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Into the Woods


Petra decided to have an impromptu girls’ weekend at a casino downstate, which leaves me with a couple of free nights. Normally I’d get together with the guys for wings and beers, maybe stay up late watching horror movies that Petra hates on the big screen, but I had an itch to get into the woods instead. Before we got together, I did a lot of camping and backpacking, on my own or with a few friends from college, but Petra isn’t a big fan of mosquitos, poison ivy, and sleeping on the ground. I get out once or twice a year now, maybe for a night at a time, and though I really love Petra and like spending time with her in civilization, sometimes I get a hankering for the wilderness.

Unfortunately, from what I find on the state DNR camping reservation website, everyone else has the same hankering this weekend. Almost every campsite is booked, even the primitive and group camps, at every state park within two hours of the city. I could grab a spot next to the RV campsite showers, or a tiny spot nestled between two electric sites, but that doesn’t appeal to me – the point of hitting the woods, at least in my perspective, is to get as far away from people, lights, and humming generators as possible.

Then I remember the state forest system. When I was in the Boy Scouts we used to camp at the state forests a lot – they were almost never crowded, because they had no showers, sometimes no water, and you had to hike about a mile from the parking lot to your site. They were perfect for little barbarians who shouldn’t be among polite company, and also for someone looking for a couple days of nature therapy. And as luck would have it, there’s an almost completely deserted state forest campground about three hours away – Lake Nakanawidah, here I come!

Civilization fades away quickly when I’m beyond the ring of freeways that hems the city in. Pretty soon I’m past Freeburg, Zenith, and Wasconaway; I catch a little of a minor league ball game on the AM band while I’m searching around for something that isn’t hellfire-and-brimstone preaching or country crooning. The farm fields turn into rolling, lightly wooded hills, and then suddenly I’m in the forest, trees marching right up to the edge of the highway. It’s still early afternoon, but the tall spruce and pines filter the light; I scan the sides of the road for the deer that sometimes dart across the road as evening comes on.

The turn off to the Lake Nakanawidah State Forest would be easy to miss – there’s a brown highway sign that reads “L Nakanawidah SF 3 mi.” at the junction of County G and State 12, and then a small wooden sign by a gravel path with yellow lettering, “Nakanawidah Campground 1 mile.” Navigating with GPS is impossible here; my phone lost all its bars about ten miles southeast of the highway intersection. The woods just swallow up all of civilization’s puny efforts, which is exactly what I’m looking for.

There’s one other car in the parking lot when I pull into the campground, a little blue hatchback. On a wooden bulletin board next to a dirt path on the edge of the lot is a map showing the lake, a couple of miles through the woods; a circle of campsites, about halfway to the lake; and a network of trails winding through the forest property. Next to the map is a faded and wrinkled sign with warnings about camping with critters – this is black bear country, but it’s the raccoons you really need to watch for, those little bandits are sneaky and they have thumbs. No ranger, no gift shop, not even any maps to take with you – this is all the orientation you get at a state forest campground. I snap a picture of the map for my phone, pull my gear out of the car, and hit the trail for a short hike.

With just about a mile between the car and the campsite, I packed for comfort rather than weight. While I’m not the “glamping” type, I also didn’t feel the need to gear up like I was going on a backcountry through-hike: a cozy sleeping bag, two-man tent, plenty of coffee and whiskey, actual non-freeze-dried food, a bag of marshmallows (I’m a traditionalist), my little folding camp chair and a few paperback novels filled out my pack, along with the “10 essentials” that should go on any trip. I figure I’ll set camp, make some supper, maybe hike to the lake and explore the trails, and then sit by the fire with a glass of Powers and some old science fiction books I liberated from a Little Free Library a few weeks ago. Not exactly a wild weekend of hedonistic debauchery, but definitely a restorative retreat from civilization. I expect to return to the city refreshed and well-rested.

What I like about the state forest campsites is how no-frills they are: a clearing in the trees, a relatively flat spot or two to pitch a tent, and a fire ring. No picnic table, no electric hookups, no neighbors – I had grabbed the one site of the six at this campground that was up the east rather than west fork of the trail, and even though the other five spots were pretty widely scattered mine was especially secluded. The car in the parking lot probably belonged to whoever reserved site three, the only other reserved site when I was making my plans, about fifty yards through the trees from me, and unless we both hit the pit toilet at the far end of the cluster of sites at the same time, I wouldn’t see them all weekend.

I have my tent set up in a jiffy – I’ve used this little Marmot tent for years, I can set it up in a midnight rainstorm in about five minutes – and a bear bag slung over a branch a little way into the woods holding my food, coffee, whiskey, and toothpaste. There are still two or three hours until it gets dark, but I figure I should gather some firewood before I get too comfortable. That’s another thing I like about the state forest campgrounds versus the big state parks: you can gather your own wood instead of buying bundles at the ranger’s station.

I’m heading back toward my site with an armload of dry deadfall when I hear a loud and creative string of curse words coming from the other end of the campground. I pause to listen, but when there’s no more yelling, I continue to my site. With any luck, that was a singular event, and I’m also hoping the sound doesn’t carry all the way to my site.

Just as I’m laying a fire and settling into my camp chair with my pocket knife to whittle down a few sticks into tinder, I hear the cursing again. It seems to be a woman’s voice; there’s no return fire from another voice, so I’m guessing it’s a solo camper, or someone berating a silent partner. In any case, I don’t want to listen to that all weekend, and there could be a legitimate problem that needs resolution, so I put my knife in my pocket and head down the trail toward the rest of the campground.

I find the curser at site three, as expected. She’s a young woman dressed in what looks to be a brand new set of outdoor clothes from REI, fresh enough that there are still creases in the legs of her olive slacks; her yellow plaid shirt still looks stiff, her hiking boots have that unscuffed fresh-out-of-the-box look, and she has on a ball cap that matches her slacks. Her back is turned to me, and she’s standing over a pile of bright red nylon fabric, fiberglass poles, and elastic shock cord that appears to be resisting her efforts to convince it to transform itself into a tent. In her hands is the tent’s bag, turned inside out, with the sewn-in instructions dangling out. She gives the pile of tent parts a kick and shouts, “What’s wrong with this fucking thing?”

“Can I help?” I ask. I make sure to stand on the trail and not in the campsite, hands visible, and plaster a big smile on my face – the last thing a woman in the woods needs is a creepy encounter with a strange man.

She still gives a start and almost trips over her tent and starts patting down her pockets as she steps backwards away from me – I’m hoping she’s not looking for mace or, god forbid, bear spray, so I take a step back too, almost to the opposite side of the trail, and put my hands up.

“Hey, sorry, I didn’t mean to startle you!” I shout, doubling down on the smile. “My name’s Phil, I’m at the site up the trail a way" – I point toward my site – “and I heard you yelling at your tent. I thought maybe I could lend a hand?”

“God, was I that loud?” She laughs. “I’ve been trying to put this fucking tent up for over an hour and nothing is working. I don’t know, I think it’s missing some parts or has too many parts or something.”

I swallow my immediate instinct to ask her why she didn’t pitch the tent at home a few times, where there’s no pressure of oncoming night and you can be sure that everything works. That’s something I always do when I get new gear, but it’s a habit derived from hard-earned experience: I’ve had new gear fail me in the woods, and it’s no fun. She appears to be new to camping, and the last thing she needs is a scolding know-it-all.

“I don’t recognize that kind of tent, but maybe I can help figure it out?”

She seems torn between accepting a much-needed hand and inviting a stranger into her campsite; I wouldn’t blame her if she decided to pack it in, head to her car, and drive away right now, leaving the heap of nylon behind. But she decides on the former instead of the latter, and waves me over to survey the wreckage.

“My name’s Jessie,” she says. She offers a delicate hand, and I shake it, then step back to give her space. “This is my first time camping; I thought it would be easy, and I’m totally fucking it up.”

I kind of like that she’s easy with the “fucks” – Petra is more into the euphemisms, saying “screw this” and “darn that,” and she blushes at almost any frank talk about sex. I try not to swear around her, and it can be a serious struggle.

“New tents are always hard the first couple of times,” I say. I take the instructions from her and look them over, and I’m not surprised that she’s having trouble. They’re poorly written, like they were translated from English to some other language and back again; and it’s clearly a two-person job. It looks like at least a four-person tent – roomy, but not a quick pitch.

I help her sort the poles and nylon pieces the way they’re laid out on the diagram, confirming that we’ve got all the pieces. Then we follow the instructions as best we can, laying out the tent and snapping the poles together, bending the poles into a frame and stretching the tent onto the frame. Attaching the fly is a little tricky, and there’s a lot of laughing as we try to toss it over the tent and snap it into place only to have it slide off on the other side. I have to admit that it’s kind of a fun activity – not exactly what I had planned for this evening, but I can think of a lot worse ways to spend a little time than helping a cute woman pitch a tent.

“This thing is huge!” she exclaims when we’ve finally got everything put together. It has an alcove in the front and a little pop-out space in the back, and you can easily stand up inside it; two or three people could comfortably use it, and you could get four people stretched out in it with plenty of space between them.

“Well, you’ve got room to spread out, I guess,” I say. “Do you have stakes?”

She looks at me blankly.

“Didn’t it come with stakes?” I ask. “We need to stake it down – you don’t want it to take off like a balloon in the wind.”

“Would it really do that?” she asks, a look of concern crossing her face – she’s probably imagining it sailing off above the trees, its guylines dangling below it, as it makes its way to parts unknown.

“Well, maybe not quite, but it could blow over, plus it will stand up better to rain and give you a little more space inside if we stake it.”

“Shit, I didn’t even think …”

“No problem,” I say, “I’ve got some spares at my site, and I’m sure we can improvise something if I don’t have enough. I’ll be right back.”

“I’ll go with you,” she says, and follows me onto the trail.

“So,” I say as we head toward my site, “how did you decide to have your first camping trip be not only at a state forest, but solo, too? That’s pretty bold!”

“Oh god, it’s probably a huge mistake, isn’t it? The guy I’ve been seeing wants to go camping next month, and I didn’t tell him I’ve never gone before, and I didn’t want to look like a total idiot. Like, not knowing that I need to pack stakes.”

“Must be a pretty special guy to get you to gear up and head into the woods.”

Jessie smiles. “Yeah, he is, I think; I don’t know, it’s only been a couple of months, but things are going good right now and I don’t want to screw it up.”

“I wouldn’t think some camping missteps would screw it up if it’s going good,” I say. We’ve reached my site and I invite her to sit in my camp chair while I rummage around in my gear. I come out of my tent with a handful of aluminum stakes, some nylon parachute cord, and a rubber mallet. “Let’s see if these will do.”

“Your site looks really nice!” she says. “Like, a professional set it up! Are you a hunting guide or something?”

“No, I’m an accountant. But I’ve been camping for years, I do it to relax. All my gear is pretty old and broken in, or just plain broken.”

“I’m sure I’ve forgotten to pack even more stuff than just stakes,” she says with a sigh. “I’m such an idiot – I’d probably be dead if you hadn’t come along.”

I laugh. “Probably not dead, but maybe uncomfortable. I’m sure you’d have figured something out.”

“Yeah, like abandoning this whole farce and finding a motel for the night.”

“Well, that’s a plan B, then. But I think we can still salvage plan A.”

The six stakes I found are enough to get the tent itself secured, but there are a bunch of guy lines that need to be stretched out as well. I send Jessie into the woods to find some suitable sticks that I can whittle into stakes, and then do a quick perusal of her site. It’s all brand new gear, but a mix of high-end items and the kinds of things you’d pick up in the sporting goods aisle at a hardware store. I wish she’d talked to someone before buying such a weird mix, or that she’d waited to go on her first camping trip with her boyfriend – I’d think that introducing someone to camping would have some romantic, even sexy, angles.

She comes back with enough sticks to get the lines extended, and then I ask her if she’s hung a bear bag yet.

“A – a bear bag? Oh my god, what’s a bear bag!”

“You want to put your smellables – your food and toothpaste and dirty dishes – in a bag and hang it from a tree, ideally quite a ways from your campsite. You don’t want critters to get your stuff, and you don’t want to attract them to where you’re sleeping.”

“I didn’t know – are there bears here?”

I shrug. “Probably. This is where they live, we’re just visiting. But this is black bear country – they’re pretty docile, and scared of people. It’s the mini bears you have to worry about.”

“What, like pandas?”

“Raccoons,” I say. “Squirrels, chipmunks, sometimes gophers, but mostly raccoons. Those little bastards will eat all your food and probably drive your car away, too, if they find the keys.”

“See,” she says, “I would be dead. Eaten by bears and raccoons.”

“Nah,” I say, “probably just woken up in the middle of the night when they come asking for seconds.”

I help her get a bear bag hung where it’s easy for her to pull it down but not so easy for varmints to reach, and give her a quick lesson on using her stove – at least she bought an easy propane model, dealing with white gas would have added another level of danger to the undertaking. It looks like she’s bought one of each freeze-dried meal at REI – “I didn’t know which ones I’d like,” she says – so we pull out the chicken pad Thai and get the water boiling. My stomach is starting to grumble for the grilled cheese and tomato soup I’ve got waiting for me back at my site.

“Thank you so much, Phil,” she says, “I’d still be staring at that fucked up tent if it weren’t for you, and now I’m settling in for a fine meal.”

“No problem, Jessie,” I say. “I’m heading back to my site, but I’m probably going to light a fire later, you’re welcome to drop by for marshmallows if you want.”

She smiles over her cup of pad Thai, and I’m struck by how pretty she is. Unlike Petra, who’s tall and willowy with long black hair and a stately way of holding herself, Jessie is petite, almost delicate, with long, slender fingers and a button nose. “I might just do that, since I don’t know that I trust myself to start a campfire.”

“We can make that tomorrow’s lesson, then.”

I’m sitting by the campfire with a tumbler of whiskey and the copy of “A Canticle for Leibowitz” that I had tossed in my pack, reading by my headlamp, when I hear Jessie call from the trail, “Knock knock!”

“Come on in,” I answer, setting my book aside. I dial my lamp down to a dimmer setting so I don’t blind her and watch as she comes into the circular light of the fire. She’s brought her own folding chair and a wool blanket, and traded her ball cap for a gray knit hat; even though it’s late June, the air is a little chilly.

I sharpened a couple of sticks in anticipation of having company, and I pass one to Jessie along with the bag of marshmallows. I hold up the bottle of Powers and ask, “Whiskey?”

“Whiskey and marshmallows!” she says and laughs. “I don’t know if that’s fancy or just weird.”

“Just weird,” I say. “That’s how I roll at my campsite.”

“Nothing funny in it?”

I pour a couple of fingers into a cup and take a small sip myself to show it’s just whiskey, then hand it to her. She sips it and shivers a little – apparently she’s not usually a neat whiskey drinker – then extends the stick with a marshmallow toward the fire.

“So you must have a girlfriend back in civilization,” she says. “Or at least you do a pretty good job of not throwing out any serial killer vibes.”

“Only the most successful serial killers are good at suppressing those vibes,” I say. When she pulls back a little in her chair I say, “But yeah, I’ve got a fiancee back in the city, she’s trained me pretty well.”

“The guy I’m seeing would probably think I’m crazy, taking a trip like this by myself. He thinks I’m visiting my sister in Indiana. She thinks I’m crazy, but that’s nothing new.”

“It is a little crazy,” I say. “But brave, too; I don’t know if I’d jump into something so new to me with that kind of gusto, and all alone.”

She shrugs and sips again, making less of a face this time. “It’s been a while since I clicked with a guy and had it last more than a couple of weeks. He’s really sweet, and he’s really excited about this camping trip, and I don’t want to ruin it.”

“I don’t see how you could. There’s nothing wrong with being new to something – and sometimes it’s fun to teach someone the ropes. I mean, I’ve had a really good time today showing you how to set up your tent and hang your bear bag, I’m pretty sure your guy would have an even better time.”

She smiles, and kind of blushes. I think she’s been having a good time, too, though I don’t want to be too presumptuous. “I guess I kind of let him think I was more experienced than I really was. It’s like – remember when you were a virgin, but you had to pretend you knew all about sex and that you were blase about the whole thing even though you were abso-fucking-lutey scared to death?”

It’s my turn to blush; I thought that was only a thing for guys? I totally remember that, the first time I was with a girl is a source of both incredible embarrassment and also one of my sexiest memories – I completely flubbed putting on a condom (another example of needing to practice with your gear before you’re in the woods), but once I was finally inside her and looking into her eyes I felt that my life had finally reached its greatest purpose. Never mind that the relationship was over in about two weeks and I have no idea where she ended up after graduation, in that moment there was no one else in the universe, and nowhere else I wanted to be.

“Probably not the comparison I would have reached for,” I say, “but yeah, I understand.”

Jessie laughs. “I’m a little crass sometimes, sorry!”

“Not a problem; your potty mouth is charming.”

“My mom grew up in a fishing village in Maine and my dad was an Army helicopter pilot,” she says, “I come by my swearing honestly.”

I raise my glass. “Here’s to good swears!” And Jessie raises hers in return.

Then she says, very seriously, “Do I really need to worry about bears?”

“No!” I say. “I told you, black bears are scared of people, they’re hiding out on the other side of the lake. Raccoons and squirrels, those are the enemy, and they’re cute. Oh, and also Mothman, but it’s best not to talk about him.”

She raises her eyebrows, and I can’t stop myself. My Scoutmaster reprimanded me more than once for spinning wild yarns around the campfire that kept him up all night trying to convince the younger Scouts that there were no Sasquatch, aliens, ax murderers, or vengeful ghosts ready to descend on our campsite, but there’s just something about the crackle of the fire and the smell of the marshmallows and the twinkling stars above us that makes me tell the most hair-raising yarns I can imagine, all with the most serious tone I can muster. This is one of the reasons Petra doesn’t let me pick movies – “Texas Chainsaw Massacre” would be my favorite movie of all time if “Hereditary” hadn’t come along to send devastating chills up my spine.

“But that’s all bullshit, right? You know I’m shitting you, right?” I say after I’ve told a largely improvised but seriously creepy story about a mysterious entity that watches campers from the trees and swoops in to steal them away for nefarious purposes.

“Sure, right, yeah, just a story,” Jessie says, clenching her empty glass. “Hah, campfire ghost stories, that’s a part of camping, right?”

“Shit, I’m sorry, I get carried away,” I say. “My fiancee doesn’t let me pick movies because I like the scary stuff too much. This is the least scary place in the world, really, it’s peaceful and restful, we’re cradled in the loving arms of Mother Nature …”

“That’s the bullshit part,” Jessie says, laughing. “You already told me to be scared of the raccoons.”

“Not scared,” I say, “just respectful. They’ll replace us someday, clever little bastards with their flexible fingers.”

Jessie laughs. “You’re not helping! But I should probably be getting home.”

“I’ll walk you,” I say, standing up and stepping toward her chair. “Not that there’s anything to be scared of.”

She stands and loops her arm through mine. “Not at all,” she says.

The walk back to her site is uneventful – no Mothman, no bears, not even a raccoon, just a gentle breeze in the pines and the stars above us. I point out the Big Dipper, Casiopea, Venus and Mars. When we get to the entrance to her site, I stop and ask if she’s got her lantern and headlamp; I’m glad that she selected a nice battery-powered lantern instead of an old school Coleman gas or propane lantern with those fragile little mantles – I love the warm glow and gentle hiss of a gas lantern, but that’s way more fiddling in the dark than a new camper needs. She assures me that she’s all set for the night, and gives me a little wave as she heads toward her tent; it feels weird that I didn’t give her a kiss goodnight, and then it feels weird that it feels weird, and I head back to my site, turning off my headlamp so I can enjoy the darkness.

I’m awakened by my tent shaking as if it’s caught in a hurricane and a voice yelling, “Oh my god Phil! Phil! Let me in oh my god there’s something out here!”

I grab my headlamp from under my pillow and flick it on; my watch says it’s almost midnight. Apparently, I’m not being fast enough, because there’s more yelling before I can get the tent door unzipped. It’s almost half open when Jessie crashes into me and scrambles to the back of the tent, breathing hard.

“What’s wrong?” I say, sliding the zipper up and down a few times to get the teeth realigned after the hasty opening of the flaps. “Are you okay?”

Instead of speaking she throws herself into my arms, crying and shaking. I hold her against my chest and put my hands on her back, saying, “It’s OK, there’s nothing out there, it’s OK,” as soothingly as I can.

“My tent was shaking!” she says, almost shouting, her face against my bare chest. “I yelled at it to go away and it just kept shaking and shaking and I just barely got out and I ran oh my god there’s something back there!”

“Hush,” I say, “you’re safe, there’s nothing in the dark that isn’t there in the light.”

“Bullshit!” she yells. “There’s something out there!”

There’s no point in arguing. I could tell her it was just the wind, or maybe a raccoon, but certainly no bear and the Mothman isn’t real even though he kind of seemed real when I was telling the story, but reasoning isn’t useful at the moment. Instead I just hold her, and she quivers against me.

“Nothing can get you here,” I say, “you’re totally safe.”

And that’s when she kisses me. Not a gentle peck, not even a solid smack, but a passionate tongue-and-all face sucking kiss. I kiss her back, caught completely by surprise, and meet her tongue with mine. After a minute or so she pulls back, looks up into my eyes, and then dives in for more. I’m more than happy to meet her passion.

“Oh my god,” she says, breathing raggedly, “oh my god, I was so scared.”

“It’s okay,” I say, “you’re safe.”

“Can I stay here?”

“Well, I …” I turn off my headlamp so as not to blind her. “I mean, it’s as safe at your site as it is here …”

“Can I stay here?” she asks again, and nuzzles against my neck.

“Sure,” I say, “sure, you know what, you can stay, no problem. You can have the sleeping bag, just let me move over here …”

And she kisses me again, her tongue seeking mine, and I put my hands on the back of her head to pull her down on top of me and run my hands down her back to her ass. I squeeze, then rub, enjoying the contrast of firm and soft as she clenches against me. Her mouth works down over my chin to my throat, then up to my ear, and her hands run over my shoulders to my chest, grazing my nipples and lingering there.

“There’s plenty of room,” I gasp, trying (but not too hard) to pull away, “I’ll just let you have the bag, let me get out and get dressed …”

Her hand plunges into the bag and finds my cock, which has grown to a raging hard-on with all of this kissing and caressing. I almost always sleep naked in my bag in the summer, and since I wasn’t expecting any visitors tonight is no exception. When she finds my erection, I hear a gasp of surprise, and then she presses her mouth against mine and squeezes my cock with her hand.

“Don’t get dressed,” she whispers, “let me get undressed.”

She pulls away from me, and I hear shuffling in the dark, and then she’s kissing me again with her bare breasts pressed against my chest. I reach up and cup a tit, squeezing it as I find her nipple with my thumb. She moans and bites my neck. I slide my other hand down her back to her ass, still meeting only flesh, no clothing, and I squeeze a firm buttock and pull her down on top of me. She’s working the sleeping bag down past my hips and straddling me; I feel the scratchy-soft texture of her pubic hair brush against my belly, and I slide a hand down to find her pussy lips, already wet and pliant.

She groans into my mouth as I work my fingers along the seam of her pussy and up to her clit, giving it a firm but gentle tug. Jessie has my cock in her fist and guides it to the opening of her pussy, rubbing the head up and down against her lips as the moisture grows.

“Oh fuck,” she whispers, nibbling my ear, “oh fuck I need you in me …”

I reach down to help her move my cock into place, rubbing her clit with my thumb. When I think we’re all lined up, I lift my hips and slide into her; I meet some resistance at first as her pussy gradually opens,and then I’m inside her with her juices bathing my shaft. “Fuuuuck” Jessie moans as she straddles me and starts to slide up and down on my penis.

Jessie is in complete control, sitting upright on my cock and riding me with rhythmic strokes. I can just barely make out her shape in the dark. Her nipples are hard pebbles against my palms when I reach up to grasp her tits, and she throws her head back and cries out when I reach between us to stroke her clit. “Fuck fuck fuck!” she yells. “I’m fucking coming!”

I put my hands on her hips and thrust up into her pussy, feeling the head of my cock graze her cervix. Her legs shake as an orgasm sweeps through her, and I feel her pussy tighten around my shaft.

“I’m going to come too,” I whisper, increasing the pace of my strokes. “Should I pull out?”

“Fuck no,” she says, “fucking fill me.”

And I let go with a mind-numbing orgasm, flooding her pussy with cum. Jessie yells “Fucking fuck me!” and I just yell, wordless jumbled roaring sounds filling the tent. She collapses onto me, her mouth seeking mine, wet and full of a questing tongue, and I grasp her ass as the last spasm of my orgasm shakes me.

“Holy fucking shit,” she gasps as she lies down next to me. “Holy fucking shit.”

I wrap my arms around her, feeling her sweat-slick breasts against my chest; my cock slips free of her pussy, and jizz spills down our thighs. Her breathing becomes deep and regular and in seconds she’s asleep. I untangle my legs from my sleeping bag, careful not to wake her, and drape it over us, soon falling asleep myself with Jessie in my arms.
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Down to the Lake


At sunrise, I pull on my jeans and a shirt and slip out of the tent as quietly as I can. Jessie is still asleep in a tangle of sleeping bag and discarded clothing, her head cradled on a bent arm, her short blonde hair tousled.

I’ve got the fire I banked last night almost at a good cooking temperature and coffee percolating on the camp stove when I hear Jessie stirring in the tent. I don’t know what she’ll be thinking when she wakes up – last night could be like a nightmare to her, or a pleasant dream. To me, it’s still a very strange event that I’m trying to sort out – it didn’t fit at all into my plans for the weekend, but I don’t think I regret it, at least not yet.

"I’ve got some coffee ready if you want some," I call.

Jessie groans from inside the tent, and I hear more shuffling. In a few minutes she emerges, wearing a powder blue long underwear set and her gray knit hat. I offer her my camp chair and a cup of coffee, and she sits, staring at the fire.

I make myself look busy by the fire, assembling breakfast. I hadn’t planned on having company when I made the menu, so I’m dipping a little into tomorrow’s breakfast as well to have enough for two: some pancakes and sausage patties on the little steel griddle, a couple of granola bars, some oranges – not exactly a feast for kings, but not bad for camping.

We both break the awkward silence at the same time, starting, "Last night …" and we stop with a laugh.

"You first," I say, looking up from the griddle where the pancakes are just starting to bubble.

"No, you," she says, smiling over her cup of coffee.

"Okay …well … last night was sort of a surprise."

"Oh yeah, that’s an understatement."

"It wasn’t an unpleasant surprise though …"

"Well, I’m glad you thought so," she says with a laugh. "Because I sure as fuck enjoyed it."

I breathe a sigh of relief. "Yeah, I definitely agree with that sentiment."

"Look," she says, "we’re adults, right? You’ve got a fiancee, and I’m out here in the woods because I want to impress a new boyfriend, so it’s pretty unlikely there’s much of a future in us, right?"

"Sounds like a fair assessment," I say, giving the pancakes a flip with my spatula.

"But also we’re alone out here in the wilderness, a couple hundred miles from home, and it would be weird for me to go back to my tent and pretend that didn’t happen, so …"

"So?"

"So I propose we make a weekend of it. It was a lot of fun yesterday setting up the tent, and roasting marshmallows, and, you know, fucking. And I obviously have a lot more to learn before I can be trusted in the woods by myself. So we’ve got until tomorrow morning to enjoy whatever this is, and then we part ways and probably never see each other again."

"That sounds …" I flip the pancakes onto a plate and slide the sausages over to where they can get more heat. "Well, I’ve got no objections."

"Good," she says, holding out her cup. "More coffee."

"So what is there to do out here," she asks, "besides, you know, what we did last night?"

"Actually, I’ve never done much of that while camping," I say. "I haven’t had many girlfriends who were outdoorsy. A lot of camping is about slowing down – things that are easy to do at home, like cooking and washing up, are just harder to do out here, so camp chores are a big thing."

"Oh, that sounds fun," she says, rolling her eyes. "I love to spend my free time doing chores."

"And hiking, enjoying nature, exploring around the campground. There’s a bunch of trails here, and a lake. We can go exploring after I pack up breakfast."

"Or we can go back in the tent …" She winks at me over her coffee cup.

That does sound like a good idea … "We’ve got plenty of time for that," I say. "Plus, we’ve got this whole forest to ourselves – why hide in the tent?"

Jessie ran to my tent last night barefoot, and while the adrenaline of her terror had made that easy, the walk back to her site in the light of day, over jagged gravel and twisted tree roots, is slow. "How about a lift?" I ask; she’s a lot smaller than Petra, and based on what I remember from her riding me last night, she should be pretty light.

She wraps her arms around my neck, and I scoop her up. She is light, but we’re an awkward, top-heavy thing together. She giggles when I stumble, unable to see my feet when I’m carrying her against my chest.

"This isn’t going to work," I say as I set her down. "Up on my shoulders."

"What?"

"Trust me." I go down on one knee, fingers laced in front like a step. Jessie puts her foot into my hands and swings a leg up over my neck and squeals when she feels herself tipping, fingers wrapped in my hair to steady herself. When she’s settled, I stand slowly, arms out for balance; with her seated on my shoulders, our weight is much better distributed, and I start off down the trail, my hands holding her ankles.

"This is the kind of hiking I might enjoy," Jessie says. And with her little ass perched on my shoulders and delicate fingers still tangled in my hair, it’s a kind of hiking I’m liking a lot, too.

I go back down on a knee when we get to her tent, and she dismounts, much more gracefully than when she climbed on board. She gives me a soft, wet kiss when I stand, arms around my neck while standing on tiptoes, and I wrap my arms around her waist to pull her in tight. I’m going to get as much out of the next twenty-four hours as I can.

I sit in her camp chair while Jessie goes inside her tent to change. Her campsite looks undisturbed from last night’s terror, though there are a few small branches scattered around the tent – maybe it was one of those falling that sent her scrambling to my site? Or maybe a raccoon or other small animal? There’s no obvious sign that anything larger than that had made its way close to the tent, though I’m grateful that something spooked her enough to pay me a late-night visit.

Jessie emerges from the tent wearing brand new hiking shorts and a moisture-wicking top – she’s done a little research on choosing clothes for a walk in the woods. She’s swapped her knit hat for the ball cap she was wearing yesterday, and she has her unscuffed hiking boots in her hands.

"So hiking is really just walking, right?" Jessie says. "They just call it that so they can charge more for the shoes, right?"

I think about giving an answer out of "The Complete Walker", with a discussion of how to choose the correct hiking boots for the expected terrain and the benefits of different pack styles, but wisely decide to say instead, "Pretty much. But those look like good hiking boots, so put them on and we’ll get going."

The map in the parking lot didn’t have contour lines, but from the way the trails are shaped, I suspect that there’s a ridge on the far side of Lake Nakanawidah and probably a low point on this side where you can get to the water. I show Jessie the picture of the map on my phone, and the route I think we should take: a trail leads from the campsites to the loop around the lake, then through the woods and back on the other side of camp. The map suggests that it’s about two miles, which seems like a good distance for a morning stroll.

"Are you getting any phone signal?" Jessie asks as I put my phone back in my pocket.

"Not a bar," I say.

"So the whole world could be coming to an end right now and we wouldn’t know?"

"Not until tomorrow," I say. "But if the world is ending, do you really want to be the first to know?"

"Good point," she says, leaning into me. "And I suppose this wouldn't be the worst place to be if it did end."

I do a quick check of my day pack — first aid kit, pocket knife, water bottles, some energy bars, headlamp in case we're caught out after dark; not a full expedition kit, but enough that I feel confident. And then we're off on Jessie's first big hike.

The trail starts off wide and gravely, but soon narrows and steepens as it goes deeper into the woods. Gnarled pine roots stretch across the trail, sometimes offering welcome natural stairs to help with the climb and sometimes offering tricky stumbling blocks that we have to dodge around. The sun is climbing fast, and even in the shade of the trees, it's getting hot.

"I'm glad I got this wicking shirt," Jessie says, pulling the hem away from her body and giving it a shake. The fabric clings tantalizingly to her little tits, and I almost suggest we try naked hiking, but I'm a little worried about starting off with poor outdoor practices. I think of the bug bites, the scratches from trees and rocks, the risk of sunburn. I also think about throwing Jessie down on a bed of pine needles, sucking at her nipples and seeking her wetness with my fingers, my cock raging against her belly.

"You seem a little distracted," she says, bumping my hip with hers, and I realize that I've been shuffling along a little glassy-eyed with visions of pounding her into the soft forest floor accompanied by birdsong playing in my mind, and that I'm getting a little bit of an erection.

"Oh, sorry," I say. "I was just trying to figure out how far we've walked."

"Feels like forever," she says. "This is a lot harder than walking down the street! My feet are starting to get tired."

"Do you want to take a rest?"

"Not yet," she says. "How much further do you think?"

I shrug. "I think we're getting to the top of this rise," I say, "and then we should be able to see the lake. Downhill from there."

"Let's keep at it, then."

Sure enough, we reach the top of the ridge in a few minutes, and through the trees, I can see a sparkle of blue below us. The trail winds up a little further, and the view opens up — water glistens far below under the cloudless sky, ripples in the gentle breeze, and a loon suddenly sings out its strange call.

"Behold, Lake Nakanawidah!" I declare with a wave of my hand.

"It's beautiful," Jessie says, plopping down on a rock near the edge of the cliff where the trail has deposited us. "How do we get down there?"

I look around the clearing at the end of the trail. There's no way directly to the lake, unless you've got climbing gear, which we most definitely do not have. I pull up the picture of the map on my phone, but it's really just a sketch — it shows a trail from the parking lot that bows out in a gentle curve before reaching the lake, and then continuing along the lake shore in a return loop. No forks, no intersections, no spur trails, just a single loop. I'm pretty sure we didn't miss any branches along the trail we took.

Then I spot what looks like an orange swatch of paint on an old pine tree to our left, partially obscured by vines: a blaze. I point it out to Jessie.

"The trail must continue there," I say. "It doesn't look like anyone's been here for a while to maintain it, though, so it might be a little tricky in spots."

"So do we turn back?"

"No," I say, "we press on."

The trail is indeed tricky, and not just in spots. Roots and branches grab at our legs, and the stones on the trail want to roll away at the slightest touch. To our left, the trees are dense and gnarled, growing up a steep incline; to our right, the trail falls away to a cliff, with rocks and lake about twenty feet below. Jessie lets out a gasp when a large stone rolls away from her foot and clatters down the cliff, landing on the lake with a splash.

We pick our way down the trail, gradually getting closer to the lake, arms and legs bearing the red lashes of the branches that have been whipping us. The trees start to clear and the trail starts to level off, becoming broader and flatter as it leaves the woods and opens onto a broad, rocky ledge about a couple of feet above the surface of the lake.

"Yeah, that was tricky, alright," Jessie says as she sits on a rock near the lake. Sweat plasters her blonde hair to her forehead, and she's breathing hard, like she's just had a hard run. I sit down next to her and realize that I'm sweating, too; the sun is high in the cloudless sky, and the light reflecting off the lake is bright and relentless.

I reach in my daypack and pull out water bottles and energy bars, passing a bottle and a bar to Jessie. She drinks half the bottle in one swallow, and I worry that I should have brought a water filter, too; the lake is probably pretty clean, but sending her home with a case of giardia wouldn't be a great introduction to the wilderness.

"So now what do we do?" she asks around a mouthful of energy bar.

"I don't know," I say, leaning back and letting the sun warm my face. "We could swim."

"I didn't pack a suit."

I sit up and grin at her. "Who needs suits?"

I stand and strip off my shirt, kick off my shoes, and start unbuckling my belt. Jessie is looking at me in bafflement. With one quick push — I need to move fast so I don't lose my nerve — I have my shorts and underwear down to my ankles.

"Seriously?" she says, eyes wide.

"You've never gone skinny dipping before?"

I walk over to the ledge and peer over, feeling her eyes on my back and ass. The water is clear and deep for as far as I can see from the ledge, sunlight rippling off small stones on the lake bottom. It's hard to judge the depth, but I'm sure it's at least four or five feet deep.

I back up a few steps and run to the edge of the rock, launching myself into the air. The water is cold when I hit it with a splash, and I gasp as I shoot myself up to the surface. I've landed in a depth of a little more than six feet — my toes touch the bottom when I stretch out — and I turn back to look at Jessie, who's standing on the ledge watching me.

"Come on in!" I yell. "It's nice and cool!"

"Are you nuts?" she yells back. "What if someone comes?"

"Who's going to come?"

The loon on the other side of the lake answers me with its warbling cry, and Jessie laughs. Then she sits down to untie her boots.

I realize that I haven't seen Jessie naked — it was dark when she came to my tent last night, so while my hands got a pretty good sense of how her body is put together, my eyes have missed out. And my eyes are pretty pleased with what they see as Jessie stands and pulls off her clothes. She has small, firm breasts with dark nipples; I remember how those nipples felt against my palms last night, like hard little pebbles. Her belly is flat and tight, and I remember the way it tensed as she came while she rode me. She steps out of her shorts, revealing the thighs that gripped me last night when I exploded inside her; they're lean and strong, I imagine she must be a runner, or maybe spends some time on the elliptical at the gym.

"Getting a good look?" she asks with a smirk.

"Oh yeah," I say.

"Like what you see?"

"Oh, very much."

"Good."

She pulls her pink cotton panties down and steps out of them. Her bush is as blonde as the hair on her head, and trimmed into a wide strip from her belly to the cleft. I remember touching that curly hair while I guided my cock into her last night, and despite the cold water, I feel myself getting hard.

Jessie rocks back on one heel, and then runs hard at the ledge and leaps into the air, tracing a graceful arc past me and into the water. The splash soaks me, and she comes up spluttering.

"Fuck, it's COLD!" she gasps, bobbing a few feet past me.

"You get used to it," I say.

She does a lazy breast stroke over to me; the water is a little too deep for her to stand, so she puts her hands on my waist and leans in for a kiss. I put my hands on her bare ass and feel my cock push against her belly. Her nipples are hard from the sudden cold, and they scrape against my chest as I pull her in.

Then she pulls away and looks along the lakeshore. It's all rock ledge where we are, white and gray granite gleaming in the sun. There are a few large rocks scattered in the water, tiny islands glistening.

"Are you a good swimmer?" she asks.

"Pretty good," I say. I probably swim once or twice a month at the gym, a few laps just to keep in practice.

"See that rock over there?" She points with one hand while holding onto my shoulder with the other; the rock, a big white and gray bolder shot through with quartz, is about fifty feet away. "I'll race you to it."

"What do I get when I win?" I ask, giving her ass a playful pinch.

"You won't," she says, and suddenly launches herself from me, landing a kick to my belly when she pushes off.

I grunt and start following. She has a long, relaxed stroke, pulling herself gracefully through the water, and if I weren't trying to catch up to her, I'd enjoy just watching her swim. But I feel I need to be up to the challenge, so I scramble to catch up; my stroke is nowhere near as graceful, nor efficient, as hers, so I'm relying on height and strength to get me to the finish line first.

Jessie has a good head start, but I'm able to close the gap enough to reach out for her foot after a few strokes. She kicks my hand away, and I pull harder at the water, coming up parallel to her ass. When I reach for her, though, she suddenly dives under the water and comes up further ahead — a very loon-like trick for someone who claims not to have gone skinny dipping in a forest lake before. She turns and bobs for a moment, sticks her tongue out at me, and resumes her crawl, a little faster now.

She reaches the rock just as I catch up to her again; I grab her ankle, but she jerks herself free and scrambles up onto the boulder, out of breath but laughing. She pulls herself to a seat on the smooth stone, feet paddling at the water, and says, "I won."

"Damn you're fast," I say, bobbing just short of the rock. The water is deeper here, and cooler; the sun is warmer, though, and feels good on my shoulders.

"Captain of the college swim team," she says, and lies back on the rock, stretching herself to the sun. "I'm way out of shape, but I guess I've still got the edge on a schlub like you."

"Hey," I protest, "I'm not a schlub."

"Yeah, but you swim like one."

I paddle up close to the rock and grab her foot. I had thought that maybe I would pull her back into the water, but once I have her foot in my hand, I change my mind. Instead, I press my fingers into the pad, gently kneading. She stretches her arms over her head and groans.

"Fuck, that feels good," she says. "My feet just ache from that hike!"

"Going down that hill was brutal," I say, switching to her other foot. I look up along her body and see a smile on her face. "You'll probably be feeling it in your calves all day."

"Mmm," she sighs as I slide my hands up her ankle and squeeze her calf. The muscles are tight little knots from keeping her balance on the treacherous trail, and she flinches a little as my fingers start to untie them. I work on her other calf, and she spreads her legs apart; I've got a wonderful view up between her thighs to the tangle of golden hair above her pussy, droplets of water clinging to the curls.

I take one of her big toes into my mouth, and she starts to pull her foot away and then relaxes when I run my tongue down the sole. I give each toe a gentle suck, then move over to the other foot, repeating the mouth and tongue work there. Jessie's legs relax, and I can feel the knots in her calves starting to loosen.

"That's doing the job," she says. I look up to see that she's reaching one hand between her legs and is drawing lazy circles around her pussy. I mimic the circle she's making with my tongue the sole of her foot, and her toes curl and flex.

I move my mouth up past her ankle to her calf, watching her fingers while I lick. I can smell the musky scent of her arousal as I get closer, my tongue on her inner thigh. The rock is slippery when I pull myself up, and I stretch between her legs, my mouth approaching the source of that rich, warm aroma. She gasps when my tongue flicks across the cleft of her pussy, and she pulls her hand away to give me access.

She tastes as tantalizing as she smells — tangy, rich, and warm. I'm struck by how similar she tastes to Petra, and also how different; Jessie has her own unique flavor, a little saltier than Petra, a little less tart. Noticing the differences in their flavor, and in the feel of their pussies against my mouth and tongue, makes my cock lurch; this lake is a secret and secluded place, a sanctuary out of time, and I feel like the master of a hidden paradise.

Jessie uses her finger to nudge her clit toward my tongue, and I take her lead. Her nub is hard, almost like a little cock poking out of her golden bush, and I wrap my lips around it and suck. She moans and threads her fingers through my hair, arching her back to press her pussy hard against my face. I hum as I eat her, devouring her soft lips and hard clit and licking the nectar that's flowing freely down her thighs.

Suddenly she tenses, her abdomen tight as she sits halfway up, and she lets out a yell that echoes across the lake. Her legs shake and she holds my head hard against her pussy; her flavor is tangier, sharper, and her clit quivers against my tongue.

"Fuck!" she gasps, lying back against the rock with her arms outstretched. "Holy fucking fuck! Where did you learn to eat pussy like that?"

"Pussy eating school?"

"More people need to sign up for that." She reaches down to stroke my cheek. "Maybe you should teach the class."

"Only if you help me with the lectures."

"Gladly." She stretches, luxuriating in the sun and the afterglow of her orgasm.

I hoist myself up a little higher, licking a trail up her belly, but there's not much space on the rock. I cup her tits, feeling the nipples against my palms, and say, "Care to race back to shore? I think it might be more comfortable to stretch out there."

"Fuck no," she says. "I mean, yes, go back to shore and stretch out, that sounds good, but I'm not racing — I don't think I can kick."

"A leisurely float, then," I say, and slip back into the water.

Jessie sits up and shakes her shoulders, then slides back into the water herself. She turns on her back and starts to slowly make her way to shore, the sun glistening on her body. I turn over too, enjoying the warmth on my chest and belly, and join her in her slow float.

"Periscope up," she says with a laugh as I float next to her. I lift my chin, and see that I am indeed pointing my periscope skyward. The sun feels nice on my cock as well.

"Just getting ready for the submarine races," I say.

I turn my head toward shore and freeze when I see a shape emerging from the trees. At first I think it's a bear, but then I realize it's something much worse — there's a person shuffling toward the lake with what appears to be a large pack on their back.

"Holy shit," I whisper, quickly rolling over and dropping into a doggy paddle. "Jessie, there's someone coming."

She rolls over and sputters, treading water and watching as the person gets nearer. It looks like a man wearing a heavy pack and wide-brimmed hat, moving slowly under his load. He reaches the spot where we scattered our clothes, sits down on a rock, and removes his pack with a heavy sigh that we can hear out in the water about forty feet away. Then he reaches into the top of his pack and produces a water bottle and what appears to be a sandwich in a plastic bag; he looks like he intends to settle in.

"Hello!" I call, waving my hand. Jessie paddles behind me and treads water with her hands on my shoulders, partially hidden.

The man's head pops up from his sandwich; he looks around, shading his eyes with his hand, and then spots us.

"Oh, hi!" he calls back. "I didn't see you out there. I suppose this is your gear?"

"Uh, yeah," I say, "we thought we'd have a dip in the lake after our hike, it's pretty hot out."

"You can say that again! This pack weighs a ton and I'm sweating just from the walk from the parking lot."

"Are you camping here?" I ask.

"Nah," he says, "just training. I'm thinking of doing a big through hike in the fall, so I'm getting used to being on the trails with the heavy pack. Smart of you to pack swimsuits."

"Oh, yeah," I say, "be prepared, right?"

"Are you just going to small talk with this guy all day?" Jessie hisses in my ear. "It's getting a little chilly."

It is indeed a little cold in the lake, especially when we're not swimming or otherwise engaged. I let us drift a little closer to shore where it's shallower, but I don't want us to drift too close.

"I was planning to do the loop," the man says around bites of his sandwich. "Which direction did you come from?"

"We came down the hill," I say, close enough to shore now that I can touch the lake bottom, though it's still a little deep for Jessie. I reach behind me to support her ass, and she wraps her legs around my waist and arms around my shoulders, so I'm carrying her piggyback. "But I wouldn't recommend going up that way, especially with a pack — we had to scramble, it's really steep."

"Ah, good to know," he says.

"If you're going to chitchat," Jessie whispers in my ear, "then I'm going to have to do something to warm us up ..."

She slides one hand from my shoulder and under the water along my chest, fingers walking toward my belly. Despite the cold and the presence of the stranger, my cock responds to her touch by springing back to life. When she presses her tits against my back and stretches down, she can reach the head of my cock with her fingers, and she starts to gently tease.

"You folks staying at the campground?" he asks.

"Uh ... yeah," I say. "One more night."

"Looks like a nice place," he says, "but pretty primitive."

"You don't need much for a good time camping."

Jessie leans a little lower and has her hand wrapped around my shaft now, gently tugging up and down. I squeeze her ass with my hands and run my fingers around her seat, searching for her pussy. I hope the stranger is nearsighted and can't tell what we're doing under the water.

"So you hiked up to the top of the ridge?" he asks.

"Yep," I say, gritting my teeth; Jessie is nibbling at my neck and working my cock with a twisting motion of her wrist that makes my balls tighten.

"Is the view any good?"

"Oh, really great," I say, "definitely worth the climb, but I'd rather do it from the parking lot than up this cliff side."

My fingers have found Jessie's pussy lips, and after a gentle stroke or two, I press one inside. She's warm and soft, and she gasps into my ear with the sudden intrusion. I can twist my wrist just enough for my thumb to graze her clit, so I set to work matching Jessie's rhythm on my cock.

"I think that'll be my plan, then," the stranger says. He takes a long sip from his water bottle and returns it and the empty sandwich bag to his pack. "Thanks for the tip, much appreciated."

"No bother," I say. Jessie's nipples are hard against my back, and she pants into my ear when my finger makes a widening circle inside her channel.

The stranger stands up, shoulders his pack with a grunt, and sets off back in the direction he came from with a wave. We watch him until he disappears into the trees, still surreptitiously fiddling with each other, and then Jessie floats free with cascade of giggles.

"Holy shit," she says, "I thought he'd never leave. Help me out of the water, I want to fuck."

I boost Jessie onto the rock ledge with my hands on her ass, and then try to pull myself up. Something I hadn't considered when showing off my skinny-dipping derring-do when I dove into the water was how I'd get myself out of the water — it's not as easy as it looks. I'm finally able to scramble up with Jessie's help, rolling onto my side because I'm also trying not to injure the raging hard-on that I've got; that would completely defeat the purpose of all of this effort.

Jessie has laid out our clothes into a sort of nest on the rock, and she has herself stretched out on it, soaking up the sun's rays and smiling up at me. She glows in the sunshine, a perfect golden vision of sensuality, hands resting on her thighs.

"Do you think he'll come back?" she asks when I crawl over to her side and start kissing my way from her lips to her throat to her tits.

"Nah," I say, "he's going to be on the trail to the overlook for at least an hour. If he turns back, he'll stop at the parking lot, he's not coming to the lake."

"Do you think anyone else will come to the lake?"

I suck one of her nipples into my mouth, rolling it around my tongue. She has such small, firm tits, so different from Petra's round, soft breasts.

"I don't think so," I say as I work my way down along her belly, licking the soft hair around her belly button. "But I also don't care right now."

"Mmmm ... I don't care either," she says with a sigh when my tongue reaches the cleft of her pussy. I lick circles around her clit, and then press my mouth against her lips; her pussy is a little cool from our swim in the lake, and I want it to be warm for what's about to come.

"Fuck me," she whispers, holding my head in her hands and lifting her hips to meet my mouth. "I need your cock, now ..."

I slide up her body, kissing as I go. When we're face to face, I hold her head in my hands and press my mouth against hers, exploring her teeth and tongue with my tongue. She reaches between us and finds my cock, holding it in both hands and stroking it firmly while lifting her legs up and wrapping them around my waist. I let her pull me down against her, and she guides my cock into her pussy; she's wet and warm and draws me deep inside.

"Oh FUCK that's good," she groans when I bottom out, the head of my cock nudging her cervix. Her hips undulate with a serpentine movement, urging me to fuck her with long, slow strokes; every inch inside her warm, wet channel is an instance of paradise.

"Have you ever fucked outside before?" she asks, nibbling at my earlobe.

"Never," I pant. The sun is warm on my back and ass, the breeze off the lake is cool against my skin. Why have I never fucked outside before?

"Me neither," she says, "I'm really glad we're doing it now."

"Me too," I say, and kiss her hard.

I lift her hands above her head and stretch her out while I increase the speed and depth of my thrusts. She tightens her legs around my waist and lifts her ass. I can feel her soft curls against my groin, and I adjust myself so the shaft of my cock grazes her clit when I push into her. Jessie sighs and digs her fingernails into my ass.

"I could do this all day," she says, her voice breathy.

"I could do it forever," I say. "It feels so good to be inside you."

"You're filling me up," she whispers, "you're touching every part of my pussy and it feels so fucking good."

"I love how you squeeze my cock when I'm deep," I say. "Your muscles are so strong."

"Kegels," she says, and tightens her cunt around my shaft. I let out a moan and have to slow my pace to keep my climax at bay.

"They're definitely paying off," I say, finding a nice steady rhythm that I think I can maintain for a while.

We fuck for a long time — how long I can't say, we've found a perfect pace that keeps us both flirting with orgasm but never reaching it. I lick her nipples and kiss her lips; she squeezes my ass and scrapes her nails along my back.

Then she whispers, "I want to come. Can you make me come?"

"Oh, I can make you come," I say. I pick up my pace and ride up higher on her, bringing one hand between us to find her clit. It's hard and pulses when I slide a finger along its stiffness; Jessie groans and squeezes my ass harder.

"Keep doing that," she says. She digs her fingers into my ass, and I push harder against her while rubbing her clit in a wide circle. "Fuck, I'm close ..."

"Me too," I whisper, feeling my balls tightening. I hold myself deep inside her for a moment, and then pull back as slowly as I can, drawing her pussy lips along the shaft.

"Right there," she gasps, "right there, oh fuck, right there ..."

When she comes she yells, even louder than when she came on the rock in the lake, and she squeezes so hard with her legs around my waist that I have trouble breathing. Her pussy pulses, squeezing my cock like a vise grip, and I let go, too, with a yell of my own, flooding her pussy with my cum. I surrender to the spasms in my thighs and back, letting myself release like I've never come before.

When the pulses all along the shaft of my cock subside, I roll off Jessie, letting my dick slip out of her pussy. I lie next to her, the warm sun falling on my belly and penis, and let out a great sigh.

"Oh fuck, that was good," she says, splaying her arms and legs. "Oh fuck, that was good."

I lazily stroke her breasts, the nipples still firm, and kiss her lips long and hard. "That was amazing," I say.

Her belly makes a low, rumbling sound, and Jessie laughs.

"You need to teach me how to cook lunch now," she says, sitting up. She playfully strokes my cock, which is half hard but quickly losing its turgidity.

"Lunch, then," I say. I sit up, too, and embrace her. "There's a lot of day left in front of us."
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Under the Stars


We swing by Jessie's site on the way back to camp to pull down the bear bag and retrieve some of her packaged meals. My own lunch plans were originally deviled ham spread on a loaf of French bread and a bag of chips — perfectly adequate for my solo trip, but hardly an introduction to camp dining for Jessie. I don't know if the guy she's going to camp with is a wilderness gormand, but she should at least have some idea of what the fancy things are like.

What the fancy things are like is mostly a little too salty and a little too watery when made according to the directions on the package. We sample the Pad Thai, the chicken noodle casserole, and the beef stroganoff, and while certainly edible and even adequately tasty, they're not as amazing as the packaging claims they'll be. The French bread, deviled ham, and chips turn out to be the better choice.

"So what now?" Jessie asks as she wipes bread crumbs from her lips. We're sitting on a log near the fire pit, relaxing after washing up the lunch plates.

I shrug. "We could take another hike," I say, "it looks like there's a trail on the other side of the lake."

She groans. "My feet are too sore. I need a rest."

"Okay, I could teach you some knots? Show you how to build a fire? We can chop some wood ..."

Jessie rolls her eyes. "Too much outdoors."

"Well, we are camping ..."

"But that doesn't mean it has to be all about camping, does it?"

"I brought a bunch of books," I say. "You could borrow a couple."

She wrinkles her nose. "All of them science fiction, I suppose?"

"And fantasy, too; I read widely ..."

"How can something that requires so much expensive equipment be so goddamned boring?"

"Okay, then," I say, throwing up my hands. "What do you want to do?"

"Well ... we've got the tent."

"Yes, we do."

She slides a little closer on the log and puts her hand on my thigh. "And sleeping bags."

"Yes, in the tent."

She squeezes my thigh and slides her hand higher. I'm already getting hard again, having a pretty good idea where she's heading with this.

"You still have that dick in your pants?" she asks, giving my crotch a squeeze.

I lean over to kiss her, and she nips at my tongue with her teeth.

"I do," I say, "but it doesn't have to stay there."

"I like your thinking," she says with a giggle.

And so it's agreed — instead of hiking, or woodcrafts, or reading, we'll spend the afternoon in the tent fucking. And also napping, our naked bodies twined, Jessie's arm cradled on my shoulder while I fall asleep stroking her hip. And more fucking, when I wake up to Jessie's mouth wrapped around my cock, her eyes bright and mischievous.

The sun has been getting hotter throughout the day, and by early afternoon the tent is a stifling sauna. Add in the smells of sex and sweat — "Musky," I whisper into Jessie's ear; she wrinkles her nose and says, "Stinky," running her fingers through the jizz drying in her bush — and the tent is becoming a little less enticing. We open the flaps, drag the sleeping bags out to get them some air, and sit naked in our camp chairs — we need a little airing ourselves.

"This is a little more raw than I'm used to," Jessie says, sipping a cup of water. "I usually prefer satin sheets and silk pajamas, or at least a king size bed."

"Who needs a bed when you've got all this?" I ask, waving my arm to encompass the woods, the tent, the open sky and bright sun. "The world is our bedroom, the earth is our bed, the sky is clothing."

"And your cologne is a little ... what did you say, musky?"

I make a show of sniffing my armpits, and wrinkle my nose. "Yeah, raw is right. Not that you smell like a rose yourself, Little Miss Satin Sheets."

Jessie laughs and fans her hand over her bush. The blonde hair is stiff from cum and nectar, and I can see a trickle of jizz drying on her inner thigh. "You weren't complaining about the smell in the tent," she says.

"I was loving the smell in the tent," I say. "I like a woman who smells like a woman — a woman who's been fucking all day in a hot tent."

"Yeah, well, I think I need a rinse," she says, bending down to grab her hiking boots. "Race you to the lake?"

"You're on," I say, scrambling to find my boots in the pile of discarded clothes scattered around the sleeping bags.

Even with her head start, I'm pretty sure I can catch her, so I take time to pull on my socks and tie my boots. But when I get out on the trail, I catch a glimpse of her bare ass rounding the corner toward the parking lot far down the path. I have to put on a burst of speed to keep her in my sights.

Running naked isn't as easy as I imagined it would be, especially with a half-hard cock. Balls slapping against my thighs with each step and dick swinging in front of me, I'm trying to adjust my gait so as not to bang things up too much — I'm hoping to get more use out of these parts today. I was hoping that Jessie might be slowed down, too, but her high, firm breasts don't seem to create the aerodynamic issues I thought they might. Instead she's running all out, ass cheeks tight and taking long, almost leaping strides. I've only just come out onto the rock above the lake when I hear a triumphant shout followed by a loud splash, and catch a glimpse of Jessie's graceful head-first dive into Lake Nakanawidah.

She comes up sputtering and laughing, pumping her fist in the air. I sit on a rock to unlace my boots and peel off my socks.

"Hey, slowpoke!" she yells. "Hop in, the water's great!"

"Holy shit, you're fast," I say with a laugh. I take a running start and cannonball into the lake, the cold water a welcome refreshment.

"I thought you were on the swim team," I say, paddling out to embrace Jessie.

"That's a winter sport," she says, putting her arms around me. "I was track and field in the summer, mostly sprints, and cross country in the fall."

"You continue to amaze and surprise me," I say. I grasp her ass and lift her up, and she laughs and wraps her legs around me while I lean in for a kiss. Her feet bounce against my ass, and I can feel that she's still wearing her hiking boots.

My cock isn't quite hard enough yet for another round — we've fucked a half dozen times today, definitely a record for me, at least since Petra and I got together back in college, and I need some more time to recover. But holding Jessie in the lake, feeling her firm ass in my hands and her stiff nipples against my chest, seems like it might speed the recovery a bit. Or at least let me power through the refractory period.

Jessie raises herself with her thighs and reaches down with one hand to find my cock. She gives it a gentle squeeze, and it responds by stiffening in her fingers. She giggles as she brushes it against the entrance to her pussy, the head pressing against her clit.

"How many times have we fucked today?" Jessie asks. "I'm losing count ..."

"It's kind of one big, long fuck," I say. I can't get leverage to move my hips while standing in the lake and holding Jessie to me, but she's light and buoyant enough that I can slowly raise and lower her with my hands. My cock slips gently along the walls of her vagina, and I feel my balls tightening.

"My pussy is going to be so sore in the morning," she says with a groan. "I'm going to need a pillow to sit on for my drive home."

I don't want to think about the morning right now; morning is going to mean the end of this strange idyll. Once we've gone our separate ways, it's unlikely that Jessie and I will ever see each other again. I've already decided that I don't want us to exchange numbers or even last names — we have our own lives to return to after we leave the woods, and I want it to be a clean break. I think Jessie would agree. But I'm definitely going to miss this — not just the fucking, which is incredible, but also the laughs and the naps and gentle companionship.

"I think you've drained my balls dry," I say, nipping at her throat. "If I don't come, it's not because I don't want to, it's because you've taken everything I had to give."

"Yeah, well, I'm going to try to take more anyway," she says. She grins at me while she tightens her pussy around my shaft; I can feel her muscles ripple. "Every fucking drop."

Even though Jessie doesn't manage to get anymore cum out of me in the lake, I would still call the spasm that rocks through me an orgasm. And I would definitely call what happened in Jessie's body an orgasm — she screams, leans so far back that her hair touches the water, and her pussy quivers around my shaft. I have to put my hands on the small of her back and lean back for counterbalance to keep us from tumbling head over heads into the water.

I would guess by the angle of the sun that it's after four o'clock when we climb out of the lake and lie on the rocks to dry. There are probably still four hours before sunset, but it's late enough in the day that I'm not expecting any other visitors to the campground. The parking lot was empty when we streaked through it, and I haven't heard anything but chickadees and the occasional loon call.

Jessie stretches out on her back, arms and legs spread wide. She's still wearing her hiking boots, now waterlogged. The grime and sweat and jizz from our afternoon in the tent has been washed away, and water droplets sparkle like jewels in the fine hair on her belly and the tangled blonde curls above her pussy. I lie next to her, elbow on the rock and my head propped on my hand, and gently trace a line from her belly button to her curls and back.

"Don't turn me on again," Jessie says, eyes closed but smiling. "I need a little rest before round ten. Or twelve. Or whatever the score is."

"Don't worry, I don't think I'm getting hard again for a good long time," I say. Which is a lie; my cock is already starting to stir, and I have to tuck it between my thighs to keep it from poking Jessie's hip. "I just like touching you."

"Mmm, I like being touched. But I think I'm starting to fall asleep."

"We should probably get out of the sun then," I say, "fucking with a sunburn isn't much fun."

"Maybe so, but I don't know if I can walk back to camp."

"You're just angling for another piggy back ride."

She shades her eyes with hand and grins at me. "Am I so transparent as that?"

"Fuck yes," I say, leaning in to give her a kiss.

I pull her hiking boots off and knot the laces together so I can toss them over my neck, and then pull on my own boots. Jessie grunts when I help her climb onto my back, and she wraps her arms over my shoulders and nuzzles into my neck, her tits pressed against my back. Cock bobbing, I trudge back up the trail toward camp with Jessie bouncing gently on my back.

She's almost asleep by the time we get to camp, so I lower her gently onto a nest of sleeping bags and blankets. I pull the fly off the tent and rig up a lean-to to shield her from the sun, and tuck a blanket over her shoulders. Jessie lifts her head to meet my lips when I bend down to kiss her, and then she falls onto a pillow of discarded clothes, a smile on her face as she drifts off to sleep.

I sit in my camp chair and alternate between reading my book and watching Jessie sleep. The sun is warm on my skin; in all my years of camping, on all the solo trips I've taken, I've never even considered sitting around camp naked. Now I wonder why I've never done this before; it's incredibly relaxing and liberating. For tens of thousands of years, this is what our ancestors did — we were naked for far more years than we were clothed. Surely this is how we're meant to be spending our time? It's not even entirely a sexual thrill, though there's more than little of that, too; Jessie is beautiful in her sleep, so peaceful, yet so desirable.

When the sun starts to turn orange and sink lower in the sky, I put my book away and rummage through the supplies we have for supper. My own supper plan had been some minute rice, peppers, onion, and kielbasa, fried up in the cast iron pan that I decided was worth trekking in on the short hike from the parking lot. Jessie's supplies include a chicken teriyaki package, some lentil soup, and two servings of blueberry crisp. I decide that the lentil soup is probably not worth mixing up, but I prepare the other packages along with the rice and kielbasa skillet. She'll probably be famished after she wakes up.

I'm just scooping the rice and kielbasa into bowls when I hear Jessie stir. She sits up with a start and looks around, disoriented, a little string of spittle dripping from the corner of her mouth.

"Holy shit," she gasps, "how long was I asleep?"

I look up at the sun — my watch is somewhere in the pile of clothes under her head — and say, "Probably two, two and a half hours. How are you feeling?"

"Oh, fuck," she moans, lying back down and stretching her arms over her head. Her breasts rise with the movement, and I feel my cock stir. "Pretty well rested, I think — I was totally out, like blackout unconscious."

"Good," I say, "you didn't sleep much last night, and you sure made a show of kicking my ass swimming and running."

"And fucking," she says, sitting back up. "Don't forget the fucking."

"How could I? Was that meant to be competitive, too?"

"Absolutely," she says, "everything's competitive. And I'm pretty sure I won."

If we were counting orgasms, I think she's probably right, though I think giving orgasms is a form of winning, too. And since she absolutely exhausted my supply of cum for the day, to the point that I was having tantric orgasms some people spend years trying to master, I consider myself very much a winner. But I'm going to let that slide.

"You definitely devastated me," I say, "but I'm hoping for a rematch after supper."

"Oh, supper!" she exclaims. "I'm so fucking hungry. Tell me you ordered Thai food with extra pot stickers, and I'll happily stay in your stinky tent for another week."

I laugh and pass her a bowl. "Sorry, out of the delivery zone. But I whipped together a few things, I hope they're up to your standards."

Jessie doesn't say much while she eats. She's as famished as she was exhausted, and I'm lucky to get a bowl of my food before she's polished off two. The teriyaki is surprisingly good — not as salty as I expected it to be — and the blueberry crisp is delicious. Jessie plows through her helpings and then lies back on the nest of blankets and clothes with her hands on her belly.

"Fucking good meal, Phil," she says. "I mean, it's not drunkard's noodles and a side of satay, but it hit the fucking spot. Do you have marshmallows left?"

I laugh. "Yep, I've got some marshmallows for tonight. And some more whiskey if you want it."

Dusk is setting in, so I go to work laying a fire. Jessie joins me, asking questions and helping gather the components. I give her the usual lecture about tinder, kindling, and fuel, describe the size of twigs and branches we need, and she scurries off to collect the pieces.

"Are we going to rub two sticks together to light it?" she asks.

"Nah," I say, digging in the bag where I keep the cooking gear. "I've got a lighter."

"Not very romantic," she says.

"No, but very efficient," I say, and toss her the little Bic.

Just as the first stars start to twinkle into view above the trees, we have a blazing fire sending little sparks into the air. Jessie snuggles up against me, backs against the log we've been using as a seat, and I put my arm around her waist as we stare into the flames.

"So, are you going to point out constellations and tell me scary stories again?" Jessie asks when the sky has turned velvety black.

"Why would I do that?"

"To get into my pants, I assume."

I laugh and stroke her hip. "You're not wearing pants."

"Mission accomplished, I guess." She kisses my cheek. "But seriously, I wasn't aware that there are so goddamn many stars up there."

"Yeah," I say. "Makes me feel small."

"Small and a little lonely," she says, pressing into me. "All that space — and those stars, they're millions, billions of miles apart, just dancing through the emptiness."

"It makes me dizzy looking up at the night sky," I say. "The shapes we see are really just random and temporary — in a hundred, a thousand, a million years, they'll all have drifted into new shapes. The North Star won't even be the North Star forever."

"And I suppose it won't even matter," she says, "because we'll be gone. Which means we won't even have mattered ..."

"This matters," I say, squeezing her shoulder. "Right now, at this exact moment, this matters, even if it's not going to matter tomorrow." She puts her head on my shoulder and sighs.

"I'm really glad I met you, Jessie," I say. "I'm glad your tent was so fucked up, and I'm glad you got so mad at it, I had to go see if you were about to murder someone. For a day and a half, I think this mattered."

She presses her lips to my shoulder and puts her arm around my waist. I stroke her side; she's soft and warm.

"If the person who designed that tent was anywhere nearby," she says, "I would have murdered them, brutally."

I bend down and kiss her, hard, and she kisses me back, tongue pushing into my mouth. I put my hands on the back of her head to pull her closer, hard enough that our teeth click together, and she giggles.

"I'm really glad I met you, too, Phil," she says. "This would have been a suck-ass weekend that ended on Friday night if you hadn't rescued me, and I don't regret one moment of it."

I think about all the little contingencies involved in our meeting — it's an astronomically impossible occurrence, equally portentous and randomly meaningless. If the shape of Casiopea above us is a result of a million cosmic accidents, then this kiss is the result of a million and one. And I am the beneficiary of every one of those accidents to have the chance to hold Jessie's body against mine.

She presses against me until I topple gently back onto the ground, and she climbs on top of me, straddling my waist. I slide my hands up and down her back, from ass to shoulders, feeling her lean muscles and soft skin under my hands. She presses her palms against my chest and lets her weight settle on top of me, solid yet delicate at the same time.

"I think someone has recovered," she whispers, rubbing her belly against my hard cock. I respond by lifting my hips so my erection presses into her.

She reaches between us and grasps my cock in her hand. I reach, too, feeling her wetness on my fingers when I stroke her pussy lips. I gently nudge her lips apart and run a finger up and down in the nectar spilling from her pussy. Jessie sighs and moves her hips to encourage me to probe deeper; I slip a finger into her warm, tight channel.

"Oh fuck, I need you in me," she gasps, and pushes my cockhead against her entrance. I raise my hips and push inside, an inch at a time; her pussy yields to me, softening and then gripping my shaft.

Jessie sits up, riding my cock with her head thrown back. It's like last night, when she came to my tent after hearing a noise in the dark, but now I can see her clearly in the moonlight, her tight breasts pressed forward as she arches her back. I hold her thighs and thrust my hips against her.

"Oh FUCK," she grunts, grinding her clit on my pelvis. "That feels so fucking good."

"You're so tight," I say. "So wet, so warm ..."

"Oh god you fill me up," Jessie says with a moan. She pushes her palms against my hips and rides me hard, in complete control of my depth and rhythm. I lie back and let her work herself against me, enjoying the ripples of her vaginal walls when she clenches around me.

"Oh FUCK FUCK FUCK," she shouts, face turned to the moon as she cries out her climax. She shudders and shakes, thighs gripping my hips.

I grab her waist and pull her over onto her back, riding high between her legs. She wraps her thighs around me and pulls me close, fingernails digging into my shoulders. I brace my hands on either side of her head and plow into her, hips thrusting hard; the rhythmic slap of skin on skin fills the quiet night air.

"I'm going to come," I groan, behind my head down to bite her lips. "Oh fuck, I'm going to come."

"Fill me," she grunts, "fill my cunt with your cum."

And I do. I arch my back and pump my hips and explode with a mighty roar. Rejuvenated by rest and supper, I have enough jizz stored in my balls to push two or three blasts into her — nothing incredible, I suppose, but considering all the ejaculations I've managed today, still noteworthy. It's enough, at least, that when I pull out of her, I feel a trickle of warm fluid follow my cock.

"Oh fuck, Phil," she pants, pulling me in for a hard, wet kiss. "Oh, fuck, I'm so lucky I found you this weekend. That was amazing ..."

I press my hands against her face as I kiss her. She runs her fingers through my hair, pulling me close. "I'm lucky, too," I whisper. "So fucking lucky ..."
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Rosy Fingered Dawn


Iwake to the hiss of a gas camp stove and the smell of coffee brewing. My shoulder is stiff and my hip is digging into a rock under the nest of sleeping bags and blankets that we collapsed into after our fireside fucking last night.

"I hope you don't mind," Jessie says, "but I fiddled around with your stove and got the water boiling. I needed some coffee."

"It smells good," I say, sitting up and rubbing my eyes. Jessie is sitting next to the stove that's propped up on the log by the fire, wearing her wool hat and a sweater. When she sits up I see that she's not wearing anything under the sweater, and my cock lurches.

"How did you sleep?" she asks as she hands me a mug.

"Good, I think," I say. I sip the coffee; it's a little stronger than I usually make it, but I'm not going to complain. "I think there was a rock digging into my hip, but I didn't notice it until I woke up. You must have worn me out."

"You sure as fuck wore me out," she says, grinning over her mug. "If this is what camping is like, I'm sure as fuck going to enjoy doing it again."

I laugh. "It's not like any camping I've ever done before," I say, "but I'd say it was pretty great."

"Good," she says. "Then we're leaving on good terms?"

My heart lurches a little bit. This has been an incredible bubble in the day-to-day world, a magical space of sensuality and ease. If I could make it last another day, or two, or ten, I would.

"Oh yeah," I say, "good terms indeed. This has been an amazing weekend, Jessie."

"It's been amazing for me, too," she says. "Your fiancee is one lucky lady."

Ouch. I've been trying to keep Petra out of my mind on this adventure. I love Petra with all my heart — I really do, I couldn't imagine my world without her — but I feel that there are spaces in my soul that she can't fill. And maybe that's fine, even good — maybe one person can't be the perfect puzzle piece to fit into every one of my needs, and it wouldn't be fair of me to expect Petra to be everything to me.

"I think your camping guy is going to be impressed with you, too," I say. "I mean, you got the coffee going first thing in the morning, and you kept the challenges coming all day yesterday."

"Fucking and coffee," she says. "Those are skills that can carry over from civilization to the wilderness. And I'm proud of my accomplishments in both."

The caffeine is recharging me, clearing my head but also opening up the blood flow a bit. I look down at my lap and see that my cock is twitching toward hardness again at the sight of Jessie in her hat and sweater and nothing else.

"Maybe one more fuck, then?" I say. "Before we break camp?"

She laughs. "How about after we break camp? Help me get my tent rolled up and loaded into my car, and you can rail me like a motherfucker."

I've never been so incentivized to pack up camping gear. I don't even bother to get dressed before I set to work breaking down poles, rolling up tents, packing up gear. Jessie stands to the side, sipping coffee and smirking, while I go to work. She follows me on my trips to and from the parking lot, carrying our gear and loading our cars, making a point of making no effort to assist.

No sooner have I tossed the last bag into her car than Jessie throws herself against me, her mouth desperate to find mine. I kiss her hard, squeeze her ass, and press her up against her car. She reaches between us, finds my cock, and guides it to her pussy. She's so wet that I slip inside in with one easy thrust, and she wraps her hips around me while I fuck her with long, hard, steady strokes.

"FUCK that's good," she groans, pulling my face to hers. "You're hitting all the spots!"

I reach my hand between us and find her clit, a hard, throbbing button above my cock. With my finger pressed hard against her nub, I increase the depths of my thrusts, and I'm rewarded with a string of profanity and a wet, gushing flow of juice against my groin. My own climax follows quickly, and I leave yet another deposit of jizz inside Jessie's pussy.

Jessie opens the back door of her car and fishes out a pair of shorts, then steps into them. I can see my cum leaking down her leg as she wiggles them over her ass.

"I should probably sit on a towel," she says with a laugh. "My car's going to smell like your jizz all the way home."

"I hope it smells as good as your pussy," I say, leaning in to kiss her. "So musky ..."

"Stinky," she says. "You asshole." She laughs when she slaps my shoulder.

"I'm going to miss you, Jessie," I say.

"You were amazing, Phil," she says. "Maybe we'll meet again."

"Maybe," I say, trying to imagine a time and place where something like this would be possible again for me, for her, for us.

She climbs into the driver's seat of her car and turns the key. I step back and watch her back out of her parking space.

"You be good to your woman, you understand?" she yells out the open window. 'Because if you're not, I'm going to find you, and it's not going to be pretty."

"You better believe it, Jessie," I call, giving her a wave as she pulls away. "And you be good to yourself."

I dig a t-shirt and shorts out of my bag, and pull out of the parking lot myself, pointing the car south. Jessie has had a head start again, but it's too much of a head start for me to catch up — by the time I'm on the county highway again, there's no sign of her car. Wherever she's going to, she's gone.

About twenty minutes after I've left the campground, I enter into a zone where the cell reception is strong enough to connect me to the rest of the world. My phone starts to buzz with the delivery of messages, and I pull over before the next junction to check them.

Most of them are from Petra — "arrived safe and sound hope you have a fun weekend! lots of love!" says the first. I scroll to the bottom — there are more texts than I was expecting, usually when she's hanging out with her friends the communication is pretty limited — until I reach the last one:

"We need to talk"
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I'm just a gal who knows what she likes, and that's what I write about.

If you enjoyed this story, please leave a rating to help others find it!

Follow my Amazon author page for updates when a new story hits Kindle Unlimited.

Follow my blog for updates on all of my fun and sexy stories. If you sign up for my weekly newsletter, you can select a free story and get news about upcoming releases, sales, and special deals.


Off the Leash
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The story continues in " Off the Leash": When Petra's girls' weekend at the casino overlaps with a swingers' convention, things get more than a little wild. Is Petra willing to risk everything to go off the leash?
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Also by Cornelia Quick: Mapping the Boundaries of Love
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Passions run high when Petra, Phil, Jessie, Madeline, and Casey explore the limits of desire in these five stories of erotic romance: A Dip in the Lake, Off the Leash, Madeline’s Awakening, Casey’s Story, and The Contours of Desire, available on Amazon and Kindle Unlimited

Are you a binge reader? Get all five novellas in a single collection, Mapping the Boundaries of Love, also available in paperback!
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Find more of my unique blend of humor and heat, love and lust, in the Cornelia Quick Starter Pack: six collections of short stories that will leave you breathless for more!
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Dorothy's Farmhouse Flings
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Dorothy's Farmhouse Flings

Dorothy Warren and her husband Cal move from the big city to the small town of Milhawket to try to get Dorothy’s insatiable erotic appetite under control. But it turns out that the small town offers more temptations than either had imagined possible …
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