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Synopsis

Book 1 of 3. Divorced and alone and his 42nd birthday, Jack is baffled at how his life has turned out. His wife of 20 years has left him, his adult son is growing distant, and he’s had to sell his home to find a smaller place to live. To top it all off, Jack has not been touched by a woman in over a year. This is not the life Jack had expected to be living in his early 40s.

But as he heads to his cabin at the lake for some quiet time in the mountains, Jack could never have imagined the sizzling sexual adventure he is about to experience. Waiting for him at the lake is 20-year-old Amber, a blonde bombshell young enough to be Jack’s daughter, but old enough to know exactly what she wants from a mature man. When she offers her lush body to him, Jack will not hesitate to enjoy all the erotic pleasures this sultry vixen has to offer.

Just as Jack is going deeper with lusty Amber, his son Paul arrives at the cabin with his gorgeous girlfriend, Lucy. The young couple are having sexual problems, but they have a shocking solution. Jack will be stunned by their scandalous proposal, one that will change his life forever.

DADDY’S HAREM is a slice-of-life adventure series focusing on the erotic journey of Jack as he builds his harem of eager and wanton women. Contains age-gap romance, unconventional relationships, and graphic scenes. 18+ only.


EDUCATING THE COED




Daddy’s Harem, Book 1


Chapter 1

“I won’t be here when you get back.”




On my 41st birthday, my wife asked for a divorce.

It was completely unexpected. Carol and I had been married for 20 years. We had a 19-year-old son. Nothing about our lives or relationship had hinted that there was any trouble between us.

Sure, we had the occasional argument. We married young, right after we learned Carol was pregnant. We’d scraped by trying to raise a kid on our own. I’d quit college and gotten a job as an insurance analyst while Carol had done medical transcription from home. We’d had lean times but always stuck together.

After two decades, we’d finally made a comfortable and stable life for ourselves. I was a successful insurance consultant and Carol was a homemaker who was active with the local school board. Our son was in his first year at University. Our house was paid off, we drove nice vehicles, and we owned a cabin on the lake. We had everything any couple could ask for.

Except it wasn’t enough for Carol.

On the morning of my 41st birthday, I came downstairs to find my wife sitting outside on the garden patio. It surprised me to see her there. I’d packed the truck the night before for our annual trip to Prospar Lake. We went every summer for two weeks to celebrate my birthday. Our son usually went with us, but that year he was spending the summer in Barcelona as part of his college studies. It would be just Carol and me at the lake. I was looking forward to the two of us spending time with each other in the peace and quiet of the mountains.

So, I was surprised that my wife was sitting alone on the patio in the early morning.

I was even more surprised that she was smoking a cigarette.

“Carol?” I asked. “What the heck are you doing?”

She turned her head towards me. I looked over my wife’s lovely face, a face I knew as well as my own. I had fallen in love with that face two decades ago. Now, it was like I was looking at a stranger.

“I want a divorce, Jack.”

Her voice was icy, her expression blank and cold. I was too shocked to say anything. Then I burst into nervous laughter.

“Weird joke, darling! And what’s with the cigarettes?”

I waited for Carol to giggle and flash that sly grin that I loved so much as she finally admitted the prank.

But my wife wasn’t smiling.

“I’ve been in contact with a lawyer,” she said. “The papers are on the kitchen counter. You can look them over when you are at the lake. Please sign and return them, Jack. I won’t be here when you get back.”

I stood there with my mouth hanging open, too stunned to know how to respond. Any marriage will have rough patches, especially over two decades. But this? This was totally out of the blue.

I spent hours trying to figure out what had gotten into my wife. Was she having a mental breakdown? Was she ill? What was wrong with her?

In the end, she simply got into her car and drove away. I sat on the patio as my world collapsed around me. Eventually, not knowing what else to do, I got in my truck and drove to Prospar Lake.

It was two miserable weeks at our family cabin. I spent my time phoning and messaging Carol multiple times a day. Her responses were terse and cold and, eventually, she stopped replying at all. I sat on my front porch and drank whiskey, just staring at the lake. I kept hoping Carol would come to her senses and show up at the cabin with an explanation for her actions.

But Carol never came. And when I finally went home, I found our house empty and all her possessions gone.

Four months before our 20th anniversary, my marriage was over.

***

A year later, I was headed back to our cabin at Prospar Lake. On my 42nd birthday, I packed my truck and started my trip to the mountains. Prospar Lake was nestled in the craggy peaks of the Olympic Peninsula. From our house in Seattle, it was about a 3-hour drive.

It was hot and sunny, a perfect summer day. I listened to music as I drove, something I never did when I was married. Back then, it was always public radio when I was with Carol, or sports talk when I was on my own. Lately, though, I had switched to music. It made driving more fun. I was doing a lot more things I enjoyed just because they were fun.

Much had changed over the last year. I’d finally put the house up for sale. It was much too big for one person, anyway. I was thinking about getting an apartment outside the city. I had given up my office job and was working remotely, so a place in the suburbs or even a rural area could work, as long as I had internet access. I was loving the freedom of working from home. It was a fantastic change to my lifestyle.

I’d also lost 30 pounds and gotten back into shape. I’d gone from prediabetes to an A1C of 5. Exercise was a release valve for me. It helped me clear my mind. The local fitness center had given me the best therapy I could have hoped for. Physically, I was fit and trim and feeling great.

Emotionally, I was still wrung out, but getting better. I’d learned that Carol was living with her parents back in her hometown of Portland. Apparently, she was seeing her high school sweetheart again. I tried not to dwell on Carol, but it was impossible to completely erase her from my thoughts. I loved that woman deeply for over 20 years. The way it had ended had left a wound inside me that would take a long time to heal.

Right now, the most important thing for me was healing my relationship with my son, Paul. His parents’ breakup had devastated him. I knew he was in close contact with his mother. I wanted to bolster our relationship as well.

I’d hoped to have some quality time with Paul at Prospar Lake. We’d spent so many summers there when he was a kid. The cabin belonged to my father and was the only luxury we had during our early years as a family. Paul loved the place.

Since the divorce, I felt a distance growing between us. I hoped time together at the lake would strengthen our bond as father and son. So it disappointed me when Paul said he wanted to bring his girlfriend with him to the cabin. I hid my feelings, of course, and figured any time with my son was better than no time at all. Besides, his girlfriend Lucy was a sweet girl with a kind heart. She was good for my boy, especially when he was hurting the way he was.

Paul and Lucy would meet me at the cabin a few days after I arrived. I planned to enjoy two days of solitude by just swimming in the lake and hiking in the mountains behind the cabin. It was going to be a relaxing and fun two weeks.

Kanderton was a tiny town about 10 miles from the lake. It had a small grocery store, a big tavern, and a medium-sized church. It also had a gun and ammo shop that catered both to locals and to guys like me who were passing through on their way to the mountains or the coast.

“God, guns, and alcohol,” I chuckled to myself. “God bless Kanderton!”

I pulled in at the grocery store to pick up a few things I’d forgotten. I had food and other necessities in my truck. To round out my supplies, I got several bottles of sports drinks, some spicy jerky, and a bottle of whiskey.

“Looks like you’re having a party,” said the girl ringing me up at the register.

She was a very pretty girl that I guessed to be maybe 23 or 24 years old. Short and slim, she looked to be part-Asian. Her long black hair was tied back in a loose ponytail. She was wearing a loose crop top, her flat stomach and belly ring on full display. I couldn’t help but notice she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her jutting nipples were clearly outlined beneath the thin material of her top.

“Just hanging out at the lake,” I said, smiling and forcing myself to hold her gaze and keep my eyes from drifting down to her tight body.

“Prospar Lake? Damn, I wish I could get out there more. It’s private, but my friends and I used to sneak in to go skinny dipping at night. Swimming naked in that cool water, the stars and moon overhead? It was so exciting.”

“That does sound nice,” I replied, imagining this young beauty naked and wet like some nymph as she waded through the shallows of the lake.

“Do you ever go swimming naked up there?” she asked, smirking.

It suddenly hit me that this girl was flirting with me. It came as a shock. She was young enough to be my daughter and pretty enough to get any guy she wanted. Why was she flirting with a guy like me?

Whatever her reasons, she was clearly having fun with me. Why not enjoy the game we were playing? A little fun never hurt anyone, right?

“I do go swimming naked up there,” I told her. “But it’s much better when I have someone to swim with me.”

It felt like a risky thing to say, so I was relieved when the girl giggled and shook her head, her hand smoothing down the front of her top so that her nipples were even more pronounced. I let myself look this time, knowing she wanted me to check her out.

“I’m Daniela,” she said, holding out her hand.

“Jack.”

Her hand was small and warm in mine.

“I hope you have a great time at the lake,” she said.

“You’re welcome to visit anytime,” I said, startled at my boldness. “I own a cabin there and have lake privileges. You wouldn’t have to sneak in.”

Daniela raised an eyebrow at me. She looked me up and down, the tip of her tongue tracing her full lips.

“I just might take you up on that.”

“Good. I’ll be there for the next two weeks. Maybe I’ll see you around.”

“Maybe you will.”

“Nice meeting you, Daniela.”

“You, too, Jack!”

I left the store, knowing she was watching me go. I felt a thrill running through me that I had not felt in a long while. Flirting with a hot young girl was something I hadn’t done in many years. I was fit and looked better than I had in a long time. My game was rusty, but it still felt good to play.

Whistling a jaunty tune, I got back in my truck and headed into the mountains.


Chapter 2

“Hello.”




I was still on a high from Daniela when I pulled into the entrance to Prospar Lake. For years, it had been a simple turnoff from the two-lane road, a dirt track winding through the woods until it finally emerged among the cluster of cabins that lined the south end of Prospar Lake. I’d driven up that dirt track every summer since Paul was an infant.

Then, about 4 years ago, a group of churches banded together and bought the undeveloped land at the north end of the lake. They built a large hall there and surrounded it with smaller cabins. The Christian Fellowship Bible Retreat and Conference Center operated throughout the year. They brought a lot of people to the formerly isolated Prospar Lake.

I didn’t mind the change. The Conference Center people kept to their side of the lake and didn’t interact much with those of us living on the south end. Their guests were respectful and well behaved, and the nights were still quiet and peaceful at Prospar.

The Conference Center did change the lake in one fundamental way, however. It brought in infrastructure. The dirt track leading up to the lake was paved now, and a sturdy wrought-iron gate and sign fronted the main road.

Most importantly, the Conference Center had finally brought electricity to Prospar Lake. The county had always deemed us too isolated and too small to be worth the expense of bringing power to our little cluster of cabins. We were seasonal users anyway. No one lived full time at Prospar Lake because there was no electricity, and there was no electricity because there were no full-time residents. Politics at the county level tended to be circular like that.

The Conference Center had changed everything. Lines were laid and connections made to Prospar Lake, south side included. With power and the Internet, the summer cabins had become much more attractive living spaces. I’d remodeled our cabin and added an expansion on one side. I’d even installed a hot tub in the backyard.

Now that I was working remotely, the thought of moving to the cabin full time had crossed my mind. It was still impractical and a bit of a fantasy, but the allure of living at Prospar Lake was very enticing.

“A condo in the suburbs would be more convenient, but a lot less relaxing,” I said.

Talking to myself had become a habit over the last year. It helped me order my thoughts. I used to be self-conscious about such things. Since the divorce, I’d become a lot more accepting of my own eccentricities.

As I pulled up to the cabin, I was surprised to see a dog lying on the front porch. It was medium-sized, looking like a cross between a lab and maybe some pit bull. It was light brown and short-haired. It was also very thin and not wearing a collar. One of its ears had a notch torn out of it.

I didn’t want to spook the dog, so I stopped short of the cabin. The dog raised its head as I parked my car. I was about 20 yards away. I stepped out of my truck and squatted down on my haunches. The dog eyed me warily as I offered my hand.

“Hey, boy,” I said. “Or girl. What are you doing here? Is your owner around?”

The dog stood and stretched. I assumed it would come to me and let me pet it. Instead, it turned away and trotted into the woods behind the cabin.

“Damn it,” I muttered.

I was worried the dog might be a stray. People often dumped their animals out here in the rural areas. I hoped the dog would come back so I could look it over. The nearest vet was 20 miles away. It would be good to have him examine the dog to make sure it was okay and see if it was chipped.

Figuring the dog would come back on its own time, I got back in my truck and drove up to the cabin. I stepped onto the porch and saw a gnawed bone the dog had left behind. I wondered if any of the other residents were feeding it.

Inside the cabin, everything was as I’d left it the year before. A couple of years ago, I’d installed some Wi-Fi cameras around the place. I’d also signed on to a service that visited the cabins once a month to make sure everything was okay. Lake Prospar was fairly remote, so break-ins weren’t much of a worry. Still, you couldn’t be too safe these days.

I opened all the windows and let the place air out. I hauled in my stuff from the truck, including the cooler full of food I’d brought. I had enough for a couple of days. I figured once Paul and Lucy arrived, we could go for a grocery run to get fixings for the next two weeks. Now that I’d arrived, there was a whole checklist of things I had to get done.

But as I stood looking at the pile of stuff in the cabin, I decided all the things I needed to do could wait for a little longer. Right now, I wanted to go for a swim.

“Fuck it. It’s my birthday.”

Digging into a duffel bag, I changed into shorts and grabbed a towel and a sports drink. The cabin was waterfront and the lake was just steps away.

But I didn’t go to the lake. Instead, I headed for the woods behind my cabin. Edging along the tree line, I soon came to a rough and steep trail climbing up into the mountains.

30 minutes later, I was at Slippery Falls. That wasn’t the real name for the place, just the one Paul had come up with. He’d gotten the inspiration from the mossy rocks that edged the pool of water at the base of the waterfall.

“Hasn’t changed a bit,” I said.

The waterfall was about 12 feet high, the flow fed by a dozen fresh streams coming down from the mountains. The water was snow melt. It was cold and clean and very refreshing. It crashed down into a surprisingly deep pool surrounded by ferns and broken stones.

Paul and I used to come up here whenever we visited Prospar Lake. The remoteness of the place kept it off the radar of most hikers. It was like a secret retreat only for us.

It looked like the secret had gotten out, though. Draped on a nearby bush was a discarded T-shirt and some denim cutoffs. I looked around, but there was no one anywhere.

“Must have been some party,” I said, saddened that someone would choose to litter in this pristine place.

Seeing those discarded clothes made me think of Daniela again. I grinned as I recalled the way she asked if I swam naked at the lake. The rush I felt when she flirted with me was amazing. I decided I’d pay her a visit again when I headed into town with Paul.

For now, I was going to enjoy my time alone here at Slippery Falls. It was my birthday and I was going to celebrate in my birthday suit.

Laughing to myself, I stripped naked. The trees surrounding the waterfall filtered the sunlight and the air was cool and full of mist. The roar of the water crashing into the pool filled my ears.

I waded into the edge of the pool. The water was icy cold. I started to have second thoughts about what I was about to do.

“No more hesitating, Jacky-boy. This is what you want. Dive in head first! Go-go-go!”

I took a deep breath and then plunged into the icy waters. It was shocking and painful and wonderful, all at the same time. I glided across the deep pool and emerged in the center. I spluttered and gasped as I treaded water, letting out a howl of exultation as I stared up into the cloudless summer sky.

“Woooohooooo!”

In the center of the pool, the crash of the waterfall was deafening. Water mist from the spray made the sunlight shimmer all around me.

I was freezing and my balls were retracting into my body, but I didn’t care. I was alone on my birthday and I was having a blast. My own company was more than enough to keep me entertained.

I decided to go behind the waterfall. There was a secret alcove back there, hidden behind the cascade of water. Paul and I used to sit on the rock shelf and pretend we were pirates hiding our booty.

It had been years since I last visited the alcove. Had it changed since I last saw it?

I swam to the waterfall and then ducked under the crashing water. I was pushed down by the cascade until my feet touched the smooth rock at the bottom of the pool. Launching myself up from the bottom, I erupted through the surface of the water and into the dim space behind the waterfall.

As I sucked in a lungful of air, I almost choked when I realized I was not alone in the alcove.

Sitting on the rock shelf was a girl. She looked to be about 20 years old. Long blonde hair fell in a dripping tangle over one shoulder. In the streaky light coming through the waterfall, I could see she was completely naked. Her full breasts topped with pink nipples were propped beneath her clasped arms. A ray of sunshine fell across upper thighs, her wet blonde pubic hair gleaming in the light.

“Hello,” she said.


Chapter 3

“I’m all grown up.”




“Oh, shit!” I spluttered, averting my eyes from the beautiful, naked girl sitting less than two feet from me. “Sorry, I didn’t know anyone was here!”

“It’s okay…”

I didn’t hear the rest of her words as I dove under the water and swam back to the edge of the pool. I waded out of the water and immediately scrambled to put on my shorts and shirt.

“Damn, damn, damn,” I muttered, my hands shaking from the cold. “What the hell was that about?”

I’d never expected to encounter anyone here at the falls, much less a nude young woman. I was worried she might feel scared and threatened by my presence out here in such an isolated place. The last thing I wanted was to make her afraid.

I glanced back over my shoulder and was surprised to see the girl swimming toward me. I made sure my back was to her, trying to give her as much privacy as possible. I could hear her splashing as she came out of the pool.

“Sorry to surprise you like that,” she said, her voice sounding both amused and self-conscious. “I was just chilling behind the falls. Ha, ‘chilling’, pun intended. I didn’t hear you arrive. It’s so loud in there.”

“No problem,” I replied. “I thought I was the only one here as well. Are those your clothes? I saw them but thought someone had just left them here.”

“Yes, those are my clothes.”

“Okay. Well, I’ll just head back down the trail and let you get dressed.”

I’d taken a few steps towards the trail when the girl called out to me.

“Wait! Can I ask you a favor?”

“Sure,” I said.

“Can I use your towel to dry off? I didn’t come up here to swim, it was a spur-of-the-moment thing. I didn’t bring my own towel and, well, I’m totally soaked and shivering.”

I could hear the tremor in her voice. The girl was shaking pretty hard from the cold.

“Yes, of course. I used it a bit, but it’s still fairly dry.”

I held out my towel without looking back. The girl approached me and took the towel from my hand.

“Thanks,” she said. “I’d hate to get dressed while still dripping.”

It surprised me to hear her drying herself just a few steps away from me. I’d thought she would have put some distance between us. She seemed much more at ease than I expected. Who was she?

“Are you with the Conference Center?” I asked.

The girl’s chuckle was surprisingly deep.

“No,” she said. “Not from there. I’m actually from the south end of the lake, just like you, Mr. Henson.”

It startled me to be addressed by my name. How did this girl know me?

“You don’t recognize me, do you?” she asked. “I’m Amber. From the cabin near the stream? I used to play with your son, Paul?”

It took me a few moments, then it hit me. This was the skinny, bucktoothed girl that spent summers up here with her mother? The one that used to go kayaking with Paul around the edge of the lake?

“Amber?” I said, incredulously. “Is that really you?”

“It’s me,” she laughed.

“I haven’t seen you in years!”

“Yeah, mom and me stopped coming after we moved out of state for a bit. This is my first time back. It’s great to run into you again.”

“I didn’t recognize you at all,” I said. “Sorry I burst in on you like that.”

“No worries, Mr. Henson. Paul was the one who brought me up here for the first time. He showed me the alcove behind the waterfall. We even kissed back there. My first kiss with a boy!”

Her laughter was warm and genuine. I laughed along with her, happy that the awkwardness of the situation was fading.

“Paul’s coming up here in a couple of days,” I told Amber. “I’m sure he’ll be thrilled to see you again.”

“It will be so cool to see him! He must look totally different from the boy I remember.”

“For sure. I gotta warn you though, he’s bringing his girlfriend. No more kisses behind the waterfall!”

We laughed together, enjoying the moment.

“I’ll have to get my kisses elsewhere, I suppose,” she said. “Thank you for letting me use your towel, Mr. Henson.”

“You’re welcome, Amber. And you don’t have to call me Mr. Henson anymore. Makes me feel old. Just Jack is fine.”

“Okay, Just Jack.”

I let out a mock groan at her joke and held out my hand to take the towel from her. Instead, she draped it over my shoulder, her hand smoothing it down my back, her fingers brushing against the top of my ass.

A wicked thrill ran through me at her touch, heightening when she remained so close behind me. After seeing her naked, having Amber so near was warming me in ways I hadn’t expected.

“Walk me back down the trail?” she asked, leaning in so close that I could feel her breath on the back of my neck.

“Sure thing. It gets pretty steep in some sections.”

“Yeah. Plus, I saw a bear on the way up here. It was a small black bear that ran away as soon as it saw me. Even so, I’d feel better with some company going back down.”

“Of course.”

“I’m dressed now. You can look.”

I turned around to find Amber grinning at me. She was wearing the denim shorts and T-shirt. The cold water had hardened her nipples and they jutted through the fabric of her shirt. I quickly raised my eyes from her chest, but not before she noticed me looking. Amber didn’t seem bothered by my attention. In fact, she seemed to enjoy it.

“Damn, you got tall!” I laughed, trying to think of something to say.

I stood at an even 6 feet. I guessed that the girl in front of me was at least 5’9”.

“I’m all grown up,” she said with a sly smile.

I didn’t doubt that for a second. Amber had gone from a gawky kid to a stunning young woman.

“Ready to head back?” I asked her.

“Ready!”

We started down the trail, chatting about ourselves as we went. Amber was 20 years old, just like my son. She’d lived down in Los Angeles until recently, moving back up to Washington State just a few weeks ago.

“Welcome back,” I said. “You happy to be home?”

“So happy! I missed this place so much. Even the rainy cold weather. You don’t know what you have until it’s gone.”

Her words made me think of my ex-wife. We had shared a life for 20 years. Losing her had been an enormous blow. In the end, Carol had left for her own reasons and there was nothing I could do to bring her back. I missed her, but I could only move forward.

“Watch your step here,” I told Amber as we came to a slippery part of the trail.

“I know. I almost fell off the edge there when I was coming up.”

I let her grip my forearm as we went over the rough patch. Her grip was surprisingly strong. Judging from her toned body, Amber was no stranger to the gym.

A few minutes later, though, as we were almost at the bottom of the trail, Amber let out a sharp cry and crumpled to the ground.

“Ow, fuck!” she cried out, grabbing her calf.

“Cramp?” I asked.

Amber nodded, her face twisted in pain. I kneeled down beside her and took hold of her leg. She let out a strangled gasp as I began massaging her calf.

“It must be the cold water causing you to cramp up,” I said as I worked the balled-up knot in her muscle. “I used to cramp up in my legs when I was doing amateur boxing. Roadwork was never my favorite part of training.”

“I didn’t know you boxed,” Amber said through gritted teeth.

“It was a long, long time ago.”

Amber let out a groan as her muscle finally loosened beneath my fingers.

“Better?” I asked.

“Much better. My muscle feels all twitchy, though.”

“Yeah, that can happen. Try to walk with your foot flexed.”

Amber stood, wobbling as she tried to walk.

“Can I hold on to you?” she asked. “I think I need the support.”

“Of course.”

I offered my hand, but Amber surprised me when she swung her arm around my shoulders and leaned heavily against me. The swell of her breast pressed against my side as I wrapped my arm around her waist.

“My savior,” she teased, looking up at me with her big blue eyes. “I can walk again!”

“Haha. You sure you’re not from the Christian Conference Center?”

“I don’t think those people would appreciate me skinny dipping up at the waterfall.”

“No, they probably wouldn’t.”

“Seems like you had the same idea, though. I noticed you were swimming naked, too.”

“Like you, I thought I was alone up there.”

“Well, you’ve got nothing to be ashamed about,” Amber said. “Looks like you’ve been working out.”

She gave my shoulders a playful squeeze. Amber was leaning on me very heavily. I was beginning to suspect she wasn’t actually as hurt as she was pretending to be. The look on her face showed me she was enjoying being so close to me. Her firm breast was planted against my side, rubbing against me with each step we took together.

As we approached my cabin, Amber kept sneaking glances at me, seemingly pleased with how much our bodies were touching. I cleared my throat and looked away, fully aware of how tightly this beautiful girl was clinging to me. Hearing her heavy breathing as she struggled to walk was very arousing.

“Let’s get you to the back of my cabin,” I said. “I think I have just what you need.”


Chapter 4

“Happy Birthday, Mr. Henson.”




“I had the caretaker service prep the hot tub a few days before I came up here,” I said. “Water’s nice and warm.”

Amber was sitting on a patio chair I’d set up for her. She was sipping on one of the sports drinks I’d bought in Kanderton. I had just uncovered the hot tub and was making sure it was ready for use.

“You sure fixed this place up,” Amber said, looking around. “I remember it being a lot smaller and less bougie.”

“Getting electricity and the Internet up to the lake changed everything. The Conference Center brought it all up here.”

“I’ve only been at the lake a few days,” Amber said. “Has the Conference Center been a good thing, you think?”

“I think so,” I said. “There’s more people now, but they mostly stay on the north end around the Conference Center grounds. It’s not like they are having wild parties every night. Overall, the Center has been a great addition. Without them, this hot tub wouldn’t be an option.”

“Our cabin has electricity and Internet now, too. Otherwise, it’s basically the same. Nothing like this. You and your wife must love soaking in the hot tub. Where is Mrs. Henson?”

I hesitated. “Uh, my wife is not joining us this year. She’s with family in Portland.”

“Oh. Okay.”

Amber didn’t say anything more. She probably knew she had hit on a sensitive subject.

I swished my hand through the water in the hot tub, enjoying the warmth of it against my skin.

“A good soak in hot water will help loosen your muscles,” I said. “Even on a hot summer day like this, getting in the hot tub will ease the cramping in your legs. The sports drink should also help, though I read an article that said all the talk about electrolytes and whatnot is just marketing. I figure it can’t hurt, plus it tastes pretty good, I think. If it works, then all the better for—“

The words died in my mouth as I turned to look at Amber. She was standing behind me, her arms crossed under her big breasts. She’d stripped off her shorts and T-shirt while I was getting the hot tub ready. Bright sunlight washed over her naked body.

“I didn’t want to get my clothes wet,” she said softly. “Is it okay if I go into your hot tub like this?”

My eyes drifted down her taut body, taking in her gorgeous tits, her flat belly, the blonde pubic hair covering her mound in a perfect V of golden curls between her muscular thighs.

“Of course,” I stuttered. “Whatever makes you comfortable.”

She smiled, making no effort to cover herself from my gaze.

“Thanks. I love being nude in the water. It’s so freeing. Besides, you’ve already seen me naked, right? So, it’s no big deal?”

“No. Not a big deal. If you’re happy, so am I.”

The hot tub whooshed into life as I started the jets.

“Help me in?” Amber asked.

I held her hand as she stepped into the tub. She let out a contented groan as she submerged herself in the roiling waters.

“Gosh, this feels amazing,” she sighed. “Are you going to join me?”

“I think I will,” I said, offering her a grin.

I stripped off my shirt and kicked off my shoes. I stepped into the tub and lowered myself into the steaming churn. Across the tub, Amber was watching me through half-closed eyes.

“This is nice,” I sighed.

“I can feel my muscles relaxing already, just like you said.”

“Excellent.”

“Here. You look thirsty.”

Amber handed me the bottle of sports drink I’d given her. I took a sip, feeling weirdly intimate to be drinking from the same bottle as this young girl.

“You don’t have to keep your shorts on if you don’t want,” Amber said. “I don’t mind if you take them off.”

“You sure?” I asked.

“It’s your hot tub, Jack. Besides, I’ve already seen you naked.”

I couldn’t argue with her logic. I also enjoyed using the hot tub while nude. Carol and I used to sit together for hours and—

I cut off the thought. The last thing I needed was to be dwelling on my ex-wife. Especially not when this sexy blonde was smiling at me through the rising steam of the hot tub.

Hooking my thumbs into the waistband of my shorts, I squirmed out of them beneath the water. I lifted my shorts out and dropped them over the side of the hot tub.

“Ahh,” I sighed. “That feels better.”

“It’s like when I get home,” Amber said. “First thing I do is take off my bra and let the girls be free.”

Imagining Amber’s full breasts tumbling free from her bra filled me with a pleasant tingle.

“So, how is college going for you?” I asked. “You’re a Freshman? Sophomore? What are you planning to major in?”

Amber turned her face away and stared off into the distance.

“I don’t really want to talk about school,” she said softly. “Can we like, talk about something else?”

“We don’t have to talk at all,” I said gently. “We can just relax and enjoy the hot tub.”

“I’d like that,” Amber said. “But first…”

Amber scooted around the hot tub until she was sitting right next to me. The girl was so close that our shoulders and thighs were brushing against each other.

“Do you mind if I sit here?” she asked. “The sun was directly in my eyes on that side of the tub.”

“Sure thing.”

“Thanks, Jack.”

She gave my hand a squeeze beneath the water, her fingers lingering on my wrist. I turned my head to look at her, startled to see that she was staring at me with her bright blue eyes.

“Seeing you again,” she said, “it’s just so cool. It brings back so many happy memories from when I was a kid.”

“You and Paul spent a lot of time together over the summers. I know he has fond memories of you.”

“Can I confess something?”

“Uh, sure.”

“I kind of had a crush on you back then.”

“Really?” I laughed. “I didn’t notice.”

She playfully swatted my arm. “Don’t laugh! It was important to me, at the time. You were always so nice to me and I was very lonely. I always looked forward to seeing you each summer.”

“You’re right. That’s very sweet.”

“Well, I was just a little girl back then. Like I said, I’m all grown up now.”

Amber’s hand was resting lightly on my thigh. She gently massaged my quadriceps. The blonde was staring intently at me, a faint smile ghosting across her full lips.

I smiled back at Amber, feeling a growing sense of confidence in me. All this time, I had not truly believed that this girl was trying to seduce me. I was fit and attractive, I guess, but I was old enough to be her father. I’d mentally denied the reality of the situation despite everything that had happened. Years of being married had buried my old sexual instincts deep inside me.

Now, with Amber, those instincts were reawakening.

“You look like you want to be kissed,” I teased her.

“Would your wife mind?”

“I have no idea. I’m divorced.”

“I figured,” Amber said.

“How?”

She shrugged. “Your wife’s not here and you are not wearing your wedding ring. Kind of a big clue there, Just Jack.”

“You’re an observant girl,” I said. “There’s another big clue if you move your hand a little higher.”

Amber slid her hand up my thigh and brushed it against my cock. The warm water, the naked girl, and the flirting had all combined to give me a raging erection.

Amber took hold of my rigid tool and gave it a playful squeeze.

“That’s a solid clue,” she giggled.

I leaned in and kissed Amber, brushing her lips lightly with mine. She pressed into me eagerly, her lips parting as she drew my tongue into her hungry mouth, kissing me hard as her hand gripped my cock.

For a moment, my mind panicked. What was I doing with this girl? She was the same age as my son, a college Sophomore for crying out loud!

I relaxed when I realized an important truth. The panic was left over from my old life. It was a fading memory, an echo from the past. My married life was finished. I was no longer that man, no longer that dutiful husband. I owed nothing to the woman who had been my wife. She’d chosen to leave. The life we shared was over.

This moment with a blonde beauty stroking my dick and sucking my tongue while I felt up her big titties?

This was my new life. And I was loving it.

Amber moaned as I cupped her breast, roughly thumbing her nipple, feeling it stiffen at my touch.

“I’ve wanted this for so long,” Amber sighed into my neck. “Driving to the lake, I was hoping you’d be here, too. Today is your birthday, right? You always come up on your birthday?”

“It is,” I said, loving the way Amber was kissing my neck while sensually pumping my cock with her hand.

“Happy Birthday, Mr. Henson.”

“Thank you, Amber.”

“May I suck your dick?” she whispered. “I’m really good at it, I promise.”

My heart was beating hard and my cock was throbbing. I didn’t answer this sweet girl, just got up and sat on the ledge of the hot tub. Water dripped down my body and sloshed over the side of the tub.

Amber pushed my legs apart and wedged herself between them. My cock jutted obscenely, twitching with anticipation. Amber ran a finger lightly down my shaft, making me shiver despite the heat.

“You won’t tell your son Paul about this, will you?” she asked with a grin. “I wouldn’t want him knowing I gave you head like some gutter slut.”

“I promise it will be our secret.”

“I’ll be your secret slut?”

“Yeah, you’ll be my secret slut. Now be a good girl and suck that dick, Amber.”

“Okay, Mr. Henson.”

A sudden urge filled me with excitement. There was something I’d always loved hearing from a woman, a nickname my wife had always refused to say despite knowing how much it turned me on.

But Amber was not my wife. I could get from her what Carol had never given me.

“Don’t call me Mr. Henson or Jack,” I told Amber. “When you’re sucking my dick, you call me Daddy.”

“Whatever you want… Daddy.”

Hearing her say it made my dick ache like crazy. Precum drizzled from my cockhead in clear, sticky threads. Amber kept her beautiful blue eyes fixed on mine as she lowered her head and took me into her wet mouth.

“Fuck yes,” I groaned as she took me all the way to the back of her throat.

Amber wasn’t exaggerating when she claimed to be a good cocksucker. Her cheeks hollowed as she suctioned onto my dick, her tongue swirling over and under my throbbing cockhead. Amber’s hand skillfully worked my balls as she bobbed her head up and down, taking me deep with no strain, my balls pressing against her chin.

The 20-year-old’s enthusiasm for sucking dick reminded me of my wife’s blowjob skills. Carol could suck cock as well as any woman I’d known. She had eagerly blown me multiple times a day while we were dating. BJs became less frequent as the years passed, though. As Amber happily worked my cock, I realized how much I missed getting blown by a beautiful woman.

“Fuck, you really are good at that,” I told her.

“Mmm-hmm,” she moaned, her mouth full of hard cock.

I ran my fingers through Amber’s thick blonde hair. Overhead, the sun was shining down from a clear blue sky. The sound of the hot tub jets mixed with the wet sloshing of Amber sucking my dick.

“I’m gonna cum,” I warned the blonde.

She responded by sucking harder and going faster. I took hold of her wet hair, tangling it in my fists. As my orgasm ripped through me, I buried my cock balls-deep in Amber’s mouth, pumping my load down her shuddering throat.

“That’s it,” I urged her. “Swallow that cream like a good girl.”

Amber gulped hard as she swallowed my hot cum. She took every bit I gave her, moaning and enjoying my seed sliding down into her belly.

My balls completely drained, I savored the sexual bliss running through my entire body. It had been over a year since I had touched a woman. A year of sleeping alone in a king-sized bed. A year of jerking off just to get some pathetic release.

Now I had just finished dumping my cum down the throat of a beautiful blonde who was young enough to be my daughter. She was smiling up at me, globs of my sperm still glistening on her lips.

“Daddy,” she whispered.

Did life get any better than this?


Chapter 5

“You’re a bold one, aren’t you?”




I sat on the front porch of my cabin with my feet propped up on the railing. I was in my comfy patio chair. I had a tumbler of whiskey in one hand. In the other, I held a thick cigar, its pungent smoke wafting into the warm night air.

I puffed on my cigar and sipped on my whiskey as I watched the moonlight shimmering on the water. At the far end of the lake, the Conference Center was brightly illuminated as they held some sort of event. Soft Christian music drifted across the lake, a whisper in the breeze.

It had been an eventful day. I was still having a hard time believing what had happened. I’d driven to Prospar Lake expecting to spend my birthday alone at my lakeside cabin. My hope had been for peace and quiet in a place that had always soothed my soul. I expected my birthday to be a serene day of reflection.

Instead, I had just gotten sucked off by one of the hottest women I’d ever met. Was woman even an accurate term for Amber? The girl was only 20, not even old enough to buy a beer for herself. My sweet blonde bombshell was barely out of her teens, and I had just filled her belly with a load of my cum.

“Happy birthday to me,” I chuckled.

After she finished me off, we had cuddled for a bit in the hot tub. With a promise to see me the next day, Amber had eventually returned to her own cabin.

Still dazed from this unexpected tryst, I went about the tasks I needed to get done around the cabin. It was light work and I took my time. As I unpacked my things, I hummed along to the music coming from the wireless speaker I had streaming music from my phone. The Wi-Fi at my cabin was fast and reliable thanks to the cable hookup the Conference Center had brought to the lake.

“I really could live here full time,” I said to myself. “Totally impractical to make my home in such an isolated place, though. What happens in the winter when it snows? Gotta think this through.”

When the cabin was squared away, I made myself a dinner of steak and eggs with a big spinach salad. I ate on the porch, enjoying my meal in the open air. A few other people from the cabins passed by. We waved at each other and exchanged greetings. I recognized some, but the others were new to me. Several of the cabins must have been sold since I was at Lake Prospar last year.

I’d spent the rest of the evening just sitting on my porch and relaxing. Paul had sent me a few messages and I let him know his old man was having a really pleasant time at Lake Prospar. There were also several messages from my coworkers wishing me a Happy Birthday. I thanked each one who contacted me.

I had just set my phone down and was ashing my cigar when a new message arrived. My stomach lurched when I saw it was from my ex-wife.

“Happy Birthday, Jack. Paul told me you are at Lake Prospar. I hope you are doing well. Best wishes and take care. C.”

I stared at the message for a long time, reading it again and again. Aside from necessary legal communications, Carol had not talked to me since she left. She’d stayed in contact with our son, but communication between the two of us had been completely severed.

Why was she contacting me now? I suspected Carol had contacted me at Paul’s request. Our divorce had emotionally wrecked him. I could imagine him pressing his mother to wish me a Happy Birthday.

I spent a lot of time thinking about how to respond to my ex-wife. Many lines ran through my head, some polite, some less so. In the end, I messaged back a simple “Thank you” and left it at that.

It was a troubling end to what had been a spectacular day. My mind was restless as I went to bed. Thoughts of Amber mingled with memories of Carol. It was a long time before I finally fell asleep.

***

I awoke early the next day and went for a jog around the lake. The cool morning air was invigorating as I ran down the paved road leading to the Conference Center. I passed an older couple walking their dog and a middle-aged man strolling near the lake. Like all the people who visited the Conference Center, they were polite and friendly.

I passed Amber’s cabin on the way back. The light in her window told me she was up and about. I grinned to myself, thinking about when I would see the girl again. As amazing as her blowjob had been, I was eager to get deep into the 20-year-old’s pussy. Recalling the blonde pubic hair covering her mound made my dick tingle like crazy.

“What’s gotten into you, Jack? You’re acting like a teenage boy.”

The fresh air and bracing water at Prospar Lake had certainly invigorated me. Sexy Amber had just taken it to another level. For a 42-year-old man, I was feeling more energized than I had in many years.

“Hella energized!” I said, laughing out loud to hear myself saying those words.

Back at the cabin, I took a long, hot shower. I turned on the music again as I made breakfast. I was very hungry. I used my old cast-iron skillet to fry a bunch of sausages, a pile of bacon, and a big mushroom and cheese omelet.

I ate my breakfast out on the porch, washing it down with a mug of strong coffee. I was almost done when I heard a rustling to my left. It was the dog I’d seen yesterday.

“Hey, boy!” I said. “Or girl. You hungry?”

The dog wagged its tail but did not approach me. It seemed torn between wanting some food and being wary of a stranger.

“That’s okay, we can go at your pace,” I said. “I’ll just leave this here for you.”

I put my plate on the porch. There was still a good amount of food on it.

“Enjoy your meal. Don’t let that bear get it before you.”

The dog watched me warily as I went back into the cabin. I brushed my teeth and pulled some clothes out of my duffel bag. After I’d gotten dressed, I peeked out the front door.

The food was gone, the plate wiped clean.

“Good boy,” I said. “Or girl.”

The sun was up and the sky was cloudless as I got in my truck and drove down to Kanderton. I needed a few things from the grocery store.

“Back again?” Daniela teased as I entered the store. “You miss me that much?”

“Can’t keep away,” I laughed, surprised to see the slim young brunette manning the till first thing in the morning. “You’re here bright and early.”

“Not much else to do in this place but work,” she said with a shrug. “Anything I can help you with?”

“Oh, I can think of a few things you could help me with,” I said with a sly grin.

“Mind your manners,” she scolded me.

I went and gathered a few things, grinning at my exchange with the pretty young woman. My bravado was all from my time with Amber. It was amazing how having sex with a woman could make you so much more confident around other women. It was weird how I never attracted as much female attention when I was single as I did when I had a girlfriend. Or a wife. When you had confidence, it drew women in. When you were desperate and on the prowl, it repelled women. A hard lesson to learn when I was a younger man.

I grabbed more sports drinks, a couple of citronella candles, and a pack of dental floss. I also grabbed some cans of dog food.

“How are things up at the lake?” Daniela asked as she rang up my purchases.

“Better than ever,” I said. “I’m having the time of my life, to be honest.”

“Well, that sounds amazing. You know, if you get a chance, you should stop by the bar on Friday night. They got some live music. A really cool band called Dirt Road Debutantes is playing.”

“I just might do that. And you’re welcome to the lake anytime. My invitation still stands, Daniela.”

“I just might take you up on that, Jack.”

“Got a pen?”

Daniela handed me a ballpoint, our fingers brushing as I took it from her. I scribbled my phone number on the back of my receipt and handed it to her.

“You’re a bold one, aren’t you?” she said as she took the receipt.

“I’m just enjoying life and having fun,” I said. “The lake is fantastic right now. I know you’d enjoy it.”

The slim brunette gave me an appraising look. I was pleased to see her tucking the receipt into her front pocket.

“I’ll also need some condoms,” I told her.

I almost burst into laughter at the look on Daniela’s face.

“That’s a little presumptuous, don’t you think?” she said. “I haven’t even agreed to visit, yet.”

“Well, Daniela, it would be presumptuous if the condoms were for you. But they are not, so it is not. It’s flattering that you think of me that way, though.”

I chuckled to let her know I was just playing. A deep flush rose up Daniela’s chest, coloring her cheeks. It amused me to think I had actually flustered such a self-assured young woman.

“The blue box,” I said, pointing at the condoms stacked next to the cigarettes behind the counter. “Those are my brand.”

Daniela fetched the box and rang it up. When she handed it over, she deliberately brushed her fingers across mine.

“Thanks for shopping with us,” she said softly. “Please come again.”

I gave her a wink. “Have a great day, Daniela.”

The smile she gave me was full of unspoken promises.

“You too, Jack. See you soon.”


Chapter 6

“You make me feel safe.”




It was a bright and beautiful day as I drove back to the cabin. I had my window down and my music blaring as I sang along with lyrics I barely knew. I knew I sounded ridiculous, but I didn’t care. I just sang louder.

It had been a long time since I’d felt this good. Even when some angst about Carol’s message crept into my mind, I quickly brushed it aside with thoughts of Amber back at the lake. Add to that the flirtatious Daniela and the way she looked at me after I had made her blush? My confidence was soaring and no dark thoughts about my past could bring me down.

Circling around Lake Prospar, the blue of the water seemed especially vibrant. I made a note to get out on the water today. I had kayaks stored in the cabin. It would be so much fun to have Amber come out with me. We could check out the undeveloped east side and the beavers that lived there. I had not taken the kayaks out in several years. It was time to put them to good use again.

I pulled up to my cabin and saw the dog sitting near my porch. As I got out of the truck and approached it, the dog did not immediately run away this time. It seemed to be warming up to me.

“Hey. Did you enjoy breakfast? I got you some canned food. Maybe I can take you to the vet to get checked out? What do you say?”

I got within a few yards before the dog stood and trotted away.

“Well, at least I know you’re a girl,” I said, after finally getting close enough to see her clearly. “We’ll be friends, girl. It will take some time, but we will be friends.”

I watched her going back into the woods. She didn’t have teats, so I knew she wasn’t keeping puppies back there. With no collar and no one asking about her, I was pretty sure she had been dumped up here by her owner. The dog’s skittishness told me she had been surviving on her own for a while.

The dog food would bring her back, eventually. Paul and his girlfriend Lucy were arriving tomorrow. It would be cool if we could get the dog some care over the next two weeks. Paul had always loved dogs as much as I did. He’d never had one as a kid, though. Carol did not like dogs or the messes they made.

Not having a dog was just another compromise I’d made to keep my wife happy. Not that it did much good, in the end.

I shook off these thoughts. It was in the past and regrets did nothing but cause pain. Carol had moved on and so had I.

I took my stuff inside and put them away. I put the box of condoms by my bed and tossed a few into my backpack. I had a good feeling that I would use them soon.

“How long has it been since I wore a rubber?” I asked myself. “Almost 20 years?”

I’d gotten a vasectomy shortly after our son was born. Paul had been unplanned. Carol and I both agreed that we were in no position to have another kid.

“Hope those rubbers fit the same as they did back then,” I mumbled.

I hauled the kayaks out of storage and took them to the front of the cabin. I was hosing off the dust and cobwebs when I heard someone approaching.

“I remember those kayaks!” Amber exclaimed. “Paul and me used to take them out every summer!”

Amber stood at the side of the cabin. She was wearing yoga pants tucked into hiking boots and a crop top that showed off her flat belly. A black sports bra kept her large breasts supported beneath her top. Amber had tied her hair into a high ponytail. Sunlight washed over her, making the frizz of her thick hair shine softly like a halo. She looked like she had stepped out of a high-end clothing catalog.

I let out a low whistle. “You look amazing, Amber.”

“Thanks, Jack.”

“What’s that in your hands?”

Amber grinned as she held up the covered plate.

“Happy belated birthday!” she said, pulling off the napkin and revealing a small chocolate cake.

“Oh, wow! Did you bake that for me?”

“Yup. I didn’t have a cake mix, so I just made a stack of pancakes and covered them with frosting.”

“That’s very creative,” I laughed.

“Put it in your fridge. We can eat it when we get back.”

“Back?” I asked. “Back from where?”

“It’s a surprise. One that I’m dying to share with you.”

“That sounds intriguing.”

“It’s kinda amazing, believe me. Now go get your boots on and grab a backpack with some of those sports drinks. We’re going on a little hike.”

***

The trail was narrow and steep and more rugged than I expected. Amber led the way and I followed behind her. Despite the challenging hike, I was enjoying the view of Amber’s ass in front of me. Wrapped in those tights and with no panties, Amber’s muscular butt was a pleasure to stare at as we went deeper into the woods.

“Paul and me found this trail when we were kids,” Amber said. “We kept it a secret from you because Paul wasn’t allowed to go outside the lake area without an adult.”

“Damn right he wasn’t,” I said. “It’s dangerous for kids to go wandering into the woods by themselves. I would have grounded his ass if I found out.”

“And that’s why we didn’t tell you,” Amber laughed.

“Where does this trail lead?”

“That’s the surprise. You’ll love it, I promise!”

We went on without speaking, focusing on the increasingly strenuous hike. At several points, I had to grab onto the branches nearby to haul myself up the trail.

I was focusing on my footing on a mossy section of rock when Amber gave a sharp cry. I looked up just in time to catch her from falling down backwards, my arms wrapping around her shoulders as I braced myself to take her weight. 5’9” and solidly fit, Amber was heavier than I expected. I grunted as I staggered backwards, holding her up until she could regain her footing.

“Shit! I almost broke my neck!” she said in a shaky voice.

“And that’s why I would not allow Paul to leave the lake area,” I said. “You kids should not have been coming up here alone.”

“As long as you’re here, we’re good.”

“I don’t know about that,” I said, shaking my head ruefully.

“I am. You make me feel safe.”

Amber planted a warm kiss on my forehead. The look in her eyes was a mixture of admiration and gratitude. I was surprised how emotional it made me. A woman had not looked at me like that in a very long time.

“Thank you, Daddy.”

Amber gave me a saucy wink and then started climbing again. For a moment, I just stood and watched this gorgeous blonde 20-year-old with the killer body. A strange sense of unreality hit me, a feeling like I was watching somebody else’s life unfolding before me. I couldn’t believe that this was happening to me, Jack Henson, a 42-year-old divorcée.

“Come on!” Amber called over her shoulder.

Her voice snapped me out of my trance. I took a deep breath and started back up the trail.

Ten minutes later, I stepped from the dense forest into a small clearing.

“Holy crap,” I murmured as I looked around me.

The trail ended in a clearing on the side of the mountain. A bare shelf of rock, it sat at almost the top of the crag’s peak. The view was incredible up here, the slope of the mountain and the green landscape rolling east into the distance. From where we stood, we could see miles of forested lands carved by rivers and small lakes. A few logging roads threaded through the trees, connecting ugly brown patches where the forest had been clear-cut.

“This is amazing!” I said.

“Told ya,” Amber said. “And there’s more. Turn around.”

I looked behind me. Rising into the sky was a spindly metal tower. At first, I thought it was a cell phone tower. It took a second before I realized what it really was.

“Wow! A fire lookout tower?”

“Surprise!” Amber shouted gleefully.


Chapter 7

“I’ve got nowhere else to go.”




I counted six flights of stairs that we climbed to get to the top of the tower. The metal steps clanged beneath our feet and the tower creaked loudly, although it seemed stable and sturdy. A small, circular room crowned the top. Amber and I stepped into it, feeling the cool breeze against our skin.

“This is magnificent,” I marveled, taking in the view that stretched out all around us. “It’s like a room floating in the sky.”

“It’s just like I remembered it,” Amber said. “Paul and me only came up here two times, but I never forgot this place. I still dream about it, sometimes.”

“I can see why. I’d have snuck up here too, if I had known about it.”

“Yeah, not many people know about it,” Amber said. “The access road is closed and blocked by fallen trees. The path behind my house is the only way up here. That’s why there’s no graffiti or trash. It felt like our secret hideaway.”

“I can imagine you two up here. It must have been an adventure.”

Amber snuggled close to me and I put my arm around her shoulders.

“Look there,” she said, pointing to the east. “That’s the Hood Canal and the Kitsap Peninsula. And do you see that white spot? That’s Mount Rainier!”

“Amazing. I wish I had brought my binoculars.”

“Next time,” she said, softly.

We held each other in silence, both lost in our own thoughts. It felt so good to be holding this girl so close, her warm skin against mine as the cool breeze blew over us, rustling her golden hair in the bright summer sunlight. The moment was so perfect, I wished it would never end.

“I could stay up here forever,” Amber said, echoing my own thoughts.

“It’s wonderful,” I agreed. “This whole area is beautiful. Quiet. Serene. I’ve actually been playing with the idea of living full time at Lake Prospar. I work remotely now and the cabin has fast Internet. It could work.”

“I’d be your neighbor,” Amber said quietly. “I’m living here full time.”

“What? Seriously?”

She nodded. “I’m going to start doing my college courses online. It’s cheaper and lets me work at my place from home. I enjoy being here. Besides… I’ve got nowhere else to go.”

Something about the way she said that made me look over at the girl holding onto me so tightly. She was looking into the distance, but I could see a wet gleam in her eye.

“Hey. What’s wrong?”

She sighed. “I’m just tired. This last month has been hard for me. I’m worn out.”

“You want to talk about it?” I asked gently.

“No, it’s boring!” she said brightly, a fake smile on her lips. “Let’s just fuck. It will make both of us feel better. It’s why you came up here with me, right?”

Still smiling, Amber began undoing her top. I turned to face her and placed my hand on hers.

“Stop, Amber. I can tell something is bothering you.”

“It’s nothing. Don’t worry about it. I’m the hot blonde who brought you here, right? Let’s just get to screwing, Daddy.”

Hearing her use that nickname didn’t turn me on, it made me cringe. Amber was obviously in distress and covering it up with this display. It was weird and awkward. I would not go along with it.

“Cut it out,” I said firmly, taking a step back from her.

“Don’t you want to fuck me?”

“Of course I do. But not like this.”

“I told you everything is fine!”

“No, it’s not,” I said. “You don’t have to tell me what’s wrong. That’s your choice. But I will not do… whatever this is. We can just head back down to the lake.”

Amber took a trembling breath. She turned away, looking over the mountains to the north. I waited, giving her space to collect herself.

“You are the first guy who has ever turned down sex with me,” she said. “I’m at a loss. This has never happened before. Not sure what to do, honestly.”

“You could try being real with me,” I said.

“Is that what you want?”

“Yeah. That’s what I want.”

Amber looked at me, her lower lip trembling, her face open and vulnerable. She took a steadying breath and gave me a quick nod.

“Okay. I’ll be real. You remember my mom?”

“Of course. She and Carol were friendly whenever we visited the lake. We used to have BBQs and roast marshmallows together.”

“Yeah, mom really enjoyed hanging out with you two. She died a couple of years ago.”

“I’m so sorry to hear that.”

“It was hard,” Amber said. “She went quickly and without much pain, thank god.”

“She was a nice woman,” I said. “I remember she always cared for you.”

“She did. She was a wonderful mother. All the way to the end. And after, too. She made sure I had a nest egg to start my life on the right track. Enough to pay for college and have a bit left over. It was her last gift to me.”

Amber stared at the ground far below us. Her shoulders were slumped, her hand clenched into fists.

“And then I took that nest egg and blew it. All the money she scrimped and saved, working so hard to provide for me. And I just wasted it! Bought a convertible and rented an apartment downtown. High end clothes and designer sneakers. Instead of going to school, I went online and became an influencer. Or tried to, at least. When that didn’t work, I started doing lewds and nudes on pay sites. That was going well until my place got broken into and all my gear stolen. I didn’t have money to replace it. All my friends bailed on me and I was completely alone. And then it got worse.”

She went silent. I waited, letting her proceed at her own pace.

“There was this creep who contacted me through my streaming site. He was offering me money to do some… some bad stuff. Sexual stuff. I laughed him off. Just another sick fucking creeper. But when I’d lost everything, I unblocked his messages. I actually thought about contacting him. That’s when I knew I had to get out. Lake Prospar was the only place left for me. I never sold the cabin because it was where me and mom were happiest. So I ran away and came up here. Like I said, I have nowhere else to go.”

The two of us stood side by side, staring out over the landscape below us. Birds chirped from the trees and the metal tower creaked in the breeze. Minutes passed, neither of us saying anything, content just being near each other.

“When my wife left me, I thought my life was broken,” I said. “I spent my time regretting the past and mourning what I had lost. But recently, I’ve realized that I can’t change the past, only learn from it. Every day is a second chance. You were lost and so you came back to the place your mother had prepared before she died. Your cabin is the refuge she made for you. Despite everything you did, your mother was still there to protect you. That’s what parents do. Now you have a second chance. To make a new beginning, you have to just begin.”

It startled me to hear the words coming out of my mouth. It was how I felt, but I’d never put those feelings into words. It was as if I was trying to convince myself as much as Amber.

Amber didn’t reply for a long time. Eventually, she turned to face me, a melancholy smile on her face.

“That’s pretty fucking Zen, Mr. Henson.”

“Yeah. Never knew that’s what I believed until just now, when I said it.”

“Must be the view and all this mountain air,” Amber gently teased.

“The company, as well.”

Amber took my hand and kissed my cheek. “Seriously, though. That helps a lot. Thank you for listening.”

“You’re welcome.”

“You’ve always been so kind to me. I was so happy to see you up here. It brought back so many good memories.”

She snuggled up to me. I put my arm around her shoulders. We held each other tightly, the summer sunshine warming our skins.

“I still want to fuck,” Amber whispered.

“Really?”

“Yeah,” she said. “Sex always makes me feel better.”

Before I could answer, the blonde pressed her lips to mine, her tongue probing hungrily into my mouth. I kissed her hard, my hands stroking her back and cupping her firm ass.

We parted and stripped off our clothes. My dick ached at the sight of Amber’s naked body. She smiled at the lust she saw in my eyes.

“Guess you didn’t turn me down for sex after all?” she said. “My record is still intact.”

“Who could turn down that?” I laughed, gesturing at her.

Amber cocked an eyebrow at me and smirked. She folded her tights and set them down on the metal floor to cushion her knees. She kissed me again, then kneeled and took my cock into her mouth. I stroked her head, tugging on her blonde ponytail as she slurped and suckled, loving how skilled she was at cocksucking.

Amber worked me with her tongue and hands until I was fully erect. My cock jutted out, my balls swaying below. It felt so good to feel the sunlight and open air caressing my dick.

“You drizzle so much precum,” Amber marveled, licking the clear drops from my cockhead. “It’s so hot.”

“Carol used to hate it,” I said. “It grossed her out.”

“I’m not your ex-wife.”

“Thank fucking god.”

Holding her ponytail, I started face-fucking the 20-year-old girl. She responded enthusiastically, gurgling and locking eyes with me as I pounded her mouth.

It would have been so nice to unload down her throat like last time. Her pretty face made it so tempting to just finish that way. But I didn’t want that, not yet.

“Get up.”

I helped her to her feet and guided her to the railing.

“Grab that railing and pop that ass,” I told her.

She did as I said. I got on my knees behind her and pulled her thick ass cheeks apart. Her slit glistened wetly below her puckered asshole.

It was the most beautiful thing I’d seen in years.

Amber moaned as I dragged my tongue through her trench, flicking her entry with the tip of my tongue. She tasted musky and clean, just as you would expect from someone as young and healthy as she was. The sweat from her body mingled with the tang of her pussy, the scent filling my nostrils.

“That feels so nice,” Amber groaned. “Lick my pussy, Daddy!”

Her voice was hoarse with pleasure, making me even more excited. I rubbed her twitching asshole as I suctioned onto her hard clit, licking and sucking on it as Amber ground her ass back into my face again and again.

“I’m cumming,” she grunted. “Fucking shit, oh fuck.”

I almost laughed as she spewed a senseless string of profanity, her whole body quaking as her climax built inside her. When she sucked in a deep breath and went silent, I knew she was crashing into her orgasm. I worked her clit at the same steady pace, enjoying how her asshole was clenching and flexed beneath my thumb.

“Fuck!” Amber gasped, her breath tearing out of her is a ragged explosion.

Amber was gripping the railing so tightly that her knuckles were turning white. She moaned huh-huh-huh as I drove my tongue into her and licked out her wet juices.

“I need that cock, Daddy! Give it to me!”

“Let me get a condom.”

“I’m on the pill!” she snarled. “Fuck condoms!”

I didn’t bother to reply, just stood and positioned myself between her thighs. Leveling my cockhead, I drove my rigid cock deep into the blonde’s dripping fuckhole.

Amber whimpered with pleasure as I went balls-deep inside her. She was so warm and tight. I groaned like an animal as I buried my cock in her pussy.

Gripping her hips with one hand, I took hold of her ponytail with the other. Amber gave a guttural moan as I pulled her head back. The girl was wet and ready. There was no need to hold back. I started hammering in and out of her, my heaving breath mixing with Amber’s moans and the wet slap of my cock plowing her fuckhole.

“Oh, Daddy! Daddy, daddy, daddy!”

The tower was creaking with our exertions. I looked out to the far horizon as I pounded away, lost in the exhilaration of fucking this young beauty in the open air, the landscape spread out below us, the sun and wind caressing our naked, sweaty bodies.

Every day is a second chance.

That’s what I’d told Amber. It was more true than I could ever have imagined.

As another orgasm seized Amber, I sheathed myself completely in her pussy. My head thrown back in ecstasy, I blasted my cum into her, stunned by how strongly the walls of her pussy were fluttering as I painted them with my hot seed.

“Fuck yes,” I panted. “I love your pussy, Amber. Goddamn, you feel so good!”

Exhausted, I stepped back, my cock slipping out of Amber’s stretched fuckhole. Her thighs were still twitching as my cum oozed out of her, trickling down her inner thighs.

Amber turned and came to me on wobbly legs. We wrapped our arms around each other’s glistening bodies, our sweat mingling as we kissed.

She whispered, “Thank you, Daddy. For everything.”

“You’re welcome,” I replied. “My sweet girl.”


Chapter 8

“Hi, Pops.”




I woke from dreamless sleep to the warm pleasure of Amber sucking my dick.

“Mmm,” I sighed. “What a nice way to wake up.”

I stretched luxuriously in my bed, groaning contentedly as Amber worked my morning wood with her expert mouth. As I ran my hand down her back and squeezed her ass, I stared up at the ceiling and thought about the last time I’d had sex in this bed. Back then, it had been Carol. Now it was Amber.

So much could change in a year.

The blonde urged me on with her moans as I filled her mouth with my seed. It was a serene, leisurely orgasm, a sweet release that left me blissed out with pleasure.

“Did you like that?” Amber asked, snuggling down with me.

“Fantastic way to start the day.”

“I’ve got the coffee brewing already.”

“Blowjob and a cup of Joe? You are spoiling me, Amber.”

“I enjoy it. Taking care of someone suits me. I should have done it more often.”

“Well, you can practice on me all you like.”

Amber kissed my chest. “Ready for a shower? Your son will be here soon, yes? I think I heard your phone getting a message.”

I checked my mobile as Amber ran the water in the bathroom. It was a message from Paul. He said he was just a couple hours away from Lake Prospar. I messaged him back and then joined Amber in the shower.

How water cascaded down our bodies. For a long moment, I just held my girl close, loving the feel of her wet body against mine.

“I haven’t shared a shower in a long time,” I said.

“It’s my favorite thing to do with a guy, besides fucking.”

Amber lathered my washcloth and began soaping my body. She worked slowly and sensually, lathering me with a firm hand. She was gentle as she worked my cock and paid attention to my ass. I jumped a bit when her fingers rubbed my asshole.

“Not used to that,” I laughed.

“No? Never had your ass ate?” she teased.

“Damn, your generation is fixated on anal, aren’t you?”

Amber playfully slapped my butt. “You’re all nice and clean now. I could show you what you’re missing out on.”

Amber waggled her tongue obscenely, making me laugh out loud.

“Pass,” I said.

“Well, when you want to try it, just ask. Now relax and let me pamper you, Daddy.”

Amber turned off the shower and grabbed a towel. She patted me dry, wiping my front and back as I breathed in the steamy air.

“We can dry out the rest of the way outside,” she said. “Skyclad, as my mother used to call it.”

She led me out to the back of the cabin. The early morning sun shone down, slanting shadows running across the dewy grass. We stood together in the sunlight, letting it dry our skin as it warmed our bodies.

“I wish I could start every day like this,” I said, squinting up into the hazy sky.

“You can if you move up here,” Amber replied. “I bet Lake Prospar during winter will be beautiful. Snow on the pines, ice fog over the lake.”

“You make it sound so enticing,” I said.

“I’ll be here, too.”

“Even more tempting.”

Amber kissed me on the cheek. “I’m going to head back to my cabin. You and Paul can catch up. I’m having a BBQ at my place this afternoon. Message me if you want to come over.”

“I will.”

“Can I borrow your bathrobe? I’m still damp.”

“Sure.”

I stayed out in the sun as Amber ducked back into the cabin. She threw on my bathrobe and collected her clothes. I waved as she sauntered back to her cabin.

Alone, I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sunlight while listening to the birds chirping in the surrounding trees. I felt invigorated in a quiet, bone-deep sort of way. Not the rush of sexual excitement that Amber gave me, but a more calm and soothing energy that stilled the doubts in my mind. It was like the world had slowed down for me, each moment a chance to savor where I was and what I was doing.

“I could get used to this feeling,” I said.

A rustling to my right made me turn. It was the dog. She sat patiently, her body still but her tail wagging.

“Hi, girl. Ready for breakfast?”

She cocked her head as I spoke to her. It was a gesture I loved about dogs. I’d always had a dog as a young boy. I wished I could have gotten one for Paul. Every kid should have a dog growing up.

I went into the cabin and opened a can of dog food I’d bought in Kanderton and slopped it into a bowl. I placed it on the front porch. The dog had circled to the front. She waited patiently, not rushing forward although I knew she must be hungry.

She didn’t approach the bowl until I had gone back inside. I poured a cup of coffee that Amber had so thoughtfully brewed. I drank my Joe and watched the dog eating through the front windows of the cabin. She ate fast and licked the bowl clean.

I expected her to run off immediately. Instead, she lay down on the porch and went to sleep in the sunshine.

“I think we’re making progress, girl.”

The day had started great and was only getting better. I planned on making a big pot of chili for when my son and his girlfriend arrived. When we used to come up here as a family, I’d always do the cooking. I’d make the “bachelor foods” that we’d eat while camping, stuff like chipped beef on toast, baked beans with hot dogs, and my famous chili. Paul had loved my chili, especially with fresh baked corn bread. I’d brought all the fixings with me. I was looking forward to cooking for more than just myself for a change.

“We can eat around the grill at Amber’s place. It will be just like old times, before the lake got electricity.”

The thought pleased me. I got out the beef and other ingredients and started preparing things. I’d already set the dried beans to soak last night. No canned shit for this culinary masterpiece. I’d also brought a bottle of my secret ingredient. A splash of high grade shoyu from Japan would take the dish to another level.

I was draining the beans and putting in fresh water when my son’s SUV pulled up to the cabin. Wiping my hands, I strolled out onto the porch. The dog had gone, but I knew she would be back.

“You made it!” I shouted. “Welcome.”

My son stepped out of the SUV and was joined by his girlfriend. Lucy was a quiet girl, one who seemed older than her 19 years. She was thoughtful and introverted, with an almost naïve sense of wonder about the world around her. There were depths to her personality that were very intriguing.

She was also stunningly beautiful. Thick black hair framed her heart-shaped face, her green eyes startlingly bright. She was slender and toned, her breasts surprisingly full for such a slim girl.

My boy was lucky to have met such a sweet partner. I’d met her several times and was always impressed with her elegance and charm.

As for my son, Paul was almost a carbon copy of me. He stood at 6’ even, just like me. Same dark hair, same even features. He was slimmer than me and less muscular, with more of a runner’s body than I had. He also had his mother’s full lips. All in all, my son was quite a handsome young man.

“Hi, Pops.”

Paul gave me a hug. I held him tightly, happy to see my son again. There’d been a growing distance between us that I hoped this vacation at the lake would mend.

“Lucy,” I said. “Wonderful to see you again.”

I kissed the girl’s cheek, puzzled to see the color rising up her neck. She gave me a strangely bashful smile, as if she were embarrassed about something. Paul was also acting a little awkward. I figured the two must be worn out from the long drive to Lake Prospar.

“Drive okay?” I asked Paul.

“Once we got out of Portland, it was fine. Slowed down around Tacoma, but otherwise it was smooth.”

“Good to hear. Let’s get your stuff inside. I’ve got everything ready for you two.”

“We don’t have much,” Lucy said softly.

It puzzled me to see how little gear they had brought. It didn’t seem like enough for a two-week stay.

“You two going minimalist?” I asked.

Paul and Lucy exchange a quiet look. I sensed they were holding something back, some shared secret or understanding. I felt like I was on the outside looking in.

The last thing I wanted was to be excluded from my son’s feelings. I knew the last year had been rough on him. I decided that, no matter what, these two weeks at the lake with Paul would not be wasted. He was my son. We couldn’t drift apart.

“I’m just about ready to start the chili,” I said with a bright smile. “You remember the chili I make, right?”

“Hard to forget,” Paul said with a grin. “My favorite meal. Did you bring the cornbread mix?”

“I did! The cheap stuff from the dollar store.”

“That’s the one I like best!”

Seeing my son smiling again lifted my spirits. I began to think that this vacation with my boy was going to be okay after all.

The way Lucy was being so quiet troubled me a bit, though. She kept sneaking looks at me in a way that seemed odd. I couldn’t quite figure out what she was thinking. Was there something going on with her and Paul?

I decided their relationship wasn’t my business. I’d focus on enjoying our time together at Lake Prospar. Everything else would work itself out.


Chapter 9

“I’m glad you two have each other.”




“Paul! It’s so great to see you again!”

Amber hugged Paul. My son looked shocked to see the woman that his old friend had become.

“I can’t believe it’s you,” Paul laughed. “I thought you left the lake for good.”

“I was just away for a bit. Now, I’m back.”

“Welcome home, Amber,” Paul said. “You look amazing.”

“And look at you! Spitting image of your father!”

“I’ll just set the chili down on your table,” I said.

I placed the pot of chili on the patio table Amber had set up. It was just after noon and we were in the yard behind Amber’s cabin. Her place was tiny and lacked any of the remodeling of the other cabins. It sat near a small stream that fed into the lake.

I watched as Paul introduced Amber to Lucy. I thought there might be some wariness from Lucy to meet this hot girl who had been Paul’s childhood friend. Instead, Lucy seemed genuinely interested in getting to know Amber.

No, there was more than just simple interest. Was Lucy attracted to Amber? The way she smiled at the blonde hinted at some desire on Lucy’s part. Amber seemed to recognize Lucy’s feelings. She returned the girl’s interest in spades. I could almost feel the intensity between them.

You’ve got a firecracker on your hands, Paul. Hope you can handle her.

I tended the burgers on the grill that Amber had prepared while the three youngsters caught up. Paul was telling Lucy about all the escapades he had gone on with Amber when they were kids exploring the lake.

“And then the beaver came charging at us like a missile through the water!” Paul said to Lucy.

“We paddled our kayaks so fast,” Amber laughed. “I wasn’t really scared, though.”

“You were screaming the whole time, Amber!” Paul shouted.

“So were you!”

Their laughter filled the air. Lucy listened avidly, asking for more and more stories.

“Yesterday, I took your father up to the fire lookout tower,” Amber said.

“It was amazing,” I chimed in.

“We used to throw pine cones off the tower,” Paul explained to Lucy. “We used to spit off it, too. Just hawking big loogies over the edge.”

“Gross!” Lucy giggled.

The four of us ate in the shade beneath a big patio umbrella Amber had pulled out of storage. It was a picture perfect day. The food was delicious and the conversation was lively.

“Your cabin looks the same as ever,” Paul said. “I was so sad to see it empty for the last few years.”

“Glad to be back,” Amber said. “The cabin is the same inside and outside. It has electricity now, but we never got a hot water heater installed. Gosh, it felt so good to have a hot shower with Jack this morning after—“

Amber froze, suddenly realizing what she was saying. Lucy’s eyes had gone wide while Paul just looked confused.

“You showered with my dad?” he asked.

“Uh…”

Amber and I had not discussed if we would reveal our new relationship with Paul. I thought we’d keep it private, but now that the cat was out of the bag, I saw no reason to continue hiding it. Amber and I were not doing anything wrong, after all.

“Amber stayed over last night,” I said nonchalantly.

Paul frowned. “You two are, like, dating or something?”

Amber turned to me, searching for a cue about what to say. I gave her a smile and an encouraging nod.

“Yes,” she said to Paul. “We’re sort of dating.”

“Oh. Okay.”

Paul seemed a little shaken up, but it was Lucy’s reaction that surprised me. She looked… excited? Her skin was flushed and her breathing was shallow.

“I hope this will not be a weird for you,” I said to Paul.

“No, no,” he said hastily. “You’re both adults. We’re all adults. I’m happy that you guys… like, I’m glad you two have each other.”

An awkward silence fell between us. Amber raised an eyebrow at me, curious about what should happen next. I could see Paul was adjusting to the idea of Amber and me. Lucy was smiling widely, a knowing look in her eyes. I wondered what she was thinking about all this.

“I had an idea,” Amber said, breaking the silence. “The bar in Kanderton is having dancing tonight. I thought it would be fun if the four of us went. What do you guys think?”

Again, Paul and Lucy exchanged a mysterious look. I couldn’t read their expressions. I just hoped that whatever was going on with them would not keep the two from enjoying their time here.

“I think we’re going to pass on dancing,” Paul said slowly. “I want to show Lucy around the lake a bit and then have an early night. It was a long drive down here.”

“No problem,” I said. “You kids get your rest. Daniela told me that the bar was having a band come in tomorrow night. Maybe we could go to see that together?”

“Who is Daniela?” Paul asked.

“A girl who works at the grocery store in Kanderton.”

“Sounds like you’re getting to know everyone around the lake,” Paul laughed. “You thinking of putting down roots here?”

Now it was my turn to share a knowing look with Amber.

“Anyone want more chili?” I asked.

***

“Paul looks just like you,” Amber said. “It’s really cool to see him after so long.”

“He was amazed by you as well.”

Amber and I were driving to Kanderton. It was almost 8 o’clock, but the sky was still light, the first stars just beginning to twinkle in the east.

“Lucy seems like a cool chick. Quiet type.”

“She seemed very interested in you,” I teased.

“I know. I liked that. She’s a really pretty girl. I enjoy playing with pretty things.”

“You’re putting all kinds of thoughts into my mind right now.”

“Guys always like imagining two girls with each other,” Amber scoffed. “Typical man stuff. I’m the same way, honestly. I’ve had sex with other girls and always enjoyed it.”

“I’m learning shocking additional details about you all the time, Amber.”

“Geeze. Okay, Boomer.”

“I’m not a Boomer.”

“I know. I just like saying that. Anyway, she and Paul make a really cute couple.”

“I hope everything is okay between those two,” I said. “There was a strange vibe going on with them.”

“Couples have all kinds of hidden emotional tensions all the time. It’s normal, isn’t it?”

I thought about Carol leaving me without a word of warning or explanation.

“I guess so. Some more than others.”

The parking lot at the bar was packed. I had to find a spot about two blocks away. We made our way through the empty streets of Kanderton, the music from the bar beckoning us toward it.

“Ugh. Fucking country music.”

Amber elbowed me playfully. “Don’t be so closed minded, Jack. Lots of people are doing country these days. Cecilly Brantony just dropped a whole country album a few weeks ago.”

“I have no idea who that is.”

“Just go with the flow and have fun, Daddy.”

“Yeehaw.”

The bar was larger than I expected and crowded with people. The music was loud and the atmosphere was energetic. People crowded the bar and ordered drinks while laughing servers circulated with pitchers of beer among the packed tables. Outside on the bar’s patio, people mingled amid the tiki torches and strings of fairy lights. They had set up a raised stage, speakers stacked on it pumping out pop-country tunes. I figured the stage was where the band would play tomorrow.

Just outside the patio, smokers huddled with their cigarettes while plumes of pungent pot smoke wafted through the warm night air. Pot was legal in this state, but you weren’t supposed to smoke it in public areas. Nobody seemed bothered by it, though.

A server who checked our IDs told us that Amber could stay in the outdoor area, but couldn’t be in the bar itself. She drew a large X on the back of Amber’s hand with a black marker. I was driving, so I grabbed some mocktails for the two of us.

Amber was waiting for me on the patio. She pointed to a poster of the band that was performing the next day.

“Dirt Road Debutantes!” she shouted over the noise. “I’ve seen their videos! They’re really cool!”

I looked over the trio. All three women looked like Playboy models. They were dressed like centerfolds, too.

“They can sing? You sure they aren’t just strippers?”

“They’re awesome! Paul and Lucy will have to come with us tomorrow! Now let’s dance, Daddy!”

Amber grabbed my hand and pulled me onto the dance floor. We joined the throng of people.

I felt self-conscious. I’d never really gone clubbing or partying before. Carol and I got married so young and had to care for a child, so we missed out on things like this.

Looking around, I felt very awkward. Not only was I an awful dancer, but I was also much older than Amber. A few people had given us looks already, making me feel the age gap with Amber in ways I didn’t when we were alone. With the large X on her hand, it was even more obvious how much older I was.

It was Amber who yanked me out of my self-consciousness. Her joy and wild abandon as she danced with me were infectious. I let go of my inhibitions and just had fun. I knew people were looking at me and looking at Amber, seeing this 20-year-old blonde hottie gyrating and laughing with a man old enough to be her father.

I knew we were being watched and I didn’t care. This moment was just about me and Amber and the raucous pleasure we shared. Even when some drunk townie tried to cut in on me, I just brushed him aside as Amber laughed in his face.

Hours later, sweaty and tired, Amber leaned close to me and whispered, “Take me home and fuck me, Daddy.”

Arm in arm, we left the bar. The night air was cool and felt like a balm on our overheated bodies. Between the rows of parked cars, I pulled Amber close and kissed her. She held me tightly, our mouths devouring each other as we made out like two teenagers on prom night.

“He your fucking sugar daddy, bitch?” slurred an ugly voice behind us.

I turned to find the drunk townie from earlier swaying a few feet away.

“Leave this old man and come bounce on my dick,” he said. “I’ll rail that cunt and make you beg for more, slut.”

Several responses flashed through my mind.

Hey, we don’t want any trouble.

Haha, you’re drunk, my man. Let me get you another beer.

You need to walk away or I’ll call the police.

Those were the kind of responses I would have given just a year ago. I disregarded all of them. None felt right, not anymore.

Instead, I just punched the townie in the face.

He crumpled to the ground in a heap. I stood over him, fists clenched, hoping he’d get up for more. Instead, the townie’s breath gurgled in a way I recognized from a few of the sparring sessions I’d had as an amateur boxer.

Bending over, I rolled the guy into the recovery position. He started breathing slow and steady. A moment later, his eyes fluttered open.

“Whaaa whaat happen?” he grunted.

That was my cue to leave. Taking Amber’s hand, I led the shocked girl back to my truck. We pulled onto the road and drove back to the lake in silence.

Halfway there, Amber grabbed my arm.

“Pull over!” she shouted. “Pull over right now!”

“What? Why?”

“JUST PULL OVER!”

I pulled off the road into a gap in the tree line. Amber got out of the truck and stomped to the front of the truck. I stared at her through the windshield, the headlights illuminating her like some kind of apparition.

“What the hell?” I murmured as the blonde reached under her skirt and pulled off her panties.

“Come on!” she shouted. “Come and fuck me right now! RIGHT NOW!”

Comprehension hit me. With a savage grin, I killed the headlights and got out of the truck.

Amber was waiting for me. I lifted her onto the still warm hood of my truck and opened my jeans. She spread her legs wide, grunting like an animal as I climbed on top of her and forced my cock into her slick pussy.

“Fuck me, Daddy! Fuck me fuck me fuck me!”

I pounded the blonde as she clawed at my back, her moans of pleasure filling my ears. A car passed and beeped its horn, but we didn’t stop, just went faster. As Amber thrashed beneath me, lost in her orgasm, I flooded her pussy with my hot cum, emptying myself inside her.

“Oh god, oh fuck,” she whimpered. “I’ve never been so turned on in all my life.”

We kissed each other, laughing the whole time. Above us, the moon hung in a sky full of stars. Pale moonlight washed over us as we held each other in the deepening night.


Chapter 10

“Will you help us?”




Early morning sunshine filtered through the window. I lay in bed, still drowsy with sleep, listening to Amber’s slow breathing as she slept beside me. She had kicked off the blankets during the night, her naked body curled into a ball. For a long time, I just watched her sleeping, taking in the youthful beauty of this girl who had come into my life so unexpectedly.

The last few days seemed like a dream. From finding Amber in the alcove behind the waterfall like some nymph from a fairytale, to fucking her at the top of the tower with the mountains sloping down below us, to frantically taking her on the hood of my truck. It was like I’d stumbled into a daydream that just kept getting better.

I’d driven up to the lake expecting solitude and quiet. Instead, I’d found a torrid adventure that had me feeling more alive and vital than ever.

“Life is good,” I whispered.

I leaned over and kissed Amber’s shoulder. She stirred, stretching out and groaning contentedly.

“Good morning,” I said.

“It’s too damn early,” she grumbled.

“Go back to sleep. I’m heading to my place to check on the kids. Come over when you’re ready. I’ll have coffee and breakfast waiting for you.”

“Can you make me waffles?”

“I’ll make you whatever you want.”

She kissed my hand. “Thank you, Daddy.”

I got dressed and stepped outside. The air was cool and the sun was just rising. It was going to be another beautiful day at Lake Prospar.

Back at my cabin, the dog was sleeping on the front porch. I expected her to run away as I approached, but she only stretched and yawned.

I squatted on my haunches a few yards away from her.

“Hey, girl. You ready to let me pet you? Is today the day?”

I held out my hand, palm open. She came towards me warily, sniffing my hand and bumping it with her wet nose. I slowly lifted my hand and stroked her head.

“That’s my good girl,” I said softly.

She licked my hand and rolled on her back, giving me her belly to scratch. Her hind leg kicked as I scruffed her ribs with my fingers.

“Breakfast coming up,” I told her. “You’ll never go hungry again, girl.”

The dog sat on her haunches by the railing as I unlocked the front door and took off my shoes, trying to make as little noise as possible to not disturb Paul and Lucy.

“Hey, Pops.”

Paul and Lucy were sitting around the dining room table. They were drinking coffee and eating some donuts I’d brought. I frowned when I noticed their bags on the floor, packed and ready to go.

“Good morning,” I said warily. “What’s up?”

Paul and Lucy exchanged another one of their mysterious looks.

“Can we talk with you?” Paul asked.

“Sure,” I replied. “Let me just get the dog fed.”

Paul frowned. “Dog? What dog?”

“Stray that’s been coming around. She let me pet her just now. She needs her breakfast.”

I grabbed a can of food and emptied it into a bowl. The dog was waiting patiently for me. I set the bowl down near her. She sniffed the food and began daintily eating.

Paul and Lucy were standing near the front window as I came back in. We watched the dog have her meal, admiring the way she licked the bowl clean.

“A dog and a girlfriend?” Paul said, shaking his head. “You’ve really moved on, haven’t you?”

“Didn’t have much choice,” I replied.

“No, I guess not.”

“You two leaving?” I asked, nodding at their bags.

“I’m leaving,” Paul said.

“Just you?”

“Um, that kind of depends. Can we talk?”

I sat down at the table, concerned about what this was all about. Paul and Lucy seemed nervous and tired. I wondered how much sleep they had gotten last night. Lucy’s hand shook slightly as she poured me a cup of coffee.

“What going on?” I asked, as Lucy took a seat next to Paul.

Paul took in a deep breath, gathering himself. Lucy placed a hand on his forearm, comforting him.

“So, I guess I’ll just start at the beginning,” Paul said. “You probably know that I got pretty messed up by you and mom breaking up?”

“I know.”

“It came at a bad time for me. For us, actually. Me and Lucy, I mean. We’d just started going out. My studies were going poorly and a whole bunch of other stress was piling up on me. Anyway, I got pretty depressed and went to see a doctor.”

I grimaced. I didn’t know any of this.

“Sorry I didn’t tell you,” Paul said, seeing my reaction.

“It’s okay,” I said. “I just wished I could have helped.”

“Mom helped me out. She was real involved, fortunately.”

I nodded, not voicing my displeasure at the two of them keeping me in the dark about Paul’s mental health. This wasn’t the time or the place, though. We could discuss it later.

“So I went to a doctor and he prescribed me anti-depressants. SSRIs, selective serotonin reuptake inhibitors.”

“Yeah, I know what they are. Were there no other options?”

“Exercise and talk therapy, which I still do. The SSRIs have been the most helpful. Like, by far the biggest impact. They lifted me out of the depression and got me back on track with my studies and general wellbeing.”

“That’s good, I guess.”

“Through it all, Lucy has been so helpful. She’s been rock solid for me.”

“I’m happy for the two of you,” I said.

“There’s just been one problem. The SSRIs have some serious side effects. Sexual side effects.”

I shifted in my chair, feeling terribly uncomfortable about where this conversation was going. It was obviously important to Paul, so I tried my best to be supportive.

“I guess I’ll just be blunt,” Paul sighed. “My libido is gone. I have ED and can’t orgasm. I… I haven’t had sex with Lucy.”

“In how long?” I asked.

“Ever.”

I blinked slowly, trying to understand what Paul was telling me.

“You two have been dating for over a year?” I asked. “And you’ve never had sex?”

Lucy shook her head. “We’ve tried.”

“I’m just not able to do it,” Paul said.

I sipped my coffee. My mind was racing. I didn’t know why my son was sharing these intimate details with me, but I knew he needed my help.

The solution seemed obvious.

“Stop taking the pills,” I said. “That will solve things, right?”

“You can’t just stop, you have to wean off them slowly over time,” Paul said. “Bad stuff can occur if you just quit taking them. Besides, the SSRIs are really helping me. I want to continue the prescription.”

I was baffled. “Okay, so these pills are killing your sex drive, but you still want to take them?”

“I want to and I feel like I have to. As much as I want to have sex with Lucy, I can’t jeopardize my mental stability.”

“And I totally support Paul on that,” Lucy said. “He needs to practice self-care and be safe.”

The buzz words and approach to depression didn’t suit me. I knew that kids these days had a different approach to mental illness, but it kind of made my skin crawl. Still, I’d do anything to help Paul work through this.

“Okay,” I said. “I understand. What can I do for you? I’m here for you, Paul.”

“I know, Pops. That’s why I brought Lucy with me. We came up with an idea about how you can help.”

“Tell me.”

Paul and Lucy shared a look. She took his hand as he prepared himself. There was a strange gleam in her eye as she looked across the table at me.

“We were hoping Lucy could stay with you for these next two weeks,” Paul said. “I’ll go back to campus for summer quarter and Lucy will stay here at the cabin.”

“Why?” I asked, confused.

“So Lucy can get the sexual release she needs with someone I know and trust. That’s you, Pops.”

For a moment, I just stared at them with my mouth agape. Then I broke into a grin when I realized that this was all an elaborate prank.

“You two had me going there,” I laughed.

“It’s not a joke,” Paul said. ”Lucy has a really high sex drive. It’s been over a year since she last had intercourse. She can’t go on like that anymore. Lucy needs a man who can satisfy her.”

“Okay guys,” I chuckled. “Enough is enough.”

“Lucy and I want to stay together,” Paul went on. “I don’t want to lose her, but I also know she has needs. I’d rather she got her needs met by you than some random guy. We know it’s a big ask, but we both agree you are the best person to help us. It’s like… it’s not even like cheating, if it’s you, Pops. That’s why we came here. Will you help us?”

I didn’t know what to say. I couldn’t find the words to answer him. Were they really asking me to sexually service Lucy? I stared at the 19-year-old girl. She looked back shyly, but held my gaze. She wasn’t kidding. There was no trickery in her gaze. If anything, Lucy was looking at me with desire in her eyes.

“Is this what you want?” I asked her.

Lucy nodded, her green eyes sparkling. “I’ve always found you very attractive, Mr. Henson. I used to joke with Paul about what a DILF you were.”

“DILF?”

“Dad I’d Love to Fuck,” Lucy said quietly, a red flush rising up her neck.

“Lucy was the one who came up with this idea,” Paul said. “I thought we had to break up, but she told me about her plan and I agreed. You and mom are divorced and I know you’re lonely. Or at least I thought so until I saw you with Amber.”

“We know it’s crazy, but it’s our best chance to stay together,” Lucy said. “Please help us out, Mr. Henson.”

Lucy gave me a sweet, almost innocent smile. I’d never thought of her as a sexual partner before. Now, I looked her over with a new regard. Her long black hair and pale skin, her dazzling green eyes and full lips, her slim body and large breasts.

Despite my reservations, I couldn’t help but imagine this young girl naked and moaning, her breath hot against my ear as I fucked her. After everything that had happened in the last few days, having Lucy in my bed would be just another insane fantasy that had somehow come true.

As I stared at her, Lucy slowly licked her bottom lip. Seeing her wet tongue dragging across those plump lips made my heart pound.

Lucy’s eyes narrowed as she smiled at me. Her hand lightly traced the swell of her breast, stopping to caress her nipple.

My cock throbbed and hardened inside my pants.

Outside, the sun had fully risen over the horizon. A new day had begun at Lake Prospar.

I took in a deep breath.

I had a big decision to make.


Coming Soon




Stunned by Paul’s indecent proposal, Jack must decide if he will sexually service Paul’s girlfriend, Lucy. Just 19 years old, Lucy is desperate for the pleasures that only an older man like Jack can give her. With the blonde bombshell Amber still warming his bed, Jack must try to make room for Lucy to join them. As their clothes come off and the temperature rises, this erotic threesome will explore each other in ways Jack could never have imagined.

But just as Jack is coming to grips with satisfying his demanding new partners, a visitor from his past will turn Jack’s world upside down. Will Jack rise to this new challenge or will he give up Amber and Lucy to pursue the woman who broke his heart?
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