explains, pointing at the dining area. “We’re just using paper plates and plastic forks or chopsticks. It makes clean-up easier.”

Ginny uncaps the bottle of Hendricks as Amy lines up the glasses and then starts slicing one of the limes. Ginny peers up at Leah. “I usually do one-to-one.”

“Sure, we can start strong.” Leah laughs and nods for Ginny to pour.

Starting on one side, she fills each tall glass halfway with the liquor, and Leah follows the topping off each glass with the tonic. Amy passes out the slices of lime, and we all line up around the counter’s edge.

“Just rub the lime along the rim, then toss it in your glass,” Ginny instructs as she performs the action and raises her glass. We all follow along and lift our drinks.

“Welcome to Oregon, Ginny,” Amy says, grinning.

“Slàinte
 ,” I call out, and Ginny twists and giggles.

“That’s Irish, Kurt. Cheers
 !”

We all repeat the toast and tip back our glasses. The crisp tonic mixes with the tart juniper flavor of the gin, and the bit of lime makes it a cool, refreshing drink. We clink glasses and take another sip before going to the table and finding places to sit. I end up with Amy on one side and Ginny on the other.
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Opening Moves











T
 he atmosphere around the dinner table is cozy, with many smiles and light conversation between bites. I feel relaxed for the first time since I walked out of Bea’s building. Amy rests her hand on my thigh and squeezes as we eat with forks while Leah, Paige, and Ginny masterfully use chopsticks. The food is spicy but not overly so, and I allow myself a moment to appreciate the warmth I feel.

“What will you do now that you’re out of work?” Ginny asks.

“I’m not going to worry about it much.” I shrug. “Or at least try not to. It’s been so long since I had a week off—it’s like a vacation.”

“If you wanted to come to the lodge, I could use your help with some repairs.” Amy winks and grins. I grin back, remembering her enormous bed on the top floor of her cabin resort. The last night I stayed, we all enjoyed the extra space for our first passionate night as a harem. “You could join us, Ginny—explore the cool mountain air instead of sweating down here in the valley.”

“I should look for a new place and find a job.” Ginny tilts her head and shrugs. “It’s like, I don’t need the money. It’s more about finding something productive to do. I don’t like being idle.”

“Neither do we,” Paige adds, tipping her chin up at Leah. “With everything that happened with Kurt and Amy, we’ve been thinking of trying something else. Maybe up in the mountains to be closer to them.”

“I just do some counseling work,” Leah adds. “Working for the university, I can do most of my work remotely, but Amy’s lodge is only a couple hours away if I need to be here for a meeting.”

“Wait, you guys always move so quickly,” I say, looking around at my three companions. “I don’t expect everyone to change their lives to accommodate my mid-life crisis.”

“Remember the deal about fate?” Paige asks, raising a brow. “Leah and I have been talking about making a change for months. We reconnected with Amy before you arrived. We enjoy her vibe, and meeting you up at her resort last weekend was just another signal that it’s time.”

“Our house is paid off,” Leah adds. “It’s close enough to campus that we can rent it out to graduate students while we figure out the next chapter for all of us.”

“You all just started seeing each other a week ago?” Ginny asks, her mouth hanging open. “Now you’re all just going to figure out how to live together?”

I look around because I sympathize with her amazement, but all three of my girls grin at me and nod.

“Kurt and I dated briefly in high school,” Amy explains. “When I moved away, he stayed friends with those two, but they weren’t especially close.”

“No, he was cool, but we never hooked up back then.” Paige nods, then grins at me. “I don’t know. Something clicked when we saw him at Amy’s place. It was like finding the final piece of a jigsaw puzzle.”

“I have a strong sense of a larger purpose in the universe,” Leah adds, catching my eye and grinning. “We’re supposed to be together. I’ll be frank with you, Ginny. I’m getting the same vibe with you.”

“What?” Ginny asks as her cheeks redden. “You see me joining this circle. You hardly know me.”

“That’s true.” Leah nods, watching her as she slowly bites her lip. “I’ve been told I have a keen perception of the cosmos. Tell me I’m wrong—that you aren’t drawn to being with us.”

Ginny shifts in her seat, glancing at me, before replying. “Okay. You’re not wrong. I don’t know; this is fast. I just had a breakup.”

Leah gives her a comforting smile and nods. “That wasn’t so sudden, though, was it?”

Silence hangs in the air as we all stop chewing to watch Ginny. She glances around the table, then shakes her head.

“No, it wasn’t sudden. I was comfortable with the distance between us, but she wanted more of a commitment from me. There was enough conflict between us that I hesitated to deepen our connection. It was my fault we broke up; I couldn’t be who she wanted me to be.”

“It’s good you recognized that,” Leah says, reaching across the table to offer her hand. Ginny slowly slides her hand closer until Leah grasps her fingers. “We’re not in a rush, Ginny. I can’t speak for the group, but I resonate with you. You harmonize with us. Do you feel it?”

Ginny’s free hand lowers to my thigh as she stares into Leah’s calm gaze. She nods as she squeezes my thigh. “I feel something. It’s calming, like… I can’t put it into words.”

I feel something, too, as my cock swells in my shorts. Amy rubs her hand along my thigh, and I force myself not to move an inch. Amy glances past me at Ginny, holding Leah’s hand across the table, then moves her hand up and cups my package.

“Kurt is feeling something, too!” she giggles, squeezing me slightly. “C’mon, Paige, help me clear the table. We’ll meet the rest of you in the living room.”

Paige nods and then bites her lower lip as she catches my eye. Amy and Paige stand and start collecting the Thai containers and our empty paper plates. Leah stands, keeping her grip on Ginny’s fingers. Ginny rises, unable to look away from Leah, and I stand and follow the pair into the living room.

Leah nods at the corner of the couch as she walks past, and I sit. The two ends of the large sofa extend to either side of me. Ginny slides next to me but faces Leah as she sits down. Leah winks at me momentarily, then cups Ginny’s jaw, holding her head as she presses her lips to our new addition. They both exhale with a soft moan when they part the short kiss.

“I’m not sure what’s expected of me,” Ginny says, turning to me.

Leaning toward her, I slide my fingers behind her neck, pulling her toward me as I kiss her lightly. She kisses me back with a muted whimper but then teases her tongue across my lips. My cock swells at the feel of her lips and tongue, and I respond with a soft groan before pulling away.

“We don’t have any expectations,” I say. “We only want you to feel welcome. No pressure.”

Ginny nods at me, her breath shallow as we stare at each other as if for the first time.

“There is
 one thing,” Leah says, looking at me before focusing on Ginny. “We’re committed to Kurt and the collective harem. We can’t demand the same of you immediately, but are you open to making that commitment if it feels right?”

Ginny turns to look at Leah before she responds. “I’ve been hung up on Kurt since he hired me.” She glances back at me, biting her lip. “He was always gone and always acted so respectfully; I could only fantasize about what it was like to kiss him.”

“I’m right here now.” I grin.

Ginny nods, staring at me for a long moment before she leans and kisses me, her hands combing through my hair as she rubs her body against me. I moan into her mouth, kissing her hungrily as my thoughts spin, wondering why I missed all the cues. I grip her breasts through her tank top, squeezing her full cups, then pinching her nipples. She moans into my mouth, parting and blinking at me.

I glance at Leah as she presses against Ginny’s back, kissing behind her ear. “And how do you feel about us?” she asks as Amy and Paige join us.

Ginny pulls back, glancing around, her face flushed with arousal. She smiles at me, then pans to look at each of my companions and nods. “I think we’re all going to get along swimmingly.”
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Torrid Tangle











A
 my settles next to me, leaning across my body to kiss Ginny. Leah shifts and slides to the floor, lowering herself onto her knees between the sofa and the ottoman. Paige sits on the edge across from me. She leans forward with her hands on my thighs as she waits for Ginny to pull away from Amy. Then, she takes her turn welcoming our newest member.

After her kiss, Amy nuzzles under my chin, and I tilt my mouth to kiss her. Her hand rubs my rigid erection through my shorts, moaning at the feel of it under her fingers. “You enjoy having us as your wingwomen?” she whispers in my ear. “Letting us attract your next harem girl?”

Not knowing what to say to that, I kiss her again, showing her how I feel about the growing lust percolating in the room.

Paige turns and kisses my cheek after parting from her kiss with Ginny, then nibbles on my ear. “On your back, Kurt. Lie on the ottoman and let your harem attend to you.”

She speaks loud enough for the other three girls to giggle as they pull back, giving me space to stand. They are all still dressed as I glance at them. They watch me with blushing cheeks and flashing eyes as I stand and start stepping out of my shoes. “You don’t want to move to a more comfortable place? Like a bed?”

“Why are you stalling when four of us want to pleasure you?” Leah says with a smirk. “C’mon, babe. Strip and show us how you feel about Ginny joining the posse.”

Kicking away my shoes, I unbutton my shorts. Amy pulls one leg down while Leah joins in from the other side, tugging my boxers to my ankles. Ginny rises, her fingers drifting along the lower hem of my shirt, then lifting it and pulling it over my head. A hand brushes over my cock as Ginny presses her lips against mine. As my head emerges from the shirt, I resume kissing Ginny hungrily. We twist in the space between the couch and the ottoman; she pushes against my chest until I fall backward on the padded cushion.

My pants and boxers are tugged off my legs as Paige twists on her knees beside me. Hovering over my head, she grins, then kisses me, her tongue sliding between my open lips. I moan into her mouth as I feel more bodies pressing against mine. Naked and hard as a rock, I turn and kiss one girl after another. Between kisses, they strip before pushing back against me until everyone is nude, undulating in a pile on the spacious ottoman.

Four warm bodies curl against me as someone’s hand strokes my cock while someone else plays with my balls. My eyes flutter open to see Ginny leaning over me, and my focus drops to her pert, bare breasts. They are soft and round, topped with lush, stiff, pink nipples. Drawn to her mouth-watering mounds, I capture one turgid bud, sucking it between my lips as she arches back, moaning.

Wrapping my arm around her waist, I pull her closer as I swirl my tongue around her sensitive tip, sucking the stiff nub with firm pulls as her fingers comb through my hair, holding me to her breast. I moan into the soft flesh as someone moves under her and licks my crown, then lowers her mouth, enveloping the head and lapping at the precum streaming from the tip.

With my vision blocked by Ginny’s boobs, I can’t tell if it’s Amy, Leah, or Paige. I twist my head, and one nipple slips from between my lips as I latch on to the next. Her fingers comb along my scalp and encourage my breast worship.

Two mouths are taking turns on my cock while hands run up and down my thighs, pressing them further apart. A slim, warm body—Paige, most likely—slides up the ottoman between my legs while the other two focus on my throbbing erection. Her mouth encircles my heavy testicles, sucking one oblong mass into her mouth. The pleasure rushing through my nerves pushes a deep moan from my lips, vibrating against Ginny’s soft, pillowy breast.

Hugging her body against mine, I grip her round ass, kneading my fingers as I continue to suck and lick her nipples. Glancing up, I see her head leaning back, her spine arched as she moans in pleasure. A body moves from my groin and presses against me from the opposite side. I pull away to peek at who it is, seeing Leah focusing on Ginny and reaching for her. The blonde lowers into her arms and slides across my torso as the pair kiss deeply, angling their bodies together.

Amy looks up at me as she lowers her mouth down my straining cock. Paige smirks as she pulls back, releasing one of my testicles as she climbs up my body. My hips tighten, rocking into Amy’s hungry mouth as Paige kisses me. Glancing to the side, I notice Leah watching us as Ginny kisses down her soft belly and between her open thighs.

“Fuck her, Kurt,” Leah hisses, nodding toward the blonde as she bobs her head over her pussy. “Make her yours.”

Her voice is loud enough for Amy and Paige to hear and pull back. Then, nodding at me, they help me twist around onto my knees. Paige slides off and walks around to the side as Amy moves opposite her beside Leah. I rise on my knees and stroke my cock, drawn to the curve of Ginny’s ass while she focuses on Leah’s pussy.

As I crawl forward, Amy and Paige grip her ass, spreading her open for me. Ginny twists around, but I can barely see her as I drag my spit-slicked tip through her slick, puffy lips.

“Oh god,” Ginny moans as she presses her hips back. “Please. Fuck me, Kurt. Make me yours.”

Paige lets a string of spit dribble from her lips and spill between Ginny’s spread cheeks. Amy grips my shaft and steers the tip between Ginny’s flowered lips, and I tighten my jaw as my cock slides into her tight passage. I rock my hips forward, gripping Ginny’s hips as I plow into her with slow, shallow strokes.

“She’s so fucking tight,” I moan as her pussy squeezes my shaft. Paige and Amy watch my cock disappear, then glance at me before kissing each other. I grind my hips, pushing deeper with each cycle, feeling Ginny’s wet heat engulf my thick cock.

“Oh fuck,” Leah moans, her fingers tight in Ginny’s blonde hair. “Right there, lick my clit. Fuck, that feels so good.”

I feel Ginny shudder as my cock sinks into her depths, my hips compressing her ass as I hit my limit. Paige rises on her knees, then leans against me, kissing me as her hand grips my ass and starts pulling and pushing, helping me fuck my ex-assistant. Amy rests over Ginny’s back, spreading her cheeks and teasing the tip of her tongue around the tight, sensitive ring.

I close my eyes and start ramming into her, robbing myself of the sight of the four women tangled together, welcoming their newest harem sister. Hearing Leah scream in passion, I blink my eyes open, watching her as she comes apart, squirting her release into Ginny’s mouth.

Fingers press along the bottom of my shaft, and I turn to find Amy watching me, her hand in motion underneath Ginny. When her finger moves back, I feel the pressure as she rubs against Ginny’s clit. My newest girl tosses her blonde hair back, whipping her head around to stare at me.

“Fuck me. God, your cock is magic. Make me come.”

Paige is behind me now, her breasts flattened against my back, gripping my hips and pushing with me as I plow into Ginny with hard, deep strokes. My breaths come in moans as the pleasure cycles through my nervous system, and everything starts to tighten.

“Oh, fuck,” I grunt. “I’m close.”

“Give it to me. I want to feel your hot cum.” Ginny says, staring back at me.

Everything fades away except her brilliant blue eyes as I grip her ass and jerk my hips. I blast my first shot deep inside her, then pump my hips, stabbing into her with each pulse of my cock. Paige’s fingers tighten around my balls, and she moans into my ear.

“Fill her up, babe. I can feel you pulsing your cream into her.”

My entire body shudders as I empty myself into her, then collapse against her back and kiss along the base of her neck. Breathless, I shift to the side, falling between Amy and Ginny, with Paige tumbling over me. I roll to my side and rest as Leah shifts and tangles with all of us while we catch our breath.
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Afterglow











M
 y mind feels soft and pliable as bliss cycles through my nerves. Wrapping my arms around Ginny, I pull her into my body, her back against my chest. While I’m spooning her, Leah shifts over and starts kissing her, caressing her cheeks with her fingers. Paige and Amy are behind me, kissing with lustful, passionate moans. I turn to face them, my cock still slick and shiny with a combination of my release and Ginny’s.

Paige twists, sensing my movement, her eyes tracking down my chest to my slightly flaccid cock. She licks her lips, smirking at me as she twists and moves her head down to start cleaning my cock with slow laps and kisses. Amy smiles and shifts toward me, kissing me as I moan into her mouth.

“That was so hot,” she whispers against my mouth. “Still have some left? I know we’re very demanding of our harem master.” She giggles as I smile and comb a lock of her hair behind her ear.

My cock stiffens at the idea of another round, and it’s already twitching from Paige’s talented lips and tongue. “With all of you, I’m finding it easy to be ready for anything.”

“I’m stealing Ginny for the night,” Leah says, shifting off the ottoman and holding Ginny’s hand. “We’ll sleep in the den on the futon.”

I grin and nod at the pair, not upset with splitting up. Paige slides up my body, resting her chin on my shoulder, and looks at Amy. “You two want to join me in my bedroom? I guess I’m down a partner tonight.” Her smile is genuine, and I remember her desire to not focus on her and Leah as a couple, but as part of our whole.

“You won’t run out of partners,” I say, twisting to kiss her tenderly. “We’ll be happy to join you if that’s what you want.”

“I want your dick.” Paige grins. “And I think she does, too.”

Amy nods, leaning and kissing Paige, then me. “I need to hydrate first. I’ll get water from the kitchen and meet you two there.”

Standing up from the ottoman, where I’ve had two incredible orgies with my girls in the short time we’ve been together, I look around at the piles of clothing tossed around. I glance at Paige, and she waves her hand dismissively.

“We can tidy up in the morning.” She grins. “Come with me.”

She grabs my hand, and I follow her up the stairs and past the bathroom, the guest room, and the den. I can’t help but strain to hear the sounds of Leah and Ginny alone on the futon, then shake my head and focus on Paige.

“What do you think?” I ask, nodding toward the door. “Any feelings you want to untangle?”

Paige glances at me as she opens the door to the bedroom she shares with her wife. “You’re worried about me? Because Leah decided to spend the night with Ginny?”

“It crossed my mind,” I admit, pausing inside her room. She lets go of my hand and then crosses to sit on the edge of the bed.

The large bedroom has a king-sized bed with white sheets and mismatched quilts. A pair of chairs is on either side of a table with a lamp. The rest of the room is typical—not messy but not tidy. Books are on shelves, and art is on the walls. Everything fits what I know of Paige and Leah.

“I appreciate how you’re caring for me,” Paige says, looking up at me from the bed. “I hadn’t given it much thought, to be honest.”

I step close and settle beside her, pulling her into my arms and kissing her lightly. “I’m here for you if you need to talk it through. I’ve never been in a relationship, let alone something like ours.”

“We’ve been open for years, Kurt.” Paige’s smile is soft. “I’ve dated other people as much as Leah has. It’s not anything shocking. Knowing her, she wants to return the favor, if you know what I mean.”

“What do you want?” I ask as the door opens and Amy steps inside, holding a pitcher of water and some paper cups.

“Your dick.” Paige grins and stands to help Amy with the drinks.

Amy pours us each a cup of water and sets it on the table between the two chairs. We drain our cups simultaneously and laugh as we climb into the large bed together.

“Everything okay?” Amy asks as I lie back, the pair shifting and pressing their bodies against my side.

“Perfect,” Paige says, leaning across my body to kiss her. “Kurt was just being wonderful and putting his girl’s feelings first.”

“He’s pretty good at that.” Amy grins and kisses me. “Makes it easy to put him first.”

Paige nods, then kisses me, thrusting her tongue between my lips. Amy shifts and kisses down my torso, then cups my flaccid cock in her fingers. She tightens her grip and strokes slowly as Paige and I make out. By the time her tongue traces a circle around my crown, my shaft is inflating as my arousal takes over.

Twisting my shoulders, I roll Paige onto her back, one hand cupping her breasts and pulling on her stiffening nipple. She moans as she breaks the kiss. I smile at her as I lower my head and take the stiff nipple into my mouth, sucking deeply. My hand brushes down her toned belly, and I cup her warm, sticky mount.

The way we all flow together amazes me as my fingers slide between her lips, then circle her clit. Paige huffs as I tease her tender flower, her hips rolling as I move my mouth to her other tight bud. I love her sensitive nipples. While her modest chest is different than my other three girls, all of them are uniquely sexy.

Amy’s mouth is rocking up and down my cock, bringing it back to full strength as I curl two fingers into Paige’s slick passage. My thumb rocks across her clit as I slowly pump the paired digits in and out.

“Your dick,” Paige moans, her lidded eyes focusing on mine. “I love your fingers, but they’re not your dick.”

Amy pulls her mouth from my cock with an audible pop. “Got him all ready for you, babe.” Her seductive grin makes me smile as Paige shifts her body down and straddles my hips.

Amy’s hand strokes me slowly as Paige positions herself, leaning forward and pressing her hands against my pectorals. “Put him in, please.” She stares at me, unblinking.

“Of course,” Amy says and moves my shaft, aiming it at Paige’s opening. “There. Slide down his magic dick.”

My chuckle barely leaves my mouth before it’s replaced by a deep moan as Paige’s slick heat envelops my cock. Her lips press against mine as she rocks her pelvis, fucking herself on my cock. She pulls away, arching back and reaching behind her to rest her hands on my thighs.

My eyes drop, watching my cock disappear into her slick, glistening opening, unable to look away from the hypnotizing sight of her sliding up and down my cock. When Amy leans over to kiss me hungrily, she blocks my view.

“I want to lick you,” I groan huskily.

“God, yes! Please! I love your talented tongue.” She grins as she pulls back, twists around, then straddles my head as she faces Paige. “Fuck, you’re so sexy riding him reverse cowgirl like that.”

“Oh fuck.” Paige moans as she continues a slow rock up and down my cock. “He’s hitting all the right spots inside. I need my clit rubbed.”

I lean forward and press my lips to Amy’s pussy, wrap my arms around her thighs, and pull her back as I recline back to the mattress. I moan at the sweet, tart taste of her juices and feel her body leaning forward as I find her clit with my tongue.

“Fuck, good girl,” Paige moans, and I picture Amy stretched out over me. I can feel her tongue lapping along the base of my cock where it disappears into Paige as she keeps her leisurely pace. “Just like that, babe.”

Amy’s scent surrounds me as I lap at her opening, flicking across her clit. Keeping one arm tight around her thigh, I pull my other hand back, slide it between my mouth and her pussy, and slip two fingers inside her tight opening.

“Mmm, god.” Her thighs muffle Amy’s moan. “Finger fuck me, Kurt.”

Words fade into moans as our bodies undulate. Paige drops down faster as I buck my hips lightly to drive deeper inside her. Amy rocks her hips, moving her slick pussy lips over my mouth, lips, and tongue as I flex my fingers inside her. Her sweet flavor coats my tongue as Paige increases her pace.

“Fuck, this feels so good,” I hear her stutter out between gasps and moans. “I love your fucking cock.”

I grin against Amy, lapping and fingering her slick slit. Her muffled moans and increased breathing are like music to my ears. We all are pushing each other to our peaks, and by some magic, we’re getting closer simultaneously.

Paige’s hips tremble, and I feel her knees close as my cock is bathed with the hot stream of her release. Amy grinds her pussy back against me just as her peak hits, and she gushes over my tongue. I ride an edge as the pair crests, and their releases push me to my end, pumping Paige full of my thick ropes of cum.

After our bodies soften from the muscle-shaking orgasms, the two girls collapse, twisting and moving until they’re pressed against my side. I spread my arms around their shoulders as they rest their heads on my chest. The bliss we feel evaporates slowly into slumber as we rest in each other’s arms.












Chapter
 12





Consummation











T
 he brightness in the room stirs me, and I blink groggily as my mind reconnects. The two warm bodies I fell asleep with aren’t here, and I’m alone in Paige and Leah’s bedroom. I’m about to roll out of bed when the door opens, and Ginny peeks her head in. When she sees I’m still naked and above the sheet, she blushes and starts to close the door.

“It’s okay,” I say, waving her inside. “You’re in the circle now.”

She comes back in, her eyes darting to my semi-erect cock. She closes the door, and it shuts with a clink. “I didn’t want to disturb you.”

“You’re not disturbing me.” I grin, spreading my arms out and inviting her into bed with me. “If everyone is up, I should join y’all.”

She steps closer, then turns and sits on the edge. She’s wearing a long T-shirt that seems too large for her frame. She turns and cuddles beside me, her arms up between her breasts as she rests her head on my chest.

“They told me to come wake you up, but I don’t mind resting with you.”

I smile and kiss her forehead, brushing her blonde curl away from her eyes. She smiles at me, glances down my body, and gasps when she notices my erection twitch. She looks back at me. “May I touch it?”

I nod at her, feeling a rush of arousal. “But you have to take off your shirt first.”

She grins and sits back up, crossing her arms in front of her, grabbing near the bottom of the long top, and pulling it over her head, tossing it behind her. She wears nothing underneath, and her breasts bob from the motion, and I enjoy watching her nipples tighten. She leans toward me, her breast pressing into my chest as we begin kissing. Her hand brushes down my abdomen and then lightly curls around my stiff shaft.

“Everything happened so quickly last night,” I say when we part from the kiss. “I wanted to check if you had any worries?”

She shakes her head as her fingers slide up and down my cock. A pulse of arousal makes the shaft swell, and she bites her lip but doesn’t stop or slow her strokes. “I’m not worried,” she says, kissing me again. When I cup her breast and squeeze, she moans, parting the kiss. “Everything feels natural with all of you. This feels natural, touching you, and you touching me. I’ve had a crush on you, but this … is different.”

Playing with her breast, I roll her stiff nipple between my thumb and forefinger. “Different, how?”

“It feels real, like you and I are together. I think I love you.” She blushes, leaning and kissing me again as her hand tightens around my cock. “I know I’m part of the group; I enjoy sharing you with them. I trust you. It’s hard to explain.”

“It certainly is hard,” I try to make light of the sudden seriousness, and she grins and giggles.

“It is. You’ve got a lot of stamina.”

“I have a lot of lovely women to please, including you.”

I shift back, giving her more space. She lies down on her back, and I curl myself over her and resume kissing her as her fingers glide up and down my cock. “They’re making breakfast,” she says as I part from the kiss and trail small nibbles down her neck. “I want you to myself. Is that okay?”

I nod and roll onto my knees, sliding between her thighs as she opens them for me. “I want that too. I need alone time with each of you. Not every time will be an orgy. I think I’m falling in love with you too.”

We stare at each other in silence, our eyes flicking as we absorb the tenderness of our embrace. Ginny nods and licks her lips before finding my eyes.

“Please. I need to feel you inside me again. I had so many distractions the first time.”

I nod, then shift my body and grab my shaft, moving to fit myself inside her. We keep staring into each other’s eyes as I slowly roll my hips to push inside. She moans with lust as I press deeper. “You stretch me so much. It feels incredible.”

“Mmm, you’re tight and slick,” I echo. “I like that you’re already wet for me.”

“I think I’ll want a lot more of you.” She bites her lips, lifting her legs and wrapping her heels behind my thighs. She pulls me into her with her leg muscles as I slowly thrust in steady strokes. Our bodies match tempo as we part, then crash slowly back together.

“I don’t see anything wrong with that,” I say between moans, increasing the tempo as my passion rises.

“I mean, I want more of your cum,” she says, gasping, clamping a hand over her mouth. My cock throbs at the thought of filling her with my cum as she pulls her hand away. “I want to have your baby…” Her eyes widen as she speaks her truth.

I groan, punching my cock in short thrusts. “You’re not on birth control?” I tighten my jaw, holding myself back from my peak. This isn’t the best time to have this conversation, and my eyes widen when she shakes her head.

“When you came inside me yesterday, I realized that my implant had expired.” She bites her lip, lifting her arms around my neck. “I told Leah last night, and we talked about it.”

I’m practically chewing through my lip, but I can’t help myself and the arousal I feel at the thought of breeding my ex-personal assistant and newest member of my harem. I know Leah wants to be a mother, but at our age, it’s dicey. My mind spins. Ginny is younger, and a pregnancy will be less of a risk.

“Oh god, fuck that feels good. I want it, Kurt. I want you to pump me full of your seed.”

She talks in bursts while I’m silent, hammering my hips into her with force as she whines and moans between her words. I nod at her, acknowledging her desire, and I’m surprised to realize that I want that, too.

“Fuck,” I growl when I feel my end nearing. “I’m going to put my baby in you.” She wails as she comes apart, and I jam my hips hard against her, feeling my balls tighten and my cock throb. My cum pulses out of me in jets that seem to last forever. I rock my hips, plunging into her again and again until I’m spent. Then I drop my head between her breasts, gasping for air. Her fingers comb through the back of my hair as she kisses the top of my head.

When I rise and smile at her, she smiles tentatively back. “I feel like I just sprung this on you. That’s not fair. I can visit the pharmacy. We should⁠—”

I stop her with a kiss. “Let’s leave it to fate,” I say as we part from the loving kiss.
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Rendezvous with Fate











G
 inny and I quickly shower together, enjoying more kisses than words. When we dry off, she pulls on the shirt she wore to wake me up, and I follow her out into the hall, naked. When I duck into my room to grab some clothes from my bags, she heads downstairs to the girls.

I dress in shorts and a Henley and walk barefoot downstairs. Everyone is huddled in a circle near the kitchen, and I cough lightly as I approach.

“Is this a private huddle?” I ask, stepping closer. Amy hugs me first, then Paige, and then Leah, who shares a meaningful look with me.

“We’re always your huddle, babe,” she says as Amy and Paige return to the kitchen and collect platters of breakfast food. “You’re always welcome. We belong to you.”

I don’t argue, although part of my psyche rejects the patriarchal meaning. “I belong to all of you, too,” I say to heal my conscience.

Leah smiles and tips her head, acknowledging the truth that we’re in this together. “Fair,” she says. “Ginny told me last night about her implant. I didn’t think much about it, but are you okay with this?”

I sit across from her as Amy serves me a plate of pancakes and bacon. Ginny sits on my other side, Paige settles beside Leah, and Amy sits beside me.”

I pause before I answer, then grin. “Am I okay with possibly impregnating a fertile young woman who is part of my harem? Is that what you’re asking?”

Leah grins and shrugs. “We need to be clear. You know I want to be a mother, but I’m also older and⁠—”

“I recognize that,” I say, interrupting her and reaching across the table. She takes my hand and squeezes it. “I honestly never thought about being a father. But if I ever become one, I can’t think of a better group of mothers to help me raise our child. We’ve come together via fate or destiny. We can explore letting fate continue to have a part in our lives.”

“I like that answer,” Leah says as I hear the vibration of my phone.

“Oh, I’ll get that for you,” Amy says, scooting back from the table and turning to grab my phone off the counter. “I rescued it from your shorts in the living room before I tossed in a load of wash.” She hands it back to me.

I swipe and unlock the phone and see a string of messages and one call from Bea. I parse through her messages, reading the string of texts. I didn’t expect to hear from her this weekend or so soon.

“Hey, I got a message from Bea. Remember I told you about her, Paige.”

“Yeah, she may have the hots for you?” Paige grins at me.

“Possibly.” I shrug. “I’m not going to keep secrets from any of you. Let me read back her texts.”






Bea:




Hey, are you doing anything this weekend?










I’m sorry it’s early. Text me back when you get this.










I’m driving up the mountains and wanted to ask if you’d like to join me.











The last call was from her number, and she left a voicemail. I hit the button and put the message on speaker.

“Hey, Kurt. Sorry to blast your inbox with messages.
 ” Bea’s voice sparks a tightening in my core. “I know it’s sudden, but I’m heading into the Cascades and wanted to spend time with you. It’s fine to say no. I’m just curious about what you said about being homeless.
 ”

I glance around the table. Paige is nodding and nudging Leah beside her. Amy looks at me with a grin and shrugs. “I think you should follow your gut. It’s worked out so far.”

I turn to Ginny, who smiles, her hand resting on her belly with a spacey grin. It’s way too soon, but I can tell she’s thinking there may be a new life inside her. I smile back. Our eyes meet and trigger another tightening in my core. “I agree with Amy,” she says, then leans and kisses me. “Why not see what happens?”

“We wanted to look around for a place up the mountains together,” Leah says, tilting her head a Paige. “We can look around at places, meet this gal, and see what happens.”

“We can all stay at my lodge,” Amy says, winking at me. “It has the most enormous bed, after all. I need to check in with my team, too.

I nod as the girls start chatting and making plans. I lift my phone, and they nod as I stand and walk outside to a small patio just off the side of the kitchen. I close the glass door behind me and take a deep breath before hitting the icon to call back. It rings once before I hear Bea’s voice, and my gut tightens reflexively.

“Kurt, how are you?” Her voice affects me, but I want to be honest with her.

“I’m fine, thanks. Hey, I need to tell you something.”

“I’m already on the road, but I can circle back if you want to join me.”

“I’d like to spend time with you, Bea.” I pause to consider what to say. “I feel like we have a connection, but I should confess something to you.”

“Sounds ominous.” Her voice is clear, and hearing it makes me think of her in her form-fitting forest-green knit dress from the last time I saw her. The color made her eyes pop. My attraction for her was palpable, but I only paused because I was picking up Ginny later and staying with my newly formed harem.

“It’s just… I have a unique relationship dynamic,” I admit simply before continuing. “I’m in a polyamorous relationship with four other women.”

Bea is silent for a prolonged moment before coughing. “Did you say four other women? Are you running a harem or something?”

“Well, that’s what they call themselves,” I admit, feeling the back of my neck heat up. “I’m not completely comfortable with the term, myself.”

“Why not?” Bea asks, sounding more cheerful than shocked. “It seems to be getting popular nowadays. But you don’t seem like a Mormon.”

“I’m not. None of us is religious.”

“Oh, just a little kinky?”

“I think the term is ‘living an alternative lifestyle.’”

“That’s cool,” Bea chirps before another long pause. “So, do you want to join me in the mountains?”

“I was just talking with them, and they have some errands to run near the hot springs. We’re all going to drive up.”

“Oh, that’s near where I’m going,” Bea says. “There is a beautiful lake up there; no motorboats allowed, fun hiking trail.”

“I think I know the place.” I grin and look up into the sky, shaking my head at the synchronicity.

“Meet me there in a couple of hours?” she asks, her voice sounding hopeful.

“Sure, I’d love to. Drop me a pin when you’re there. I’ll find you. I’d better tell them so we can get moving. See you soon, Bea.”

“Looking forward to meeting your harem, Kurt.” She laughs and hangs up.

I slide open the door as the girls finish the breakfast cleanup. They look at me as I enter, eyebrows raised.

“She wants to meet me at the lake,” I say, shrugging my shoulders. I don’t need to explain further. By the look on their faces, they understand.

“Wait, was that her idea or yours?” Leah asks with a mercurial grin.

“Hers,” I say, and her grin broadens.

“Let’s pack up, ladies. Fate is calling us back up the mountain!” Paige exclaims, clapping her hands.
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About Echo Effect











My harem is one girl larger as we retrace our steps up the mountain.


My colleague Bea invited me on a hike, and, after learning about my harem, she still wants to meet up with all of us. All four of my girls encouraged me to follow my gut, so we’re driving to the lake again. The pull of Bea’s presence feels like a sign, even as old loves echo in my memory. Ripples of anticipation build, remembering what happened at the artesian well that knitted us together.

With Ginny safely tucked between Leah and Paige, I relax in the passenger seat as Amy navigates into the rugged Cascades. These effects of fate don’t feel like deja vu; they may be reflected echoes of our shared destiny.


My girls want to start a family, and I’m beginning to believe we already are one.










To those who love signs—stop signs, danger signs, or any other guides along our paths—this is for you.












Chance is perhaps the pseudonym of God when he did not want to sign.


Anatole France



















Echo Effect
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Cosmic Car Ride











“K
 urt, sit up front with Amy,” Leah says as we pile into the car. “It’s a long drive, babe, and we don’t need to be distracted by your magical…” She waves her hand at my groin. “Besides, you need to rest anyway, right?”

“I can’t argue with that,” I admit, stretching my hands over my head and arching my back. After two orgies and a pleasant but short sleep with Amy and Paige, followed by a morning wake up with Ginny, I ache in ways I’ve never experienced before. I can’t complain about the aches, though. I’m fortunate to share my life with these incredible women. Taking a short pause to appreciate my new life, I let out a slow breath, then open the passenger door to Amy’s large SUV and slide into the seat.

Amy climbs into the driver’s seat and smiles at me across the console. We lean toward each other and tenderly kiss before fastening our seatbelts. Leah climbs in behind Amy in the back, Ginny slides into the center seat, and Paige settles in behind me. We all settle quietly as Amy navigates through the north side of Eugene and heads east on the highway towards the Cascades.

We’ve been in a frenzy since we impulsively decided to all meet Bea near the lake on this clear, warm summer day. Scrambling to dress for a day in the mountains, we didn’t pack additional clothes. Grabbing phones, chargers, and a bag of snacks for the drive, we left the house, anxious to get on the road. Now, with nothing to do, everyone quiets and starts looking through social media or reading on their phones while Amy’s music keeps her engaged with driving.

Closing my eyes, I work through the events that have led to this point. I met Bea, short for Beatrice, only last week during my final work assignment before resigning from my professional career to start a new life with my three girlfriends. Our attraction was palpable, but I kept a professional distance. As I left yesterday, we shared our contact details so she could contact me for future consulting work.

I didn’t expect her early morning text, inviting me to join her for a hike. I called her back to explain my harem situation, but she still asked me to go. She was going to the same lake as the artesian spring where I’d cemented my connections with Paige, Amy, and Leah. That coincidence made everyone eager to ride along.

We’d only picked Ginny up at the airport last night, not expecting her to join our growing harem. She’d been working for me, but not closely. And now, with me no longer traveling and moving away from Dallas and no longer traveling, she was out of a job. Serendipitously, she’d already decided to relocate to Oregon after her breakup with her girlfriend. Wanting only to help her through a significant life change, I invited her to stay with me. That led to her discovering my polyamorous harem girls. She was so intrigued by our relationship that no one objected when she asked to join the four of us. Settling down after our meal of take-out Thai, we eagerly included her in our after-dinner tryst.

It’s an understatement to say the changes in my life the past week are beyond crazy. I’m still coming to grips with the fact that I’m in a loving relationship with four women, one significantly younger than the rest of us. Two of my girls, Leah and Ginny, have told me they want to have children with me, and I’m in favor of at least letting go and giving fate a chance. How we came together feels natural, if not predestined, with the countless fortuitous twists of fate I’ve experienced in the past week.

I enjoy each woman individually, and the four of them get along like long-lost friends as part of my harem. Amy is so down-to-earth and caring, Paige is vibrant with a sharp wit, Leah is a compassionate listener with keen insights into polyamory, and Ginny is younger than the four of us and more of an enigma. Regardless, I never thought I’d live an alternative lifestyle. But here I am, driving up a mountain to date another woman with everyone’s approval and encouragement.

Sitting in the car’s muted atmosphere, fatigue washes over me. Since leaving my security badge at the exit to Bea’s workplace, I’ve been involved in one amorous encounter after another, rising to the occasion for every lustful exchange. It’s taken a toll on my body, but I don’t have any regrets. As I relax into the comfortable leather seat, my body aches pleasantly from the physical activity.

My woolgathering, however, brings an image of Bea to the forefront of my mind. I can still see her in the snug, forest-green sweater dress accentuating her curves and generous bust. Recalling the flirty gleam in her emerald-green eyes as she signaled for me to call her as I left still affects me. As my body responds to my memories, I shift in my seat to lessen the increasing tightness in my shorts.

“Who are you thinking about, Kurt?” Amy giggles with a knowing smile, breaking me out of my reverie.

“This is nuts,” I say, adjusting myself.

“Bea again?”

“I can’t help it,” I say, reaching for her hand. We entwine our fingers, and I lean to kiss the back of her hand as she keeps her other hand on the steering wheel. “Since you all gave me the green light, she’s been on my mind.”

“Sounds normal, babe.” She squeezes my fingers. “You have a crush, and we kinda like our man being in high demand.”

“It’s surprising at least one of you isn’t jealous.” I glance over my shoulder, where Paige rests against the window behind me. Ginny leans into her side, and Leah rests against the opposite door. She stirs, blinking her eyes and smiling when she sees me watching her.

“It’s more anticipation than jealousy,” Leah says, shifting to sit up while the other two doze.

“What are you anticipating?” I ask, twisting in my seat to focus on her.

“Another possible soulmate,” she says, with twinkling eyes. “It’s magical to experience and observe two souls reconnecting. I believe in eternal love, along with many loves.”

“The more I think about that, the more complicated it seems.” I scrunch my nose at her enigmatic smile. “How does that work? It seems that this type of male-centric harem is hoarding the available resources. Isn’t it chauvinistic?”

I cringe at how I explain myself, but Leah leans forward and rubs my forearm, extending to caress where Amy and I are holding hands. “Gender is a very human construct,” she explains. “Souls don’t have gender. They connect with vibrations and ethical compatibility. You present as a male in this incarnation, but all of us are genderless in the ever after. A mix of feminine and masculine energies, or anima and animus, exist as a syzygy in all of us.”

“You’ve put a lot of thought into this,” I reply, squinting at the unfamiliar terms and tilting my head.

“I have. It’s part of my discipline as a psychological counselor.” Leah nods as her eyes flash excitedly. “I see many troubled but loving relationships. I can’t tell them about my cosmology, but if they understood our souls are made for many loves, they’d be less stressed. I think it’s the largest misconception in our monogamy-obsessed culture.”

“Where did you discover these connections?” My mind spins with how easily her words synchronize with my recent experiences. “They don’t have any classes on this, do they?”

“It’s woven through most religious faiths,” Leah explains. “You must be able to sort out dogma from the universal truths. I’ve studied the teachings of Buddhism and other Eastern beliefs in reincarnation, along with some turn-of-the-century mystics and mediums. All of that combined with New Age theology best summarized in ACIM⁠—”

“ACIM?” I interrupt.

“A Course in Miracles.” Leah shrugs. “It’s very new-agey, but I don’t take any text at face value. The story behind Schucman’s automatic writing sounds crazy, but I don’t question how it vibes with my overall understanding of the cosmos outside of our temporal experience.”

“Leah’s been explaining it to me for months.” Amy squeezes my hand to get my attention. “I’m beginning to agree with her, especially since you returned to my life. I feel so… whole
 .”

“Souls aren’t meant for solitude, but it helps to separate oneself from the distractions of our ego.” Leah continues. “The more you dig into the teachings from various sources, the more contentious the disagreements. It’s a sign, at least to me, that our ego is trying to block universal awareness. We need to shed our ego to gain understanding.”

“Leah’s guided meditations have been so illuminating.” Amy nods, looking at me momentarily before refocusing on the twisty road.

“I can lead you through some traversals,” Leah offers with a grin. “When you learn to relinquish your ingrained prejudices, you’ll see what a miracle love is. I’m excited to meet Bea because it might be another opportunity to reconnect with a divine soul.”

“Huh,” I say, turning back to watch the road. My head feels dizzy from not aligning my gaze with our movement and attempting to follow Leah’s wandering explanations, so I close my eyes and take slower breaths.

“That’s good,” Leah encourages me. “Relax. Let all this settle in your mind and spirit.”

I nod as I continue the breathing exercise I learned at some convention to help with relaxation. I focus on the pace of breathing in, holding it inside, and then letting it out slowly as I attempt to focus my mind on nothing. I accept and dismiss each thought that arises as my body relaxes into the seat.

Soft music blends with my breaths as I let go of my thoughts as we climb the mountain pass in Amy’s swaying SUV. Being close to the four amazing women of my harem calms me as I surrender to the darkness. Their presence seems to surround me as my mind relaxes. I start dreaming with my resting companions.

It becomes easier to push away rebellious thoughts that tell me how ridiculous my pursuit of emptiness is. Each breathing repetition makes it easier to expand my lungs for the next breath. As the comforting consciousness of my companions surrounds me, I don’t fall asleep. Instead, I feel more alive.
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Synchronicity













You’re doing so well, love. It’s time to return to us. Gently awaken your mind and return to awareness.







T
 he voice inside my head sounds like Leah, but it’s familiarly unfamiliar. I’m increasingly aware of my physical form. As I return to consciousness, I’m sporting a rigid erection, tenting my cargo shorts. Groaning from the dreams and arousal, I blink open my eyes and try to shift my erection into a less conspicuous shape.

“It happens.” Leah giggles, squeezing my shoulder from the back seat. “When your soul connects with the greater consciousness, it is very arousing to your physical presence. Like your material body yearns for more connection with the spiritual plane.”

Stretching my arms above my head, I notice the verdant scenery of the Douglas fir forest along the highway. “How long was I out?” I ask aloud, turning toward Amy beside me, then to Leah in the back behind her.

“About a half hour.” Amy grins, reaching and taking my hand. “It was nice to have some quiet time. You barely snored.”

“It was interesting to watch the three of you,” Leah adds, tilting her head toward Ginny and Paige. They’re still asleep, leaning against each other. “The way the three of you shifted as you slept made me think you were sharing a dream.”

I crinkle my brow, trying to remember any dreams, but shrug. “I’ve never been good at recalling my dreams. Is sharing dreams even possible?”

“I believe so.” Leah nods. “But it’s not as simple as Inception showed it in the movies. Philosophers and philosophy have studied lucid dreams since Plato. The different interpretations of dreams was one of the many reasons that Freud and Jung parted ways. It’s studied but hard to pin down, and science has largely rejected the idea of a shared dream.”

“Inception was just weird,” Amy says with a slight frown. “I still can’t decide if the top was still spinning or toppled right at the end.”

“I think it was made ambiguous on purpose,” Leah says, leaning forward to whisper to us and not disturb the pair resting peacefully together. “It was a romance or at least a tragic love story. They lived lifetimes together in their shared dreams. The shock of coming back to an individualized reality drove Mal mad.”

I shake my head and smile at Leah. “I might not always follow the depths of your thoughts, but I love how you can weigh in on any subject in ways that challenge my understanding of life.”

“I think that’s the purpose of this… plane.” She pauses as her eyes tilt up like she’s looking for the answer above her. “That’s not the right word, but close enough. We are on a quest to better understand the collective consciousness of the spiritual world, which has at least as much to do with unlearning as it does with learning.”

“Unlearning?” I ask as Amy turns onto the highway that will take us near the lake and, if we continue on this road, her cabin resort.

“Gonna have to put a pin in it,” Amy says, looking over at me. “Where do you want to go? My lodge or the lake?”

“Oh, I need to check,” I say, patting my pocket and feeling my phone. “Maybe your lodge. I need to figure out where we are going and should freshen up.”

“It’s like you’re going on your first date.” Leah laughs. “You’re getting attuned to your anima with this focus on your appearance.”

“Yet again, I’m lost.” I smile as I check my phone and flip to Bea’s last message. “But I need to focus on this, as captivating as your theories are. Can we get back to this later?”

“Oh, sure.” Leah squeezes my shoulder before slipping back into her seat, then snuggling against Ginny, who starts to stir.

Bea’s pin opens the Maps app on my phone, and I tap a few buttons to get directions to her location. It looks like she’s right on the lake near the lodge and restaurant where we had dinner with Donna the last time we were here.

Amy glances at the display and then raises an eyebrow. “Still want to go to my lodge?”

“I’m hungry.” I grin over at her. “How about we all get some burgers? Then I can introduce you to Bea and sense your first impressions of her. She and I can do something after lunch while you house hunt.”

“I vote for burger,” Paige drawls sleepily. “I was just dreaming about that cheeseburger Donna made for us.”

“I want some crispy french fries,” Ginny murmurs while stretching her arms above her head, making her breasts shimmy under her light tank top.

“Okay!” Amy grins and takes the turn to head down to the lake. “Let’s find out if Donna is there. I think she’ll be glad to meet you, Ginny.”

“Wait, who’s Donna?” she asks, glancing at Amy and then turning to look at Paige.

“She’s the mother of one of Kurt’s old girlfriends,” Paige explains, flooding my mind with images of Stacy when we dated. Glancing back at Ginny, I realize how much they resemble each other. Her stark blue eyes and light blonde hair shimmer as a shadow of Stacy’s face flashes across my vision.

Paige nods at me when my eyes widen and adds, “You could be her doppelgänger, Gin.”

“I look like one of Kurt’s old girlfriends?” she repeats, glancing at Leah.

“Oh, yeah. Damn, I didn’t see it until you mentioned it, babe,” Leah says to Paige, who is sitting up straighter and leaning toward the front of the car. Ginny looks confused, then glances at Paige.

“We were having burgers together,” Paige continues, reaching for Ginny’s hand. “In my dream, I recall talking to you while stuffing myself with French fries. But… It might have been Stacy. Maybe.” She shrugs and looks at Leah, who has a thoughtful expression, then lifts her chin at me.

“Still no recollection of your dream?” she asks me, and I shake my head.

“I remember a yummy chocolate shake.” Ginny looks almost as lost as I am.

“Donna does make the best shakes.” Paige smirks. “Did you have fries with that?”

“I always have fries with a shake.” Ginny nods. “I like to dip them in the chocolate shake. The bit of salt goes so well with the ice cream.”

My jaw slowly drops at Ginny’s revelation. When she notices, Leah narrows her eyes as I go silent, then nudges my elbow and tilts her head, encouraging me to continue. “Stacy always had fries with her chocolate Frosties back in school,” I say as Amy turns into the gravel parking lot.

“Wow. Okay, let’s all take a deep breath,” Leah says, rubbing her forearms. “I’ve got goosebumps like everyone else. We’ve already experienced cosmic signs here, but let’s not jump to conclusions.”

“Okay.” I nod and slap my cheeks, trying to wake up more. “Let’s just go get lunch. Burgers, fries, and shakes. But hold on a second. Let me text Bea so she won’t think we’re ambushing her.”
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Meeting Bea











C
 oncentrating on texting Bea, I don’t see her until she taps my window. She grins and waves, ducking down to wave at Amy across from me, then twisting to look at the three in the back seat. Pocketing my phone, I open the door and step out, turning toward her. For an awkward moment, neither of us moves. Feeling courageous, I step closer and wrap her in a friendly hug.

“Good to see you again, Bea.”

Her eyes sparkle as she grins and nods at me. “Oh, this is exciting,” she replies, looking me up and down. She’s wearing a dark-green nylon rash guard similar to the sweater dress I recall from yesterday. The material stretches tight over her ample chest. She’s dressed for a hike, finishing her outfit with denim shorts and hiking shoes. I’m wearing shorts and a long-sleeved Henley with the same sneakers I wore the last time. “You dress down nicely,” she says after getting her eyeful.

“Let me introduce you,” I say, stepping back to open the back door. Paige is the first out, smiling at Bea. The other two climb out the far side, walking around the front of the car with Amy. “This is Paige,” I say as Paige steps close to welcome her with a friendly hug.

“So you’re the mysterious Bea?” Paige asks, glancing back at me with a wink and a smile. “Kurt told me about you after work last night.”

Bea giggles, a blush creeping up her neck. “Nice to meet you,” she says, then glances past me at my other harem members.

“This is Amy, Leah, and Ginny.” I gesture to each, and they file past me to greet Bea warmly. “Ginny just flew in from Dallas last night.”

“Wow,” Bea says, glancing at me before turning to Ginny. “Long flight, and you lost a couple of hours. Do you get jetlag?

“Nope.” Ginny waves her hand. “The post-flight G&T squares me right up, then we went to bed early.”

“It was a while before anyone slept, though,” Paige says with a laugh. “C’mon, I’m hungry. Let’s eat. It’s our treat, Bea.”

I walk between Bea and Amy, behind the other three, toward the familiar lakeside resort building. The day is warm, and the azure sky is cloudless, so plenty of people are milling about the general store section as we walk inside. The bell above the door rings, and we see Donna, who welcomes us with a smile. She’s taking orders, so we wait until she passes the ticket to the cook, wipes her hands on her apron, and walks toward us.

“Need a table?” she asks, scanning the six of us. “Wait, have you multiplied since I saw you last weekend? Tell me it wasn’t just the four of you?”

“You’re right, as usual,” Amy says, taking the lead. “Kurt invited Ginny, his ex-personal assistant, to visit.”

“And this is Bea. She was a work colleague before I became jobless,” I continue as Donna shakes hands with the two after hugging the others.

“I’m sure there is more to that story.” Donna laughs as she waves toward two square tables pushed together with empty chairs around them. The top still has the remnants of a meal. “You can sit there. I’ll get someone to bus the table for you. Busy day!”

She twists around to return to the kitchen as the six of us head to the table. Paige and Leah start collecting the baskets and paper cups while Amy returns with a rag from Donna.

Bea looks at all the action and glances at me, “You all are so… dynamic.”

While the rest of the girls clean the table and joke with each other, I pull out a chair for Bea on one side, walk around to do the same for Ginny, and then sit down at the end of the table between the two newcomers. When the other three return, Leah sits beside Ginny while Paige sits at the other end across from me. Amy settles in between her and Bea. I glance around at the five smiling faces, and a feeling of peace settles over me.

“Here’s some water,” Donna says, sliding a tray on the table and passing them out with straws. “Do you know what you want?”

“Same as last time.” Leah grins. “Six bacon cheeseburgers and a bunch of fries. Only we’re going to have chocolate shakes this time. Ginny has a craving.”

Ginny blushes as she pinches Leah under the table, who squeaks and then complains, “I remember distinctly that you wanted a chocolate shake with your fries.”

“Okay, you’re right,” Ginny says, leaning to kiss Leah’s cheek. “You’re so observant to remember that.”

“Wait,” I say, turning toward Bea. “Is that okay with you? We didn’t check.”

“It’s like she read my mind.” Bea smiles at Leah as she nods at me. “I’m good.”

“I’ll get it cooking,” Donna says, returning to the busy kitchen with her empty tray. A silence settles over the table.

“Uhm,” Bea says, shifting in her chair. “So, how long have all of you been together? It seems like you can complete each other’s sentences.”

“About a week.” Paige grins.

“I dated Kurt back in high school,” Amy explains. “We hadn’t seen each other in years until last weekend. Kurt made a reservation at my lodge without knowing I owned it.”

“It was quite a reunion.” I grin at her. “We all consider it fate.”

“No, but really,” Bea says. “You all seem so close. It can’t be only a week together.”

“Well, it was only just the weekend, then last night,” Paige says thoughtfully. “Kurt had to work, as you know. So we didn’t see each other again till after work yesterday.”

Bea looks at me, then across the table at Ginny. “You two dated in Dallas, then?”

“No.” I laugh before smiling. “We hardly saw each other. She cared for my flat and laundry and ensured I was ready to leave on the next trip. We hadn’t spent much time together at all in Dallas.”

Leah quietly places her hands on the table before clearing her throat to get our attention, then focuses on our guest. “I get what you’re saying, Bea. We seem close because we are. I feel strongly that we’re connected in an unconventional, cosmic way, with fate drawing us back together—here, at the spring on the other side of the lake.”

“I know the place well,” Bea says and glances at me. “I was hoping Kurt would want to hike there after lunch.”

“He definitely should,” Leah says, giving Bea a knowing grin, then winking at me. “We’ll let you guys enjoy the afternoon, and we can meet back at Amy’s lodge when you’re done. You have your car, right?”

Bea nods, then looks at me with a gleam before glancing at Amy. “That would be great. I’d enjoy seeing your cabin resort. I think I know it. My family used to vacation in these mountains. I have a tiny bit of native blood. Kalapuya descended from the Winefelly that inhabited this area and the McKenzie River headwaters.”

Leah smirks at me, and I try not to gape at the feeling of déjà vu mixed with synchronicity. She’s playing wingwoman, but Bea doesn’t quite understand what we experienced near the spring.

“That’s fascinating,” Leah says, focusing on Bea. “I’d love to discuss the indigenous lore of this region with you. We all feel strongly connected to this place, especially the spring, even if we’re not of native heritage.”

“Here are your burgers,” Donna interrupts as she and her helper pass out baskets filled with cheeseburgers and fries, and set the hand-crafted shakes around the table. I’m stunned at the continual series of coincidences, and the idea of fate stirs my mind. Thankfully, the conversation turns to other topics, but I’m left trying to understand how we all seem to fit together.
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Burgers and Fries











T
 he burgers are enormous and juicy, with crisp bacon and all the fixings. Served with a healthy order of steak fries and a creamy chocolate shake in a paper cup. The girls grin at me as they’re served, and I nod back. It’s weird—like they’re waiting for me to give them the okay to eat. But I’m not complaining. The moment when I have all five of their eyes on me is electric, and I can’t help but feel aroused by the attention. When I nod, they start eating, and the conversation picks back up.

Ginny plucks up a fry and runs it around the rim of her shake’s cup, then sucks the chocolate off the tip before biting into the crisp, fried potato. She winks at me, noticing me watching, and pulls out another fry. I sense Donna hovering and tilt my head to glance at her before biting into my burger. She’s looking at Ginny as she dips her fries in the shake, captivated.

“Everything okay, Donna?” I ask, holding my burger. “You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

My voice snaps her out of it, and she shakes her head and grins. “Your friend reminds me of Stacy,” she says, half-smiling. “She used to love to dip her fries in shakes, too.”

After returning my burger to the basket with the fries, I stand, walk over, and pull Donna into a hug. She closes her eyes and lets out a long breath, resting her cheek on my shoulder as she wraps her arms around my waist. She turns her head to watch Ginny grinning at Bea and saying something that makes her laugh. Donna leans back and raises her eyes.

“It’s almost uncanny,” she whispers, resting her hands on my shoulder, continuing in her normal voice, and pairing her words with a somber smile. “Grief is weird; one moment you’re okay, the next you see something, and it just washes over you. Stacy’s been gone for so long, but seeing your new friend makes it feel like yesterday.”

“I’m sorry,” I say, squeezing her, in no hurry to break the hug.

“You know, I thought you and Stacy would be together forever back then.” She smiles at me, lifting her hand to my cheek. “But it wasn’t meant to be. She’d be glad you’ve found such a lovely collection of women that make you happy.”

“It’s not a conventional relationship,” I say, then shrug, unsure if she understands the nature of our relationship. “We seem to be making it work. I’m waiting for someone to be… I dunno. Be angry that I have five girlfriends.”

“You can only live your life by what you feel is right,” Donna says, wiping her eyes with her apron. “Don’t let fear or ignorance pull you away from your special girls. They need you as much as you need them.”

“Are you okay?” I ask, smiling at her warmly.

“Yes. Oh, gosh. Eat your burger. I’m fine.” She waves me away with her apron, and I grin as I return to my seat.

“What was that about?” Bea asks, leaning to whisper to me. The rest of the girls share a sad grin before continuing to eat and chat.

“It’s a long story,” I say, continuing when Bea raises a curious brow. “I dated her daughter, Stacy, before I met Amy. After high school, she was killed in a car accident. Watching Ginny dip her fries in her shake triggered a memory because Stacy did the same thing.”

“Wow.” Bea reaches for my hand. As our fingers touch, I get another shock that zips through my nerves. “That’s so sad.”

“I only learned about the accident last weekend when we were here,” I confess in a muted tone, then shrug as I tilt my head. “I’m still a bit tender about it, even if I haven’t seen Stacy in decades.”

Bea nods, watching me, and I sink into the depths of her green eyes. Her attention and posture telegraph that she’s open to listening to more of my story.

“I disconnected from my parents and our hometown after high school. I hardly dated in college, then joined the Navy for a few years. I’d cut ties with anyone back home when I left the service, started corporate life, and began to travel weekly. Is it weird that I consider Oregon my home after living in Texas for twenty years?”

“No. Not at all.” Bea’s thumb brushes over the back of my hand, her fingers curling around mine. “You must have been lonely, and now you’re surrounded by people who care for you. My family might be weird, but I know they love me, and I’m glad to have them close by.”

I nod and sweep my focus around the table. Ginny is leaning and talking casually with Amy while Paige and Leah seem intensely interested in their discussion. They all give me space to connect with Bea, and I’m oddly thankful that they’re so accepting. “This is my family now.” I gesture with my hand around the table. “My parents are retired in Arizona, and my siblings are scattered around the country. I was so busy with work, I didn’t feel lonely when traveling all the time. I just kept my head down and focused on one assignment after another.”

“Understandable if you’d already lost contact with your friends and family.” Bea smiles, then tugs on my hand and leans closer, her eyes flicking from mine to my lips and back. I lean in, drawn to her eyes and her lips. A thrill shoots down my spine when we kiss tenderly. We hold the gentle kiss, and I’m on the edge of deepening it when she draws back with a smile. Her eyes flash as she pulls her teeth over her lower lip.

“I hope you know I’m not intimidated by how close you are to your… family.” Her eyes pan around the table. “I can tell there is more to your connections than physical intimacy, and your alternative lifestyle does not put me off.” She waves her free hand between us as she continues. “I want to see where this goes between us.”

I nod, giving her a lopsided grin. “Me too. We should eat, though. Then we can hike to the spring?”

Bea glances down at her half-eaten burger, then to mine, which I haven’t even tasted yet, and nods sharply. “Right, you need to keep your energy up.”

Her smile is dazzling, and I return it as I bite into the juicy burger. She resumes eating, and the background noise in the dining area returns to a low din. I blink when I realize how focused I am on her. Glancing around at the other girls, they don’t seem upset by my wandering attention. Turning to Ginny, I sneak one of her fries, even though I haven’t touched mine.

“How is the shake?” I ask, crunching on the crispy, salty french fries. I don’t use ketchup or other condiments on my fries, and I enjoy the savory heat of the hot potato.

“It’s so good!” Ginny says, focusing on me as Amy starts chatting with Paige. “It’s the perfect fry dip. You should try it.”

I grin and nod, willing to show her I’m open to odd culinary choices, and dip the end of the fry I stole into her shake. I sense everyone else talking in pairs in my periphery, making for an easy, cozy vibe. It’s like we’ve all known each other for decades. It feels like family. Tasting the cold, creamy chocolate before my teeth sink into the fry, I widen my eyes. I can see the appeal, even if I’ve never thought to combine the two foods.

“That’s good.” I grin into her stark blue eyes. “I love the salt and sweet combination. But I still prefer eating my fries naked.”

“I’d like to spend more time with you naked.” Ginny giggles, grabs my hand, and makes eye contact. “I know you’re connecting with Bea. I don’t want to disturb that. You should know I think you two seem to share a vibe. You should see where it goes. Don’t think I’m jealous. I want to give you some space to get to know her.”

I smile and lean toward her. We kiss naturally, and she lifts her fingers and strokes behind my neck. I pull away from the kiss, feeling that same connection with her as I do with the other girls around the table. We share a smile as I go back to eating my lunch.

The conversation continues to flow around the table. I take on the role of an observer, enjoying how they all naturally sway from one conversation to the next. I hear Leah giving Bea one of her cosmic explanations while Paige and Amy giggle and glance at me. I wink back at them, and they blush and blow me a kiss.

A guy could get used to this.
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Trailhead











W
 hen everyone finishes, I begin gathering our trays and paper cups before Amy nudges me out of the way with her hip. She gives me a look before lowering her eyes and tipping her chin at Bea, who is talking with Leah. Leah notices my attention and grins knowingly as she excuses herself and joins Paige, walking toward the exit. I shake my head, realizing my girls are as excited as I am for my unplanned date with destiny. Bea turns to me as Leah steps toward Paige. Ginny and Amy walk past us to follow them.

“It’s just us,” she tells me. “Leah said she needs to look at properties with Paige, and Ginny and Amy are joining them.”

“You’ll have to give me a ride to the lodge after our hike,” I grin, remembering the plan we’d discussed before lunch. “Lead the way. I’m not sure which way you want to go.”

“Well, if we go that way,” she says, pointing back to the end of the parking lot, “it’s only about a mile and a half to the spring. The long way around the lake is about five miles to hike to the spring and back here.”

I stretch my back, feeling the tightness of my muscles. I kept in shape while traveling, using the hotel gyms or running if the weather was nice. It paid off, keeping me trim and fit. But after the strenuous activities I’ve enjoyed since reuniting with Amy, enjoying the company of her friends, and the torrid afternoon and evening last night, I realize I’m more drained than usual.

“Maybe just to the spring and back.” I shrug. “My body feels a little worn out.” I can’t help but side-eye the four beautiful women gathering by the door. Bea notices and grins, biting the edge of her lower lip.

“Understandable.” She laughs as we walk to the exit behind my happy harem. They’ve stopped outside for a round of hugs, even though I’ll only be gone for a few hours. I still take the opportunity to steal a bit of closeness with each of them, enjoying their sweet lips as I kiss everyone goodbye. We don’t linger because the parking lot is still filled with hikers and boaters as they team around the busy lodge. The girls leave, heading towards Amy’s SUV as they wave. I take Bea’s hand as we stand together, waving back.

“I like them. They’re fun to be around,” Bea says before turning and taking my hand in both hers. She smiles as I draw close, brush my lips against hers, and enjoy a short kiss.

“Good,” I smirk, pulling away. “We’re kind of a package deal.”

She grins and nods as we turn and walk hand in hand across the parking lot. A sense of peace surrounds me as we start down the familiar path. Comfortable with a bit of silence after spending lunch in the loud diner, our pace begins slow. My legs ache, but just a little, as we continue pacing ourselves, then slowly increase our speed as we hit the trailhead and start down the dusty path covered with fallen pine needles.

“Do you think you have enough in you for…” She smirks, blushing as she tilts her head. “I mean. You’re in good shape, but it’s five against one.”

“It’s more of a team sport.” I wink and let go of her hand to swing my arms at our quicker pace. “Sometimes, if we’re all together, I can relax and watch. They all enjoy different preferences, and they have zero jealousy.”

“I’ve …” She drifts off, glancing at me, then focuses on her feet. “I’m curious, and I’ll just leave it at that.”

“Curious about what?” I say, retaking her hand. “One thing we insist on between us is trying not to keep things to ourselves. I want to know everything about you, and I’m confident they feel the same.”

“I’m bi-curious,” she says, watching my face like she expects a sharp reaction. When I return her look calmly, she continues. “I am attracted to other women; it just hasn’t crossed over to a physical thing.”

“What about men?” I ask, then shake my head. “I don’t need the nitty-gritty details or your body count. I can tell we’re attracted to each other. I think you’re gorgeous and much younger than me.”

“Is this some Gen-X ploy to ask a girl her age?” She arches her brow, giggling, then grins with a slight blush. “I’m twenty-six. Never been in a long-term relationship. Some short-term things never made me feel as safe as you have in the past hour.”

I ponder our nearly twenty-year age gap. Doing the math and realizing I was almost in college when she was born gives me pause before I mentally shake the distracting thought away. She’s an adult, and so am I. We’re drawn to each other. That’s all that matters. If we click, we click. I nod and shrug. “You don’t mind that I’m old enough to be your father?”

“No,” she replies as her cheeks turn redder. “I have a thing for older men. Daddy types. Greying hair. Mature. Confident. It’s a romance novel trope if you read stuff like that. But I know that’s just fantasy, and I enjoy being around you. I don’t notice the difference in our ages when you smile at me.”

The trail is relatively level, given the rising peaks around the lake; this leg runs along a small outlet and across a rustic bridge as the water continues down a shrinking tributary toward another lake a few miles away. After crossing the bridge, the trail shifts back toward the lake over an extended arc with gentle switchbacks. It’s not a strenuous hike, but my legs still feel stiff after a quarter of a mile. I slow down, and she looks over at me.

“What’s the matter, old man?” She grins as she pauses, and I stop and bend forward, stretching out my hamstrings.

“Just feeling tight,” I grunt, then rise and catch her eyes tracing over my ass. “Gotta stay limber.”

I let my eyes wander to her thighs; her shorts are almost to her knees, and her waist is soft with a little cushion, but her snug rash guard top swells over her abundant breasts. Her tawny skin tone shows her heritage, and I’m curious about what I’ll find if I peel off her clinging top. When I catch myself ogling her, I shrug, grinning at her. She blushes from her attraction to me, and I know she caught my focus on her alluring body. We drift closer, as if by magnetism, before separating when a loud group of young kids starts running toward us down the trail from the spring.

We grin and watch the school-age kids pass between us. Turning back to the path, we see their parents looking tired as they look after their rambunctious brood. They shrug as if to say, “What will you do?” Then they smile at each other, and it hits me how much they love each other. I look back at the dust kicked up by their kids and feel a sense of want for their happy family.

Bea pauses, watching the couple disappear, then looks up at me. “I’ve always wanted kids, but… men my age don’t feel mature enough to be good fathers.”

I nod, lost in my thoughts. Am I mature enough to be a good father? I’m in my mid-forties and fooling around with five amazing women, two nearly half my age, three with a desire for children. If I were to get one of them pregnant, I’d be in my mid-sixties when the kid was in high school.

“We can go back,” Bea suggests, chewing her lip as she looks at me with a mix of heated desire and curiosity. “I don’t want to wear you out walking, old man.” She giggles, leaning into me and lifting her chin to kiss me.

The contact of her soft lips clears my mind from its woolgathering, and I kiss her back. I feel the pull to continue the kiss, so I deepen it, sinking into how good it feels to kiss her. It’s not long before I draw back, blinking at her. Taking her back to Amy’s lodge would be easy. I have a key, and we could find an empty cabin or an unoccupied room in her lodge. But there is another yearning, and I can sense it calling me.

I draw back from the kiss, and we grin at each other. I can sense her arousal from the lingering kiss. Her breath quickens as I level my gaze. “So, I should tell you about this spring and what it means to me and my girls,” I say, taking her hand and starting up the trail.
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Quickening











A
 s I recount my trips to the spring last weekend to Bea, I don’t hold back anything that happened between my three girlfriends and me. I don’t give her the play-by-play since she already knows we’re sexually entwined. It’s not that I’d be embarrassed explaining that to her, but she needs to understand what she’s getting into. We feel bound by fate, or at least powers we barely comprehend, and it’s made us tighter with the understanding that we’re linked beyond just a promise.

She listens to the tale as I recount the three times I visited the spring. Recalling the interludes with my sexy harem has my cock thickening in anticipation. The first impulsive coupling with Paige was on our morning hike. We branched off the trail and found a quiet spot to rut like animals along the icy waters of the spring. The next time, with Amy, we rowed a boat up the small set of rapids, drifting into a grotto of overhanging limbs and making love floating on the surface of the bountiful spring.

I pause, checking on Bea, noticing her flushed cheeks and rapid shallow breaths. Her thick nipples are tight and stiff, poking through her thin top. She’s as turned on as I am, but I need to finish the story.

“What happened next is what sealed it for me,” I continue. “I’m not sure I believe in fate or even a greater power. But when Leah told us an old legend, it felt like we were reenacting destiny.”

I pause, looking around. We climb the slight incline to the bench with my grandfather’s name on the plaque. It overlooks the spring through a patch of cleared foliage. Ignoring the view, I point to the bend.

“My grandparents loved taking their kids and grandkids to this lake.” I pick up the thread. “I spent many summers camping here and at the other end of the lake. My grandfather sponsored this park and has a plaque in his honor.” I point to the coppery plate, crusted with verdigris, and Bea crouches. Her fingers trace over the letters of my family name.
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She looks over her shoulder, then dusts off her hands as she stands. “Thank you for sharing your story. However, I now need to show you something. Come on.”

I take her hand, and she pulls me past the bench and down the trail, past the small break in the foliage where Paige and I had our tryst. She runs her hand along the thick wall of shrubbery bordering the trail opposite the spring before pushing the limbs aside and pulling me through a small opening. It’s the same place Leah led us to last week. My core tightens as I gasp, feeling the hair on the back of my neck standing on end. It’s the clearing with the gigantic split tree trunk and ancient stump.

“It was here,” I say, and Bea looks back at me curiously. “I mean. This was where we all came together.”

“Wow.” She stops and watches my eyes, then nods. “This is a sacred site to the Winefelly tribe.” Her voice is soft with reverence. “My people used this fallen tree in their rituals for centuries. We’re a tiny tribe and almost got wiped from history by the government after the Civil War. But we’re standing on sacred ground. Did you notice this is on a small mound? It dates back hundreds of years.”

I feel a sudden ping of guilt at how we defiled this altar, but Bea places her hand on my chest, feeling my heartbeat, and shakes her head. “Don’t feel guilty. It’s why this was built. To consecrate the union between lovers,” she says, then presses her lips to mine. I kiss her back, tentatively at first, then deepen it as I feel a quickening in my gut. She pulls away breathlessly.

“Yes.” She nods, crossing her arms to tug her tight top and pulling it over her head. “You felt it too, didn’t you? The quickening?”

My hands scramble to unfasten my belt, watching her tits bounce freely as she tosses her top away. I nod as I push my shorts down, releasing my cock. “It’s what we felt together last week.” My eyes focus on her with rising lust. “You’ve been here before?”

She nods as she kicks off her boots and starts shifting her shorts down her thick thighs. “Many times, but not… I’ve never felt the quickening. It’s only felt between destined lovers. At least according to the tribal lore.”

We strip bare, uncaring that a public trail is only a few yards behind us. The thick woods screen us from view, and the sounds of nature surround us as we blink at each other, completely naked. She takes my hand, and together, we step onto the surface of the ancient split tree trunk.

“When was it?” she asks, carefully lowering to her knees after letting go of my hand. Her eyes drop to my throbbing cock as she wraps her fingers around the girth. “What time of day?”

“Sunset, or just before,” I manage before moaning at the feel of her tongue lapping the tip of my cock, sucking the pearl of precum. I push my fingers into her hair, tightening slightly as she moves her lips over the tip of my cock. She stares up at me, sinking her mouth further down my length before pulling off with a pop and stroking my cock.

“The dusk hour is magical, as is high noon. Like now.” She bites her lip. “That’s why we feel it. Fuck.” I watch her, feeling a welling of desire and need tightening in my core. It’s beyond just arousal; I struggle to understand it, but it’s the same feeling as a week ago.

She goes back to sucking my cock, pulling me deeper into her mouth. Our eyes lock as she moans around my girth. My balls tighten from the sensation of her hungry mouth, but my core trembles as if some cosmic magic is binding us together. We stare at each other as she rocks her head up and down my cock. My fingers sweep through her dark curls, keeping her hair from obscuring the deep connection of our gazes.

“Fuck, that feels good,” I growl quietly, feeling like we’re alone in this evergreen pocket near the source of a mystical spring.

She pulls back, spitting on my cock, then dropping again as she sucks hungrily. My core tightens, lust coiling alongside the magical upwelling I feel. Gripping her hair tight, I pull her back from my throbbing prick.

“I need to be inside you,” I growl, pushing her gently down until she’s on her back. She spreads her thighs eagerly, yearning for our carnal connection. My mind empties of every thought except her. Her green eyes shine, and her tawny skin melds with the ancient lumber as she reaches for my cock.

She nods, biting her lip as I slip forward. I know she wants this as much as I do, but what she says next sears in my mind. “You need to claim me, Kurt. Right here. I want to be yours. Please.”

I lower myself to the ancient wood, still firm against my knees but with some give from the slow decomposition. I shift closer, my knees pressing under the curve of her ass. As she guides me into her, my hands cover her large breasts, thumbs brushing over her hard, thick nipples as I cup and squeeze. She nods at me, rubbing my tip along her lips and fitting me into her. I glance down at the rich brown curls that cover her mound, watching my swollen head slide between her tender pink lips.

“Oh, fuck, Kurt!” she cries out, staring at me as I sink into her depths inch by inch. “You’re so big… Stretching me. Oh, fuck.”

I keep playing with her nipples as I press into her slowly, inch by inch, stretching her tight pussy as she gazes at me in awe. When my hips press flush against the back of her spread thighs, she reaches behind me, grips my ass, and tries to pull me even deeper into her heat as our bodies merge. The need to move is overwhelming, but I hold there, balls deep in Bea’s tight slickness. She lets go of my ass, her hands pressing lightly on my chest as I rock back. She tosses her head at the friction of my retreat, eyes pleading for me to plunge deeper again. Letting go of her breasts, I reach up and grab her wrists.

Our eyes meet and lock as I swing her arms over her head, pressing her wrists into the ancient wood, thrusting into her with firm punches of my hips. I can’t look away from her, captive by the heat in her expression, the feel of her hips lifting to meet my strokes. Our bodies meet and part to an ancient rhythm as a soft breeze swirls around us. The sense of quickening in my blood is separate from the rising lust from fucking this beautiful woman. Her emerald eyes widen as she moans with each breath, staring at me with awe as she nods.

“Yes. Oh, Fuck. Yes. God. Your cock. Fuck. Magic! Kurt!” Her words slip out between gasps, needy whines, and lustful moans. I stare at her, my jaw tightening.

“You’re mine,” I growl as she nods. “I claim you to be mine. Mine to hold, to fuck… To breed.”

Her eyes heat at my surprising confession. The desire to fill her with my seed merges with the swirl of the magical quickening, binding us as our bodies shift together in a blur of primal need. Bea screams with her eyes wide open, staring at me, as her pussy clamps around me, clenching in waves as she hits her peak. Her body jerks, and her thighs tighten against my side. I thrust deep, growling as my balls release, spurting hot cum into her depths. Her ankles cross behind me, under my ass, pulling me deeper into her as my hips jerk insistently. My cum courses through my throbbing cock, shooting into her depths.

We freeze, locked together, our bodies twitching with primordial reflexes as I empty my essence inside her. When I can move again, I let go of her wrists and cup her jaw, lowering to kiss her as my chest compresses against her warm breasts. She kisses back, her tongue tangling with mine as our bodies slowly relax and go limp. My hips shift slowly, still flexing into her, even as I soften.

“Fuck,” I say, blinking into her eyes. Her eyes shine in the midday sun, then one tear spills and runs down her cheek. She smiles as both eyes brim with tears.

“That was beautiful.” She kisses me softly, wrapping her arms around me.
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Echoes











S
 lowly, I roll off Bea onto my back, naked, staring up through the trees to the blue skies above. I’m still catching my breath as she cries out, pointing up as a bird flies over us and then out of sight.

“A meadowlark.” Bea turns toward me. “You saw it, right?”

I nod and smile. The coincidence of the overflight seems meaningful, but I know we’re in the middle of a wildlife sanctuary. I don’t voice my logical thoughts. My encounters with seemingly cosmic forces over the last weeks have made me doubt my rational understanding of the nature of our world.

“I don’t know if it means anything,” Bea confesses, grinning at me before she kisses me. Her breasts press against my chest, and I reach up, combing my fingers through her hair, deepening the kiss. My cock twitches as I moan into her mouth with a deep groan. She pulls back and then looks down the length of my body.

“Aha.” She giggles. “The magic of how you keep everyone satisfied is revealed.” She looks at me, reaching and tenderly gripping my shaft. “It’s impressive, really.”

Moaning at her touch, my hips cycle on autopilot. As if by magic, my cock swells in her grip as she strokes it slowly. She smiles, then kisses me again with more passion and lust, and I respond to her eager desire with a smack on her ass.

“Oooh,” she yips, breaking the kiss. “Mmm, why does that feel good?”

I smirk, then look down the length of the fallen trunk to the stump with the carved, flat surface. “There,” I say, nodding. “I want you on all fours on that stump, looking down this old log.”

She looks where I point, then grins as she scrambles to her knees, rises to stand, and hurries down the split trunk. I prop myself up, stand, and follow her down the ancient log. She hops across the stump, twists to face me, and then lowers to her knees.

“Right here? Like this?” She bites her lip, running her fingers over the rough surface. It’s littered with pine needles, and leaves, dust, and dirt are scattered across the surface. None of that matters as I step across the gap, stroking my rock-hard cock. I look down at her, my cock throbbing as the strange quickening begins to build again. Bea stares at me, reaching and gripping my rod with her free hand, then leaning and slurping the crown, still gleaming from our spending in the bright sunlight. She licks and sucks off the juices from our first fateful fuck her eyes closing at the sensation. Flicking her eyes open, she pulls her mouth off me, spits on the tip, and spreads the slick, viscous fluid down my shaft.

“God, I love your taste,” she says, releasing my cock and lowering her hand to the stump.

I stare at her for a moment, then at my twitching shaft. I can’t believe how hard I am so soon after emptying myself into her. When my gaze returns to her, we stare at each other as my balls throb, yearning for another release. Moving behind her, I sink to my knees as she lowers her shoulders, resting her head on her crossed arms. She waves her thick, round ass at me enticingly. I smack her ass again, and she moans, tossing her head to smirk at me. I smack her other cheek harder, watching her eyes flare at the impact.

“Mmm fuck. Did I do something wrong, daddy?” she teases, and fuck if my cock doesn’t swell when I hear her.

“Something right, baby girl,” I growl, gripping my cock and tracing it over her slick lips, the remnant of my first load glistens along curly strands of her full bush. She inhales, holding still as I sink into her opening, then pushes back into me when I slide just inside. “Tell me what you want.”

“I want you to fuck me, daddy,” she says, her eyes flaring. “Put a baby in me. Fuck, I need your cock!”

My core clenches, and I drive inside her, gripping her ass with my hands and curling my nails into her soft curves. As I claim her, I want to leave marks—to remind her of this whenever she looks in the mirror. I pull back, then I slam forward, rocking her naked body against the ancient stump. She pushes up, rising on her hands and twisting to focus on me. I notice leaves and pine needles falling off her breasts as her body shakes from the force of my rutting.

I growl, feeling a primal power inside me. Raw. Animalistic. I slam into her, pulling her back and pushing her away as my cock cleaves into her tight, clenching walls. Her eyes are half-closed, and her heavy breasts sway as she moans in unintelligible gibberish under the roar of lust in my ears. The sounds of birds and nature grow distant, and we grunt and cry out as we work through the passionate ancient quickening magic we’re lost in.

“Fuck! I’m—” She screams out as her walls clamp around me as she releases, gushing around my shaft as I fuck her hard through her peak. “Oh, god. Don’t stop. Fuck. More. Kurt, more!”

After coming so hard earlier, I feel like I can rail her for hours and keep at it, fucking her like a beast as she squirms under my thrusts. Her body bucks, stiffening, as she screams and comes apart again as I continue to rail into her.

“Good girl,” I growl as my end approaches with each firm thrust. “One more, baby. Come on my cock one more time.”

She shakes her head, then nods, delirious with bliss and lust. Her hips buck back, twerking as I drive deeper, each slap of my hips against her ass echoing in the small grotto of ancient pine trees. I smack her ass, then the other cheek, between the hard thrusts of my cock. My head tosses back as I rut like a beast. When I stab my cock in deep and release a hot jet of cum into her, she freezes and shakes, her mouth open in a silent scream as I blast more of my seed into her young, fertile womb.

Spent, I shift forward, gently lying on her back, but she can’t hold herself up as she slides down until her body is limply spread across the dusty surface of the ancient stump. I rest lightly on her, kissing behind her ear. “Fuck, Bea. That was⁠—”

“Fucking incredible,” she gasps breathlessly. “My god, I’ve never been fucked like that.”

I struggle with how to answer when she shifts, twisting under me onto her back. Her breasts and soft belly are filthy, with pine needles and moss sticking to her flesh. I lean down, kissing her as we try to find our breath. Her fingers comb through my hair, then pull out a twig and some leaves.

We start laughing between kisses, then part, shift onto our knees, and stand, hand in hand. “I need a shower.” She laughs, looking down at her grimy, nude body. I glance down at myself and laugh because we both look like hell. Dirt, dust, leaves, and pine needles stick to our skin, glistening with sweat and other bodily fluids. I squeeze her hand. “Let’s get dressed. I know a place we can clean up.”

“I wish the lake weren’t so icy,” she says, glancing at me. “I kind of want to cannonball into the middle of the spring.”

“I know a place where we can skinny-dip in much warmer waters. Amy’s lodge has a hot tub.”

“Lead the way,” she says, and we walk hand in hand down the fallen trunk to where our clothes are scattered over the surface at the far end.
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Clean up











A
 fter the most uncomfortable hike back along the trail, we return to the lodge parking lot and Bea’s car. We grimace and groan with each pinch and poke, complaining at the discomfort before laughing at the zaniness of the situation.

“Next time, bring a quilt or something,” Bea says.

“Next time?” I ask, raising a brow.

“From what you told me, Ginny needs a visit to the altar.” Bea grins, her green eyes glinting with mischief in the afternoon sun.

“True,” I manage as a picture of Ginny’s slim body, full breasts, and golden hair fills my mind. I moan as my dick tries to come to life but is stabbed by a pine needle for its audacity.

Bea drives a smaller crossover SUV, a few years old but still in excellent condition. She unlocks the doors with her fob, and we both climb in carefully. We shook our heads to clear out stray twigs and branches at the fallen stump and still plucked out remnants on the hike back. I spy a stray leaf and pull it from Bea’s hair, making her squeak when it tugs her hair.

“Jesus.” She laughs, shaking her head after backing out and turning toward the exit. “What were we thinking?”

“We weren’t,” I laugh. “It was primal and instinctual. Even with our mess, I don’t regret it.”

“Me neither,” Bea says, cresting the exit and rolling onto the highway. “But bring a quilt when you bring Ginny.”

I glance at her as she drives. “You really think I should do that?”

“Take a quilt, yes!”

“No, I mean take Ginny.” The way Ginny joined my harem differed slightly from the rest, but it felt right. I didn’t see a reason to make another hike up to the spring.

“I think it’s essential,” Bea says quietly but confidently, glancing at me momentarily before returning her attention to the road. “You don’t want to anger the spirits, not after the gifts they’ve imparted to you.”

“Really?” I shrug and picture Ginny on her back on that long stretch of log, and my dick chimes in again.

“From what you told me about your first time there, I think we should all go for one final time. Lock this down before anything can pull us apart.” She glances at me, and I notice we’re getting close to the turn-off.

“Slow down,” I say, pointing at the small sign near Amy’s entrance. “Turn there; the lodge is just down the winding path.”

“Didn’t this used to be like… a summer camp?” she asks, taking the turn slowly and easing down the gravel road.

“Outdoor school,” I say, chuckling. “Amy and I were counselors one year. After her divorce, she took her share of the assets and bought this as a project. She made all the improvements herself.”

Her eyes grow large as she drives closer, the three-story lodge looming ahead of us. “This is awesome,” she says, steering into the parking lot. “How many cabins and rooms?”

“You’d have to ask Amy.” I grin as she parks and turns off the car. “I was kind of distracted last weekend and didn’t get the details.”

Bea laughs as she climbs out of the car. Paige appears at the top of the stairs, hurrying down, watching her feet. When she hits the bottom, she screeches to a halt and looks up at us.

“What the fuck happened to you two?” She laughs, closing the gap. “Did you get attacked by a bear? Jesus, you’re both a mess.”

We start to tell the story when Amy bursts through the door and stands at the top of the stairs. She laughs as she looks at us; I can tell she knows what happened. “Don’t you dare come up here!” Her grin is infectious, and Bea and I turn and laugh at ourselves again. “Just turn around and head to the pool area. We’ll spray you down there, and you can bring some towels back with you. Then you can take a nice shower in my room.”

“Come on,” Paige says, grinning. “I know where she keeps the hose.”

Amy disappears inside, calling out to the others while we follow Paige across the parking lot and into the fenced pool area. Luckily, no one is swimming, and we huddle on the far side of the hot tub.

“Strip down, all the way,” Paige says, unwinding the hose. “This is no time to be modest.”

I glance at Bea. While Paige has seen me naked plenty of times, she’s never seen Bea. She shrugs at me and grins.

“Come on, Beatrice.” Paige starts the hose and points it at the wooden decking. “Nothing I haven’t seen before, beautiful.”

Pulling off her rash guard without any hesitancy, Bea’s breasts pop free, and my cock shifts slightly. With all the discomfort of the hike back, it’s behaved and hasn’t responded. But I can’t help the spike of arousal over how delicious Bea’s breasts look as they bounce, her nipples tightening in the cooling afternoon air.

“Come on, lover boy,” Paige says, blasting the hose at me and spraying my clothes with a shot of cold water. “Gotta wash all the sex and mud off you, too.”

Bea and I continue to strip, throwing our dirty garments into a pile. The gate creaks open, and Amy appears with an armful of towels. She’s followed by Leah and Ginny, who see us and bust up laughing.

“Dang, you weren’t kidding,” Leah proclaims. “You didn’t try to fuck a bear, did ya, babe?”

I shake my head, and Paige starts spraying me down alongside Bea. I gasp at the shock of cold water, which thankfully takes care of the arousal and deflates my growing erection. We both keep turning while Paige runs the hose, and Leah and Ginny move closer, trying to avoid the spraying water while they brush off the stubborn foliage between blasts of water from Paige. By the time we’re done, Ginny is soaked, her white blouse sticking to her braless chest, while Leah’s old t-shirt is plastered to her curves.

“Okay, dry off,” Amy says, passing out towels. “Stay on the path so you don’t track in dirt.”

Leah glances at Bea and then at me before turning back to Ginny. “We’d better strip too,” she says, chuckling as she pulls her t-shirt off and tosses it in the pile. Ginny looks at Bea, bites her lip, and then shrugs off her sheer top.

“We’re all in the same harem sisterhood, right?” Ginny smirks at Bea with a glint of attraction, and Bea returns a heated gaze.

I grin as they strip down to nothing, even through the ache of my cock coming to life. Leah tosses me a towel, then grabs my hand after we dry off. “Come on, babe,” she says as she leads me back to the lodge. “Amy’s loft has a huge shower; we can all fit.” She winks and shrugs. “Might be tight, though.”
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Shared Shower











A
 my leads us back to her lodge and up the stairs, holding the door as we file inside, shivering in the cooling air. I have my towel around my waist while Bea’s stretches around her bust but falls short of covering her bush. Ginny and Leah have a similar issue but wrap the towels around their waists, leaving their breasts bare and bouncing. We left Paige at the pool so she could gather up our filthy clothes, hang them on the fence, and spray more of the filth from them.

“I think you’re close to my size,” Amy says to Bea as she walks to the stairs, and we follow, climbing up in our various states of undress. “I’m sure we can find something that will fit between Leah and me.”

She’s right. Both Amy’s and Leah’s bosoms are close to Bea’s generous dimensions. While Amy is trimmer than Leah around the waist and thighs, I recognize that Bea’s shape is similar. The thought of the three of them naked together stirs my cock. How am I going to take an innocent shower with three of my five girlfriends without sporting yet another hard-on?

I sigh loudly as we top the last flight of stairs, and Amy pushes open the door into her spacious loft. “Toss your towels on the side of the bathtub,” she says, opening up the door to her bathroom and waving at the enormous clawfoot tub along one wall. “I’ll get some more for after your showers. We do endless laundry here, so don’t worry.”

She waves toward the glass walls of her shower, which stretch across the back of the room. The shower is easily eight feet across and six feet wide, with a pair of rainforest shower heads and two long, detachable sprayer heads on either side.

“Wait, this is just your shower?” Bea asks as she opens the glass door and steps in. “This is amazing.”

“The floor is heated.” Ginny sighs, stepping in.

“I hate cold feet.” Amy grins. “There’s shower gel in the wall dispensers. Have fun, kids.”

Amy steps before me while Leah follows the new girls into the shower. She places a hand on my chest and then leans and kisses me. “How about we take a bath, just you and me?”

The heated tiles warm my feet, so I’m not as chilled, and I nod. “Wait until they’re done?” I ask as she clears off the towels and tosses them into the hall.

She shakes her head, grinning as she starts the water running and steam builds in the air. “I want to watch them.”

She kisses me, collects the towels, pulls mine off, and leaves the bathroom. “I’m just getting fresh towels. Make yourself comfortable in the tub, babe.”

I glance over at the shower, and the three girls are turning under the steady rain from the shower heads. I shift one leg over the high side of the tub and sink my toes into the deepening hot water. Hissing as I lower my extremities and acclimate to the heat, I settle back against the warm back of the tub. The water flows from a gooseneck faucet, but doesn’t obstruct my view of the three beautiful women showering together.

I realize that trying to calm myself in the midst of what’s happening is crazy, so, with a sigh, I drop my hand to my stiffening cock and slowly stroke it as it grows harder. Bea is behind Ginny, pressing the slim blonde against the semi-fogged glass and running her hands along her sides. Leah is leaning against one side, slowly fingering herself as she watches the pair. Ginny twists her head, and Bea meets her with a lust-filled kiss. They continue passionately kissing as Bea cups and squeezes Ginny’s tits.

Leah stares at me through the glass, then her focus shifts behind me as I watch and slowly stroke my cock. A hand on my shoulder presses me forward, and I turn to peek behind me.

“Just let me slide behind you, babe,” Paige says, her voice low in my ear. “You know, I love watching her.”

I lean forward as Paige drops behind me, her long legs spread around my waist. I lean into the feeling of her small breasts flattening against my back as she kisses behind my ear, her hands running up and down my chest. My mind flicks back to the two of us in my cabin, watching Amy and Leah through darkened windows until we couldn’t help having another go at each other.

“You just relax.” She laughs lowly, wrapping her fingers around my cock, and I let go so she can take over. “I’ll go slow. Don’t want to rush this, do we?”

I shake my head, mesmerized by my three girls swaying together in the shower. Ginny is between Bea and Leah as she gasps, tossing her head back. I track Leah’s hand cupping Ginny as Bea kneads the blonde’s full breasts, pinching her nipples.

A shadow falls over me, followed by familiar, red tresses and Amy’s bright smile as she climbs into the tub with me. She settles onto her knees as I bring my thighs together, then leans forward and kisses me. Her hand joins Paige’s, stroking my cock, and I close my eyes and just drift in the sensual motion of the pair in the bath with me.

“Oh, fuck,” Paige says, her fingers squeezing me. “Those bitches are so sexy.”

Blinking my eyes open, it takes me a moment to focus on the shower. The three lovers have lowered onto the heated tiles, bare skin curling around the next body. Thighs tangle together, linking the bodies in a daisy chain of mouths, fingers, breasts, and pussies. I can make out their lustful moans just under the hiss of the shower raining down on them.

Paige shifts to one side, and I lean as she pulls herself from behind me. She kisses Amy, whispering in her ear. Amy’s fingers are still wrapped around my cock as she looks at me, then nods. I wonder what’s happening when Amy twists around and leans over one side of the tub, looking toward the shower. Paige joins her, squeezing against the other side. Their bare asses press together as they sway side to side. They meet in a kiss before turning toward me.

“Fuck us,” Paige says, biting her lip.

“While we watch them,” Amy says, eyes blazing with lust.

The tub is enormous but tight for three people. Still, I manage to twist around in the tub. The tangle of their legs doesn’t leave me much room, but I can firmly press one foot down to the bottom of the tub between them. They glance at me as I rise and steady myself with one leg pressed laterally against the edge of the clawfoot tub.

The pair examines me as I contort my body to get into position, looking over their shoulders. They press their asses together as I align my cock with Amy’s pink opening. Her eyes drift closed, moaning as I slide into her. Paige sways closer, kissing Amy as she pushes her ass back meeting my slow, steady thrusts.

Holding on to the tub’s edge, I pull back, slipping from Amy’s slick cunt, stretching to the opposite side. Amy’s moan of frustration cues Paige to sway toward the center. She moans into Amy’s lips as I penetrate her tight slit and thrust in deep. I go back and forth, taking turns, fucking them slowly while they make out, glancing at the scene playing out in the shower. They pinch and squeeze each other’s breasts as their moans grow louder. I’ve lost track of what’s happening in the shower, focusing on the pair in the tub. When they glance toward the trio, I notice and shift my focus.

The three women exiting the shower are a delectable contrast. Ginny is tall and slim, with generous breasts and blonde hair. Bea is thick, with softer curves, pendulous breasts, tawny skin, and luscious brown hair. Leah, the unspoken leader of my harem, is a feisty ginger with full, round breasts and soft curves. They all stride shoulder to shoulder, strutting toward the bathtub as I steadily stroke my cock into Paige while fingering Amy, who trembles in lust. The three goddesses strut to the side of the tub, and Leah leans in and kisses me.

“Let’s take this to the bedroom, stud,” she says, biting my lip and pulling. “Your harem girls want to worship you.”

Her words are loud enough for Paige and Amy to hear, and they grin at me and move to stand. I slide back, push my leg over the side until my toes touch the heated floor, rock over the side, and stand, swinging my other leg out of the tub. Amy shuts off the water and tosses me a towel. All six of us take a moment to dry off, before dropping our towels and filing naked towards Amy’s bedroom. I follow my harem into the expansive room and the gigantic, Alaskan King bed.
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A New Day











T
 he sunlight blazes brightly through Amy’s windows. It’s well past dawn, and the shining ball of light is halfway up the window, peeking past the tops of the dense forest. But where is everyone? I twist in the tangled sheets. The bed is empty, and the pile of towels and clothes is gone.

I remember climbing into the center of the bed after walking down the line of girlfriends, kissing each of them as they waited for me to get comfortable. We communicated with gestures and touches, saying very little to each other as I slid to the center of the massive bed. My arms spread wide still left three feet to either side before the end of the bed. My cock stuck straight up as I nodded at my harem, inviting the five sexy women onto the bed.

I remember closing my eyes, overwhelmed by the sensations of their shower-warm skin sliding over mine. My memory of last night flashes as I rest on the empty bed. Eager fingers grip and stroke my cock. Warm thighs press against my cheeks as I lap at their sweet opening. It was like melding into one mass of pleasure; bodies became indistinct as each of us focused on pleasing whomever we touched.

Somewhere in the middle of the continuous slow-burn orgy, Amy, Leah, and Paige disengaged, leaving me with Ginny and Bea. They returned with food and refreshments, finding Bea riding my cock while Ginny ground into my hungry mouth. After recharging with the refreshments, we downed cold water from bottles. As Bea, Ginny, and I rested and snacked, we watched the first three of my harem resume. We couldn’t help the welling arousal watching the trio explore, and we rejoined, melding into the heat of their delectable flesh, resuming our explorations of carnal pleasure until we all fell asleep in a tangle.

Shaking my head to clear the memories and reaching down to cup my cock, I moan as I feel it swell from the recollections. It’s sore but doesn’t hurt other than a semi-pleasant ache. I’ve never felt like I’m drowning in a sea of willing female flesh before. I stare up at the ceiling, wondering if I’d died in a plane crash and if this was some strange afterlife.

I’m in my forties and quit my job to be with five girlfriends at their sexual peaks. How could I possibly keep up with them? Why would they want a burnt-out road warrior?

I blink, slowly closing and opening my eyes and staring at the ceiling. My cock grows in my fingers, and I shake my head. It’s nuts. I roll off the bed and stand, walking to the bathroom. It’s been cleaned and polished, and fresh towels are on the racks. It shouldn’t surprise me; Amy runs the resort and sells luxury to her guests.

Lifting the seat, I aim my slightly turgid cock at the center of the toilet bowl and release my bladder into the water. I’m aware that as the only biped pisser, I’d better be careful with my aim while sharing a bathroom with my five beauties. I hear the floor squeak and turn to find Leah leaning against the side.

I smile at her as I shake off the last drops before grabbing a tissue and drying off the tip. She watches, then smirks at me. “First time I’ve observed that in the wild.”

She grins and crosses to me, wrapping her arms around my back, raising her hands, and gripping my shoulders. I lean into her as she lifts on her toes, and we meet for an indulgent kiss. When we part, her expression softens into one of care.

“We wanted you to sleep as long as you needed,” she says, playing with my chest hair. “They’re all downstairs finishing breakfast. We saved some for you. But Bea says she needs to head out soon.”

“Head out?” I ask, and Leah grins up at me.

“Don’t worry, she’s coming back. Your harem isn’t breaking into pieces. She needs clothes, babe. She drove up yesterday expecting a nice hike and didn’t expect to fall into the middle of an old-fashioned Greek orgy.”

“Oh,” I say, shaking my head and grinning. “Yeah, that makes sense. I’m a bit disoriented.”

“Get dressed.” Leah points to my clothes that have been washed and folded on one of the bathroom shelves. “We’re all wearing the same as yesterday, except for Amy. We need to figure out where we’re living.”

I start to answer, and she presses her finger against my lips. “Get dressed. We’ll talk downstairs while you drink your coffee and figure out who’s riding with whom down the mountain.”

I nod, and she kisses me, then pats my chest as she turns and leaves. I dress slowly, my body aching. My head throbs, so I grab a water bottle off the sink and down it in one long gulp. I must be dehydrated. I feel like I’ve run a marathon.

Exiting Amy’s loft, I head down the stairs, wondering how my companions are faring. I smile at some guests as I pass them on the stairs, wondering if they saw us walking naked up the stairs yesterday. When I hit the ground floor, I hear my girls in the dining room and head in that direction, but pause when I see Amy at the front desk working on the computer.

“Everything okay?” I ask as I approach, and she turns and smiles.

“Oh, yeah. Sorry, I’m just going over the schedule for the next week and plotting out arrivals.” She stands and meets me, wrapping her arms around me and expressing a long sigh as I hug her. “I’ve been wonderfully distracted, babe. But I need to keep some focus on running this resort.”

“I understand,” I say, rubbing her back and feeling the tension in her shoulders. “I want to help you with that. I love this resort you’ve built. I know we’ve been zooming so quickly that I’ve also lost focus on how important this place is to you.”

“Do you mean that?” Amy asks, looking into my eyes. “You want to help me run this resort? You’re not going to leave or start consulting more, are you? I need to know because you and I have been living separate lives, and I’m afraid that what’s happening with us with everyone—won’t work.”

While she streams off her worries, I listen closely. I’ve fallen in love with her and all of the wonderful girls, but I also understand we’re in a tumultuous period. Change is always challenging, so I’m glad Amy’s asking me these questions.

“I get it,” I say softly. “It’s new to me, too. But when I think of how things will work with all of our circle, it’s centered right here. Your lodge is vital to making this work. We’re so close to the lake, the spring, and all the magic that’s happened. I don’t plan on leaving to start something new. You are my family now.”

Amy listens, her face relaxing as she hears me state my commitment. And when I’m finished, she wraps her arms around my neck and kisses me. We embrace and relax into each other before she pushes against my chest. “I guess we should join the others and find out what’s next.”

I take her hand and lead her toward the dining area, where our four lovers sit around one of the tables.
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Family Council











S
 eeing us enter, everyone rises and greets me with hugs. Amy then goes and gets a mug of coffee for me. I smile at her as I take it and sit at the table. Everyone looks happy but tired after the excitement of yesterday. Bea grins at me from across the table, then raises her hand.

“I guess I’ll go first. I need to go back to Eugene,” she starts, plucking at the same snug rash guard she’s wearing again. “When I left yesterday, I didn’t expect to be joining a harem.” She grins and looks around at the others. “I told them I’m still needed at work, but can do many things remotely. I don’t want to live in Eugene forever if everyone else is here.”

I nod, checking the expressions of the others before replying. “I don’t expect everyone to change their lives so rapidly, but I feel the same urgency. While working with you last week, I missed being with these three. I feel the same way about you and Ginny now. We can move slowly, I think, so long as everyone agrees on the destination.”

“What do you see as the destination?” Paige asks. “You’re our core, our center. We’re all independent women, but I’d love to hear your thoughts. You need to lead us, not just be with us.”

The other girls are nodding, looking back at me. I’m overcome by the responsibility I’ve taken on for all of their well-being. I take a moment before I nod at Paige, not wanting to respond quickly.

“Thank you. I need to hear things like that from all of you,” I say, then stand up like I’m about to talk to a new classroom. But this is entirely different than corporate training. These are the women I love. “I accept my role as leader, but I need everyone’s help. I’ll gladly make the decisions, but I need as much information as possible from all of you. We’re a family.”

I sit back down, take my cup of coffee in my hand, and take a slow sip. “We have a lot to think about and decide, but my gut says we must keep this lodge at our core. Not just because Amy has the largest bed.” I grin and pause as they chuckle at my statement. “This is where we started, near the lake where fate drew us together. This is our home.”

Everyone nods, but Ginny looks at me differently. I think about what Bea had said about everyone else being linked, except Ginny, by the quickening we’d felt at the fallen tree and stump.

“Has anyone told Ginny about what happened at the spring?”

Leah raises her hand. “We talked about it with Bea this morning.”

“And?”

“She wants to join us.”

“I love you,” Ginny interrupts, staring at me before glancing around the table. “All of you. I don’t want to be different; we all must be joined equally.”

“We all agree with this. The question is, when? What are your thoughts?” I nod at Leah, who again raises her hand.

“Tonight, at midnight,” Leah says, then shakes her finger as I open my mouth to complain about the trail closing at dusk. “We’ll have to sneak through after dusk, but tonight is the full moon. We can’t wait a month for another opportunity.”

“I explained to Leah about the altar,” Bea says, shrugging. “Our lore has accounts of special ceremonies at noon, dusk, and during a full moon.”

“I checked, and the moon’s zenith tonight is near midnight,” Paige says, waving her phone. “In about ten hours.”

“And we need to drive down to the valley, collect some clothes and belongings, then meet back here.” I look around, and everyone nods. “Doing the math, I think we have about three hours of driving, a few more to pack and load, and enough time to hike to the spring.”

“We don’t all need to go,” Leah says. “I can stay with Amy and make preparations. I’m told we should bring quilts.” She winks at Bea, who blushes, shrugging at me. “You go with Bea and get what she needs, then stop back at our house. Paige and Ginny will meet you there, then caravan back here after getting what we need.”

I look around, and everyone nods. “Okay, that’s the plan. How soon do you want to leave?”

“The sooner, the better,” Bea says as she rises. “I need to make some calls since I’ll be working remotely next week.”

“Okay, I’ll meet you by the car.” I glance at the others and nod at Leah and Amy. “Can we talk quickly?”

“Amy, can we take your SUV?” Paige interrupts. “That will give us more room to haul up their stuff.” Ginny is beside her as Bea hovers near the door.

“Okay, I’ll meet you outside. I need to grab the keys,” Amy says.

The three girls leave as Amy and Leah stand with me. I level my gaze at them both, then focus on Amy. “I think there needs to be a primary person among the five of you.” I don’t need to explain before Amy glances at Leah.

“Leah is the best choice,” Amy says, nodding at her friend. “She doesn’t have as much responsibility as I do with the lodge, and we already look to her when we have questions.”

“I’ll accept the role, but you’ve
 gotta be the leader, Kurt,” Leah says. “A harem needs a dominant male presence at its center. It’s the best for all of us.”

“You need to hold me accountable.” I look at them. “Both of you. I don’t want to be an asshole about it, but I need your help and wisdom.”

They grin and then embrace me. We share kisses quickly, knowing that I need to leave. “That’s the point,” Leah says as we pull apart. “We work because you’re a good leader and not a dictator. Amy and I will work out a plan for getting to the spring.”

Amy takes my hand and walks back to the front desk while Leah goes outside to say goodbye to Paige. She pulls her keys from a drawer and hands them to me. She wraps her arms around me, and we kiss again.

“Be careful,” she says as we part. “I love you. This will be challenging at times. Changing so quickly is disconcerting. But I have faith in you.”

“I have faith in us.” I wink, then wave and head to the parking lot.

Bea is standing by her car. Paige and Ginny talk with Leah as I walk past, give Paige Amy’s keys, and then hop in the passenger seat of Bea’s crossover. She gets in, then leans and kisses me, and I enjoy the moment of closeness.

“Okay, let’s go!” Bea says, twisting to look out the back window as she backs up.

I wave at Leah, hearing Amy’s big SUV roar to life as we head to the exit. Paige swings back in reverse, brakes hard, then spins a little gravel as she turns to follow behind us. I glance in the side mirror, then over at Bea. She grins and reaches for my hand.

“This is crazy, but it feels… right,” she says. As our fingers tighten into a cozy grip, I run my thumb over the back of her hand.

“Yeah, it’s what we’re supposed to do. I’m convinced, even if it feels out of control sometimes.”

She hands me her phone. “This is connected to Bluetooth. Do you mind dialing a number from my contacts? I’ll talk or leave a message if they answer.”

“Sure, but why the rush?” She unlocks the phone with a swipe and a glance at the screen, then passes it to me.

“I don’t want to forget.” She shrugs one shoulder as she steers down the mountain. “My mind is spinning with everything I need to do. You know how my business works. We’re trying to complete the project you helped us with, but it will take a while to be productive in the new process.”

“I’ll help you with whatever you need,” I say, and I flip to the contacts and find the name she calls out. As it dials, I’m struck by how easily we understand each other, just like the rest of our family. It’s another sign that we’re going in the right direction.

As she talks to someone, I pull out my phone and browse new laptops. “Don’t let me forget to take my laptop back with us; I need to transfer some files before I send it back to my old company.” She glances at me, nods, and continues her conversation.

“Are you with someone, Bea?” a feminine voice asks over the speaker.

“Just my boyfriend,” she replies brightly before returning to business. “I’ll fill you in later, okay? Let’s sync up the schedule, and I’ll check it before I leave.”

She finishes the call and then glances at me. “You remember Patricia from class, right?”

“I thought the voice was familiar,” I say, remembering the older lady in the class who acted as the planning coordinator for Bea’s group. “She’s like your deputy, right?”

“Yeah, she’s close to retirement but wants to get a promotion and work a few more years. I think I can groom her as my replacement.”

“Bea.” I sigh, reaching for her hand. “I’m not asking you to leave your job.”

“I know, and I appreciate it. But I’ve been talking to Paige. She wants to start an outdoor sporting goods business near Amy’s lodge. I’d love to help her out.”

“Oh, that sounds awesome.” I relax into my seat, slumping and resting my head on the window. “I’m still tired. Do you mind if I try to nap?”

“Not at all; you need your rest.” She lets go of my hand, focusing on the road ahead.

I slump in my seat and close my eyes, practicing the same meditative breathing I’d done on the way up the mountain. It’s a struggle to clear my mind with everything happening so quickly. Slowly, I accept the stray thoughts, then let them go. As my mind clears, it’s easier to breathe, and I sink into my dreams.
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About Linked Loves











We’re in a rush for one last trip to the mystical spring in the Cascades.


I’m tucked into the passenger seat of Bea’s SUV as we twist down the highway back to Eugene. My mind is full of unspoken worries about my five new lovers. Everything’s happening so fast, but I have no regrets. I want to be there for each of them and knit our odd family into a cohesive unit.

I know I’ve overdone it since Ginny arrived—adding her to our circle, then quickly repeating the same with Bea the following day. As my eyes grow heavy, my mind flashes memories of each addition to my harem. I haven’t had a steady relationship since before I met Amy, and now I’m the leader of five dynamic and passionate women. Will I be able to keep up with their expectations?


I need to rest while we commute down the mountain, so I shut my eyes as the road ahead blurs.










To the magic, both unexplainable mysteries and unexpected physics. May you continue to fascinate us as we journey through life.












Accept the things to which fate binds you, and love the people with whom fate brings you together, but do so with all your heart.


Marcus Aurelius
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Dreaming












I
 smiled across the table at Stacy as we sat in the brand-new diner in the lake lodge. She’d traveled with my family and me to enjoy a weekend of camping, boating, and hiking around this tranquil lake.



“I want to take you on a hike to someplace special,” I said, swallowing my last fry. “Just the two of us.”



Stacy smiled, swiping her fry along the edge of her Styrofoam cup, collecting the remnants of the chocolate shake on its crispy edge. “That sounds a little ominous.” She grinned and popped the fry into her mouth, chewing as she smiled at me.



“Ominous? How?” I said as I began collecting our paper baskets, napkins, and empty cups.



“Sorry, wrong word.” Stacy grinned, then kissed my cheek. She wrapped her arm around my bicep while I walked to the trash can. “Exciting is what I meant. Alone with you on a hike through nature? It’s on my bucket list.”



“What’s a bucket list?” I asked, then dumped the trash before taking her hand and guiding her outside.



“Things I want to do before I kick the bucket.” She grinned as we entwined our fingers, heading toward the trailhead at the end of the parking lot.



“You’ve got your whole life before you, babe,” I said, looking at her.



“I hope you’re in it, too.” Her smile was genuine as we focused on the trail before us.



I was filled with a trembling feeling low in my gut as I let go of her hand and wrapped my arm around her shoulder. Her hand drifted around my hips as we walked closely together. I couldn’t shake the feeling that our relationship was what I wanted for the rest of my life.



“I love you, Stace,” I said, turning my head and kissing her temple.



She grinned at me, and we focused on the trail for a while. The silence after my admission didn’t help the swirling in my gut. I’d spoken too soon; she wasn’t ready to hear it. Dammit, I always moved too fast. I was going to scare her away.



“I love you, too, Kurt.” Her smile didn’t quite reach her eyes. “But we’re both still in high school. We’re going to be seniors this year. I feel so close to you; it scares me, babe. But I think we need to…”



“Need to what?” I interrupted, sounding too loud and too angry. “Need to break up? Fine.”



I let go of her hand and twisted around to return to the parking lot.



“Kurt, stop,” she said, grabbing the back of my shirt. “Why are you so impatient?”



I stopped and swirled around to face her, knowing frustration and anger heated my cheeks.



Stacy’s eyes widened as she spoke. Her caring expression was calm despite my teeming emotions. “We have the rest of our lives to be together.”



Staring at her, my mind and heart warred with how to respond. I loved her; I knew it deep in my bones. She placed her hand on my chest, and my heart slowed as she pressed her cheek against my chest and wrapped her arms around me.



“Be patient with me,” she said so quietly that her words were almost lost to the loud birdsong around us. “Take me to this special place. I’m still here. I’m not going anywhere.”



I inhaled a long breath and blew it out slowly as I wrapped my arms around her. I kissed the top of her head and nodded against her blonde hair. We stood there hugging for a long time until my heart slowed and the tight coil in my gut relaxed.



“I’m sorry,” I said as we parted with a hug. “I’ll try to keep it cool, babe. It’s just… You mean so much to me.”



“You mean everything to me,” Stacy said as a tear slid down her cheek.



We kissed tenderly for a long moment, then turned and continued down the pine-needle-covered path.











* * *




“Why won’t you talk to me?” I screamed into the corded phone in my mother’s kitchen as Stacy’s line rang endlessly. Slamming the handset into the wall mount, I fell back against the avocado-colored refrigerator, hot, angry tears falling down my cheeks. “What did I do?” I cried at the ceiling as I slid down to the floor.



I start sobbing, holding my palms to my face. My body wracked with sobs as I cried into my hands. I’m confused by her distance and terrified I’ve said something wrong. We’ve only been back from the lake for a week, but Stacy was slowly calling me less and less. We’d stopped spending hours just listening to each other breathing.



It was my rash admission of love at the lake that spooked her. Typical me, leaping feet first without looking. How did I mess this up so badly?







* * *



“Stacy!” My eyes snap open to reveal nothing but the winding, black-tar road and a sign proclaiming that we are entering Eugene.

“Who’s Stacy?” Bea asks, looking over at me.

“What?” I ask, disoriented by my disturbing dream. Or was it a memory? Shaking my head, I stretch my arms above me, then sit up and adjust my seatbelt.

“You yelled out ‘Stacy’ while dreaming.” Bea squeezes my hand before pulling it to rest on the console as she drives with one hand. “Wasn’t that the name of your old girlfriend? Donna’s daughter. I thought she was dead?”

I nod as I rub my face with my free hand. “Yeah, I must have been dreaming about her.”

I go silent because, for once, I remember a dream vividly. It could be because it’s a memory of Stacy and me camping with my family at the lake the summer before my senior year. Blinking to cycle through my memories as the tendrils from my dream start to fade, I smile at Bea.

“Just an old memory,” I say, shrugging. “Must have been triggered by lunch and Donna’s reaction to seeing Ginny eating her fries.”

“Could be,” Bea says, squeezing my hand, then letting go to signal for a lane change. “It’s good you woke up. We’re almost at my house.”

“Sorry, I slept the whole way down the mountain.” I yawn as the image of Stacy’s face lingers in my mind. Then, it fades away and becomes Ginny. I shake my head again; the shifting images of two different people are confusing.

“I didn’t mind,” Bea says as she drives through city streets. “It was nice to have some quiet time to think about what’s happened and what we’ll need to do to make this work.”

“I understand if you’re having second thoughts,” I say, the troubling dream echoing again. “It’s not a conventional relationship.”

“What?” Bea laughs, giving me a sideways glance as she grins. “I’m not having second thoughts. This is like a dream come true for me in many ways: a hot older guy and a group of females with a mutual attraction. I’m in this. Like, one hundred and ten percent.”

“I’m sorry,” I say, squeezing her hand when she reaches for mine. “That dream messed me up. I may need to talk to Leah. Her perspective may have some insight. She’s always talking about dreams and what they mean.”

“It’s okay.” She leans over, and we kiss at a stoplight. Her fingers run along my cheek as we part. “You’ve got a lot on your plate. I can’t imagine how you keep everyone’s needs and desires in your mind. I’m here if you need someone to listen.”

“Thanks.” I grin, and then we’re quiet as she drives into her neighborhood and up the steep driveway of a Craftsman-style bungalow.

“This is me.” She grins and starts to get out.

“I’m going to sit here for a second and call Leah. I’ll be right in to help you.”

“Okay. It’s not a lot. I may finish before your call ends. I understand—I got this.”

As she grins brightly before turning and climbing the steps to her porch, I pull my phone out and see I’ve missed a message.






Ginny:




I just had the strangest dream.
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Haunting











I
 stare at Ginny’s text, and the odd synchronicity tightens my gut. I should call her first, but Leah may have more insight into strange dreams. I’m paralyzed by indecision, and my head is still a little woozy from my interrupted nap. Blinking, I close my eyes, feeling exhaustion flow over me. I’ve been overexerting myself, and my body feels tired.

My phone vibrates and I open my eyes, checking the screen and find another text waiting for me.






Paige:




We’re home. Text when you’re on your way from Bea’s.











My eyelids feel heavy, and the words blur as they slowly close. I struggle to stay awake before I succumb to my exhaustion. “Just a cat nap,” I think as blackness overcomes.






* * *




Stacy smiles at me from across the table. We’re at the lakeside diner, having burgers again. She’s older than the last time we were here in high school. I swipe a fry in my shake and bite into the crisp outside. The salty-sweet cold cream is delicious.



“Are you happy with your new girlfriends?” Stacy asks, grinning mischievously.



“They’re incredible,” I say, recalling the faces of my five beautiful girlfriends. “We get along so well, both in and out of the bedroom.”



“Good,” Stacy says, focusing on the fry she stirs in her shake. “I’m glad. I tried to find girls who would love you like I did.”



I look back at her, confusion filling my mind. Taking another fry from my basket, I bite into it without dipping it in my shake. “What do you mean?”



“I can’t stay, Kurt. I’m sorry I left without telling you. I wanted to reconnect, but—” Her nose crinkles as she shrugs at me, taking another fry covered in her shake and chewing it slowly.



My forehead creases with more confusion as I focus on her. “Where are we?” I ask, looking around at the familiarity of the diner overlooking the lake as everything starts to shimmer and fade.



“Tell Mom I love her. I’ll be moving along soon, and she needs to know I’m okay.”



“What are you
 ⁠—”







* * *



The car shifts under me, and I awake with a start. Bea slams the driver’s side door and leans over, smiling at me. I feel like I’m pushed toward her, but as we kiss, I sink into the pleasure of her lips.

“Fell back asleep?” she asks, pulling on her seatbelt. “That’s good. You looked exhausted when we got here. I packed everything I needed for the next week. Clothes, my work stuff. Amy has good wi-fi, right?”

“Uhm, yeah.” I shake my head and check my seatbelt. I never unfastened it before falling asleep. I rub my forehead and close my eyes, Stacy’s image lingering before slowly fading as the apparition wanes. I struggle with what to say as my mind melds with the present. “Yeah, Amy’s got great internet for being in the mountains. She told me their bandwidth increased during the pandemic as more people started working remotely.”

“That makes sense.” Bea grins. “Are you navigating to their house?”

“Right.” I swipe on the phone and tap the Map app, bringing up Paige’s location. “Okay. Start by turning right and heading north.”

Focusing on navigating to Leah and Paige’s house, I let the lingering dream settle in my mind. It’s not long until we pull up behind Amy’s SUV, park, and climb out. The front door opens, and Paige appears as we walk up.

“Kurt.” She grins lopsidedly as she carries a box of quilts past me. “Thanks for texting me back. I wasn’t getting worried at all.”

I twist to say something as she walks behind the open back of the SUV, when a pair of arms wraps around me, and blonde hair covers my face. “I was getting worried,” Ginny says, kissing my cheek as she hugs me tight. “You need to reply to texts and not leave them on read.”

“I’m sorry⁠—”

“He was zonked out,” Bea says as Ginny releases me and turns to hug her. “He couldn’t keep his eyes open and slept in the car while I packed.”

Paige steps forward to hug and kiss me, her brow creasing with concern. “You alright, babe? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

“I may have,” I murmur into her cheek, tightening my arms around her. Her warmth grounds me to the present, but my dream of Stacy’s haunting goodbye still lingers. When I lean back, watching her eyes, her expression shifts to caring.

“Hey, gals?” she says, getting Bea and Ginny’s attention. “Can you handle loading the stuff on the kitchen counter? I’m going to help Kurt pack his stuff.”

“Sure thing.” Ginny takes Bea by the arm and steers her into the kitchen.

The pair giggle and chat happily as Paige pulls me to the stairs. She guides me up to the second floor, looking over her shoulder at me with concern. “What happened, babe? You look shook.”

“I don’t know,” I say, pushing my fingers through my hair and scratching my head. “I had some weird dreams, or maybe they were memories. I’m just exhausted. I feel disoriented after sleeping most of the way down the mountain.”

“Come on. Sit.” Paige pats the guest room mattress next to her. My bags are open on the other side of the bed. My backpack leans against the wall, reminding me why we’re here.

“We need to pack and get back up to Amy’s,” I say, reaching and grabbing my backpack.

“Kurt, sit,” Paige says sternly. “We’re ahead of schedule. Take a load off, for fucks sake.”

I glance at her, then carry my backpack to the bed, sit next to her, and place it at my feet. She leans into me and hugs me again, and I sink into her. Her body is warm from her movements, but she holds me close and rubs my back. I sigh, trying to figure out what to say.

“I had a dream about Stacy,” I admit as she pulls back. “Two, actually, but I don’t remember the first as clearly as the second.”

“I’m listening, but we should call Leah if it’s about a dream. Maybe?”

“That’s what I was thinking, but just listen. I feel like this sounds crazy.”

“Okay, babe.” She turns toward me, and her calm expression is a comfort. “I’m here for you. Whatever you need.”

“I dated Stacy in high school before I met Amy,” I begin, my eyes flicking to the ceiling as I recall the past alongside the remnants of my first dream. Refocusing on Paige, I continue, “She went camping with my family and me to the lake. I remember confessing I loved her on a hike to the spring.”

“Wow, I never knew that,” Paige says. “But you and I didn’t run with the same crowd in high school. I barely knew Stacy since she was a year ahead of me. She sticks in my mind because of her accident and the town’s reaction to her death.”

“I never heard what happened,” I say, reaching for Paige’s hand, needing her calming contact. “Do you mind telling me the whole story?”
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Twists and Turns











“W
 ow, okay. Let me think. That was a long time ago,” Paige starts, squeezing my fingers as she looks up at the ceiling. “I heard she was driving back from the mountains alone, hit a patch of ice, and spun out of control. Her car tumbled down into a ravine, and when they got to her hours later, she’d already passed.”

“Coming down from where?”

“The lake. She was up in the cabins with her boyfriend,” Paige says, squinting and tilting her head. “At least, that’s how I remember the story. There was a lot of gossip that she’d been abused or something. I went to her memorial service, but that’s where my memory gets flaky. Why?”

“I dreamed of us on that camping trip. It feels like a memory I’ve repressed for many years. She broke up with me a few weeks later, and I was devastated. I loved her, but also felt spurned by her. Aside from Amy, I never dated anyone seriously after that.” I shrug. “I guess I decided it was easier to be alone than to deal with strong feelings for someone.”

“I think that describes a lot of us.” Paige half smiles. “Leah tells me about some of her clients to shed some emotions after a tough session. I keep her confidence, but sometimes we get stuck in the past, you know?”

“Yeah, that describes me.” I nod with a smirk. “Until last weekend. I feel like my heart is open again. But my memory of what happened with Stacy makes me feel unsure. But that’s not even the weird dream.”

“You had another?”

“Yeah.” I nod and glance up at her. “I dreamed of an older Stacy, eating with me at the lodge diner. She told me she tried to find girls who could love me like she did. Then she said to tell her mom that she loved her and that she’d be moving on soon.”

Paige’s mouth opens in surprise. She hugs me tightly and rubs my back when I don’t continue. We hold each other in shocked silence for a moment before she pulls back and watches my eyes.

“We need to tell Leah.” Paige nods at me, then looks at her watch. “But we should get back on the road first. Pack up. I’m going to go talk to Imogen and Beatrice.” She grins as she uses their full names. “Meet us downstairs.”

I nod as she leaves, pulling my backpack onto my lap. I sort through my things; my company laptop is still inside, and I keep my cable kit and stuff for my road trips. I zip it up and place it by the bed as I sort through my suitcase. Thanks to Ginny’s two-bag system, most of my belongings fit in one bag. I zip it up and scan the room. Spying the box I need to return my laptop, I grab it, my backpack, and my suitcase, and head downstairs.

The other three are at the foot of the stairs, watching as I walk down to join them. Paige reaches for my backpack and box and hands them to Bea and Ginny.

“Bea and Ginny will ride back together,” Paige says as the pair nods. “There is just enough room for your suitcase in the back of Amy’s SUV.”

“So I’m riding with you?”

“That’s right. We can talk to Leah together.”

Turning to the younger girls, I hug them and kiss each of them. “I’ll fill you in when we’re all back together. Drive safely. I want us all to get there in one piece,” I say as we walk out of Paige’s house; she pauses to lock her front door, then takes my free hand. I pull my roller to the back of Amy’s SUV, and Paige helps me fit it into the packed compartment.

The news about how Stacy died is still fresh in my mind. While we’ve driven this road many times, it’s a reminder that anything can happen at any time. As we pile into the vehicles, I’m struck by how easily Ginny and Bea get along. They are both millennials, while the rest of my girls are Gen X like me. I’m glad we all seem to fit together despite the age gap.

“I’m calling Leah,” Paige says as she steers toward the highway. “Tell her everything you told me.”

“What are you thinking?” I look at her as I pull out my phone to check messages. Since there are no notifications, I slide it into a depression on the console.

“I think we’re experiencing things I can’t explain,” Paige says, tapping on the CarPlay display in the center of Amy’s dashboard. With a couple of taps, we hear the phone ringing over the in-car speaker.

“Hey, babe,” Paige says when she hears Leah’s voice. “Kurt remembered some dreams he had on the ride down. We’d like to hear your thoughts.”

“Okay, no problem. Hi Kurt. Are you doing okay?”

“I think so,” I say, already feeling better just from hearing Leah’s comforting voice. “It’s strange because, like I told Paige, I rarely remember my dreams.”

“We’re experiencing a lot right now, which is likely why your subconscious is becoming more active. That’s my take on it. In a sense, your subconscious has remained dormant while you’ve been going through the motions by rote for a long time.”

I tell her about my dreams, and she listens as I spill everything. I also detail my relationship with Stacy in high school. In the background, I hear the sound of a chair scraping.

“Amy’s joining, and I have you on speaker,” Leah says.

“Hey, Kurt. I remember when you dated Stacy,” Amy says. “You guys dated for a long time when I was a junior. I remember asking you to that drive-in movie after I knew you’d broken up. I may have been a little jealous of how close the two of you were. You always treated her respectfully, even after you parted ways.”

“That was a long time ago,” I say, smirking at Paige. “I hardly remembered any details about Stacy until I had that dream this morning. Remembering how she ended it so abruptly messed with me. Then you and I hit it off, and that helped. But after you moved away, I returned to feeling completely alone.”

“You said you had two dreams,” Leah interrupts. “What was the second one?”

“Well, the first seems like a repressed memory. Like, I knew it happened, but the details were fuzzy when I woke up from the first dream. I was exhausted and stayed in the car, meaning to call you to discuss it. I remember seeing Paige’s text, but I couldn’t stay awake.”

“Okay, go on.” Leah’s voice is soft with an undercurrent of caring and comfort.

“Well, in the next dream, she was older. Maybe five years, while I felt the age I am now.” I tell her the details as I remember them. “Then it gets weird. She said she was sorry she left without saying goodbye. She said she’d tried to gather girls who would love me like she did. And to tell Donna she loves her, but she’s moving on.”

“Fuck,” Leah says, and I hear Amy gasp. “I just got another dose of goosebumps.”

“What does it mean? Stacy’s been dead for years. We haven’t been in contact since high school. She hadn’t been on my mind until we ate at the diner after⁠—”

“I know,” Leah interrupts. “Kurt, I want you to go through some calm breathing exercises, okay? Let me think about this and discuss it with Amy. I’ll call back.”

After the call disconnects, the car goes silent. Paige looks at me as she navigates toward the highway. The traffic is light, but there are many stoplights on this surface road. My emotions start to get the best of me, and I struggle to take a breath.

“Just breathe, babe. You’re hyperventilating. Slow inhales, slow exhales,” she coaches, reaching for my hand as she drives one-handed. “Leah will help untangle this, I’m sure. And regardless, I’m glad we’re together. I know I love you. It’s been fast, but… Kurt, I’ve never felt this way about a guy. Ever. I mean that.”

I squeeze her hand and smile. “I love you, too,” I say, filling the sudden quiet. “It’s a weird feeling this way about you, and about all of you. But I agree with what Leah said about my emotions being dormant. It’s like I became a robot with the constant travel. And then they awakened while the three of us were at the cabins. I haven’t felt this way about a woman, let alone five women, since… well… Stacy. ”

Paige squeezes my hand and then steers with both hands. “We’ll figure it out.” The cab fills with a more comfortable silence. “Are you hungry? I’m starved.”

“Yeah, I didn’t have much for breakfast. What are you thinking?”

“Taco Time?”

“Fuck, yeah. I haven’t had Taco Time in years. I loved their crispy meat burritos. Do they still have them?”

“Dipped in ranch?” Paige grins. “Of course, they still have the crispy meats!”

Diverting off the route, Paige halts the GPS while we detour for some Mexican fast food. The Taco Time chain is only in the Northwest, and the first crunch of the crispy, deep-fried flour tortilla rolled with seasoned taco meat sparks memories of my hometown. This triggers another dormant memory of Stacy and me eating there. Taco Time was close to the high school, so we’d make quick trips at lunchtime. As I’m chewing and mulling over the past, Paige’s phone rings. She taps the phone button on the screen to make the connection.

“Okay, Kurt.” Leah’s voice fills the silent void that had settled in the car, “This is what I think. I want you to try and listen and hold your questions. You’re bound to have some.”

“I’m listening,” I say, popping the last bite of the crispy meat burrito in my mouth.
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Theories and Plans











“L
 et me start by saying my academic research doesn’t go into the metaphysical, so this isn’t my professional opinion,” Leah starts. “There is no scientific evidence of an afterlife. From an atheistic, purely scientific point of view, when someone dies, their brain remains active until the body runs out of oxygen. Then it’s just a body—flesh and bone. There is no tangible evidence, scientifically, for anything after that.”

“I understand,” I say, nodding. “I’m not religious, but this doesn’t seem connected to my beliefs. I’m a technical guy who believes in using evidence and facts.”

“It could feel like Stacy is calling out to you from beyond the grave,” Leah continues. “The concept is abundant in literature and entertainment. However, much of it is wishful thinking for dramatic effect. Honestly, that might also be what you’re experiencing, babe.”

“Just an overactive imagination?” I reply.

“Perhaps,” Leah states. “Now I’m going to shift into more speculative but also more grounded explanations for what’s happening while you’re dreaming. You’ve had a very active week, both physically and emotionally. Your new activities have stirred up synaptic pathways in your brain that haven’t been stimulated for years. Additionally, new synapses are forming, connecting to previously dormant portions of your memories. While you sleep, your mind tries to make sense of all the novel activity.”

When she pauses, I say, “Okay.” I nod, recalling how the human mind works while learning how artificial intelligence works. AI tries to mimic the seemingly random electrical impulses in the mind by using neural networks to simulate brain activity.

“When you dream, your whole brain is active—wildly, especially during REM sleep. That stands for Rapid Eye Movement. The only quiet parts of your brain are the regions responsible for motor control and physical movement, which are mostly shut down. When you’re in REM, your brain is more awake than the rest of your body. Humans are very visual animals, so while in REM, the visual processing parts of your brain are very active.”

“So that’s what’s responsible for dreams?” I ask, trying to piece it together.

“Not solely. Every part of your brain is active. When you’re asleep, the brain sorts through recent memories and tries to store both explicit and implicit memories in long-term memory. The process is called memory consolidation, and it’s well established in the study of the mind.”

She pauses, and I sort through her explanation. “I’m with you.”

“This is my hypothesis,” Leah explains. “In memory consolidation, our minds dig through long-term memories as they sort through the short-term memories, and sometimes those neural chains spill into our dreams.”

“So that explains the first dream, going back and reliving camping with Stacy.”

“Yeah, that’s what I’m thinking,” Leah replies. “But the next dream isn’t as straightforward. It’s connected, but I think it’s also wound up in our unexplainable experiences near the spring. Your mind might try to make sense of the new experiences in light of your past. But that merely explains what we think we understand from science.”

“Okay, that makes sense.”

“But remember, Kurt. Science can’t explain things that can’t be measured or quantified. I don’t think what we’re going through—what you’r
 e going through—can only be explained by science. As a believer in fate, I want to place more importance on your second dream. But as a scientist, I can’t prove any connections.”

“I understand,” I say, then pause to see if she will pick up another thread. When Leah remains silent, I continue. “I was exhausted and had the first dream I consciously remember in a very long time. I get what you’re saying about new experiences activating dormant parts of my brain.”

“It’s complex and open to interpretation,” Leah says, and I can picture her nodding with her soft, caring smile. “It’s okay to keep thinking about it. Did Stacy reach out from beyond? I wish I could say she did, but I can’t use any real science to confirm that.”

“Okay, that helps me.” I exhale, releasing my remaining anxiety, then glance at Paige. “Moving on, what is the status for Operation Full Moon Midnight Fuck, or whatever we’re going to call it.”

“Ginny’s not with you, right?” Leah asks.

“She and Bea are driving together,” Paige says. “I gathered all the gear you asked me to, along with the old quilts from the den.”

“I should tell you, Kurt,” Amy says. “I called Donna earlier to ask her some questions. She might suspect what we’re doing, but won’t interfere. She said the park rangers don’t patrol after ten, and the park gates are locked at the highway.”

“I think we should plan to camp at the cove campground on the opposite end of the lake,” Leah says right after Amy finishes. “There is a section of the McKensie River Trail that runs along the eastern side of the lake from the campground to the spring. It’s slightly longer than hiking from Donna’s diner, but not by much because of how that side loops around the northern part of the lake. We can make it to the fallen tree an hour before midnight if we leave after ten. The path winds through the old-growth forest and the lava plains. Without as many trees, the full moon can light the way through the rocky section.”

I think back to my nature hike with Paige last week. We’d hiked that part of the trail in our loop around the lake, and I remember it wasn’t all deep forest like it was near the lodge. “We should take flashlights for safety, right?”

“We’ve got them all in the packs,” Leah says. “We need to be careful but not reckless. We have everything we need. Including tents to make it look like we’re camping, even if we end up not sleeping in them.”

“I reserved two tent camping spots at the cove with the park service,” Amy says. “We’re not breaking any laws going on a night hike. The park rangers don’t know about or patrol near the Winefelly altar. They only maintain the forest service trails that encircle the lake and spring.”

“What is your read on Ginny?” I ask Paige. “Did she talk about it during the drive down?”

“She’s excited and full of anticipation,” Paige says. “I recounted the trip we took for you and Leah. I still remember the location. The hike from Cold Water Cove will be easy if the moon is full.”

“The weather forecast says clear skies with no clouds or chance of rain,” Amy reports. “It won’t be too cold, but the quilts are a smart move. We’ll have to split the load between us.”

“Okay, I think we’re good.” I laugh aloud. “We’re not invading a foreign country. This is more like a high school kegger near the lake, only without the beer.”

“And a lot more sex.” Amy giggles.

“It’s a good thing I don’t wear condoms. We won’t have to police the area for stray foil wrappers.” I wink at Paige.

“That would be the biggest crime,” Leah says, and I picture her smirking. “This is to bring Ginny into the circle formally, but I don’t think anyone will complain if you knock her up tonight.”

“I think you should give it your best shot
 ,” Amy says, busting into giggles.

When we say our goodbyes and disconnect the call, I relax in the passenger seat. “Are you okay driving?” I ask Paige.

“Yeah, babe. I’m fine. Try to get some sleep the rest of the way. I’ll wake you when we’re close.”
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Shuffling Spaces











M
 y eyes flutter open as I feel pressure around my erection, and I glance to the side. Paige’s eyes gleam with mischief as she stares at her hand, cupping my length, running her fingers from the root to the tip through my shorts.

“Were you dreaming about one of us?” Paige asks after I moan at the stimulation. “Was it me?”

I shake my head. “I don’t remember.” I gasp as my hips twitch at her touch. I glance around, realizing we’re parked in the parking lot outside of Amy’s lodge. “Fuck, that feels good.”

“I love how responsive you are, Kurt.” Paige lowers her hand to grip the base of my shaft. “I’d like nothing more than to suck the cum out of your balls or ride this beast until I shatter.”

She starts stroking along my straining cock, her fingers wrapping the rough texture of my shorts and underwear around my rod. “Do you want to fuck me, Kurt?” she whispers, then presses her lips against mine, and I moan my affirmation into her mouth. Our tongues tangle as I rock my hips, grinding my stiffness through her grip.

She pulls back, her blue eyes dark with lust as she bites her lip. She drags her hand away as she twists back into her seat. “Not yet, stud.” Paige winks as she turns off the car and opens the door. “Your next load is meant for Ginny’s pussy.”

She steps out of Amy’s SUV and shuts the door behind her as I groan with frustration. I can hear her shouting up to the lodge entrance through the window. “Come on, we need to load up for camping.”

I close my eyes, catching my breath as my thoughts return to the present. Once again, the memory of my dreams is silent, but the conversation with Leah still echoes in my thoughts. My balls ache slightly as I manage to coax my erection to soften, adjusting it into a better position.

A horn honks as I open my door to step out. Glancing at the lodge’s entrance, I track Bea’s smaller SUV through the lot until she rolls toward the space beside us. I close the door without exiting the vehicle, allowing Bea to park as she waves at me with a bright grin. Ginny leans over from the passenger seat, smiling and waving.

I grin, thinking about how much I care for the younger women. Climbing out first, I shut the door to let Bea open hers. Ginny is already out and hurries around the back of the car as Bea slides out of her door and wraps herself around me. Ginny squeals as she presses into my side. I kiss them both as my cock thickens again at their delightful welcome. I groan when two hands cup my package and then grope up the stiffening length.

“Mmmm,” Ginny says before thrusting her tongue into my mouth. Bea’s hand strokes me through my shorts, eliciting another moan. I glance around as the three of us make out in the lodge parking lot.

“Break it up, lovebirds.” Paige grins, greeting the two girls with hugs and kissing their cheeks. “We don’t want to frighten the guests. Let’s unload and take things upstairs. We’ve got to repack some things for camping. Lots to do, so no more grab-ass.”

Ginny drops her hand and cups my aching balls, biting her lip and winking at me. “Dibs.”

“So I’ve been told,” I manage, adjusting my erection yet again.

Bea kisses my jaw, sighing into my ear. “I want some, too, so I claim seconds.”

Paige laughs and waves me to the back of Amy’s SUV. “Gonna be a long night, babe. Come on. Help me unpack your gear to make room for more quilts.”

I watch my two younger girlfriends unpack Bea’s SUV as I move to help Paige unload Amy’s. I take a deep breath, close my eyes, and wait for my erection to die down. Glancing toward the lodge, I see Amy on the top step, waving at me. When our eyes meet, she tips her chin and gestures for me to join her. I grab my suitcase out of the SUV. “Do you guys have everything?” I ask, carrying it to the steps that lead up to the wrap-around porch. “Amy wants me for something.”

“We got it, babe,” Paige says, then laughs. “But we all want you. Don’t forget that.”

I shake my head and hear her laughter grow louder. I love her teasing, but it’s a reminder that the rest of my family needs attention and makes me ponder how I’ll keep up. The five of them seem cool with sharing, but they’re also increasingly horny around me.

Amy greets me with a snug hug, and I wrap my arms around her as we kiss. Leah leans into my side and pats my back before continuing down the stairs carrying a backpack. “I’m packing all the quilts I can find.” She winks at me before turning and waving at Paige.

“You okay?” I ask Amy, running my hands along her sides. She nods, lightly kissing me as she leans into my chest.

“I’m awesome.” She grins and steps back. “Every time you come back, you find me first thing. It comforts me to know I’m on your mind.”

“Always.” I grin and push a strand of hair behind her ear. “My head and heart are full, though. I can’t handle any more additions to the circle. I never want you guys to feel I’m not thinking about you.”

“You’re doing a wonderful job, honey.” Amy grins and takes my hand, guiding me inside her lodge. “I love you and the family we’re building. Come with me to our loft. I want your opinion on something.”

She leads me to the stairs and starts climbing. I let go of her hand to grab the handrail while enjoying the sway of her hips and the curve of her bottom. She looks back at me, grinning. “I love that you can’t keep your eyes off me.”

A flash of memories from high school returns of her toned, tanned body spread across the carpet of her mother’s living room. The times we’d spent entirely naked, enjoying the sensations of fingers, lips, and tongue. We’d never taken it past heavy petting or oral sex in all those wild afternoons. The first time we’d enjoyed intercourse was last Friday. My cock throbs at the memory.

“You always turn me on, Amy,” I say as we make the turn and head up the final flight to her loft. “I’m so glad we reconnected. You and I belong together.”

“Honey, we all belong together,” Amy says, taking my hand at the top of the stairs. “I’m not saying I haven’t struggled with a bit of jealousy this past week. But it’s a reminder of what I need to work on inside myself. Sharing you with them feels so right, especially with Paige and Leah. Bea and Ginny fit right in.”

I take her in my arms, holding her close, and bend to kiss her. She kisses me back, a slow, languorous melding of our lips and tongues, and my cock thickens. I can’t help but grind my length against her impatiently. She rubs my chest, lowering her hands to my bulge and squeezing.

“We can’t.” Amy grins, stroking up and down. “Honey, you know I want to. But you need to close the circle with Ginny first.”

I sigh and look up at the log cabin rafters as she pulls her hand away. “I know, but fuck, babe. It’s hard.”

“I can tell.” She giggles, taking my hand and opening the door to her bedroom.

Her loft bedroom has changed. Her desk is gone, which had stretched down most of one wall opposite her enormous Alaskan king bed. In its place are two sofas. She’d moved one from under the window, leaving a space for a reading nook with two giant overstuffed chairs and a small table between them.

“We needed more space for sleeping and relaxing,” Amy explains, leaning against me with her arm around my waist. “What do you think?”

“I love it. It’s still cozy while having an open feel. We’ll have lots of places to choose from to relax and reconnect.” I look around, then back at her. “Where are you going to work?”

“I repurposed one of the guest rooms downstairs on the main floor. It was located in an unusual spot near the laundry and kitchen and was rarely occupied. So now it’s a combined office space.” Amy shrugs. “Leah helped me with the layout. We’ll all need a space to work.”

“Makes sense,” I say, nodding. “Bea says she wants to work remotely, too.”

“It has plenty of room for everyone, but I want to show you one more space.” Amy pulls me past the wood-burning stove and opens the door, exposing another expansive room stretching along the lodge’s top. It’s partitioned into six nooks, each the size of a small bedroom. There is a pass-through along the roof beams to a space behind them, but the ceiling is low and slanted from the roof’s pitch.

“For our clothes and belongings,” she explains, waving her hands at the separate nooks. “This was just a leftover space after we finished the second-floor ceilings. I’d never found a use for it. It’s just right to allow each of us some private space for clothes and personal items. There is enough room for a small bed or futon, too. There’s more storage along the edge where the ceiling gets too low.”

My chin drops as I take in the space, my imagination filling the empty spaces with our belongings. “This is amazing,” I say with a lopsided grin. “When you say you’re all in, you don’t mess around.”

“I helped her,” Leah says from outside the room. “When we looked at other properties, nothing fit. Paige and I want to be with you, so this is a way we can be under one roof—all of us together. We all need to share space and live as a family. Don’t you feel drawn to live together under the same roof?“
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Cold Water Camping











“I
 hadn’t put much thought into it,” I admit, but I grin and nod. “Hearing you say it and seeing how you guys have arranged everything, I agree. It’ll be cozy sometimes.”

“Well, as Doug Stone sings, ‘Love grows best in little houses.’”
 Amy grins as the three of us hug each other.

“Thank you for thinking about the big picture. You’re both helping me see it more clearly.” I kiss the top of their heads. Leah tilts her head up and grins. We kiss as Amy wraps her arms around us, and we reconnect. I pull back to kiss Amy again. My cock is stiff, but my heart is whole with thoughts of how these two exceptional women have filled the emptiness.

“It doesn’t feel like it’s only been a week,” I say, glancing at them. “But I know we all belong together, and this feels like home.”

“That’s what we’re going to do—make this our home,” Amy says, then looks at her watch. “We don’t have much time if we’re going to make camp before dinner.”

“Why do we have to make camp again?” My frequent naps and fascinating dreams have disrupted my morning.

“We need to make it look like we’re camping at the cove so the park rangers don’t suspect anything,” Amy explains patiently as we walk down the stairs. “They always make one final tour of the campgrounds before 10 p.m. We should be quiet in our tents so they’ll think we’re asleep for the night.”

“Too bad we don’t have one of those huge Class-C RVs,” I mention, not looking forward to setting up tents. “We could have some awesome road trips to national parks together, maybe tour Idaho and Montana.”

“We’ll put that on the list,” Leah says, winking.

“It’s been years since I put up a tent,” I grumble, expecting the worst.

“It’s super easy now,” Amy says, squeezing my hand. “It won’t take long, and we’ve packed air mattresses so your old back won’t have to sleep on the rocky ground.”

I roll my eyes. “You’re only a year younger than me.”

“Seventeen months and fourteen days.” She giggles, then kisses me before I can respond. “I don’t mind you being a silver fox, honey.”

“Everything is loaded,” Paige reports, popping in from the landing. “Bea and Ginny are going to follow us to the campground. Let’s go. We’re burning daylight.”

I follow Leah and Paige down the steps while Amy checks with her assistant manager. As we put on our seatbelts, she hustles down the stairs and jumps into the driver’s seat.

“All set?” she asks as she starts the rig. The loud rumble of its powerful engine vibrates through the passenger space. She looks over her shoulder at Leah and Paige in the back seat, then reaches over and squeezes my hand before shifting into reverse.

“I don’t know why I’m so excited.” She looks out the back window. “The campground isn’t far, and I’ve been there hundreds of times.”

“There are camping spots down by the lodge, too, aren’t there? It seems like that would’ve been a shorter hike.” I stretch my arms and arch my back. My body aches slightly from my vigorous activity the last two days.

“It’s about the same, and besides, the lodge camping spots are always sold out through the summer,” Leah says. “The only time you can reserve one of the cabins is when this is all covered with snow. The campground near the lodge has a months-long waiting list during the spring and summer.”

“That’s encouraging,” I say, glancing at Leah. “Since we plan on making our livelihoods by offering access to hiking, kayaking, skiing, and everything this area offers.”

“It’s always been an active area. It’s close to Salem, Albany, and Eugene for a steady stream of local campers.” Paige waves her hands toward the west. “But we also draw from Portland and southern Washington. Bend and Mount Bachelor are a short drive east past the summit, and Sisters is a small town but a fun place for tourists.

“I’m looking forward to doing things in nature instead of office buildings.” I turn back to watch the road. “What things do you like to do for fun?”

“I want to summit each of the Three Sisters,” Paige says, grinning. “I’ve already climbed Mt. Bachelor and Mt. Hood. I love getting to the top and seeing the 360-degree view from ten thousand feet. Have you ever mountain climbed?”

“No.” I laugh. “I run to keep in shape, but not long distances. Just 5K and 10K routes. I want to keep working at it and getting better though.”

“I’ll whip you into shape,” Paige says, reaching and rubbing my shoulder.

“What about you?” I ask, turning to Amy.

“I love kayaking,” she says. “Hiking is fun, but the challenge of a good set of rapids makes my heart race. Cross-country skiing near Bachelor is fun in the winter.”

I glance over my shoulder at Leah. “I read books.” She laughs and shrugs innocently. “These two love to be active. I’ll stay inside, get lost in a good book, research something, and prepare a good meal for any adventurers when they return.”

Amy turns off the highway and down a road that runs slightly downhill. The lake comes into view, and the lodge is barely visible at the far end. I can see small RVs and tents set up as we pass by the first loop of campsites. It’s been decades since I’ve been here, but the scenery is familiar.

“We’re down at the end, close to the trail,” Amy says, waving ahead at another loop of campsites. “It should be easy to creep out once the campground settles down.”

I recall camping with my grandparents, aunts, and uncles. We sat outside our tents and pickup truck campers around bonfires, roasting marshmallows for s’mores. I grin, enjoying my memories of the rustic campground. There is an old, hand-powered water pump because while the lake’s water is so icy cold, it’ll make you sick from the algae if you drink it.

“This feels like home.” I grin as Amy turns into a campsite.

She rolls down the window and waves Bea toward the campsite just past ours. “We got the two at the end, near the boat ramp. The trail runs right past that, so we can access it without disturbing anyone else.”

We all climb out and walk to the back, where Paige hands out things for us to carry and set up tents. Amy and Leah grab a cooler and a picnic basket and take them to a long picnic table between the two campsites.

Ginny and Bea park by the opposite side of the table, and we start setting things up. Amy is right; the three small tents are easy to set up. We’ll have to pair up for sleeping. That’s fine with me; after the last few nights sleeping in a pile of warm bodies, it will be nice to cozy up with just one of my girls.
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Meal Counseling











“O
 kay, everyone.” Leah bangs a wooden spoon around the inside of a cast-iron skillet, even though we’re already near the table. “Let’s eat!”

We’d sat around the picnic table while Amy and Leah prepared dinner on the other end. I knew it wouldn’t be anything gourmet, but that was fine. I was hungry. I’d only eaten the small Mexican lunch from Taco Time since eating burgers and fries at the lodge before my hike with Bea yesterday.

I grin at the memory of showering off the filth from our romp in the woods. We’d all snacked while exploring each other, comfortably tucked into Amy’s loft. I’d only had coffee for breakfast before we quickly headed down the mountain, where I fell asleep and dreamed of Stacy. My musing about the last two places we’d eaten brings back her memory. I close my eyes and try to clear the invasive thought.

I have little to complain about with my life taking a sudden twist, filled with five beautiful women, and loving every part of it. But the lack of routine is starting to wear on me. Amy and Leah must’ve sensed this because they’ve planned for a regular meal before we begin the next adventure. Along the center of the picnic table rests a large cooler packed with huge, steaming hot baked potatoes wrapped in foil, then a line of the fixings, including a choice between smoked pulled pork, shredded chicken, or taco-seasoned beef as toppings.

“Wow!” I say, looking down at my baked potato, the size of a dinner plate. I load the inside of the skin with a healthy scoop of taco meat, then add a generous handful of cheese and a heaping spoonful of sour cream. “When did you have time to make this?”

“We baked them in the oven at the lodge. I freeze many things I get from restaurants in Sisters or down in the valley like the taco meat is from Taco Time.” Amy grins and winks as she sits beside me with her plate of hot, steamy food. “Guests enjoy breakfasts and nightly small meals provided as part of their reservations. Baked potatoes are easy to cook and keep warm, wrapped in foil.”

“We’d just finished packing the food in the coolers to keep everything hot when you returned,” Leah continues. “We’ve been lax on a consistent eating schedule, so Amy and I put our heads together to devise a plan for feeding us all.”

“Thank you for thinking ahead.” I nod and fork in a mouthful of fluffy potato, taco meat, cheese, and sour cream mouthful. My eyes roll back as I chew. “This is awesome. I just realized that my diet today has been Taco Time and coffee.”

“Yeah. We need to do better with meal planning,” Amy says, leaning on my shoulder. “Once settled, we can develop a routine and schedule. We can’t have you passed out from a calorie deficit from lack of meals.”

“You keep making dishes like this, and I don’t think it will be a problem. I might have to start marathon training to keep from getting pudgy.”

“I’m sure we can think of various vigorous activities to keep you fit and happy,” Paige chimes in from her spot. “You need to train for alpine climbing too!”

The girls are in good spirits, full of smiles as they chat and laugh. I grin, watching Paige joke around with Ginny and Bea. Her sense of humor always seems to calm me when I feel stressed. Bea is getting along with the rest of the girls, and I’m sure riding back up the mountain with Ginny helped their bonding. Ginny is lively and a lot of fun. I didn’t get to spend much one-on-one time with her yesterday, so I look forward to giving her my full attention at the mystical native altar near the spring.

The sun sinks toward the horizon, approaching the sunset that’s probably due in an hour or so. Since it’s near midsummer, the days are pretty long this far north, so I reckon we’ll have a couple of hours of twilight before the dark and the last park ranger patrol around 10 p.m.

I glance up, noticing Leah smiling at me. “What?” I grin at her while poking at the remains of my baked potato.

“You’re thinking about timing, aren’t you?”

“How did you know?” I narrow my eyes because sometimes she’s eerily tuned in to what’s happening.

“I’m very attentive to your mannerisms,” Leah explains. “You’ve gone all day without any sex, so you’re starting to feel antsy.”

“I’m not that bad,” I try to argue, laughing. She raises a hand.

“It’s a good thing, babe. You’ve needed a break and did great using your downtime today to rest. You’ve got to be anticipating Operation Midnight Fuck. I just noticed you checking the sun, looking around at the campground, noticing the shadows. You don’t wear a watch because you’ve got a natural sense of time, and when you need to know, it’s on your phone.”

“Is your last name Holmes?” I grin.

“Like I said, I pay attention to things. Especially you.”

“Why me?” I ask, furrowing my brow. Amy turns, hearing our conversation, while the other three continue to laugh and enjoy whatever they’re talking about.

“Because you are under the most pressure right now,” Leah says, then holds up her hand before I complain. “Maintaining relationships is different than work, Kurt. You feel responsible for five new people in your life. You’re recently unemployed and moving halfway across the country. You’re feeling a lot of stress. Don’t tell me you’re not.”

Glancing at Amy, I nod. “Yeah, I hadn’t been dwelling on it,” I admit to Leah as Amy leans into my side and hugs me. “I’ve been wonderfully distracted. But, yeah, I can feel the tension building inside me. I never really thought of the stressors you just listed.”

“I deal with people in relationship crises,” Leah explains. “Most of the time, the emotional closeness isn’t the problem. It’s unexamined stress, miscommunication, and misaligned priorities. That pressure starts spats and builds resentment, and that
 stresses the relationship.”

Amy nods. “Many things were misaligned between my ex-husband and me. But I agree. The problems worsened when we stopped communicating, made assumptions, and held grudges for things that never happened.”

“We’ve talked about that, Amy. I know you understand the importance of talking things through dispassionately.” She focuses back on me. “It’s Kurt I’m worried about because I feel like he’s spent the last thirty years avoiding relationship issues by focusing on work. That’s a different kind of stress, and it doesn’t grow because it is the nature of business to solve conflicts. Which is a whole different topic.”

“What are you saying?” I ask, feeling a bit defensive but not disagreeing with her point of view. “Tell it to me straight.”

“Babe,” Leah says, reaching for my hand. “I’m worried about you, but I also see that you’ve made significant shifts in your routine over the past week. You’re looking to us for input and listening before jumping to a new project. I encourage you to continue that as your life goes through this massive shift.”

“Okay.” I squint at her and work through my emotional response to her concern. Amy leans and kisses my cheek but stays silent. Leah squeezes my hand, letting me process, and I squeeze back when it clicks.

“You want me to be more open to talking about what’s on my mind rather than just stewing on it silently and then making a decision without getting more input.”

Leah raises both eyebrows and winks. “Got it in one,” she says, nodding. “You’re not alone anymore. We’re here, and we support you. I’m holding you to what you said at breakfast. You need to lead, but you also need to engage in discussions. What’s worrying you right now?”

“I was thinking about when we should leave. How long will the hike take? Do we need to set anything up? What do we do between now and the final park ranger check?”

Leah nods at Amy, who squeezes my forearm. “We’re going to start a campfire, then roast some s’mores for dessert.”

“Paige and I are going to head out a little before ten,” Leah says. “Because we want to set up quilts and things to make it comfortable. The four of you can join us after the park rangers leave.”

“It should take about thirty to forty minutes for us to make the hike,” Paige says, and I notice she’s slid close at some point as the conversation shifts to the night’s plans. “If you leave after ten-thirty, you’ll have plenty of time.”

As we discuss the plans, Bea and Ginny lean toward us, and the girls’ natural focus on the shift in our discussion strikes me. Everyone is aligned, and it helps to calm the tight coil in my gut that I’ve ignored.

“We have packs packed for each of us,” Amy tells the group. “Leah and I divided the supplies between the backpacks. You each have an LED lantern in your pack; with the full moon, you shouldn’t need it on the hike. But we might need to use them in the old-growth forest near the altar.”

“In the packs are some water bottles and snacks. We don’t know how long we’ll be at the altar, but we may be peckish at the end.” Leah’s mouth turns up in a wicked grin.

“You guys have this wired,” I say with a nod. “Thank you. It’s helpful to know that everyone is included. I feel like I’ve been too absent with my naps today.”

“You need your rest, babe. The stress you’ve been ignoring takes its toll,” Paige says with a smirk. “You’re not exhausted solely from fucking your sexy harem girls.”

“We can handle the details,” Leah reminds me. “We’re all one big team.”

Ginny raises her hand, and I nod at her.

“Okay, that’s all great.” She grins and winks at me before wrinkling her nose. “But what is a… s’more
 ? I want some dessert!”
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Fire Building











G
 inny’s sweet tooth and curiosity break the serious mood as everyone explains their favorite method for making s’mores. The rest of us were raised in the shadows of the Cascades, so roasting marshmallows, breaking chocolate bars into squares to fit one half of a graham cracker, then building a gooey sandwich of the three ingredients was a rite of passage and ingrained in our minds.

While the girls discuss the finer points of roasting marshmallows, I finish my potato. I collect everyone’s paper plates and plastic forks while Amy and Leah set up for s’mores. They set out a collection of zip-lock bags containing marshmallows, graham crackers, and mini chocolate bars.

“I’ve always just used the classic Hershey bars,” I mention as I rejoin them at the picnic table. “Do the minis work for s’mores?”

“Two per works great, and the variety of chocolates, crispy rice, and peanuts add a little je ne sais quoi
 ,” Amy grins, sparking memories of high school French class. “I like the Mr. Goodbar for the peanuts.”

“Special Dark is the superior chocolate,” Paige says, then pulls me toward the fire pit. “I need a man’s touch with this fire-building thing,” She says, blinking her eyes innocently and widening them like a kitten.

“Bullshit.” I laugh, and she hugs me, then squats and starts making a stack of kindling.

“I haven’t built a fire in years,” I say, kneeling beside her.

She makes half a ring of small sticks, like a small teepee, stuffs the middle with straw, and packs the remaining kindling around it. “Hand me that backpack.” I grab the bag she’s pointing at from the pile near the picnic table.

Paige unzips it, then looks to see if anyone is watching before reaching in and pulling out a can of lighter fluid. She dumps the pungent liquid over the dry twigs and moss mound and hides the can back in her pack. “You got a lighter?” she asks. When I shrug and shake my head, she grins as she pulls out a box of wooden matches.

“Good thing I didn’t plan on you knowing how to make a fire,” Paige says, scratching a match on one of the lava stones ringing the pit and then dropping the lit match on the pile of kindling soaked with flammable liquid.




FOOM






She smirks, pockets the matches, and gestures for me to help her place medium-sized chunks of wood around the small inferno she just made. After some time and patience, a campfire roars inside the stone and metal fire ring. “Make sure to extinguish this before you leave.” She rises, dusting off her hands.

“How do you like your marshmallows?” I ask her as we walk back to the picnic table. “I need to re-establish my manhood by charring a puffy cylinder of sugar.”

“Torch it.” Her eyes gleam in the dimming light of the sunset. “I’ll smash it in between. It’s the easiest way. Who has time for the golden-brown bullshit.”

“Hey, I love the light toasting,” Leah says, handing me a long skewer with a wooden handle. “Marshmallows are delicate and deserve to be treated with loving care.”

“I think marshmallows can handle the rough stuff. Don’t you think, Kurt?” Paige parries.

“Are we still talking about marshmallows or the two of you?” I quip and load up two skewers with the white balls from the stack on the table. “I’ll make up a few of each.”

I crouch near the firepit, feeling the heat of the fire as I jab one of the skewers directly into the flames while twirling the other stick a few inches away. Bea and Ginny kneel in the dirt on either side of me and start experimenting with how to roast their confections. I glance around and find Amy with a handful of unwrapped chocolate and marshmallows in one hand.

“I hate graham crackers.” She smirks, popping an unroasted marshmallow between her lips.

Laughing, I focus back on the fire, pull out the first skewer adorned with two flaming balls of sugar, and blow out the flames. Paige leans over my back, holding a cracker stacked with miniature chocolate bars. “Perfect, babe, just put them on this.” I shift to align the skewer with her arrangement of chocolate, and she presses another cracker on top. The charred blobs crunch as I slide my stick back. She holds out two more marshmallows. “For yours.”

I check the other skewer as she pushes fresh blobs over the gooey point. The other two have toasted to a light beige, and I glance at Leah, who’s watching the rotation. She nods. “That’s perfect. Gimme!” I repeat the process with her two lightly toasted confections and then focus on mine.

Ginny slightly burnt hers on accident while Bea carefully rotated hers until it matched the tone of her tawny complexion. They’re busy piling up the melting sugar bombs on their choice of chocolate while I finish with my pair. Amy rubs my shoulder as she watches. “Yeah, there you go, that’s not too burnt and not too raw.”

“The goldilocks of roasted marshmallows.” I nod, then stand as she holds out a cracker with one of each of the minis lined down the middle. She presses another cracker on top when I drop the skewer of lightly crisped cylinders onto the chocolate chunks. After I slide out the skewer, she hands me the s’more and returns the skewer to the picnic table.

”We’re going to head out,” Leah says, holding her s’more in one hand and swinging her backpack over the other shoulder. “Don’t forget to clean up and dump things in the trash. Lock the rest of the food in the back of Amy’s SUV. Some wild animals would love to get sick from eating human food.”

Paige helps her wife strap her backpack around her middle while she chews the last bite of her dessert. I walk up, holding my s’more in one hand, to hug each of them in turn. The night is darkening, and the only light comes from the blazing fire.

“Be careful,” I say as everyone huddles around the pair. “We’ll be on our way after the park rangers leave.”

“We have our phones if something happens,” Paige says, waving it in her hand before sliding it into her back pocket. “Make sure yours are charged—you can top off from Amy’s rig. We’ll see you there.”

The pair head off to the trailhead by the boat ramp, running toward the frigid lake. They wave back, holding hands as they disappear behind bushes running along the trail’s side.

“Let’s clean up from dinner, girls,” Amy directs, then turns to me. “Get out the camp chairs from the back, please. We can enjoy the fire for a while as it dies down.”

Amy gathers the leftover food and packs it into the cooler as I assist Ginny and Bea in bagging the garbage. They take the bags to the covered trash can by the rustic outhouse near the boat ramp. Opening the back of the SUV, I grab four folding chairs from the back as Amy meets me, carrying the cooler.

“Having fun?” she asks with a grin.

“I love this. I can’t wait to incorporate camping into our schedules.”

“We will,” she says, plopping the cooler inside the back, then closing the door with a push of the button. “That’s why I decided to live up here. It’s a simpler life than the business of the valley.”

I transfer all the long, folding camp chairs under one arm and take Amy’s hand with the other. We place the chairs around the lava stone fire ring when we return to the fire. Amy sits to one side of me. Ginny and Bea sit together on the other side when they return. We begin sharing camping stories from our childhood as the time ticks toward midnight.
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Midnight Hike











T
 he four of us take in the gloaming as the forest darkens and the bird song goes silent. The sound of insects rises behind the crackling fire. The atmosphere reminds me of my uncle pulling out his guitar and playing John Denver songs while my family, including aunts, uncles, and grandparents, sang along. Those types of vacations ended when I joined the Navy after high school.

When I left the service and returned to civilian life, my career took all my focus. I settled in Texas, and that’s when my road-warrior lifestyle began. Thinking back, I’m unsure when I stopped seeking solace in nature, like I had in my youth. The memories of my family return my thoughts to when Stacy and I visited in the spring. I glance at Ginny, and it strikes me how similar her looks are to Stacy’s. Ginny is older by a decade than when we’d dated in high school, but my mind has closed that gap with imagination. My dream of her stirs in my thoughts as I poke at the glowing embers.

“What time is it?” I ask aloud after our conversation hits a lull, and the four of us stare into the dwindling campfire’s dancing flames.

“Getting close to ten,” Amy says, nuzzling against my shoulders. “We should start putting out the fire and make it look like we’re going to bed in the tents.”

“That sounds nice.” Bea nods, smiling at Ginny. “It’s been a busy day. I could use some downtime before the hike.”

I glance at Amy, and she returns my gaze as she nods. “Need to get some water out of that old thing.” She points to the one-armed water pump. “I left a bucket under the picnic table.”

“Ginny, want to help me?” I ask.

“Sure,” she says, standing and brushing off her bottom.

She’s getting increasingly quiet as the night wears on. It would be good to talk with her alone since we’re both anticipating what’s to come. I take her hand while Bea and Amy fold up the chairs. Grabbing the bucket as we pass the picnic table, we stroll down the curved slope to the outhouse and pump.

“We’ll get the tents ready,” Amy says as we depart. “Gotta make it look right for the park rangers.”

Raising my hand, I wave to show her I heard her, then turn to Ginny. “I’m sorry we haven’t spent much time together since you arrived.”

“Oh, I understand.” She tilts her head and combs a wisp of hair behind her ear. “Given what’s happened between us all, it’s understandable. Spending time with Bea driving back mountains was great. I also had the opportunity to spend time with Paige on the way down. She’s wonderful.”

We go quiet as we approach the pump. Both of us seem lost in thought. I hand her the bucket and grab the old cast-iron hand. “Just hold it under the spigot. I’ll do the hard work.”

“Good,” Ginny says. “I’ll rest up and do my part when we reach whatever it’s called.”

Her smile is muted as she bites the side of her lip, watching me pull down the handle and then push it back up. The old two-stroke pump draws the water from the well slowly but doesn’t need priming. After a few strokes, the first splash of cold water flows from the mouth into the bucket.

“I think we’re calling it the altar.” I shrug. “It’s an interesting place. I can’t describe the feeling I experienced the first two times I’ve been there.”

“I’m not used to such a dense forest.” She surveys the Douglas fir forest along the back of the campground opposite the dark lake.

“It’s a lot different than Texas, that’s for sure.” I grin. The full moon is rising into the sky behind the stand of trees, casting a glow over the campground as I keep filling the bucket. She gazes up into the sky and gasps.

“There are so many stars!”

“No artificial lights to mask the night sky’s brightness,” I reply, then shrug. “Sorry, I can’t help explaining things. I love being this deep in the mountains. It just makes everything simpler.”

“What’s that?” she asks, pointing to the arc of stars across the sky. “Is it the Milky Way?”

“Yep, that’s our galaxy, or the parts of it we can see.” I grin. “Makes me feel small when I remember each pinprick of light is a star like our sun.”

“Feeling small isn’t always a bad thing,” she says as the last pump of water spills down the side of the bucket. “Sometimes being with you makes me feel small, but in a protected way. Like, I know you’ll take care of me.”

Releasing the pump handle, I grab the bucket with one hand, drape my free arm around her shoulders, and hug her. “I will, Ginny. I promise.” Brushing a kiss on her forehead as she rests against my chest, we pause momentarily, looking at the forest around us. The filled bucket is heavy, and I fix my grip.

“We’d better put that fire out,” I say, taking her hand.

“So we can start another?” she giggles, squeezing my hand.

“Something like that.” I smirk.

“How long is the hike?” she asks, rubbing her free hand along my forearm. “I’ve done plenty of hiking but never in the dead of night.”

“It’s about two miles to the spring.” I wave at the trailhead down the slope toward the lake. “The trail is well maintained, and most of the pathway is open along the lava plain. The full moon and stars will give us plenty of light.”

“It’s magical. I’m amazed by the beauty and love the company of your family.”

“It’s our family,” I say as we approach our campground. Bea and Amy stand by the fire and turn when I step on a twig. “You’re part of us. Right?”

“I will be in a few hours.” She grins, then lets go of my hand and wraps her arms around Bea.

Dribbling the water around the fire until the flames are extinguished, I pour the rest over the smoldering coals. The three girls stand with me as the last wisps of smoke rise from the sputtering ashes. Amy kicks at the pile of embers, scattering the ashes and stepping on any that glow with her hiking boots.

“We’re going to rest in our tent,” Bea says, stepping close and kissing me. “We’ll be ready when it’s time to go.”

“We won’t leave without you.” I wink, then kiss Ginny next.

As Amy and I stand, watching the dying campfire, we hear the crunching sounds of tires on gravel. A spotlight turns on as the forest service truck stops beside our campsite. “Relax,” Amy says, gripping my hand.

“Everything okay?” the ranger asks after stepping out of the truck. Her partner is still at the wheel, watching us and directing the spotlight at our feet.

“We’re just putting out the fire before we crawl into our tent,” I say, waving at the tent I’ll share with Amy. “It’s getting late. I’m ready to wind down. How about you, babe?”

“Absolutely.” Amy lifts her hands as she yawns and stretches. “Been a long day.”

“Thanks for being responsible for the fire.” The ranger tips her hat. “It’s fire season, you know.”

“Smokey taught me that only I can prevent forest fires.” I grin at the cute park ranger.

“Okay, we’ll leave you to it,” she says, returning my grin. “We’re closing the gates. Y’all have a good night.”

“We plan on it.” I turn, grinning at Amy and pulling her against my side. She wraps her arms around my waist as the ranger strolls back to her truck. The spotlight extinguishes, and we wave as the park rangers roll away.

“Let’s climb in and rest.” Amy grins. “Sometimes they make two laps.”

“After you.” I wave my hand toward our tent. I hear soft moans from the other tent, and my guts tighten when I think about what we have planned.
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Ancient Altar











A
 my and I enjoy some heavy petting in our tent, listening to our neighbors as they seem to be doing the same thing. I delight in the welling arousal of our tender intimacy and make sure Amy has a small climax because I’m a gentleman. Taking some time to recover and allow my erection to quiet down, we climb out of the tent, quickly joined by Ginny and Bea. They are all smiles, and the dim light masks any blushed faces.

In the dark, we set out quietly. Our packs aren’t too heavy, only filled with blankets, LED lanterns, and some snacks. A bottle of water swings from one side of the pack, tapping against my hip. After about a quarter of a mile, we break out of the dense forest and into an empty lava field with some scrub. The moon dazzles partway up the eastern sky, giving us ample light as we hike along the well-maintained trail.

We focus on keeping a steady pace, walking in line with Bea leading, followed by Ginny and Amy, and then me taking the rear. We are all quiet, trying to be stealthy, even if I know this part of the forest is empty. Every once in a while, we see headlights from cars passing on the highway on the far bank of the lake. It alerts me to the open expanse of the lake alongside us. We seem exposed in the empty lava beds, but when I think it over, I realize that the driver is focusing on the road lit by his headlight. It’s nearly impossible they’d notice four tiny shadows across the water.

The moon is bright in the cloudless sky, and the Milky Way paints a stark path just over the horizon. With thoughts of cosmic connections swimming in my imagination, it’s odd to feel so small in the expanse of the universe but intimately connected to my five fated lovers. I notice that Bea has paused at the edge of the lava field, her body illuminated by the cosmos on the edge of a shadowy forest.

“Should we use the lanterns?” she asks when we catch up, waving ahead of her into the dimly lit forest. “I can make out the trail, but I think it will be dimmer the deeper we get into the forest.”

Amy spins me around, unzips my pack, and pulls out a small, black disk. “We each have one of these,” she explains, pulling on a metal handle. “An LED light illuminates as it expands. We can tune the brightness and tone of the light as well.”

As she demonstrates, I recall the headlights of cars passing in the distance. “No one will notice these small lamps once we’re in the trees.” I turn Amy around to pull out her lamp while Ginny and Bea do the same for theirs. “Let’s see how far we can get into the forest before using them.”

We start moving again, keeping a closer distance. I reflect on my hike with Paige, calculating how much further we have until the spring. The forest darkens, but the full moon is almost at its zenith, and the sun’s reflected light bathes the forest trail in ethereal light. I start worrying if we’ll be able to recognize the break in the trees along the path, but it’s unfounded when Bea stops and waves us forward.

“We’re here,” she whispers, pulling back a few branches.

“How did you know?” I ask, unable to discern much difference in the wall of foliage.

“I told you I’ve been here at night before.” She grins. “I’ve never been with the right person until you.”

The three of us pass and wait for her to lead us to the ancient tribal altar as the sound of chirping insects grows. After a few paces, I notice dim lights as the clearing expands, and the time-worn, fallen trunk appears. Paige and Leah kneel naked on a folded quilt at the end of the fallen trunk. They breathe slowly with their heads bowed, looking like they’re meditating. Lines of tiny LED lights illuminate the trunk and stump.

Our rustling breaks them out of their reverie, and they look up, their faces lit eerily by the subdued lanterns. They rise to meet us, and we all take turns hugging before Leah steps back to address us.

“Okay, we have one bag set aside for clothes,” she says, pointing to an open bag at the end of the log. “We set out quilts at the far end of the tree trunk and covered the stump. The lanterns and the full moon give us enough light. You can add yours around as you like. Whenever you’re ready, we can start.”

Bea steps up next to her and then addresses the rest of us. “I wanted to say a little bit about this place. Is that okay? I can tell it while we undress because if everyone feels the same magic swirling around us, it’s time.”

As she speaks, the odd quickening rises, building in my core, and a wave of arousal shifts through the group of females. With sighs, we drop our packs, handing Paige and Leah more quilts. Then, we start removing our shoes.

“When the First People started populating this region, they stuck to the valleys near the rivers.” Bea starts her tale as she strips off her shorts. “Slowly, they migrated up the McKenzie River, following rich game and fish sources. The Winefelly, Mohawk, and Kalapuya tribes settled this region. Peaceful people who lived in harmony with nature, like many tribes of the Pacific Northwest.”

Glancing around, I fold my t-shirt and lay it on my shoes and folded shorts. I’m in just my boxers; the rest have stripped down to bras and panties. Bea pulls off her black long-sleeved rash guard, and her breasts bounce, unhampered by a bra. Her nipples are thick and hard as she glances at me, grinning.

“My people believed that this site, near the spring, was a nexus of spiritual energy. They felled this tree centuries ago, arranging the stump and trunk as it is now, long before Lewis and Clark’s journey to the end of the Columbia. They used this sacred altar as a place to consummate relationships between lovers. Sometimes with an audience, sometimes just in pairs.” Bea pauses to focus on Ginny. “We are re-enacting this ritual tonight to welcome our sister, Imogen, into our circle.”

Folding my boxers, my erection throbs against my thigh as I bend and collect my clothes to carry them to the bag Leah and Paige set aside. I reflect on the past two visits when we’d tossed our clothes in a rush to start. We felt hurried because it was daylight, and we knew hikers were moving through the woods in intervals. This time, we’re one in the woods, masked by the shadows of the full moon, so there is a sense of calm even as the quickening grows inside us.

Bea climbs onto the log, joining Paige and Leah, and is quickly followed by Amy and Ginny as I walk behind my five lovers. They’re all completely naked, and I take in their differences as we pace along the spongy surface of the decaying felled tree. Leah is in the front, her auburn hair illuminated by the lanterns, seeming to glow like fire. Behind her, Paige’s short, dark, pixie hair and tall, thin frame have an elfin look in the deep forest. Bea’s darker skin tone is even more alluring in the dim illumination of the lanterns; her curves sway enticingly as she walks. Amy’s pace is calm; her red hair is longer than Leah’s but has the same fire-like quality from the artificial illumination.

My mind wanders, thinking about what it was like for the natives who first constructed this altar. Did they use a ring of torches? Did they have fires lit to provide warmth? I blink and shake my head, noticing the first four have split apart, lining the sides of the trunk for the last few feet. Ginny pauses, looking over her shoulder at me. Her blonde hair glows, flowing over her bare shoulders as she turns to smile at me. She glances down, then takes a small hop to the flat stump. Her breasts and ass bounce deliciously as she twists to face me.

I walk between the two lines of my harem, focusing on her delicate features and fair wisps of golden hair. I’m about to claim her at this ancient altar, and my cock pulses as the quickening builds in my core. I take the time to share a smile with each of my lovers as I pass them, then focus on Ginny as I step across the space and join her on the stump. Wrapping my arms around her, I kiss her gently, and we immediately sink into the welling arousal and deepen our kiss. Her hands lift and wrap around my neck as I grip her ass and pull her against me. My rigid erection bends between us as our bodies meet and then melt together.
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Cosmic Storm











“A
 re you ready?” I whisper into Ginny’s ear. My voice is low and solemn, and I feel her shudder in my arms.

“Make me yours, Kurt. Please.”

“You already are, Gin.” I lean, staring into her pale baby blues. The gleam of the light is steady, reflecting from her eyes. In the dimness, the shadows of swaying branches from the trees above us paint a faint image of Stacy in my mind. “This will make you part of us. You’ll make our circle complete.”

She nods, then lowers to her knees, keeping eye contact with me. I remain standing as she grips my cock, swirling her palm over the crown, spreading my copious precum over the glans. I shudder when her mouth opens and envelops my cock with her lips. Her tongue flicks over the slit, and she hums at the taste of my essence coating her tongue.

I glance back at the four on the split tree trunk, and they all face us on their knees. They watch with rapt attention, even as their rigid nipples betray the profound arousal that swims through all of us.

Looking down at Ginny as she lowers her mouth past my crown and down my shaft, I collect her hair in my fingers and grip tight. As she bobs her head, I tip my hips to edge deeper into her mouth. She cups my balls as she sucks me down, taking my length into her throat with little difficulty. I close my eyes and arch my head back at the delicious feeling of her mouth, lips, and tongue.

I look to the heavens as a shooting star sparks across the clearing in the branches above us. I know the light comes from a meteor breaking apart in the Earth’s atmosphere. The timing is a mystery, even if I understand the science. Captivated by the synchronicity, I blink as another spark flies across the starry sky. I tilt my head down, staring into Ginny’s eyes. She’s focused on me as I grip her hair and pull her off my cock.

“Lie back,” I say, lowering to my knees. I glance up at the sky, watching the unexpected meteor shower. “It’s time, love.”

She gasps, seeing the sky light up, then leans back on her elbows before lowering onto her back. I grip her knees as she raises them and spread her thighs open as I crawl between her legs. I hear murmurs from our attentive audience as I stroke my flared head between her labia. Her arousal coats the already slick tip, and her skin glitters from her juices in the dim light. I fit the tip against her, then gaze at her wide, blue eyes.

We share an indulgent moan as I slide inside her, stretching her walls around my thickness. Cupping one of her breasts, I lower one hand for support as we share an ardent kiss. Her heels lift behind my ass, tightening into my rump as she drags my cock deeper. I growl into our fervent kiss as I cycle my hips, stirring my stiffness into her depths.

“Oh, yes.” Ginny sighs when I break our kiss. “I can feel it. It’s glorious.”

Awe paints her expression as I connect to the upwelling quickening in my core. I growl, punching my hips as it builds inside me like an oncoming tsunami. We stare at each other, moaning and groaning at the exquisite pleasure of our fated coupling. My attempt to make love to her shatters as I thrust hard, fucking her with heated lust and passion.

“Fuck me,” she gasps, tossing her head back. Her blonde locks spread over the quilt under us like a fan. “Fuck me, Kurt. I want you to fill me up. Breed me. Tonight. Now.”

Her pleas grow louder as I punch my hips firmly, smacking into her open thighs. My cock saws in and out through her molten heat as wet sounds merge with the slaps of our bodies crashing together. I blink, focusing on her as I push toward my edge. I hear the noises of the rest of my harem joining us, their rapturous pleas growing louder, echoing in the trees. The swelling quickening boils in my core as my balls tighten, and I know I’m right on the edge. Ginny’s wild stare into my eyes tells me she’s right there with me.

“Come for me,” I growl, punching my hips and then grinding deep to pull back and repeat. “Come all over my cock, sweet girl.”

Her scream of bliss combines with the moans and cries of my other girls exploding behind us. I slam in deep, my balls clenching as I pour my seed into her. I pump my hips, jerking with each pulse as Ginny’s thighs tighten against me, her body shaking from her peak. I roar into the empty forest, the primal yell resonating around us as my orgasm shoots through me. My spending merges with the quickening, vibrating my entire being with the magic swirling around us.

I slump against her. She’s breathing hard as her hands run down to my ass, pulling me into her as she squeezes, milking my cream, flexing my hips into her to wring out every bit of bliss of our coupling. I lift my head and look into her eyes only to find Stacy staring back at me, a soft smile on her lips. I startle at the apparition as she lifts her hand to my cheek, brushing her thumb across my lips.

“My love,” Stacy’s ghostly visage says, smiling. “I hope you treasure these five ladies. They are my gift to you. A token of my love. I’m sorry for leaving.”

I can’t resist lowering and kissing her. The kiss is different than Ginny’s usual, even if I know I’m kissing her and not the ghost of my past.

“I’m sorry we didn’t have enough time,” she says as we part the kiss. “Tell my mom I love her.”

When the shade’s image vibrates and fades, it’s replaced by Ginny’s sweet face. Her eyes flutter open, and she gazes at me with awe. Wrapping her in my arms, I feel four other bodies surround us, pressing against us. I shift, sliding to my back. My cock is still rigid with need as Amy kisses me. She straddles me, fits my cock inside her and fucks me with urgency until she comes hard. Her body vibrates against mine before she rolls to the side.

“My turn,” Bea murmurs as she straddles me.

I cup her large breasts as I thrust up into her. Our eyes lock as she starts rocking on my stiff cock. The mouth, lips, hands, and fingers of my other lovers brush over our flesh as we fuck in the middle of the forest. Bea stares at me, her mouth slowly falling open as I grind my hips into her rocking strokes.

“Fuck, Kurt,” she whines. “I want you to come inside me again. Breed me.”

Nodding, I roll over, pulling my cock from her sheath while she rises on her knees. I shift behind her, watching her lower to kiss Ginny. Their moans meld together as I thrust into her with a feral need. I look to the side, noticing Leah and Paige watch me with dark stares of lust as I fuck Bea like a beast.

My cock is rigid as I refocus and slam into her, my thighs slapping against her round ass. Gripping handfuls of her bronze, round bottom, I pull her back into each thrust. Her head tosses back, then twists to stare at me with her mouth open in awe.

“Fuck me. Feed me that cock. Fill me with your cum.” Her works are punctuated with the staccato slaps of my thighs against her ass.

Staring at each other, I watch her shatter as her eyes close and her pussy clamps around my cock. I rut in deep and pump my second load into her ripe, fertile womb. She shakes, her head dropping to Ginny’s chest as she rides out her peak. My body shudders as waves of bliss flow through me as I ride out my orgasm. The quickening spins up again, filling me with it’s power as my cock stiffens, throbbing.

As Bea slumps against Ginny, I rock back on my knees. Leah slides over, lying on her back and spreading her legs as she reaches for my rock-hard cock. I groan at the pleasure of her grip, then slip to the side to align myself with her glistening core.

“Fuck me, Kurt,” Leah pleads, her eyes wide as I stare at her. “I want you to put your baby in me, please.”

Hearing the desperation in her voice as I sink my cock into her heated slick walls, I simply nod at her, communicating that I’ll do my best. My stamina amazes me as I fuck her with steady strokes, pushing her toward her peak. I feel a new set of arms wrap around my sides before I hear Paige’s whisper.

“Fuck her, Kurt,” Paige says quietly, licking behind my ear. “Make my wife a mother. Give us your child, not for me, but for her. This is why we met. You’re the one. You’re going to be the father of our children. Seal us together with your essence.”

I blink, hearing Paige’s quiet commentary as I fuck her wife. Their connection includes me in their union since we joined at this altar a week ago. I lower my mouth to Leah’s, kissing her passionately. Paige keeps encouraging me as I feel the strain of my arduous passion for my women. I keep going, rutting into Leah with a singular purpose: to fulfill her wish and breed her.

When she shudders, wrapping her legs around my hips, pulling me into her as her pussy clamps around my shaft, I jam my hips into her. My orgasm peaks as my balls clench, pumping my last load into Leah’s chalice. As my hips cycle with the waves of my orgasm, I lift a silent prayer to the universe to grant her what she wishes.

Spent, I roll onto my back, gasping as I recover. Paige slumps against me, wrapping me in her arms and kissing along my jaw. I wrap my arms around her, content to hold her close. She lifts her head and grins at me, cupping my jaw before kissing me softly.

“That was beautiful,” she says.

The four others gather around us, and we relax into a warm pile of contented flesh. The night air cools our bodies as we enjoy soft touches. Kissing and hugging until content, we rise and move from the crowded stump to the roomier fallen tree trunk.

“Enough rest,” Paige says, pressing herself against me. “It’s my turn for a ride.”

The teeming magic rises in waves, reviving all of us as we shift and move into pairs and trios. Our bodies work tirelessly as we share our love and affection for each other. We enjoy many peaks, rising to the heights of ecstasy before slumping into our collective warmth. We rest for a time before we are drawn by the magic still swirling around us into another tangle of willing flesh.

As the full moon wanes, slipping below the horizon, we quiet and curl together, pulling warmth from each other. Wrapping our slick bodies in the numerous quilts we brought to this altar, we slumber. As the magic ebbs and the quickening releases us in this magical grotto near the spring, we curl into each other and our bodies still. One by one, we fade into a deep slumber, snug inside the circle of trees and rest.
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S
 unlight slants through the trees as I stir, feeling the warmth of two naked females on either side of me. Blinking as I raise my head, then rest it on the side of one of my lovers, watching Leah and Amy rise. They walk down the log toward where we left our clothes near the end of the fallen trunk. The storm of passion sparked around midnight with the meteor storm. With the sun peeking midway through the treetops, I realize we’ve slept well into the morning hours.

Squeezing Paige beside me, I kiss along her jaw until she stirs. She grins and wraps her arms around me. Another set of arms wraps around my shoulders, and lips kiss behind my ear.

“Morning,” Bea whispers. “Are you ready for a new day?”

“A new life.” I smile, then turn to kiss her.

Ginny stirs behind Bea, then sleepily rises, resting on her elbows and staring around the woods. The quilt slips off her shoulders, exposing her breasts as she shivers in the morning chill. The rest of us twist to sit, the warm blankets falling off of us as Leah and Amy return.

“Here are your clothes,” Leah says as they pass out the folded stacks to each of us. “Let’s get dressed and get breakfast at the lodge. Donna should be open by now.”

I roll out my shorts and reach into the pocket, grabbing my phone. The display lights up, showing me that it’s already past nine.

“How long did we go?” I ask aloud as the fractures of my memories of the night slowly fit together.

“I have no idea,” Amy says, pulling on her panties as she stands next to me. “I slept like a rock.”

“I think we enjoyed a couple of hours,” Leah says, fitting her breasts into her bra. “It was glorious while it lasted.”

“The best thing is, we’re not covered in dust and muck.” Bea laughs but removes some stray pine needles that fell into her hair while we slept. “Or not as bad as before.”

Pulling on my shirt, I hug Ginny and rub her back. “How are you?” I ask after kissing her softly.

“I’m wonderful.” She grins, adjusting her shorts, then bending to tie her shoes. “I’ll remember that night for a long time.”

“Fucking on an ancient altar in the middle of a meteor shower during the full moon is a once-in-a-lifetime event,” Paige says, laughing. “I wouldn’t mind having another go when we return to the lodge. But I’m hungry now. Help us with the quilts, then we can hike to Donna’s diner.”

The six of us quickly shake out the quilts, folding and rolling them into bundles, then packing them in the backpacks along with the LED lanterns. The batteries are all dead, but they served their purpose. Lining up behind Bea, we follow her back to the trail, waiting and listening to see if there are any early morning hikers before pushing through the foliage.

We fall into pairs: Bea and Ginny in the front, followed by Amy and Leah, as Paige and I hold hands at the back of the line. She’s smiling, but I’m still cycling through the memories of what happened on the stump.

“I’m sorry I didn’t have enough for you the first round,” I say, shrugging.

“Babe.” Paige giggles. “You were terrific. You needed to keep your shots for the three who hope to give you an heir. I was happy to witness the way you committed yourself to the challenge.”

“It was a fun challenge, but three orgasms in one go is a bit extreme.”

“Well, now you can take your time with each of us.” Paige squeezes my hand. “Kurt, I’m not worried about anything. You focus your attention on each of us. No one is going to feel left out. You’ll find a balance. I’m happy, delighted to be yours.”

“Did you talk to Leah?” I ask, remembering our conversation about how our group needed to be balanced rather than consisting of pairs of couples.

“Yeah, a few times.” Paige bites her lip and looks at me. “She feels the same way. We’ll always have our special relationship, but she’s feeling like enjoying a true polyamorous family. I’m cool with her playing with all of us.”

“Will you be satisfied?” I ask before continuing. “You said you’ve both dated outside your marriage. I feel like an ass asking you to stay true to the harem.”

“Babe, that’s exactly what I want.” She waves to the pair trekking ahead of us. “This seems stable and whole. I’m happy. I’m in love with you and with my four favorite girls. It will take some work, but we’ll find our center.”

“I think so, too.” I squeeze her hand, then lean and kiss her as we stroll. “Tell me about this outdoors store you found.”

As we walk to the diner, Paige tells me about the place. She explains that it is a small, family-owned store focused on outdoor sports in the nearby mountains. Although she needs to conduct market research, she is confident she could leverage her years of experience running sporting goods stores in the valley. Given her regional knowledge and strong business background, Paige believes Bea would be a great assistant to help with bookkeeping and other tasks.

“It’s over in Sisters. That’s a shorter commute from Amy’s lodge than from our house to my store in Eugene.”

“Just so long as I don’t have to fly anywhere again,” I smirk as we hit the parking lot. “I’m done with constant travel.”

The six of us enter the diner, and Donna waves at us from the counter. She’s attending to an older fisherman, settling his check. She points to the tables we used last time we were here, and we gather around, pulling out chairs. Our pairings shift around, and I find myself between Bea and Leah while Paige is at the other end with Ginny and Amy beside her.

Donna comes over and passes out breakfast menus. “Sorry, kids, no cheeseburgers this early.”

“Do you mind if we quickly have a private talk?” I look around at the empty diner, watching the older fisherman wave as he leaves. “I need to tell you something.”

“Sure.” She nods at a table near the door. “Let’s talk over there.”

“I’ll just be a minute,” I tell Leah. She nods like she understands and kicks off a conversation with Bea across the table.

Donna dusts off the table with a towel from her apron, then sits down as I approach. “I take it you had fun last night?” She smiles enigmatically. “I read between the lines of Amy’s call about the park rangers.”

“Well…” I can feel my cheeks heating up. “We wanted to have a small celebration to close our circle.”

“So no more for you?” She arches an eyebrow. “I thought you’d stop at three. But you always were an overachiever.”

“Donna, I need to tell you about my dream.” Her grin softens when she senses my mood.

“It’s about Stacy, isn’t it?” she asks, then spreads the towel on the table before her. “She’s been in my thoughts since your visit last week. Maybe even in my dreams, but I never remember those.”

“I don’t either, except for this one.” I then relate my dream about eating lunch with Stacy in the diner. “She said in my dream that she was moving on and to tell you she loved you.”

The lower edge of Donna’s eyes well as she looks at me, before brushing away a stray tear. She swallows and nods. “I felt it was getting to be that time.”

I tilt my head and raise a brow, and then Donna continues. “I’ve … felt her here. She’s always hovered here, ever since her accident. It was one of the reasons I bought this old place.” She pauses, drawing a circle on the towel with a finger, before focusing back on me. “Stacy was up here earlier that day, the day of her accident. She and her boyfriend finally broke up. He was a jerk. It was the snow season, and they’d rented a cabin, but something happened between them.”

“What?” I ask because I’d been gone a few years by then. I’d lost touch with everyone, and I remember feeling tender from my breakup with Stacy.

“No one knows,” she says, shrugging. “Her ex never said, but we know she broke up with him. She wasn’t happy.” Donna reaches for my hand. “Stacy wasn’t happy much after the two of you split.”

“She broke up with me,” I say softly. “It was hard, but it was her decision.”

“I think she changed her mind. But it was too late after you joined the Navy.” Donna shakes her head. “It’s just a feeling I have. Like I said, she’s been… here
 … ever since. When you showed up with your three girls, her… presence seemed lighter. Gosh, I sound like one of those 1-800-Dial-a-Psycho operators.”

“Psychic.” I grin.

We look at each other, and an understanding passes between us. “She was happy for you,” Donna says. “I’ve felt it for the past week. She hovered near me this morning. I felt her with me before she popped. I guess moving on to the next place or whatever.”

“I’m sorry.” I don’t have anything else to say.

“It’s fine. She needed to let you go, and now she has.”

“She told me in my dream that she found them for me.” I tilt my chin toward the five women at the table. “That she hoped I was happy.”

Donna smiles, then wipes her eyes with her towel. “Then she’s probably gone on, like you said. She accomplished her quest, I reckon.”

“I don’t know what to say.”

“Just come around when you can. Bring your family; I like all their smiles. It brings me comfort to think Stacy was looking out for you.”

I swallow a lump in my throat and stand. Donna rises and hugs me tightly. “Go on, now. Let me feed y’all your breakfast.”












Epilogue



Six months later









S
 now falls in big, fluffy chunks. It’s expected to continue for the rest of the day, adding to the snow still on the ground from the last storm. Shadow Bend Cabins is at capacity, with all the cabins and rooms in the main lodge occupied.

Sitting in our family loft, I read a book Leah gave me while looking out the long window overlooking the grounds. A tarp covers the pool, but guests enjoy soaking in the hot tub, even during a snowstorm. I can see the trio sitting in the steamy water while the clouds drop frozen precipitation over the deck. The water supply runs under the deck in loops, so ice doesn’t build up on the deck, even on the coldest days.

The girls are scattered around. Amy is downstairs manning the front desk, Ginny is working in the laundry, and Bea and Paige are at their new sporting goods store a few miles up the highway in Sisters. Leah is driving up from Eugene after working at the University for a few days. I expect her to arrive at any moment.

I’ve been monitoring the weather; the girls are all good drivers. Since we live three thousand feet above sea level, Leah and Paige traded their efficient hybrid and electric cars for smaller four-wheel-drive SUVs. I’m not concerned. However, with the storm intensifying and dumping more snow, I wonder if the roads will remain passable. I still get nervous thinking of when they drive alone.

Standing and staring out the window, I take a moment to stretch after placing my book on the table between the two chairs in our massive loft bedroom. I check the access road that curves down from the highway. It’s been prepped and salted for the weather. Amy tells me her crew is good at maintaining the grounds and roads, but it’s my first time wintering in the mountains.

Since we completed the circle in the middle of summer, we’ve adjusted to living together in our loft. Ginny managed the logistics of moving our stuff from Texas to Eugene. We sorted our belongings at Paige and Leah’s house while Amy worked alone with her summer staff at the lodge.

Bea decluttered her apartment and joined the four of us in a giant garage sale of all our belongings we didn’t need or treasure. Living together requires simplification, but we all agree it’s what we want for our family. After a few weeks apart, we officially moved into the loft with Amy.

Bea works remotely and hired me as a consultant to help start their new process. Amy’s converted office space allows us to work side by side. I assisted Amy in automating her reservations and POS systems for our resort. Paige bought out the owners of the sporting goods shop in Sisters, and I helped her modernize the antiquated systems.

It was a busy end of summer, but we’d fallen into a routine by October when the weather turned colder. Leah still spends some days at the University but is slowly moving from the academic realm to building her counseling service here in the mountains. Bea promoted her second-in-command and then negotiated a part-time remote position for herself at her company. She plans on shifting most of her time to helping Paige with her store.

I pull my phone out of my pocket to check Leah’s location when I spy her headlights coming down the twisty drive from the highway. Behind her is Bea’s SUV, which means the pair is also safely back. I turn and exit our loft sanctuary and hurry down the two flights of stairs.

“They’re back,” I tell Amy as I pass her at the reception desk. I grin at her because every time I pass her at the desk, I remember the first time I saw her when I checked in for my weekend getaway in the summer. I didn’t expect my life to change drastically, but we both are thrilled with the results.

“Who?” Amy asks, coming from behind the desk and joining me at the entrance.

“All three.” I wrap my arm around her shoulder as we exit into the icy weather. “Good timing, I guess.”

She grins as we hold hands and walk down the stairs. The grounds crew has kept the stairs clear with regular deicing, and it is holding as we step onto the gravel and walk toward the parking lot. Paige jumps out of Bea’s car and hurries toward us, wrapping us in a hug. Her exuberance for our family is contagious, and I grin as she twists to walk back to help Bea and Amy.

The pair cautiously climbs out of their cars, ensuring their footing is secure before standing up. They arch back, holding their swollen, round bellies as Paige grabs their bags for them. Both are at the six-month mark, and their motherly glow ripens their rosy cheeks. I wait for them to cross the gravel as the flakes fall around us, then offer them both arms to help them climb the steps.

“We’re not invalids.” Leah laughs.

“I know, but I just want to help with everything,” I say, stepping up with them.

“And we love you for that.” Bea grins and kisses my cheek when we’re back at the top by the reception desk.

Paige hovers behind me. “It’s gonna be a long, snowy night,” she says as we enter the reception area.

“I think we’re all prepared,” I say, glancing at Amy. “They expect the highway to stay open.”

“If it closes, we will keep the guests warm and fed until the storm passes and the roads open.” Amy nods.

“A little help?” Ginny says, rolling a laundry cart into the reception area. Her hand rubs her lower back as she waddles behind the front desk. “We’re going through towels like crazy. Why do people insist on soaking in the hot tub in the middle of a blizzard?”

Taking the laundry cart from her, I escort her to sit in front of the fire. “We’ll cover the reception. I’m always here to help.” I kiss my third expectant mother on the cheek.” I’ll get these folded and put away.”

We didn’t expect the quickening that formed our unique family to bless us with three pregnancies, but that final night at the altar by the spring produced three strong, growing babies. I worry about Leah because, at her age, she’s at a higher risk, but her doctor tracks her progress religiously and always reports she is “progressing normally.”

The three of them are excited for their babies to meet their half-siblings. We’ve chosen not to discover their genders or have a reveal party. Each of the mothers wants to know when they will deliver. Spring will start in roughly three months, bringing a certain poetry of welcoming new lives into our loving family.

Sometimes, I receive strange looks when we walk through Sisters, shopping together, or enjoy a night out at a restaurant in town. Our favorite spot is still Donna’s old lodge diner by the lake. She is delighted to hear updates about the pregnancies, and when Ginny promised to name her baby Stacy, regardless of gender, she shed happy tears. Everyone agrees she’ll be the honorary grandma for all three.

Amy, Paige, and I fold the towels while Ginny, Bea, and Leah rest by the fire in the lobby. They have their legs resting on the coffee table between the couches, rubbing their round bellies, chatting, and giggling. Amy glances at me, raising an eyebrow. “Are you ready to talk about three infants and our single loft? We may need to move or find another house.”

“We don’t need to do that,” Paige interrupts with a kind grin. “I think we can just convert half of the second floor to be child rooms or make one a nursery when the time comes.”

“We’ll do it in stages,” I suggest. “The mommies all want the babies with them in the loft, at least for the first month. We’ll discuss how to adapt after that. I agree we need to keep it front of mind.”

“It’s getting closer and closer.” Amy smiles. “I’m not even pregnant; I’m nesting like an old hen.”

“These three kids will have the most caring moms and…” I squint. “We’re calling you two aunts, right? Why can’t you two be moms, too?”

“I’ve always wanted to be the crazy aunt,” Paige says, grinning with mischief. “Fill the tykes with sugar before sending them home with their parents.”

“You’ll
 be home with their parents,” I remind her.

We all laugh together. My life is full of love and laughter. The five women who make up my loving harem have improved my life beyond my wildest dreams. For the first half of my life, I was alone and unsatisfied. Now, I’m ready to meet the challenges of my second half with the loves of my life as we start our family.

I haven’t stepped on a plane in six months and hope I’ll never have to again—unless we all fly to Tahiti.
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Our Ethereal Legacy
 contains all four novels about Jeremiah’s harem family and legacy in one volume and the correct series order. All of the individual books and expanded universe stories are available here:



Singles: https://
 books.
 macklandry.
 com/OEL


Omnibus: https://
 books.
 macklandry.
 com/
 ourethereallegacy

















The Candy Man’s Harem



A Sugary Sweet MFF+ Harem Fantasy Romance
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Dominic Butterworth inherited the Rocky Cove Candy Company after his grandfather's death. Dom has focused on preserving his grandfather's legacy and starts trying his secret recipes. Things shift when his co-workers start looking at him differently. Can love be mixed in without destroying what he's built?
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Once Bitten


	
Belinda and the Beast


	
Basics: Neural Control Node


	
Double Trouble


	
Cascade Mountain Harem
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Mack Landry likes to write passionate stories of lust and romance. His interests include slice of life narratives, male-led harems, polyamory, ethical non-monogamy, romance themes, and happy for now—or—ever afters.

You can check out more of Mack’s stories by visiting his website.
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