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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


1
COSMIC CAR RIDE




“Kurt, 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.


2
SYNCHRONICITY




You’re doing so well, love. It’s time to return to us. Gently awaken your mind and return to awareness.

The 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.”


3
MEETING BEA




Concentrating 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.


4
BURGERS AND FRIES




The 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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When 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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As 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.

D-A-R-B-Y

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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Slowly, 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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After 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




Amy 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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The 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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Seeing 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.


UP NEXT - LINKED LOVES
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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, dumping the trash, then 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 the 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.
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“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 wracks with sobs as I cry 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’s my rash admission of love at the lake that’s spooked her. Typical me, leaping feet first without looking. How did I mess this up so badly?
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“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.”
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SNEAK PEEK - LINKED LOVES

Chapter 1 - Dreaming

“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.”
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When tech burnout meets Texas BBQ, sparks fly hotter than hickory smoke.
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Chef’s Kiss Barbecue

https://books.macklandry.com/chefs-kiss-barbecue


HOME OFFICE HAREM
AGE GAP HAREM FANTASY ROMANCE


Dive into the complex world of Matt Lewis—a flawed workaholic wrestling with his demons and the intoxicating pull of taboo desire. Grasping at straws after his wife leaves him, he hires the tempting babysitter next door as his nanny while he figures out the next steps.

Home Office Harem

https://books.macklandry.com/home-office-harem


THE CANDY MAN’S HAREM
A SUGARY SWEET MFF+ HAREM FANTASY ROMANCE


Dominic Butterworth inherited the Rocky Cove Candy Company after his grandfather's death. Dom has focused on preserving his grandfather's legacy and has started 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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Mack Landry crafts scorching, male-led harems where polyamory meets slice-of-life bliss and every story ends in heart-pounding happily ever afters. A former tech instructor turned romance rebel, he fuels your fantasies with ethical heat.
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